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A SEA OF WORDS 8TH YEAR

Foreword

Senén Florensa Executive President,
European Institute of the Mediterranean

In 2015 we celebrate the 8th year of the project A Sea of Words, promoted jointly by the Eu-
ropean Institute of the Mediterranean and the Anna Lindh Foundation. The objective of this
contest throughout these eight years has been to help foster dialogue between the countries of
Europe and the Mediterranean through the exchange of experiences and knowledge between
youths. This year we wanted to support the EU initiative that has declared 2015 as the European
Year for Development to open the door to the exciting and multifaceted world of development
cooperation. This initiative has fostered projects of very different kinds, and has enabled the
countries involved, both North and South, to share experiences of the issues that make up the
broad concept of sustainable development. They are all available on the website https://europa.
eu/eyd2015/es.

Yet another year, the European Institute of the Mediterranean wishes to promote this ex-
change of experiences and cultural dialogue through writing, in a contest aimed at young writers
who have created stories about development. The chosen theme, “The future we want demands
sustainable development”, and the reflection provided by writing can help raise awareness of the
need to cooperate to achieve a future that is better, more sustainable, more connected to nature,
and more hopeful for future generations. Young people can feel like repositories of our planet’s
wealth, and they are the ones who must understand that development goes beyond borders and
undeniably involves cooperation between countries.

We have received around 200 stories by youths who approached this highly versatile con-
cept of development, and the possibilities of citizen collaboration and awareness-raising. There
are stories that explore human development, some that tackle the theme of sustainability, and
others that focus on warning the reader about the need to respect the environment in which we
live. This diversity of themes and nationalities (the almost 200 youths are from 25 different
countries) renews confidence in the idea that youths are aware of the possibilities of dialogue
and cooperation, and of the responsibility involved in using the tools this gives us to create a
better future, which means fairer wealth distribution. In total, since its creation, the contest
A Sea of Words has had the participation of over 1,800 young writers from Euro-Mediterranean
countries, of whom around 60% are female.

The richness that comes from the different cultures and traditions boasted by the Euro-
Mediterranean area is worthy of being considered one of the most valuable sources of heritage
around us. Therefore, the possibilities provided by development must be used to improve the
everyday life of citizens, always respecting our fellow humans and nature. We must all take
advantage of the opportunity offered by cooperation to understand others better, learn from
them and their needs, and work together for sustainable and peaceful development. In this re-
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A SEA OF WORDS 8TH YEAR

spect, the winning stories of the contest seek to promote the teaching and dissemination of this
cooperation and of the possibilities of sustainable development. Many of the stories received
show young people’s concern for their environment, which we hope will be reflected in the 21st
Climate Change Conference to be held in Paris in December 2015.

The three young winners of this year’s A Sea of Words have expressed the spirit we have
tried to encourage at the IEMed very well. The story “The Seagull”, by Georgios Ampatzidis,
set in Athens, introduces a young writer at the height of the creative process working through
the difficulty of writing — without being discouraged — about the crude reality of the inexorable
march of pollution. The second winning story, “Plastic”, by the Bulgarian Slavena Zaharieva,
endeavours to call the attention of citizens and politicians to the damaging consequences of not
taking care of the environment. The third award goes to the story “Different Similarities” by the
Kurd Halil Ecer, who reminds us that development begins with a basic attitude: the willingness
to listen to and learn from others, to see difference as a source of wealth that makes us grow and
evolve.

Therefore, the 17 stories selected in this 8th year of A Sea of Words show the important
need to ensure the acceptance of sustainable development, which abandons the logic of maxi-
mum profit and strengthens equal participation in prosperity and respect for the environment.
That is why at the IEMed and the Anna Lindh Foundation we will go on working to this end,
using all the instruments available to us to try to give young people in the Euro-Mediterranean
region a future full of possibilities.

IEMed.
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Award Ceremony of the 2015 Contest “A Sea of Words”
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O yLapog
TINopyoc Apmatlions. EALGoa

Evmvnoa [e Tpotvi] oTHon Kot Ty aichnon oG Kovodplog cuyypagtkng Wéag va, Tptyvpilet
0T0 KEPAAL LOV. AVGKOAEVTNKO, Y10, LEPIKA AEMTA VO KATOLPHG® KOl VO KOUUAVTAP® TNV Ot
aeavOpEVN EUTVELGT), OAAG Ot 300 Agttovpyieg euvondnkay dpactikd amd to Kpvo vepd Tov
vurtpa. Eetiaéa évav gpomé okéto e mévte maydKio Kot KAOioo umpoctd oty ThAEOpOOoT Le
TO GOPTGAKL TOV VTVOL KOl YOUVOS TAV® atd T LEST).

[Tivovtag tov kagé apyioa ) dadikasio mov akolovBovca oe T€Toleg mepTdoels. Ot
TPOIVEG EUTVEVGELG OEV NTAV OTAVIEG - LAMOTO Evimba TG 660 Tepvodoay Ta Xpovia, TOGO
7o oLyvESG yivovtav (o1 Tp@vEG oThoEL; akoAovBovcav akpiBag avtifetn mopeia). To drvmo
TEAETOVPYIKO EEKIVOVGE LIE L0 AVOOPOLT TOV dPOCTNPLOTHTOV ToL Bol pmopovcay va £xovv
odnynoet 6Tov aEnuépwTo 0ioTpo. AvolEa TV THAEOPAo G £Val AdLdPOPO KavaAl Kat yOHploa
YPYOPO TO KOAUUAKL GTO TOTHPL 0VOyKALOVTOG TO Ty GKLoL VOL XTUTGOLV HETAED TOVG KOl GTO
Yool - 0 B6pvPog fonbovse GV evepyonoinon g LVIAUNG HLOV.

Agv dvokorevtnia vo katoAnEom oty artio. To mponyoduevo andysvpa n Tovia mapa-
KoAovBohoE £va VIOKIHOVTEP 6T0 GalOVL Lov. Eyd kabdépovy dimha g tpocradmvtag va v
OTOTTAOVIC®. AVGTLYMG Y10 TNV EPMOTIKN HoL d1éfeon to viokiuavtép mapovaiole To 0doumopt-
KO EVOG GOTOYPAPOV GE YDPES TOL TPITOL KOGHOVL - POTOYpPio Kot GAavOpoTio: To EPOTIKA
pov Békyntpa épyoviav oe devtepn Béom. Telkd mndnytikape apydtepa, aAld HUEXPL Vo Te-
AELDGEL TO VIOKIUOVTEDP, TO KOADTEPO TTOL ELY0L VoL KAV® NTOV VoL Tapakolovdow e EVOlpEPOV
TIG TTEPUMETEIEG TOV YAAPOV-TPOTOYDOVIGTY.

«O yAdpog Oa mebavel oto Téhogy eima o€ avvmonTo ypdvo otnv Tovia.

«Ilog to EEperg;»

«AVTO KAV, YPAO® 1oTOplecy.

O YAGpog TOV VIOKIHOVTEP TTEBOVE TEMKE TPAYOVTOG £VOL LOAVDGLEVO WAPL GTN ZEVEYOAN).
Ipwv axdpa Eeyoynoet To atvyo Tnvo, n Tovia Tépace To TOd TG TAV® OO TO YUUEVO GTOV
KOVOTTE GO0 L0V Kot e TO BAPOg TG 6T0 6THH0G Kot TNV KOG LoV APYLeE VO S0 YKDVEL-PL-
Adel ta xethn pov. Kdmoteg popég oképtopat Tmg to aichnua e erlovipomtiog Ty Kpatdet
KOVTO 0€ &vav amévTapo, Katd Ok xpovio LeyaAdTepo, ETi00E0 GLYYPAPEN KOL GVTN 1) KOAAL-
TEYVIKN TEPLEPYELD TTOV ALVOTTUGGEL OTOLOC AVOKATEVETOL LLE TLG TEYVEG - TNV QOTOYPOQio, 6TV
nepintoon . Kartt téroteg atdxeg g dpeoav moAd Kot pov to £deyyve. Extog and tov yAdpo,
méBovay Kot KATOolol KOPLOPAVOL KOAVHUEVOL e TETPELALO Alyo apyoTeEpa, OTMG £100 KAEPTE
0G0 MLOCTAV OKOWLO GTO GOAOVL.

A@o? giya Eekabapioet Ty attia, To exdpevo Prito NTov vo oTidcm 610 OEpa. Avtd givar
AVt TO o dVOKOAO KOUWATL, Yiotl potdlel TOAD pE TIG OKIEG OV EpPavilovTol 6TO OTTIKO
nedlo dtav Kottdg éva avolytdypmpo eovto: 660 mpoomtabeilc va eoTdoEL, TOGO TA HVYAKLO
OTTOLLOKPVUVOVTOL. AVTO TO ONUEID OTATOVGE VIKOTIVY KOl TOV 1) dtKatoAoyia Yo vo KOmvicw
éva amd To KOppPEVA 0T péon Totydpa g mpoybecivig vdoyeons va to koyw. IIpog e&umn-
pETNOT TOL E0IGUEVOL EQVTOD LLOV, TTETAM TO, TOLYAPO GTOV KAGO LE T YopTLd oV adedlm pia
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@opd TV gPfdopdda, ondte mhvta Pplok® aKpOTNPLOCUEVES TpocTabeieg aneldptnong dtav
TG yperafopat. o vo koAOTIAc® akda TEPLGGOTEPO TOV EEUPTILEVO, £ KOL LEPIKOVS LIVEG
Kamvil® GEIATPO AGTE VoL UMV TAEL XOUUEVO TO HIGO LE TO OIATPO. Ousic 01 TVELLOVES LoV GTNV
KOAMTEYVIKT dnpovpyic.

Metd omd TpLapct Totydpo Kat Evay de0TEPO PPUTE LE TPiot LOVO Ty IKLoL Y10, VOL TELELD-
o€l To YPNYopo KatéANEN TEPITOV GTO TANIGLO TOV VEOL £PYOV HOV. ZTO TEYVIKO TOL KOUUATL,
Ba ftav dSmynua péypt 2500 yAddeg AéEeis dote va to £0TeAva o€ vav dtaymvicpo ot Bap-
kehdvn mov tovoe keipeva pe Bépa mapdpoto pe to dkd pov. H déa tav va ypayo yio v
Aotk dravopr TAOVTOL Kot TNV GVIGT) OIKOVOULKT avAmTuEnN amd [ ToyKOGHLL, ATANGTN EALT
ov dnpovpyel pTdyo kot TepParlovtikn katactpopr). Kanwg étot. To 0pa dev pov frav
AYVOGTO: GLYVA TO OKOVUTOVGO EUUECO GTO KEILEVA OV HEGH OO TIG TPOCMTIKEG 1GTOPIEG
TOV TPOTOYOVIGTOV-GOUATOV aVTNS TG Katdotaons. Axdua, évimba kat eyd 0dpa e, tepvo-
VTOG VES Y®PIG SOVAELE, Le OTANPOTO VOIKLL KOl TNV OKOVOLUKY oTthptEn g Toviag. Oa ftay
TAVTOG 1) TPAOTN POPA Tov Ba eMLYEPOVGA VAL YPAY® £YOVTOS TO OPVNTIKA TOV KOTITOAGLOD
MG KEVTPIKO BENN KOl GTO HVAAD [LOV EPYOVTOV GUVELPUIKG GYETIKG TGLTATH TOV TOALTIKOTOWU]-
HEVOV, QOLTNTIKAOV LoV YPOVOV.

Emoképtnia v Toévia yio va cuinmoovpe Ti¢ 10éeg pov. Epmietevdpovy v kpion mg
KaBDG LTOPOVCE VOl LETAPEPEL AMOTELEGHLOTIKA T POTOYPOAPIKN TNG AvTiAnym o€ &va cuyypa-
oo mhaicto. Omwg MEepe mov Ba Empene va EGTIAGEL Lo @OTOYPAPiaL TNG, £TCL UTOPOVOE VAL
QOVTOoTEL Kot TV oKNvy evog dimynpatoc. Oco v yvopile, navto culntovea pall g Tig
10€eg Hov, apyiloviag omd TV TPMOTN YVOPLLio Hog ¢ GIAng g t0te KoméAog pov. Ot dvo
TOVG glyav yvoplotel og €vo oepvaplo potoypapiog kot eiyape Pyet poall yo Koeé pio popd
eym, N Tovia kot n Ayyedikn, Eniong AATPNG TG GOTOYPUPIOG Kot Lo GY£CT| OV TTOL KPATNoE
3 ypévia. Exeivo 1o amdyevpa népaca mold wpaio culntovtag pe v Tovia oyetikd pe éva
dmynuo Tov EYpaea Kot ayvodvTag (aKoVGLo) TIG SOAOPOVIKEG HATIEG TNG AYYEAMKNG TTOL [LOG
maparxorovfovce yopic va Aéet AéEn. Evvoeitar mog 1 Ayyehkn kot 1 Tovia dev Eavapiincav
amd ekeivn ™ pépa. Evvogitat mog n Ayyehikn pe evnpuépooe TANP®S Y10 TO TAOG LLE KOLTOVGE
060 «oaldpilon pe v Tovia kot Tdg Kottovoa eyd TV, TPGONY OTmG Lov eERynoe, eikn TG.
Kanwg £to1 60nKe 1 emaen] pog Kat, akptBdg Vo PAVES LETA, 01 OPOMOL LG EYIVOY TaPEAATAOL
Kot ¢ TETO01 OeV £X0VV Tl KavEVHL KOO onpeio. Xy amd@acn T AyyeAKNS vo e o oet
fowg forBnoe Kot 1o YeYOVOS MG TO KOVOVPLO HoL Stynpa giye mpotayovictplo v Awvot,
pa veapn Fodrida eotoypdeo mov KAEPEL TV KPS TOL TPMOTAYM®VIGTY, 0 0TO{0g HIAGEL O
TPMTO TPOCHOTO. Xe KAbe mepintwon, N Ayyelkn [e Topatoe, Kot Yo €61 OMOKANPOLG LIVEG
€nwva, Kanvia, ETp@ya EAGYLOTO KOl £YPOQO. TOMLLOTO, [LE TPMTAYMVIGTES TTOV AVTOKTOVOVGOV.
Metd yvopioo Eava v Tovia. ZvvavtnOnkape toyaio oTov SpOHO KOl LE AVOyVOPLCE ToPE To
EUQOVY] ONULASLO TOV EPEPO. OTO TPOGMTO KOl VITOSEIKVVOY EYKATAAEYN 0td TV AyyeAlkn Kot
Tov 1610 pov tov gautd. OvolaoTtikd cueTNONKOE and TV APy, APOV Ot WOTNTEG «PiAN NG
AyyeMino» Ko «yKOUEVOS TNG AyyeMKkno» dev onpoawvay Timota mia. [Ipdteve va movpe vav
KOQE Kot TNG WANoa ylo. To TOMHOTO TToL £Ypapa Yo avOpdmovg mov Ekofav Tig PAEREG TOLG.
Mov gine Tmg avaTpiyloce Kot pe TAPOTPLVE VoL «YPAY® Yio KATL PHeYEAO, KOTL OTLOVTIKOY.
Avoyvopioa nog giye diklo, oALG cvvéyioa Yo 1-2 gfSopadeg aKOpO Vo YPAP® Yo EKEIVOVG
mov dev avtegav Tig duokolieg g Long néxpt va ta eTiaéovpie pe v Toévia Kot to ypayid pov
va ylvel oYETIKA o a161080E0.

Anna Lindh
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Xapnke pe v éunvevon pov. H id1a epyaldtav eBerovikd yo po MKO mov mpodceepe
BonBeta ota OOpaTE TNG OtKovopKNG kpiong oty EAAGSa. [vpvodoe Toug dpodpovg e ABnvag
Kot QOTOYPAPILe avOp®TOVG GE aVAYKY, PTOYOYEITOVIEG KOl TOLPOTIYLLOTOL TO TTPMIVE TOV OEV
glye pobnpata otn oyoln, Kot kKdmota Bpddia Bondovoe 6t davop| GLEGITION Kot PUPUAK®V.
Me caeic enppoéc amd T dpacn TG, 0T0 KEIWEVE LoV olyd-c1yd dpyloay vo, epgavifovtot
YOPOKTAPES TOL ElYOV OIKOVOLKA TPpoPAnata, dvepyot, KATOUKOL VITOPBAOUGUEV®V TEPLOYDV
AVOVOLOV TOAE®V - TO GTOLKELD OVTE TANGIOVAY TOVG NPWES LoV, OAAG TOTE dev NTOV TO
Baciko tovg yapaktnplotikd. H Tovia emépeve cuvéyeia va ypay® Yo «KATL LEYOAO», Yl
CKATL CNUOVTIKO», VO LANC® Y10 «TNV adIKio», T1 «QTOYL», TO «KLVIYL TOV KEPSOVG», TNV
«vmofaduon tov mepPdAlovtocy kat pov BvlE KovPévteg TOL YPOVIL TPV Elya omOoppivel
GTO HVOAO HOV MG VITOKPITIKES. BEmPOVOa VITOKPITIKO VO, YPAW® Y10, TV adikio TG KO@Viag
TN OTIyU] OV deV EKAVO KATL OLGLOGTIKO Y10, Vo TNV molepnom. Exetvn otevaympiotay dtov
HLAovc0 €161 Kol EMELEVE TG OKOUO Kol Evag avBpomog va gvoicOntomombel drafalovrtog
Kdmoto keipevo pov Ba givat KEPSOG Yo TOV KOGHO. BemPOVTIC TMG EMTELOVS L glye TeloEL
YEPNKE TOAD OTAV TNG AVEPEPO. TIC TPWIVEG GVYYPAPIKEG LLOV OVI|GVYIEC.

Tng e&nfynoa e kaBe ethkpivela g dev gixo Eemepdoet TIG AVAGTOAEG OV TEPT VTTOKPL-
olag. Emmpeocpévog amd v ekdvo, Tov TETpehatofpeytmv Koppropdvov, n0ela vo ypayo yio
v vrofdaOpon tov TepPAAlovTog TOL PEPVEL TO KLVIYL TOL KEPSOLE, aAAd elya cuveidnon
oG £va 11010 duynua dev Ba elye KATL TOPATAVEO 0VTE KATL AYOTEPO OO £VOL TOINLLAL YL Lol
yovaika Tov kpepdomke. H Tovia yapoyéhaoe.

«To tehevtaio moinpa Tov pov d1dfaces ey VIEPoyo. o TPEmEL Vo TPOcTadNGELS TOAD
Y10, VoL EIVOIL TO KOvoUpLo GOV KEIEVO TO 1010 KOAOY.

«Ba pe Bondnoeig»

«Mmopd va glpon | TpoTayovioTpla, ov OEAEIC» glme Kot ékave [a 6TPoPr| YOP® o ToV
€00TO TG OMBev Yo va TNV S KaAdTEPQ.

«B0 T0 GKEPTO» ATAVINGCA YOPIS VO LTOPD VO KAV TO VOG Lov 660 cofapod Ba Beia.

YrevoyopnOnke. MaAiov 10 €kave oto WEUATO, OAAG OEV UTOPOLGO VO, KOTOAGP® Le
Bepardtnta woTE TPOoGTOLOVVTAY. ATO TOL GLVALGHNLOTO LEYPL TOVG OPYAGLOVS TNG, ElxE TN OL-
VOTOTNTO VO OTADVEL LL0L TOADYPOUT KOVPTIVO UTPOGTA TNG TTOL JEV APNVE TimoTa Va. TEPACEL,
av dev Vv tpafovce eketvn cuveldntd Alyo otnv dKpm.

«Ze mepalm, Kopdid povy v dwfePaimaca.

«To E€pm! Agv BOpuwoa ot aAndeta, Lopd Lov. EEPm MG EipLaL 1) LOVN TPOTUYOVIGTPLO
TOV KEWEVOV GOVY.

Tng ey el apkeTég PopPEG TS Yo LEVAL TO YPAy o Kot 1 {on Ntav 800 vtova SloKpitd
TparypoTa. Oo PTopovso vo Ypawm Yo o KoréAo ov Ba dm tuyaia otov dpopo 1 Ba yvopico
o1 dovAeld, Ympig avtd va onpaivel tog 06 ® vo v TdnEm. Tng elyo emonpbvel Tmg petd v
TPOTN LG CLVAVTNOT Kot VO oo HLOVV HEe TNV AyyelKkn, Eypoaya £va St ynio Tov onoiov
N TpoTay®vioTplo TG Epotale oA Kot To Gvoud TG NTav 110 e T S1KO TG amd TNV ovAmTod).
Mov eiye ddoel va katoAdBm Tog dgv TG apece va pabaivel TEtoleg TANPOPopies, omoTe dev
avépepa Eava KAt oxeTiko. TovAdyiotov dev (AEVE TIg TPOTAYMVIGTPIEG LLOV TTOV CUTOKTOVI|COV.

«M7opeic val [Lov SDCELS LEPIKEG POTOYPAPIEG GOV; Bupdpat eiyeg Kavel po oepd pe 0¢-
po ) pdmaven. Oa pe Bonbdovoe, akodua, vo Lov vIodeilelg kdmota uépn g Adnvag pe évtova
onpadi vroPaduong. Ecbd EEpetg v mdAN kaAbTEPQ AITd EPEVAY.

IEMed.
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Alécmg Eexdploe HePIKEG POTOYPAPIES ATO TOVS PAKEAOVS TNG KOl OV TIS £0MCE.
H Aioto pe To pépn mov avéeepe fTay TG0 LeYOAN TOV LETH TAL TPMTA SEKOL TNV GTAUATNOOL.

«Ag Ao TPDOTA GE PEPIKA OO OVTA KOt BAETOVUEY.

«®érerg va mape polis»

«Kardtepa va kavo mpdto pepikég forteg povog pov. To E€peig Tmg pe fondaesw.

‘Eyveye xatagatikd kot pe eince yo «to Aépe to Ppadvy. Pevyovtag and to omitt g
nuovv Euvd a161000E0¢. Tomg av eMOKENTOUOVY £va amd To. LEPT| TOV OV TPOTEVE, OV LEAE-
TOVGA TIG POTOYPAPIEG TNG, AV TPOGTAOOVG VO LT GTO HVOAD, TNV yuyn, T {on evog Kapya-
pio ¢ BGA0GGOG 1| EVOG KAPXOPIO TOV OIKOVOLK®Y AOUTL, 0V KOTAPEPVO VO, GITOSOUNGM KO
vo ovacLVOEG® TV EVvola TOV KEPSOVG, I0ME VO LTopohGa, TEAKA V. YPAW® KATL TAV® Ty
adtopatn Wéa mov pe Evmynoe to Tpwi. Oco mpooradodon Vo TIC KOITAE®M 01 GKIEG ATOUKPV-
vovtayv, aArd avtd moté dev aAlalel. H mo kovtvn) tonobBecia and avtég mov oképtnke 1 Tovia
NTAV Lo TOPATNUEVN TOPOAO GE ATOGTACT LLOG MPAG LE TO AE@POPELD ATd TO GTITL TNG.

Tnv elya emokeptel Eava npv xpovia. Tote n mapaiio NTav Kobopn Kot ToAd dSNUOPIANG
OVALESO GTOVG AVOPOTOVG TOL EYayvay EVo LEPOG YO UTAVIO LE EDKOATN Tpocaot). Xiyd-ci-
Y& ApYLoE VO CLYKEVTPOVEL Udlo amd KovTIva £pyotdéia, AUt and KOVTIVEG ETLYEPNOELS,
GKOLTO10L TOV £PLYVaV TEPAGTIKOL 031 YOl KOt 1 Vo] 1OV YIVETAL GLUVEVOYT 001 YNGE GTI SNt
ovpyia pog maparioc-yopatepns. Iepmbnoo TpocEKTIKG OVALEGH GTO GKOLTIdW Kot KaOioa
oe évav Bpdyo dimha ot Bdhacca. H aicOnon g potatdtntag avtod mov ffeha vo KAave
eméotpeye. X TL B weelovoe To S YNUE Hov; Oa £nelde, PNTmG, ToV dmAavo Tafepvidpn
vo unv piyvel otn Bdlacca to ckovmide Tov; Oa Ekave Tov eoptnyatdy va teTaEet Ta pumdlo
6N OWAGGL0. ATOCTACT AVTi VO To PEPEL E0M e 6TO 0KOTAOL, OG0 EKavo AVTEG TIG GKEWELG
£Mova 0o KATO KOUUATIO TAOCTIKOD KOl TO TETOVGO. e SUVOLUT TTPOG Ta TCWM.

EByoda pepucés pmtoypaeieg amd 10 cakidd pov kot Tic koitaéa pe tn ogpd. Ot poto-
ypaoiec mov £Ryale n Tovia amd tovg Spdpovs g ABMvag ypnoipomotovvay yia T dnpovpyia
oVAQY Kot EVTLTToL LAKOD gvatcOntomoinong and v MKO oty omoia dovreve. H mpoomd-
Be1a vt PoavoTay vo, amodidel, KoM elyay KATAPEPEL VO OPYAVOGOLY GLGGITLO KOl SLovVOUn
QOPLAK®Y EEOLOKANPOV OO TIC TPOSPOPES OTADY avOpdOTOV, TOV Tovg TNPLAV LE 0,TL TOVG
nepioceve kat v eBehoviikn epyacio tovg. Towg, telkd, va unv RTov TO60 PaTo 1 Tpoctd-
Oe1o. H okéyn pe myove amod ) (ot oto kpvo Kot petd it ot LEotn Kot To 1810 yvdtav
pe Tov kapd, mov GAAACE amd NAOEAVELD GE GLVVEPLA KOl OEPQ.

Apyioa vo To SoLAEH® €K VEOL GTO HVAAD IOV Kot va Kpatdo onpewdoels. H wotopia pov
Bo eiye TpOTAYOVIOTES LEPKOVS YAApoLS Tov {ovoav o€ o mopoiio cav avth. @o Lovcav
opaio Kol novye TpdyovTag Yapto omd ) 0dhacoa Kot Kavovtog Tig fOATEG TOVG TUvVE and
Ta kopoto. Mo pépa Ba xtiotel éva epyooTaotlo Kovid otny Topaiio Tov Oa piyvel amofinta
ot 0dhacoa. Ot yAdpot Ba amogacicovv va avtdpdcovy. Qo emtefodv otovg epydteg pe
KOVTGOVALEG Kol papeicpata. @a vikicovy Kot 6tn 8661 Tov epyoctaciov Ba yivel Eva oyoAeio.

‘Héepa mog éypoga Praxeiec. Movtlobpmoa 0,1t glyo ypowel g ekeivo To onueio Kot
oTapdoa Yo Alyo. Mio KOLTGOVALY TPOGYELOONKE GTO GUELOUATAPIO LoV, gida Evav YAAPO va
TETOEL TTAV® OTTO TO KEPAAL OV KOl LGN T, TTETAEN TV TEVQL LLOL TTPOG TO LEPOG TOL. META 0o
UEPIKES OTIYUES O YAGPOG £MEGE UIPOGTE GTOL TTOSIOL OV LIE TIV TEVO KAPPMOUEVT] GTHV KOIALY TOV.

[Teprepydotnia to vekpod movAl. Tpafnéa v méva amd 10 GO TOV Kot omokaAdeOnKe
pa Babid TAnyn Aiyo prpootd amd v ovpd tov. Mia mapdpunon pe ékave va Eavoydowm v
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TEVOL OTNV KOWALYL TOV Kol e oTafepr| Kivnomn va TV @Ep® TPog TO AULLd avolyovTog i KoK,
EMUNKN TOp oto TTNvo. Htov kTt mov dev nfeia va kdve oAAd QavoTay Tmg dgv HTopovca
VO OTOQUY® - GOV £VAG EVOYANTIKOG AOEIYKAG TOV JEV PEVYEL OGO KOl 0V KPATHGELS TV OLVOTVOT
cov. Kpdtnoa v avaco pov y1oti 0o T0 GTOpdYL TOL avadLOTOV e VIOV LUPOSIE TOV OV
0voee ™y kovliva pov dtav kKabdaplo yaplo Kot TETOVGO, T0, GKOVTION LETH amd TPELS UEPEG.
"EByoia amd to otopdyt Tov tpic aykiotpia, £vo KopUATt KOVeEPPag Kot £V TPOPLAOKTIKO Lle
pafdnceic. TOMEX TV KOTOTO aVALLESO GTOV JEIKTN KOl TOV LEGO YUPVAVTIS TV YOP® omd T
300 ddaKTLAN. ZKEPTNKA TG 0 YAAPOS Ba mEBave 0VT®G 1] AAAWDG KABMOG 1 dLTPOET TOL OAO-
OAVEPO YOLOVGE TNV VYEIR TOV, TOPA TIC TPOPLAGEELS.

O yAGpog orkotdONKE Ao TNV TEVO LOV. AKOLO KOL 0V OEV TOV GKOTMVE 1) VO, [Lov Oa
wéBave omd to oKoVTTIdIo TOV £TpmYE. O TOV GKOTMVE 1) KOVGEPPOL OV Agimel amd mEPLOYEG
mov vrocttifovat. Ba Tov okdTOVE 1) KAVA. Qo Tov oKOT™VE N Taryida mov eiye otndel Yo éva
yapt. AALot £xouv TOALA, AAAOL OEV £YOVV TIMOTO KO Y10 LEPIKOVS ATOUEVOVY LOVO GKOLTTIOLL.
"Eckioa tn celida [le TIg ONUEIMGELS OV KoL KviOnKa Tpog T 6TACT Tov Aem®opeiov Tov Ba
pe myouve Ticm. Mropei va £ypaea £va Toin o Yo KATotov YAGPOo Tov avTokTovel 1] évay Kop-
popavo mov k6Pt T PAERES Tov. Ziyovpa dev Ba Eypopo Eva SUYNUa Y10 VO GTEIA® GE EKEIVOV
ToV daymvicpd ot Bapkehdwn.
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The Seagull

Georgios Ampatzidis. Greece

I woke up with a hard-on and the feeling of
a new literary idea wandering through my
head. I had to pee, and struggled with my
looming inspiration for a few minutes; the
cold water running in the sink dramatical-
ly improved my body’s functions. I made a
black coffee “frappe” with five ice cubes, and
sat in front of the TV in just my shorts.

Drinking coffee was the way I initiated
proceedings in such cases. Morning inspira-
tions were not an unusual thing for me; as a
matter of fact, [ felt that as the years went
by morning inspirations were becoming more
and more frequent (while morning hard-ons
followed the opposite course). The ritual be-
gins with a review of which activities might
have aroused this inspiration. I turned on
the TV and switched it to a random channel
while I clinked the ice cubes in the glass by
stirring them with a straw (the noise helped
me refresh my memory).

It wasn’t hard to settle on a theme. The
previous evening, Tonya had been watching
a documentary in my living room while I sat
next to her, trying to seduce her. Unfortunate-
ly for my libido, the documentary was about
a photographer travelling through third-
world countries doing photo shoots and char-
ity work (my erotic seduction couldn’t com-
pete). Eventually we screwed, but right up to
the end of the documentary I was obliged to
watch the fascinating adventures of a seagull
in its starring role.

“The seagull dies in the end,” I told
Tonya all of a sudden.

“How do you know?”’

“It’s what I do. I write stories.”

A SEA OF WORDS 8TH YEAR

The seagull appearing in the documen-
tary died eventually from having eaten an in-
fected fish in Senegal. Before the unfortunate
bird died, Tonya crossed her leg over my su-
pine body, and while pushing herself across
my chest and belly, she began biting and kiss-
ing my lips. Sometimes I think that she hangs
out with me — a broke, aspiring writer who’s
ten years older than she is — out of charitable
feelings and an artistic curiosity, the kind you
develop if you’re interested in the arts (pho-
tography, in her case). She really appreciated
my little aphorisms, and she let me know as
much. Some oil-slick cormorants died along
with the seagull. I peeked while we were still
in the living room.

Once I had a theme to work with, the
next step was to focus on the subject. This is
always the most difficult part. Like a shad-
ow that appears in your field of vision when
you’re looking into a bright background, the
more you try to focus on some flies, the more
distant they seem. This stage required nico-
tine, and was a perfect excuse to smoke the
rest of a cigarette I had cut in half and left the
day before yesterday, when I swore I would
quit smoking. In service to my addiction, I
throw my cigarettes in the bin, which I empty
once a week, so I'm always finding slashed
rehabilitation attempts whenever I need
them. In order to tease the addiction even
more, [’ve been smoking unfiltered cigarettes
for the past few months, so as to not waste
the other filtered halves. My lungs are being
sacrificed for the sake of artistic creation.

After three and a half cigarettes, and a
second “frappe” with only three ice cubes so
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I could finish it faster, I outlined my new story.
In technical terms, it would be a 2500-word
narrative to send to a themed competition in
Barcelona. My idea was to write about the
unjust distribution of wealth and unequal
economic development caused by a world-
wide, greedy elite that left poverty and dis-
astrous environmental conditions in its wake.
Something along those lines. The subject was
not unfamiliar to me: I often referred to it in
texts that included testimonies from victims
of this situation. I felt victimized by this situ-
ation myself, having spent months without a
job, unable to pay the rent and depending on
the financial support of Tonya. Yet it would
be the first time I’d try writing on the nega-
tive aspects of capitalism as a main subject.
Through association, I recalled many apho-
risms from my politicized student years.

I went to see Tonya to discuss my ideas.
I trusted her judgment because she was able
to apply her photographer’s point of view to
a literary framework. With her knowledge of
a photograph’s focal point, she was able to
imagine the scenes of a narrative. I’d been
discussing my ideas with her ever since we
first met, when she still was a friend of the
girlfriend I’d been with for three years. The
two of them had met at a photography sem-
inar, and the three of us went for a coffee
once: me, Tonya, and Aggeliki, who loved
photography as well. I had a good time that
evening talking with Tonya about a story
I was writing and (unintentionally) ignoring
killer glares from Aggeliki, who was watch-
ing us without saying a word. Aggeliki nev-
er spoke to Tonya again after that day, and
she let me know that she’d been glaring at
me for “drooling” over and ogling her now
“ex-friend” Tonya. We broke up exactly two
months later. A factor that probably contrib-
uted to Aggeliki’s decision to leave me was
the appearance in my new story of a young

A SEA OF WORDS 8TH YEAR

French photographer named Aynot, who stole
the author’s heart. In any case, for six whole
months after Aggeliki left me, I was drinking,
smoking, barely eating, and writing poems
about people who committed suicide.

Then I ran into Tonya again. We met by
chance on the street and she recognized me,
despite the signs of Aggeliki’s abandonment
being evident on my face. We literally intro-
duced ourselves all over again, since associa-
tions such as “Aggeliki’s friend” or “Aggeli-
ki’s boyfriend” meant nothing anymore. She
suggested we go for a coffee, and I told her
that I was writing poems about people who
cut their veins. She shuddered and urged me
to write about “something big, something im-
portant”. I told her she was right, then kept
on writing about people who couldn’t bear
life’s hardships. This lasted for a couple of
weeks, until I started an affair with her, when
my writing became more optimistic.

Tonya was pleased to have inspired me.
She worked as a volunteer for an NGO assist-
ing victims of the economic crisis in Greece.
On mornings when she didn’t have class, she
wandered around the streets of Athens taking
photographs of people in need, people living
in slums, and some evenings she helped dis-
tribute food and medicine. My texts began
to reflect her influence, and gradually char-
acters with financial difficulties began to ap-
pear in them: people who were unemployed
or were living in impoverished regions and
forgotten towns. Still, this was merely a part
of my writing, and not the main subject.
Tonya constantly insisted that I write about
“something big”, “something important”; that
I deal with “injustice”, “poverty”, “the pursuit
of profit”, and “environmental degradation”.
She reminded me of aphorisms that I had re-
nounced years ago because I’d regarded them
as hypocritical. I considered it hypocritical
to write about societal injustice while doing
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nothing to fight against it. She got upset when
I talked to her like that, and insisted that even
if it was only one person who was made more
aware after reading one of my texts, it would
be the world’s gain. Believing that she had
finally persuaded me, she was pleased when
I told her about my literary concerns from
that morning.

I was sincere in explaining to her that
I hadn’t overcome my reticence regarding
hypocrisy. Inspired by the cormorants cov-
ered in oil, I thought I might like to write
about environmental degradation being a
consequence of the pursuit of profit, but I re-
alized that a story like that wouldn’t make as
much of an impact as a poem about a woman
who hanged herself. Tonya smiled.

“The last poem you read to me was
wonderful. You have to do your best to make
your new text is as good as that poem.”

“Will you help me?”

“I could be the main character, if you’d
like,” she said, and spun around.

“I’ll think about it,” I answered, trying
to look as serious as I could.

She looked sad. I guessed she was pre-
tending, but I was never sure whether she
was or not. When it came to her feelings, and
her orgasms as well, she had the ability to
draw a colorful curtain across herself and not
let anything pass through, unless she tugged
at the edges herself.

“I’m teasing you, my love,” I assured
her.

“I know! I’'m not really upset, baby.
I know that I’m the only character starring in
your texts.”

I had told her several times that, for me,
writing and life were two completely sepa-
rate things. I could write about some random
girl I’d seen on the street or met at work, but
that didn’t mean I wanted to fuck her. I point-
ed out that after our first meeting and while

A SEA OF WORDS 8TH YEAR

I'was still involved with Aggeliki, I’d written
a story whose main character very much re-
sembled her, and that I’d given the girl in my
story Tonya’s name, written in reverse. She
let me know that she didn’t like to be told
those kinds of things, so I never told her any-
thing like that again. At least she didn’t get
jealous of any female protagonists who com-
mitted suicide.

“Could I have some of your photos?
I remember you did a series on pollution.
It would also be helpful if you could show
me some places in Athens with signs of major
degradation. You know the city better than
I do.”

Right then she took some photos from
her folders and gave them to me. The list of
places she started to name was so long that
I stopped her after the first ten.

“Let me visit some of these places first
and then we will see.”

“Would you like me to go along with
you?”

“It would be better if I went for a few
walks by myself. You know it helps me.”

She nodded in agreement and gave me
a see-you-in-the-evening kiss. When I left
her house, I felt optimistic again. Maybe if |
visited some of the places she suggested, if |
studied her photos, if I tried to get inside the
mind, soul or life of a shark — the kind that
swim or the financial kind —, if I managed
to deconstruct and reshape the perception of
profit, maybe then I could write something
related to the idea that had woken me up in
the morning. As I tried to look at them, the
shadows began drawing away, but this is
something that will never change.

The closest place Tonya suggested I visit
was an abandoned beach I could get to in an
hour by bus. I’d been there once, years be-
fore, when it had been a clean beach, one that
had been very popular with people wanting a
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place to swim that was easy to get to. Since
then, debris from nearby construction sites,
wastewater from nearby businesses, and
trash tossed by passers-by had accumulated
and, because tolerance turns into complic-
ity, it led to the creation of a beach-dump.
I picked my way past the trash and sat on a
rock by the sea. A sense of futility in regard
to my own efforts returned. How could my
story help? Would it persuade an innkeeper
to stop emptying his garbage into the sea?
Would it persuade a truck driver to journey
double the distance to throw his trash else-
where? As these thoughts went through my
head, I kept picking up pieces of plastic from
below and hurling them back.

I took some photos out of my backpack
and looked through them. The shots Tonya
took in the streets of Athens were used by the
NGO she was working for to raise people’s
awareness. The effort seemed to be paying
off, since they’d managed to organize the dis-
tribution of food and medicine solely through
the volunteer work of ordinary people. May-
be these efforts weren’t in vain after all. My
thoughts went from warm to cold and back
again, right along with the weather, which
switched constantly between warm and sun-
ny to cold and windy.

I started outlining the story in my mind,
taking notes. My main characters would be
seagulls living on a beach like this one. They
would live quiet, pleasant lives, eating fish
from the sea and soaring above the waves.
One day a factory would be built next to the
beach, and its debris would be dumped in the
sea. The seagulls would decide to do some-
thing about it by attacking the construction
workers, pecking them and assailing them
with droppings. The seagulls would win and,
instead of the factory, a school would be built.

A SEA OF WORDS 8TH YEAR

I knew I was writing nonsense. I crossed
out everything I’d written and stopped for a
while. A dropping landed on my notebook;
I saw a seagull flying over my head and with-
out thinking I threw my pen at it. The seagull
fell in front me a moment later, the pen stick-
ing out of its belly.

I examined the dead bird, pulling my
pen out to reveal a deep wound by its tail. A
sudden impulse made me stick my pen back
into its belly and drag it towards its neck,
making a ragged incision in the bird. It was
something I hadn’t mean to do but couldn’t
help, like an annoying hiccup that won’t stop
even when you hold your breath. I did hold
my breath because of the intense stink that
emerged from seagull’s stomach, remind-
ing me of my kitchen after I’d cleaned fish
and left the garbage for three days. From its
stomach I extracted three hooks, a piece of
a can and a ribbed condom. I rolled the con-
dom over two of my fingers and turned them
around. I figured the seagull would have died
anyway, since its diet was obviously screw-
ing with its health.

The seagull was killed by my pen. Even
if it hadn’t been killed by my pen, it would
have died from the trash it’d been eating. It
could’ve been killed by the can, something
that many starving regions lack. It could’ve
died from sexual stimulation. It could’ve
been killed by a trap set for a fish. Some peo-
ple have too many things; some don’t have
anything; and for others, all that is left is
trash. I tore out my page of notes and head-
ed towards the bus stop to get back. I might
write a poem about a seagull that committed
suicide, or a cormorant that cut its veins.
Surely I wouldn’t write a story to send to the
competition in Barcelona.
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Plastic

Slavena Zaharieva. Bulgaria

Anna opened her eyes and smiled. She was wide awake at sunrise, even before the alarm clock
had rung, because she was happy. Stretching under the soft linen sheets, she smiled again before
she sat up. The sun’s first rays had already filled the room with the soft light of early summer
mornings. Chirping from an enthusiastic bird floated through the open window, sounding like a
song about the kind of happiness that has no particular source or reason.

Anna’s big, black, white-pawed cat sat on the window sill with her ears raised, trying to
determine the source of the birdsong. When Anna got up, Kitty barely glanced at her with an air
of disinterest, and went back to listening to the distant prey. Anna went around the room, turning
on her computer and making coffee. Kitty sighed. The bird had stopped chirping, and the cat
began to lick her left front paw with meticulous precision. She stopped for a moment only when
Anna filled her plastic bowl with cat food. Then she continued with the right paw.

After a first hot gulp of coffee, Anna looked at the poster on the wall and smiled again.
The big poster with her picture on it read “Anna Spring, your candidate for Senator. Thinking
with you, about you, like you”. Although it was a bit narcissistic of her to keep the poster in her
bedroom, she had decided she was entitled to a little narcissism. After all, she was one of the
youngest women ever to be elected to the Blue Megapolis Senate. Even now, a few days after
the elections, she still had moments of disbelief in her own success, when she had to look at the
poster to remind herself she was now Madam Senator.

She was sipping her coffee in front of the poster when the computer made the clicking
sound of a new e-mail from administrative services. It read, “Ms. Spring, you are expected in
the Prime Minister’s office for breakfast this morning.”

The PM was a big man whose thin squeaky voice made Anna jump whenever she heard
it unexpectedly. She wasn’t very fond of the man, even though they were from the same party,
and she was especially not fond of the fact that he accompanied his breakfast with a cigar. She
coughed attentively while he talked behind a veil of blueish smoke.

“I’m very proud of you, Anna, and very happy to help with your new duties. We have a
great number of tasks ahead of us. There are the new entertainment regulations to pass, then tax
reform and education guidelines to draft. We have our hands full.”

She smiled her official smile while he talked, and when he started to repeat himself, she
concentrated on her hard-boiled egg, still smiling as if she were listening to him. Thank God the
coffee’s good, she thought. It makes breakfast tolerable.

“Oh, and there’s one more thing. Today you and I are going on a little trip.”

Anna started listening again.

“Atrip?”

“Yes. To the outside.”

“Outside?”
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“Outside Blue Megapolis.”

Anna’s eyes opened wide and she put her coffee cup down with a sharp clink of porcelain.
She looked at him for a few seconds without speaking while he explained.

“See, I know this is new to you, but so is being a Senator. Ordinary people don’t go out,
but you are no longer ordinary.”

Anna had never felt ordinary but she decided not to go into details, instead continued
listening in silence.

“The government has decided that every acting politician must be aware of what’s out
there. So we’re going on a trip.”

“But... What is out there? I thought it was just empty fields and wilderness. Why would
I need to see it?”

“Well, I personally agree with you but... Regulations. We have to go. I’ll send some
clothes for you and we’ll leave at 11.”

“Clothes, sir?”

“You’ll see.”

After this most peculiar breakfast came an even more peculiar package from the PM. It
contained knee-high rubber boots and clothes made of a thick wool-like material. They looked
like they would last a thousand years, a fact that made her feel strangely uncomfortable.

Anna had always wanted to be a politician. Even when she was little, she’d imagined her-
self in a formal suit, her short hair combed back, her face open to the world. She wanted to do
good and she wanted to work in a suit. It was a strange mix of virtue and vanity which had begun
at school, where she’d joined debate clubs and helped with campaigns and elections. Then, at
university, her career had started to take off and her suits had started to pile up, until she had to
get a bigger closet. In all those years, she’d almost never given a thought to the outside.

For the past century, life in Blue Megapolis had gone on exclusively within its walls (there
were actual walls) and people seemed to have forgotten there even was an “outside”. There
were, of course, other megapolises, but one got there by plane and had no need to see what was
below the clouds. There was just barren land — they were briefly taught at school — a void be-
tween megapolises, a blank space. A nothingness that for some reason the PM wanted her to see.

She put on the clothes and boots under Kitty’s slightly-less-bored gaze. Then, once the cat
finally decided that the plastic bowl of food deserved her attention, Anna left the flat and got
in the black government limousine that was waiting outside her building. It took Anna and the
PM to a military airbase on the outskirts of Blue Megapolis. Anna had only been to such a place
once or twice before. It was full of grim men in camouflage who nodded their formal greeting
to her and the PM. One of the grim men escorted them to a helicopter while another climbed
into the pilot’s seat.

“Fasten your seat belts.” He raised his voice over the noise of the propellers at takeoff.

At first, all Anna could see below were the low buildings of the airbase. Then there was
a field of prematurely yellow grass which went on for some time, empty and lonely. Only the
color of the grass changed, becoming more and more yellow. (Wasn’t it early for yellow grass?
It was only June...) Images went by as if from a film, one after another, like in a movie theater.
Then they were at the walls of Blue Megapolis.

And then nothing.
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Anna wondered again what they were doing there, flying over barren fields, but she
couldn’t ask the PM over the noise of the machine. As they continued flying, she noticed the
land became more grey than yellow, and it was all flat, without a single tree, or river, or any-
thing. For a moment, she thought it looked like another planet, one where vegetation didn’t yet
exist.

Her eyes had begun to grow tired from the monotonous view when suddenly she saw it.
In the distance, almost on the horizon, there was a big pile she couldn’t identify at first. It was
like a mountain, but the texture was different. As they came closer, she noticed other, smaller
piles around the first one.

“What is that?” she yelled.

“Trash,” the MP yelled back.

Anna bent forward, trying to see more clearly. At first she couldn’t make out anything in
particular, but as the helicopter flew over the piles, she began to see it. Trash. And a lot of it.
Huge piles of plastic bottles, containers of all shapes and sizes, clothes, shoes, automobile tires,
broken glass, crooked metal parts, smashed radios and old TVs, and more and more plastic.

Anna looked without moving, unable to speak. The piles went on and on and seemed to
become bigger and bigger. As the helicopter banked slightly to the right, she noticed something
so strange that she was almost shaken out of her speechlessness. There were no flies clouding
the air. No birds. No animals at all.

It was all dead piles of plastic.

The helicopter was now heading in a different direction and the piles were fewer and few-
er, finally being replaced by the same grey land they had first seen. Anna looked on unblinking
as they neared a cluster of low buildings surrounded by a fence. The helicopter descended,
landing on a spot between the buildings. The propellers slowed to a full stop. Anna still wasn’t
talking or moving.

“Not a pretty sight, I admit,” the MP said in a low voice.

“No,” Anna replied dryly. “Is it... Is it ours?”

“Some of it. Some of it is our great-grandparents’. Our inheritance, so to speak.”

His attempt at a joke fell flat as Anna looked at the buildings around them.

“What’s all this?”

“Monitoring base. We have to keep an eye on what’s happening here. On the piles.”

“How does it end up here? The trash?”

“We fly it in.”

“We?”

“Yes... Let’s go in.”

Before Anna could say anything else, the pilot handed them a pair of gas masks.

“What’s this for?” she asked.

“Just in case. The air’s not so good around here,” the pilot said.

As they put on the gas masks and left the helicopter, Anna thought she would faint. They
trotted across dry, grey land with the remains of yellow grass scattered over its cracked surface.
Anna took a deep, artificial breath through the gas mask and looked up. The sky was also grey
and the sun was barely visible behind a veil of smoky clouds. The light was muted, and it felt
like it could be any time of day. Time didn’t seem to exist in its natural form here.
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Anna and the PM entered one of the buildings. They took off their masks in a semi-
furnished lounge. Almost bare, it had only one table, a few chairs, and a kitchenette.

“Coftee?” asked the PM. “They purify the water here,” he quickly added.

“No.”

Anna sat down, beginning to gather her wits about her.

“What about Blue Megapolis? What’s the water like there?”

“Also purified. For some more than for others.”

“What does that mean?”

“Well, let’s just say you’ll be drinking better water now that you’re a senator, when you
go live in you new quarters.”

Anna nodded.

“I’m not saying it’s fair. It’s not. But there’s really nothing we can do about it.”

“Nothing?”

“All this — the waste — has been accumulating for generations. We’ve never really man-
aged to, well, manage it. Garbage is fine, because it’s managed in Blue Megapolis. But plastic...
It takes more than 400 years for a plastic bottle to biodegrade. Some of it is managed, but there’s
simply too much.”

“So we just dump it here? There’s no better way?”

“We haven’t found one.”

“Have you tried?”

The PM sighed.

“Look, Anna, it’s not all black and white. We... after a certain point we weren’t able to...”

He continued to talk and his words began running together until they formed a pile of
trash. At least, that’s what Anna imagined. She wasn’t sure how long he’d been talking when
she interrupted him.

“And people don’t know anything?”

“Of course not. Can you imagine what would happen if they knew? It would be chaos.”

“We’d lose power, you mean. Us politicians.”

“Yes. And it would be chaos. We may govern poorly but it’s better than having no gov-
ernment at all.”

“And nobody asks any questions?”’

“Very few people do. After all, one of the government’s tasks in recent years has been to
encourage pop culture. Mass entertainment. None of this ridiculous diversity business — that’s
too complex. Pure mass culture full of popcorn. People don’t ask questions when they’ve got
enough entertainment. And popcorn.”

“Is it the same in other megapolises?”

“Pretty much, yes. Look. I brought you here because you need to know all this now that
you’re in the Senate. And you need to keep it quiet.”

Anna nodded mechanically. After that, everything she did was mechanical. Leaving the
monitoring building with the gas mask, getting in the helicopter, taking the mask off, looking out
the window at the grey field with the piles of trash that grew smaller and smaller as they flew away.

She returned home in a daze. Kitty came to her in a rare display of affection, but Anna
didn’t notice. She went to sleep, remaining awake until morning.
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Then, at dawn, she picked up the phone and dialed the number of her publicist.
“Yes, Annie?” Sarah’s sleepy voice answered.

“I need you. I want to issue a press release.”

“Now? Can’t it wait?”

“Not really, no.”

Sarah sighed, and Anna heard the rustling of paper. Then the short search for a pen.
“A press release about what?”

“Plastic.”

Anna Lindh
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Farkli aynilar
Halil Ecer. Tiirkiye

Eyliil hazin bir ay oldugu kadar sevincin, coskunun, yeni heyecanlarin baglangicidir ¢iinkii eyliil
de okullar agilir ve bu 6grenciler igin ¢ok biiyiik bir sevingtir. O yaz Elazig da insaat ta ¢alistyor-
du Azad okul i¢in har¢lik toplamak ve bir nebze de babasinin sirtinda ki o kocaman ekonomik
sikintrya el atmak istiyordu ve yine o yaz liniversite tercihlerini yapmisti. Giinesin el sallamasiy-
la apar topar kalkip kahvalti yapacagi santiye ¢adirina ilerlerken on sekiz yasinda hayatin belki
en zevkli donemlerini yasamasi gerekirken yasam kosullarin bu kadar agir ve insan caninin
kiymetsiz oldugu diinyanin bekasinin tageron agalarinin cebinin sigkinligiyle paralel oldugu bu
kus ugmaz kervan gegmez sicakligin beyin hiicrelerine kadar isleyip islevsiz hale birakan bu
garip santiyede ne isi vardi akranlar tatil kdylerinde yazin keyfini ¢ikartirken o amelelik yapip
aksam mesaisine kadar kag defa terleyen viicudunun kurumasini izliyordu ve kag defa isyan edi-
yordu bahtina. Sugu Allaha atmamak i¢in o kadar direnmesine ragmen bir tiirlii kurtaramiyordu
kendini ruhsal bosluktan.

Kahvalt1 sirasina girip bekledi dndeki insanlar1 birer birer yemeklerini alip binanin te-
mellerinden artan tahtalarla yapilmis ve sekilleri ucubeyi andiran bes bazilarinin ise alt1 ayakl
oldugu masalara diziliyorlard: bogazlarina takilan ekmek lokmalarimin farkinda bile degillerdi
korkuyla yenilen bir yemekten ne kadar lezzet alinabilirse o kadar aliyorlardi korkulariin sebe-
bi birazdan gelip en igren¢ hayvanin bile ¢ikartamayacagi bir sesle ‘haydi is basi’ diyecek olan
igreng ustabasiydi taserona yaranmak icin ig¢ileri bozuk para gibi harcayan ustabasi.

Azad yemegini alip usulca ucube masada oturan elli bes yasini ¢oktan asmis saclart me-
leksi bir beyazliga biiriinmiis sira daglar gibi engebeli olan disleriyle bayat ekmegi zar zor ¢ig-
neyen adamin yanina oturdu adam bir an 6nce yemegi bitirip kalkmak istiyordu yemek yerken
¢ikardigi sesten kendisi bile rahatsiz oluyordu dis kalmayinca agizda mide a¢ kalirmis. Azad
yemegini yerken hayallerden kendini alamiyordu tiniversite tercihlerine bu giin yarin agikla-
nacak ve bu lanet yerden kurtulacakti ama okul hayatini parasiz ezik ge¢irmek istemiyordu bu
ylizden daha ¢ok c¢alismasi gerekiyordu aksam besten sonra herkes gelip dusunu alirken o iki
saat fazla mesai yapiyordu biraz daha dayan diyordu kendi kendine ve bazen de yash gozlerle
tamamliyordu o hi¢ sonu gelmeyecekmis gibi olan iki saati mesai doniisii siikiirden uzak isyana
girmeden kogusa geliyordu santiyede ki ig¢i yatakhanelerine de kogus deniliyor hapisten bir
farki yoktu sadece burada 6zgiirliigiin iginde esirdi insanlar. Bu gilin yirmi sekizinci giinii ve
artik bikkinlik gelmisti.

Aksam yemegini yedikten sonra hirpalanan bedenini yataga birakti ve yarini diisiinecek
takati yoktu direk derin ve yorgun bir uykuya daldi. Yirmi dokuzuncu giin pek farksiz degildi sa-
dece 6gle molasinda ¢ok 6zledigi annesinin sesini duymak i¢in yalnizca yiiksek yerlerde g¢eken
telefonun sebekesini yakalamak igin tepeler arasinda mekik dokumaya basladi nihayet yakaladi
annesinin cennet ¢ikislt sesini duydugu anda bogazi diigiimlendi sadece iyiyim diyebildi.

Diyarbakirli olan Azad Tiirkceyi tam anlamryla konusamiyordu ve bu yilizden Tiirk¢e ko-
nusulan yerlerde pek sesini duyamazdi etrafindakiler Kiirtce boliiciiliigii temsil ediyordu bu
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iilkede belki de ice kapanikligin sebebi buydu dokuz ay boyunca tiirk kiiltiiriiniin yasandig1
okullarda ii¢ ay kiirt kiiltiiriinlin yagsandig1 kendi cografyasinda kiiltiir zehirlenmesine ¢okga
maruz kaliyordu bu yiizden her iki tarafa karsi da sessizligi tercih etmisti.

Mesai sonrasi biraz dinlenmek ve birazda gokyiiziine yakin olmak i¢in insaatinda galistig1
binanin sekizinci katina ¢ikti. Kitap yapragina sardigi ve calisma harareti sirasinda terleyen
viicuduyla 1slanmis olan tiitlinii ¢ikartip parmak kalinliginda okkali bir sigara sard1 elini riizgara
siper ederek umutlart gibi tiikendi tilkenecek atesle yakti ve derin bir nefes ¢ekerek bedenini
intihara hazirlayan katil gibi ac1 ¢ektirdi yiiregine dumanini tam digart birakmamisken telefonu
caldi. En biiyiik abisi aramisti mutluluk ve saskinlik arasinda ki o sok halini astiktan sonra ko-
nusabildi, abisi iiniversite tercihlerinin agiklandigini ve Malatya’y1 kazandigini sdylemisti. Bu
haber siradan bi haber degildi. Kiirt¢e de azad 6zgiirlitk demekti belki de Azad i¢in ilk defa ismi
anlam bulmustu. Bu lanet yerden kurtulacagina sevindi ilk 6nce daha sonra iiniversite kazan-
dig1 i¢in babasiin oglum adam olacak sesini isitir gibi oldugu i¢in. Mutlulugu tarif etmek zor
degildi Azad i¢in o hayatin da ki ac1 limitini tiiketmisti arttk mutlu olmasi gerekiyordu ve bunu
iliklerin de hissediyordu hemen kogusa kosup insaatin bu kotii hayatinda beyinleri korlesen ar-
kadaslarina miijdeyi verdi. Kogusa senlik havasi yayildi yasami birakanlar azadin bu haberiyle
umutlarmin filizlendigini gordiiler ¢iinkii Azad heniiz on sekiz yasinda ve insaat hayatt onu ¢ok
cabuk eritecekti kurtulmasina sevindiler en ¢okta.

Hemen gidip esyalarini toparladi yarin memleketi Diyarbakir a gecip ondan sonra {ini-
versiteye yol alacakti beyninde hayal firtinalar1 yasiyordu. Diyarbakir a gectikten iki giin sonra
ailesinin hayir dualariyla Malatya ya ugurlandi Diyarbakir Malatya yolu onun i¢in kutsal olma-
ya basladi yol uzadikga tavaf siiresi artiyordu ¢iinkii bir Miisliiman i¢in kabe ne ise onun i¢in o
olmaya basladi Malatya. Kilise cami ve havra gibi kutsalliyet kazanmaya basliyordu kurtulusun
yeriydi, dirilmenin ve yesermenin yeriydi liniversite Azad i¢in.

Okulun ilk giinii elli bes kisilik kocaman siniflar gérdii okudugu okullarda yirmi kisilik
smiflara sigdirilan elli kisilik siiflar vardi fakat bu biiytikliikte degildi sadece siifin biiyiiklii-
giine bakip tiniversitenin giizel olduguna kanaat getirdi. Farkli insanlar tiirkiyenin hemen hemen
her yerinden gelmisti ve hepsi bir yerde toplanmust1 iki kiiltiir arasinda ki zehirlenme yetmiyor-
mus gibi bide tilke disindan gelen 6grenciler de vardi bu Azad i¢in miithig bir ruh bozuklugu
demekti. Okulun ilk haftalar1 yavas yavas geride kalmaya basliyordu yeni arkadasliklar yeni
iligkiler derken yavas yavas alistyordu ortamina hi¢ degilse ingaat hayatini 6zlemiyordu.

Derslerde arka taraflarda oturup ders sonuna kadar hi¢ konusmuyor herkes eglenirken
Azad i¢in sikict olmaya bagladi. Tiirk sistem igerisinde Kiirtliiglinii artyordu fakat bulamiyordu.
Arka siralarda gegmeye basliyordu hayati. Béyle devam ederken isminin Azat oldugunu 6g-
rendigi ¢ocuk da Azad gibi kendi kabuguna g¢ekilmis ve diinyayla arasinda ki bagi koparan bir
arkadas vardi. Tuhaf giyimli farkl tarzda hareketleri olan diger 6grencilerden farkli hatta Azad
a gore de biraz degisik olan bu ¢ocuk Tiirkmenistan dan gelmis Tiirkiye ye. Azadin aklina taki-
lan sinifta ki durusu ve isimlerinin benzerligi sadece sonda ki harf farkliydi ve bu Azat 1 miithis
derecede ¢ekici kiliyordu Azad a.

Arapga kokenli olan bu isimler ayni manaya geliyordu ikisi de dzgiirliikle ilintiliydi. Azad
arka sirada bu benzerlikleri ve ikisinin de siifta ki sessizligi lizerine kafa yormaya basladi ve
belki biraz empatinin iyi olacagini diisiinerek Azat 1 diisiinmeye basladi. Azad bu iilkenin vatan-
dasi fakat Tiirk sisteminin verdigi ezilmeyle kendi tilkesinde miilteci konumunda veyahut {ivey
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evlat muamelesi ile yasama tutunmaya ¢alisirken bu kadar aci1 ¢ekiyorsa Azat farkli bir iilkenin
vatandasi olarak Tiirkiye de nasil tutunacak umut dalina.

Giinler gectikce Azad ile Azat birbirleriyle dolasmaya basladi Azadin bozuk Tiirkgesi
Azatin Tiirkgesinin yaninda biraz daha iyiydi yalniz bir espri yapildigin da azadin bunu Azat
a aciklamasi gerekiyordu ¢ilinki farkli iilkelerin en ¢okta giildiigii seyler farkli olur Azat ta bu
esprileri anlayabilmek i¢in Azad tan yardim istiyordu.

Cuma giinii 6grencilik icin giizel bir glindiir haftanin yorgunlugunu atabilmek icin hafta
sonlar1 dgrencilerin bayrami niteligindedir Azad Tiirkiye kiiltiiriinii tanitmaya ¢aligiyordu ayni
sekilde Azat ta ona Tiirkmenistan kiiltiiriinii. Bazen ¢ok garip seyler ortaya ¢ikiyordu aile kav-
ramlarmin farkli oldugu hayat tarzlarmin farkl oldugu noktalar eglenceli hale gelmeye bas-
lamist1. Bir keresinde Azad bir kizdan hoslanmist1 fakat kiza agilmak ¢ok zor geliyordu Azat
bu durum karsisinda baya sasird1 Tirkmenistan da bdyle bir zorluk yokmus isteyen rahatlikla
gidip isteyenle konusabiliyormus. Azad kendi i¢inde keske simdi Tiirkmenistan da olsaydim
diye gecirdi. Tiirkiye de bu isler bu kadar kolay degil Tiirkiye’nin biraz muhafazakar olusu
bu rahatligin 6niine gegiyor. Tiirkmenistan’in 1991 de Sovyetlerden ayrilmasi sadece sinirlarin
olugsmasini sagladi kiiltiirler Rusya da kine ¢ok yakin ve gergekten Tiirkiye’ye oranla ¢ok ra-
hatlar. Azad i¢in bu biraz daha zor tabi ki Tiirkiye de ki yagsam muhafazakar fakat Diyarbakir
da bu biraz daha keskin ¢izgilerle ayrilmis Azad Tirkiye’de ki iki farkli kiiltirli yagarken Azat
m Tirkmenistan ve Rusya karigimi hayatiyla pargalardan olusan yeni bir kiiltiiriin pengesine
girmeye basladu.

Ikisi birlikte dgrenci evine gikmaya karar verdiler zaten okulda yan yanayiz evdede bera-
ber oluruz diye teklifte bulunan azat oldu bu Azad i¢in de iyi bir seydi ve kararlasip eve ¢iktilar.

Azad Azatin Tiirkgesine yardim ederek hem kendi Tirkgesini hem de onun Tiirkgesini
diizeltmeye ¢alistyordu ilk giinkii dilden eser kalmamisti artik daha hakim ve daha 6zgiivenle
konusuyorlard: hatta Azad Kiirtge 6gretmeye baslamisti, azat da Tiirkmenceyi yavas yavas 68-
retiyordu azada.

Hayat bu hi¢bir zaman anlayamazsin birbirine benzeyen iki isim, iki hayat ve kader. Bun-
larin birlesiminde ortaya ¢ikan yepyeni bambaska bir hayat. Bazi durumlar insanin elinde olmaz
cinsiyetin mesela, dogdugun yer, 1rkin, ailen bunlar insan iistii giiciin elindedir. Buna sen veya
ben karar veremeyiz ve bunlar yiiziinden ayrimciliga maruz kalmamaliyiz eger dilimi sorgula-
yacak biri varsa once Allah 1 sorgulamali bir su¢ varsa onundur. Bu farkliligin baska bir boyutu
vardir oda armagandir. Bize verilen bunca farklilik ve bunca benzerlik zenginlikten baska higbir
sey degildir diyerek Azatin yiiziine bakip iyi ki karsilagtik kardesim iyi ki seni tanidim yoksa bu
kadar zengin olamazdim dedi o parmak kalinliginda ki sarma sigarasin dan tipk: insaat hayatin
da ki nefesten cekti cigerlerine.

Okul haziranda bitiyordu azat Tirkmenistan a gidecek, Azad Diyarbakir a biri farkli bir
iilke olan Tiirkmenistan a digeri bir i¢ iilkeden bagka bir i¢ iilkeye gidecekti. Eski kiiltiirlerine
tekrar kavusacaktilar bu iyi mi kotii mii bilemeyiz yan yanayken 6zlemlerinden s6z ederlerdi
6zlemleri dinecek mi yoksa yepyeni bir 6zleme mi yelken agacaklardi. Azat Tiirkmenistan a
gitmek icin erkenden ucak biletini almist1 ailesine kavusacak diye mutluydu fakat kardesim de-
digi Azad tan uzaklasacak diye hiizlinliiydii ayni sey azadin diinyasina da hakim di isimlerinden
dolay1 olsa gerek hiiziin ve seving arasinda ki ince ¢izgilerde gegiyordu yagamlari. Azat in gitme
vakti gelmigti havaalanina kadar beraber yiirtidiiler kalkis saatine dakikalar vardi kimlik kontro-
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lii icin gitmesi gerekiyordu. Belki de hayatta ki en zor durum kalanlarin ve gidenlerin ayrilis an-
lar1 hangisi iizgilin kalan m1 giden mi? ... Hangisi daha fazla ac1 ¢eker yagamin geri kalanin da?
Farkli yasam tarzlari, farkli kiiltiirleri nasil da kardeslik temelinde sorunsuzca yasadilar acaba
diinyada ki biitiin insanlar azat ve azad gibi yasasalardi su an yer yiiziinde savaglar olur muydu?

Birbirleriyle sarildiktan sonra azat ugaga dogru yiiriimeye basladi Azad uzun uzun bak-
tiktan sonra eve dondii eskimis ve baska bir insanin agirligint kaldiramayacak durumunda olan
kanepeye oturup cebinden ¢ikardig: tiitiin tabakasindan kalin bir sigara sarip yakti bir nefes
cektikten sonra yaganmigliklar: ve bundan sonrasini diislinmeye bagladi.

Duman bogazinda takili kalip gozleri yasarmaya basladi. Her seyden once dilden, dinden,
irktan dnce gelen insanligin ne milkkemmel oldugunu diisiindii bu kadar farkliliktan nasil giizel
bir dostlugun can bulduguna taniklik etmisti belki de bundan sonrasinda karsilagsmayacakti fakat
o giizelligi yasadigini yiiziinde ki tebesstimle dile getirdi.

Sigarasi bitmek tizereyken kalkt1 ayaga ve dnceden topladigi valizini alip otogara gitmeye
hazirland1 yine farkliydilar biri ugakla digeri otobiisle ayrildi Malatya dan ve yine ayniydilar
ikisi de uzaklasti can bulduklari yerden canan bulacaklar yerlere. ..
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September is not just a month of melancholy;
it is also the beginning of joy and excitement
because school opens again, which means
great happiness for students. Azad, who had
made his university selections that month,
was working at a construction site in Elaz1g
over the summer to save some money for
school and to ease his dad’s huge economic
burden. He woke up at first light and hurried
to the construction-site tent where he would
have his breakfast. As he did so, he wondered
what he was doing at that strange site in the
middle of nowhere, where the heat penetrated
his skull to short-circuit his brain cells. In a
world as vast as the wallets of subcontractor
bosses, where the living conditions were se-
vere and human life was cheap, what was he
doing here? He was supposed to be having
the time of his life as a boy of eighteen, like
his classmates, enjoying the summer holiday.
Countless times he felt his sweating body dry
as he toiled into the evening shift, and count-
less times he cursed his fate. No matter how
much he resisted the urge to put the blame on
Allah, he couldn’t help falling into a spiritual
abyss.

He stood in the breakfast line and wait-
ed. One by one, people took their food and sat
around the misshapen five- or six-legged ta-
bles made from surplus wood from the build-
ing’s foundation. They weren’t even aware of
the way the lumps of bread got stuck in their
throats; they enjoyed eating as much as any-
one could enjoy eating in fear. The reason for
their fear was the terrible foreman who would
soon arrive and yell “off to work™ in a voice
that had no rival, even in the most ferocious
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animal. This foreman had no qualms about
walking all over the workers just to earn the
subcontractor’s favor.

Azad took his food and sat quietly next
to a man sitting at the misshapen table. The
man, who was well past the age of fifty and
had angelic white hair, could barely chew the
stale bread because his teeth were as uneven
as a mountain range. The man wanted to fin-
ish his food and leave as soon as possible,
since the sounds he made while eating were
disturbing even to himself. A mouth with no
teeth guaranteed a stomach with no food.

Azad couldn’t help daydreaming while
he ate. University selections would soon
be announced, and he would be rid of this
damned place. Yet, if he didn’t want to be
penniless and sad during his school years,
he had to work harder. While everyone else
took their showers at five in the afternoon,
he stayed to put in more than two hours
of overtime. He forced himself to hang in
there a little while longer, and sometimes he
spent those endless two hours with tears in
his eyes. When his shift was over, he would
quietly walk to the barracks, which is what
the construction-site dormitories were called.
They were no different than prisons, except
here people were enslaved despite their free-
dom. This was his twenty-cighth day, and he
was absolutely sick of it.

After dinner, his body completely
drained, he collapsed on the bed. Too tired to
think about the next day, he drifted into a deep
and exhausted sleep. The twenty-ninth day
wasn’t really much different, except he wan-
dered through the hills during lunch break try-
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ing to get a signal on his phone, which had no
reception on low ground, so that he could hear
the voice of his long-missed mother. He finally
got a signal, as well as a lump in his throat the
moment he heard his mother’s heavenly voice.
“I’m fine,” was all he could say.

Azad, who was from Diyarbakir, didn’t
speak Turkish well, and so he usually re-
mained quiet on occasions when Turkish was
spoken, well aware that Kurdish was under-
stood to stand for separatism in Turkey. He
was exposed to the same kind of cultural
brainwashing during the nine months he spent
at schools under the reign of Turkish culture
as he experienced over the three months he
spent at home under the reign of Kurdish cul-
ture. This was the reason he chose silence in
both cases.

After his shift, he climbed to the
eighth floor of the unfinished building, both
to get some rest and to be closer to the sky.
He took out the tobacco he had wrapped
up in a page torn from a book. The tobac-
co was damp from his toiling body’s sweat.
He rolled himself a whopping, finger-thick
cigarette and lit it, cupping his hands for
protection against the wind. The light was
as short-lived as his hopes. He took a deep
drag, inflicting such a murderous assault on
his lungs that he might have been preparing
his body for suicide. Before he could exhale,
his phone rang. It was his oldest brother. He
was able to speak only after overcoming the
shock — a state between happiness and aston-
ishment — of hearing his brother tell him that
the student lists had been announced, and
he’d been accepted at university in Malatya.
This was no ordinary news. His name, Azad,
meant freedom in Kurdish, and now, for the
first time in his life, this meant something to
him. He was delighted because he’d finally
be rid of this damned place, but also at the
thought of hearing his father say “my son
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will be a success” because he’d passed the
university exam. Happiness was not a diffi-
cult thing for Azad to describe; he had gone
beyond the limits of pain in his life and now,
deep inside, he felt he deserved to be happy.
He ran to the barracks to give his friends the
good news, knowing how dulled their minds
were by their awful lives at the construction
site. A festive mood overtook the barracks,
his news renewing the hopes of those who
had given up on life. Azad, at only eighteen,
was now liberated from a life at the site that
would have swiftly consumed him.

He went to pack up. First thing next
day, he would go to his hometown and then
on to university. His mind was bombarded
with daydreams. He stayed in Diyarbakir for
two days, then bid farewell to his family. The
road from Diyarbakir to Malatya began to
seem holy to him. The longer the journey, the
longer the circumambulation. Malatya was as
holy to him as Kabba was to Muslims now;
as sacred as a church, a mosque or a syna-
gogue, because it was a place of salvation.
University was a place of resurrection and
renewal for Azad.

On the first day of school, he marvelled
at the immense classrooms that easily held
fifty-five students. In the schools he had gone
to before, classrooms that had been built for
twenty people were crammed with fifty stu-
dents. The size of the classrooms alone was
enough for him to conclude that university
was good. Here different people from all cor-
ners of Turkey were gathered in one place.
As if the imposition of two cultures weren’t
enough, students now came from foreign
countries as well, which was a great source of
distress for Azad. In the first weeks of school,
he fell behind a bit, but as he built new re-
lationships and friendships, he slowly grew
accustomed to his surroundings and never
missed life at the construction site.
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Azad sat in the back, and never spoke
until the end of each class. He grew bored
with university, while everyone else was hav-
ing fun. Unable to find his Kurdish identity
within a Turkish system, he began to watch
life pass him by. Meanwhile, there was an-
other boy named Azat who seemed to be as
isolated and detached from the world as Azad
was. This boy dressed and behaved unusual-
ly; he was different from other students, and
also a bit peculiar in Azad’s opinion. He had
come to Turkey from Turkmenistan. Azad
was intrigued by their similar demeanor in
class and the similarity of their names — only
the last letters were different — and these sim-
ilarities drew Azad to Azat.

Both names had Arabic origins as well
as the same meaning: freedom. Azad began
pondering these similarities, as well as their
shared silence in the classroom, then felt
himself begin to empathize with Azat. Con-
sidering the pain Azad had experienced in his
life — first being treated like a step-child, then
like an immigrant oppressed by the Turkish
regime, despite being a citizen of this coun-
try — how in the world would Azat, who was
a citizen of another country, keep hope alive
in Turkey?

As the days went by, Azad and Azat
started to spend time together. Azad’s bro-
ken Turkish was a little better than Azat’s,
and when someone told a joke, Azad had to
explain it to Azat. Because of the different
nuances of humor between their countries,
Azat asked for Azad’s help in understanding
the jokes.

Friday was a fine day for students, as
the weekend lay ahead: a time for festivities
or to get some rest. Azad tried to familiarize
Azat with Turkish culture, while Azat intro-
duced Azad to the culture of Turkmenistan.
Sometimes they discovered very peculiar as-
pects of the cultures, and the differences be-
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tween notions of family and lifestyles had be-
gun to entertain them. One time, when Azad
liked a girl but found it difficult to talk to
her, Azat was quite surprised because no one
experienced this difficulty in Turkmenistan,
where everyone could easily talk to whom-
ever they pleased. Azad wished he was in
Turkmenistan. Such things weren’t so easy in
Turkey, which was a little on the conservative
side. The separation of Turkmenistan from
the Soviet Federation in 1991 separated only
their borders; its culture remained very sim-
ilar to Russian culture and was much more
open than Turkey. Of course, it was a little
more difficult for Azad. If life in Turkey was
conservative, Diyarbakir was even moreso.
Azad, who was already living in two differ-
ent cultures within Turkey, began to be influ-
enced by a new culture, one that combined
the cultures of Turkmenistan and Russia.

Azad and Azat decided to move in to-
gether, figuring that since they were already
spending so much time together at school,
they might as well share an apartment. The
suggestion was made by Azat, but Azad al-
so thought it was a good idea, so they went
ahead with the plan.

Azad tried to help Azat with his Turk-
ish, so that they could both become more flu-
ent. The Turkish they now spoke had nothing
to do with what they had spoken on the first
day of school; they were more competent and
spoke with more confidence. Azad also start-
ed to teach Azat a bit of Kurdish, while Azat
started to teach Azad a little Turkmen.

“Life is so full of surprises,” said Azad.
“It brings together two similar names, two
similar lives and fates. The two combined
create a whole new life. Certain situations are
out of our control, such as where we are born,
our gender, race or family. Since we have no
power to decide these things, we shouldn’t
be discriminated against because of them; if
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someone is going to question my language,
he should question Allah first as he is the one
who’s responsible, if anyone is. There is an-
other aspect to our differences, which is a gift.
All the many differences and similarities be-
tween us are nothing but wealth.” He looked
at Azat. “I’'m glad we met, brother. I'm glad
I got to know you. Otherwise, I wouldn’t be
so rich now.” He took a long drag from the
finger-thick cigarette he’d rolled, just as he’d
done that day on the construction site.

School ended in June. Azat would go
to Turkmenistan and Azad to Diyarbakir.
One of them was going to a different coun-
try, Turkmenistan, while the other was going
to a different country-within-a-country. They
would each rejoin their own cultures, neither
sure of whether this would be a good thing
or a bad one. When they were together, they
always talked about how much they missed
their homes. Would they finally satisfy their
longing, or would they embark on new ad-
ventures? Azat, who had bought his plane
ticket to Turkmenistan in advance, was hap-
py to be rejoining his family, but he was also
sad to be separated from Azad, whom he now
felt was a brother. Azad shared these feelings
too: they lived their lives on a fine line be-
tween sadness and joy, which might have had
something to do with their names.

They walked to the airport together
when it was time for Azat to go. With only
minutes to spare until his departure, he had
to go through passport control. Separation is
probably the most difficult thing in life. Who
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is the saddest: the one who leaves, or the one
left behind? Who suffers more for the rest of
his life? The two friends had embraced dif-
ferent lifestyles and different cultures with
no problem, as brothers. Would there be war
in the world if everyone lived like Azat and
Azad?

They hugged each other and Azat
walked towards the plane. Azad watched for
a while, then went back home. Sitting down
on the worn couch that could barely hold one
person’s weight, he took the tobacco tin from
his pocket, rolled a fat cigarette, took a deep
drag and started to think about all the things
he had experienced, and the things still to
come.

The smoke burned his throat, and his
eyes started to water. He thought first about
humanity’s perfection, which went beyond
language, religion and race. He had wit-
nessed how a beautiful friendship could be
born from so many differences. Although it
was possible he wouldn’t experience such
a thing ever again, the smile on his face
showed how content he was to have experi-
enced it. As he reached the end of his ciga-
rette, he stood up and prepared to go to the
bus station with the suitcase he’d already
packed. The difference was there again; one
of them left Malatya by bus and the other
by plane. Yet there were similarities again
as well. They were both leaving the place
where they’d started a new life, and were
heading to places where they both hoped to
find the loves of their lives.
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Better Dead than Alive
Sara Debbache. Algeria

Summer 2013, in the village

“I am in love with three men: my father, his
shadow and his reflection in the mirror.”
That was the sentence I was repeating and
whispering to myself while holding back my
tears, but what else can I do? I am a female
and I will never be a male. We women are
well-known as being more sensitive; why
are you asking me to hold back my tears?
My face was red and my eyes were charged
while I was looking at my father’s pale face.
He looked exhausted. I couldn’t do anything
for him except pray. I did my best to show
him that he had raised a boy not a girl be-
cause he used to say that “God didn’t give me
a boy; he gave me a boy and a girl in the same
person.” I tried my best to look as solid as a
rock but I failed.

We attempted to start a discussion but
we just looked at each other instead. I couldn’t
think about anything other than the subject of
life and death. While I was lost in my thoughts
and personal opinions, my father started talk-
ing to me with a smile on his face.

“So you chose to study medicine at
university! Good, very good. Remember that
when I need you, you will have to examine
me for free.”

“Sure dad, I will. I will even take you
to London with my first salary to visit your
university.”

I couldn’t carry on the discussion. I ran
outside the room heading to the lobby and I was
screaming inside my head: “Why are you lying
to me? [ am no longer a child. | have the feeling
that I will visit London alone. My mother left us
and now you are doing the same.” Suddenly I
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felt a hand grasping me from my arm. That was
the evil old woman. What does she want from
me now? She was my grandfather’s wife.

“What university are you talking about?
You can’t go to university; you have to get
married to Said. Your father will be gone and
he will leave you and your two sisters alone,
do you understand that?”

“Who the hell is this Said? Forget it. I told
you many times I will not get engaged. I will
carry on my studies and I will graduate from
university, then I will look for a job.”

“You have to forget about this stupid
dream. In our village the women stay at home.
You are no exception to these traditions, you
stupid teenager! Who will take care of you af-
ter your father’s dead? You are well aware that
we spent all the money we have on his treat-
ment; he is dying now. You have no choice but
to get engaged.”

“Yes, this is your unique vision of life:
marriage, getting pregnant, then to the grave
and nothing else. No one will stand between
me and my dream.”

“You will not leave the village. Its resi-
dents will not allow that. Who will take care
of your sisters? I am thinking of marrying
them off too.”

“I am the one who will get married,”
said my sister Fatima: “You are doing well
with your studies and I will not be an obstacle
on your way to success. I will marry Said; I
was never that good in school after all. I made
my decision.”

Those were the words of my little sister.
She wanted to sacrifice herself for me and for
her twin sister. No, I will not accept this. She
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is still underage. How can they marry her off?
What a stupid world!

I ran to my room. I lay down on my bed.
I needed to sleep. I love dreaming because
even if the dreams are not real they are far
better than this nightmare I am living. I take
refuge in dreams by closing my eyes; I try
to remember all the good memories and that
makes me feel really good. It’s a pleasure with
nothing to be compared to in my real life.

It was a sound sleep. I dreamt about the
old woman’s words. My two little sisters will
take their high school exams and they need to
be taken care of. We need to go back to the
capital. This summer is almost gone. I can’t
stay another minute in this village. We have
to go back to our city, to our home; otherwise
we will be prisoners forever. At least Said has
a house there. I know for a fact that he will
not allow me to carry on with my studies, but
my sisters can do so.

I woke up still remembering my fa-
ther’s situation. I went to meet with that old
woman determined to put an end to my life
and my dreams. There is no hope of escap-
ing this reality. I stood in front of her. It was
so difficult to pronounce the word (the Yes
word). Yes, [ agree to marry him.

I whispered the word; I felt humiliated,
while she was smiling.

“This is how I like you! Look at your
cousins (her granddaughters), they all mar-
ried at an early age. You almost remained un-
married. No has remained unmarried till your
age, you set a record.”

I couldn’t bear the situation, so I dressed
and went shopping. I had to run from that op-
pressive atmosphere.

While I was walking, I saw a woman
who looked exactly like my mother. It was a
strange moment. I told myself: “Oh my Lord!
How can two different people look exactly the
same?” I kept staring at her and enjoying it.
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I really missed looking at my mother’s face. I
felt stressed and terrified exactly in the same
way [ felt during her funeral. She was killed
by the blast of a bomb made by the people of
the other faith in our mosque. My mother was
a victim of the conflict between faiths.

The woman came towards me. She took
my hand with her soft hands. They felt exact-
ly like my mother’s. We were walking and
I was so impressed that I was staring at her
without finding the courage to address her or
ask her or even think. I was paralysed; she
was my mother!

We entered a courtroom full of strange
people. They were all waiting for a trial. I sat
with her. I was silent and paying attention.
The defendants were two men: one named
L’homme du sud (he was a man with brown
skin and black hair) and the other L ’homme
du nord (he was a man with white skin and
fair hair). I guess they were brothers despite
the difference in their appearance. The peo-
ple in the audience were chatting when we
heard “Stand up”. The court was in session.

The first victim of the two accused men
was a woman. She was fat and not in good
shape at all. Her body was tired and cov-
ered in injuries. She said that she had a high
temperature. Her name was Tierra. She had
a picture of herself when she was younger.
She looked very attractive and healthy then.
She declared that this picture was taken be-
fore her two children L’homme du nord and
L’homme du sud had grown up, and started
causing her illness. They are bad children.
They used to beat her. They are ungrateful.

They badly misspent her fortune and
by acting like this they hurt her. That wasn’t
all they did; they even hurt their sister Arbre
(she was not the first one, before her they had
hurt a brunette with green hair). They kicked
her out of her land, used it for their projects
and killed her children.
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Pétrole was a noble man (with black
skin) who accused them of exploiting him.
He said that they treated him like a slave. If
he didn’t do his work correctly or if his pro-
ductivity was low then they would blame
him, especially L homme du sud, who caused
him a lot of stress and pressure by blaming
him all the time. L homme du nord hired him
for his own profit.

The fourth victim was their neighbours.
Animaux was one of them. He declared that
they made him and his family homeless.
They are now refugees without homes. Some
of the members of his family were dead be-
cause they couldn’t find shelter; the others
were killed by the defendants without mercy.

Agri was an angry woman. She was
complaining about L homme du sud because
he ignored her and he didn’t take care of her
although she had been so kind to him since he
was young. He cared more about Péfrole than
about her. Of course she was not as rich as
Pétrole; that explains why L’homme du sud
gave him, and not anyone else, control of his
business. L ’homme du nord took care of her
and trusted her. He used her to put pressure
on L’homme du sud. He even called her “the
green weapon.”

There were other witnesses who de-
clared that the defendants were even bad to
each other. Each plotted against the other.
When one of them was strong he used his
strength to put pressure on the other. The
weaker was then forced to follow the strong-
er, especially when he borrowed money from
him. The lending rates were high and the con-
ditions very harsh. Both of them were trying
to obtain a nuclear weapon, and each was
seeking to take control of the other. These
were the major accusations against the de-
fendants.

I was following this case with the great-
est interest. That was strange because 1 felt
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that this case concerned me as well as all the
oppressed ones. Then out of nowhere I was
asked to come to the bar as a witness. I stood
up and walked towards the bar. I felt but-
terflies in my stomach and I almost fainted.
Everyone in the audience looked in my di-
rection and then started whispering. “It looks
like she is a relative of L’homme du sud. Is
she going to testify against him?” they asked.
I stood in front of the judge; my heart was
beating so fast that I thought maybe I was
suffering from a type of phobia. The hon-
ourable judge asked me if I knew L’ homme
du sud and I answered, yes, I knew him very
well since I was one of his relatives. We are
one family, the family du sud. We all suffer
from regional destabilisation and from un-
derdevelopment. I here bare witness that the
declarations given by Agri, Pétrole, Tierra
and Animaux are all correct, and I apolo-
gise to them on behalf of the du sud family.
Even we did not escape their harm. A lot of
our girls were not allowed to carry on their
studies. They were forced to get married, and
I am one of them. Women are marginalised
and they are denied their right to learn even if
in our times women work in all types of jobs.
We are suffering from extreme poverty and
ignorance. Our youths are jobless. Nowadays
L’homme du sud exploits Pétrole to do his
job by using a low number of workers. And
our families are fleeing the countryside to the
cities due to lack of social services, corrup-
tion and bureaucracy. The one to blame here
is L’homme du sud. That’s all I had to say.
Other people after me testified against
L’homme du nord; he was as guilty as
his brother or even more so. Everyone in
the audience were shouting “Justice! Jus-
tice! Justice!” The honourable judge pro-
nounced the verdict: Mr. L’homme du sud
and Mr. L’homme du nord are found guilty
as charged. You are sentenced to take care of
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Ms. Tierra for life, to treat her illness and to
make the members of your families aware of
her illness by including her case in the school
books and the media. You are sentenced to
pay damages to the Animaux family so they
can build a shelter. You must make new laws
in the L homme family to punish anyone who
harms Tierra or Animaux. Regarding Pétrole
you must not rely completely on him, that’s
why you must use him in a better way. You
are sentenced to find a job for Ms. Agri and
for all the other ladies: Tourisme, énergie
solaire and énergie éolienne, with the same
rank as Pétrole in order to share the national
income, to find jobs for youths, to invest in
the human factor, to encourage individual in-
itiatives, competition and innovation. You are
sentenced to help poor families through the
activities of the associations.

The judge also sentenced the L homme
du sud family to take control of birth rates, to
work for security and democracy, to take care
of the infrastructure and to ensure the pres-
ence of women in the economic and social
sectors. Regarding the relationship between
the two brothers, the court obliged them to
have customs duties, to have a fair economic
system, to redistribute the wealth of Tierra to
the families, and finally device a mix between
the two economic systems of capitalism and
socialism. That concluded the case.

I was so focused on the case that I for-
got about my mother. I looked for her out-
side the courtroom; unfortunately, there were
many people that made it impossible to see
her. They were not happy with the verdict.
They thought it was unfair and this verdict
will certainly not bring back the dead victims.

There outside the courtroom I ran in-
to Martin Luther King Jr., Gandhi and Che
Guevara. I was astonished. I thought it was a
dream but it wasn’t. The three of them were
my idols and my inspiration in this world. I
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went towards them through the crowds and
on my way I met the Pakistani girl nominated
for the Nobel Peace Prize, Malala Yousafzai.
We chatted for a moment and I was so im-
pressed by her courage. She stood in the face
of L’homme du sud and she was rewarded
by a bullet from the Taliban. She risked her
life to allow the girls of her country to go to
school. I told her about my problem at home
and she advised me to never surrender. She
wished me a brighter future and then she said
goodbye.

I saw my mother far away from me.
I called her, and then I ran towards her. Each
time I tried to reach her, the distance between
us became greater. I started crying and shout-
ing her name “Mum! Mum!” ... and then
I woke up. That was just a dream, or should
I say a nightmare.

After realising that it was only a night-
mare, I was determined to face this difficult
situation. I have to confess that I felt rebel-
lious inside and heard this song in my head:
“I will never say never, I will fight, I will fight
it forever, make it right; whenever you knock
me down, I will not stay on the ground,” the
lyrics sung by Justin Bieber. I will never let
other people define my future, nor will I allow
them to take control of it, whoever they are.
No one will tame me because I am a free lion-
ess. Who are they anyway to deny my right to
go to school? This society cares more about
the life of girls in this world, but doesn’t care
about the life of boys in the world after this
life. Why are even stupid boys encouraged to
go to school and study? I really envy them,
because their parents do their best to guar-
antee a bright future for them, while even if
girls are smart enough, they are not allowed
to go to school and they are married to their
husbands instead. These are the traditions
that see an unmarried girl as a source of total
shame. Their job is to get pregnant, to do the
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chores at home and to obey their husbands.
We are in the 21st century and women are
still despised regardless of the fact that Islam
gave them the same rights as men. Why don’t
they understand that women are the better
half of society? That they are in charge of ed-
ucating the other half? If you educate a man
you only have one educated person; if you
educate a woman you will have an entire ed-
ucated generation.

While my head and my heart were hav-
ing a discussion, I suddenly heard my sister
crying. It was time to bury my father and to
bury my dreams with him, and to build on
their ruins my new conjugal house with my
new husband according to my society. This
is the golden cage, how my society describes
marriage.

The death of my father was an earth-
quake that depressed me. There is a saying
“what doesn’t kill you makes you stronger”,
but unfortunately this terrible shock made
me weak and shaped my future by marrying
Said. My feelings were not in harmony with
him, so I lived under pressure caused by the
conjugal life and my duties towards him and
his family. After getting pregnant, I had a girl
and I made a promise to myself that I would
take care of her future and never let her live
the painful experiences I lived. I stood in the
face of my mother-in-law and my husband
and I had to face the consequences just to let
my little girl live a good life and to live her
dreams, or rather my dreams.

Winter of 2029, in the capital

Said wanted to have a boy to bear his name
and the name of his family, but I could not
have a boy so he married a second wife, which
his mother insisted on. Men in our society are
allowed to marry many women; however, a
woman doesn’t even have the opportunity
to choose. I had a better education than my
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husband. I graduated from high school with
good grades that allowed me to enrol to
study medicine at university, while he didn’t
even pass the second year of secondary
school. This can explain why he always felt
anxious and inferior, so he tried to balance
this situation by looking for opportunities to
humiliate me and even to hit me. He was well
aware of my situation. I was an orphan with
no place to go and no one to tell my secrets.
(My two twin sisters are with us in the village
and I don’t want to involve them in this.)
There was no man to protect me, no brother
and no uncle (my father only had sisters and
my mother was an only child). My husband
was abusive, hitting me from time to time,
and I had to live with this.

The physical pain quickly disappears
but the spiritual pain lingers and that made
my life hell. I made a lot of sacrifices to pro-
tect my daughter. I didn’t want her to be sad; I
wanted her to be a doctor like my twin sisters,
who are respected by everyone in village. But
the show must go on and what did I gain from
this? My teenage daughter for whom I made
a lot of sacrifices, the one I gave total free-
dom to act and to attend school to be wise
and mature, the one I wanted to prove that
an educated woman is a woman aware of her
own interests and the interests of the world,
sinned with a stupid boy and now she is preg-
nant. Her father almost lost his mind when
he first heard about this scandal. He started
hitting me and blaming me for this because
I didn’t know how to raise his daughter. He
killed her in cold blood. He killed them both:
his daughter and her baby inside of her. He
was later sentenced to life in prison. I was
just a body without a soul. I had no feelings
and nothing could harm me anymore. I then
enjoyed the company of my father’s and
mother’s ghosts. The rope that I put around
my neck to commit suicide was like a golden
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necklace that I never had from my husband.
This rope was my friend, the one who would
rescue me from my pains. Forgive me Pétrole
(i.e. oil), I am so sorry Agri (i.e. Agriculture),
Tierra (i.c. Earth), Arbre (i.c. Tree); Animaux
(i.e. Animals) and Tourisme (i.e. Tourism),
I can’t help you. I can’t protect you or save
you. I am just a rejected person from socie-
ty, and if L homme du sud the egoist didn’t
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accept the idea of my existence, how can
he accept the idea of your existence? I can’t
promise you that I will take care of ecology
or sustainable development. I had more than
enough with the accusations of L homme du
sud (the Man of the South, the third world)
and L homme du nord (the Man of the North).
I have no desire to remain in this world any
longer because I am better dead than alive.

Anna Lindh
Foundation

IEMed.

42



A SEA OF WORDS 8TH YEAR

2184

Damjan Krstanovié. Hrvatska

Karavana je stajala ulogorena izmedu Sume i rijeke. Bili smo tu ve¢ 3 mjeseceva okreta. Nije
bilo puno komaraca i paukova, pa smo mogli Stedjeti na feromonskim mastima. Jako mi se
svidalo biti na ovom mjestu. Navecer nije bilo jako hladno, a preko dana sam mogao trcati po
Sumi i traziti tragove zivotinja od prosle noéi. Otac je rekao da ¢e me za moj rodni dan voditi u
lov. Ne znam koliko to¢no ima do onda, ali mislim da nije viSe od Cetiri mjeseceva okreta. Inace
moje ime je Malik. Roden sam 134 godine nakon Pada u godini Pauka. Godina Pauka je bila
izrazito teska, i puno je novorodenih umrlo od ugriza. Ja sam imao sre¢u da nisam. Moja mama
Zija, ¢uvala me svaku no¢, sve dok sunce nije zasjalo, a tek onda bi i$la spavati. Po danu su me
Cuvale starije sestre Frija i Kira. Ponekad mi one idu na Zivce, ali puno pomazu mami svaki dan
i znam da me vole, a moj tata Rasid, voda je nase karavane. On kaze gdje ¢emo biti i koliko.
Jednog dana volio bih biti kao moj tata. On uvijek zna koju Zivotinju uloviti, koju biljku jesti,
koju ne dirati, od ¢ega pobjeci. Svi u nasoj karavani ga jako postuju, jer je jako star i mudar. On
me naucio Citati i pisati. Jedan sam od rijetkih, koji to znaju, ali se moram skrivati dok to radim.
To mi nije jasno zasto.

Dogadaji koje sam ovdje zapisao po mnogoc¢emu su mi izmijenili pogled na zivot. Zbili su
se prosle no¢i, dok smo imali slavlje zbog dobrog ulova.

Bila je to topla no¢ i upravo pred sumrak tata i desetorica drugih muskaraca iz karavane
vratili su se iz Sume sa sobom noseci dva golema jelena. Cijela ih je karavana doc¢ekala kao
heroje. Zene su odmah pocele raditi oko mesa, a mi muski smo sjeli oko vatre da ¢ujemo pricu
iz lova.

Da me nisi omeo imali bi sad izvrsno mlado meso, a ne ova zilava sranja. — rekao je Cu-
pavi, gledajuéi u mog tatu.

Hrana je hrana.

To uvijek kazes. Jesu ti se usta toliko osusila da si zaboravio ukus dobrog mesa?

Ne, nisu. A jesi li ti toliko oglupio da si zaboravio na posljedice lova na alfa Zenke? Sto bi
onda bilo sa mladima, ha? Poremetili bi cijeli sustav i morali bi i¢i dalje.

Tako je. — slozise se svi. Dobro ne svi, ali velika veé¢ina, od kojih su neki ¢ak i stariji od
moga tate.

Ma ti uvijek pri¢as o sustavu kao da znas to¢no koliko ih ima. Ne vjerujem ja u to.

Nitko te ne zadrzava da budes ovdje. Idi u drugu karavanu ako ti ne odgovara, pa ¢e$ biti
na putu previse da bi razmisljao o tome jesi li gladan ili ne.

Moram priznati da mi ta rasprava nije puno govorila. Ja sam nekako bio na strani Cupa-
vog, jer je jedan od jelena kojeg su donijeli imao neke rane po nogama, bas se vidjelo da je jako
star. Zamisljao sam okus mladog mesa u ustima. Nisam znao kakav je to okus, ali zamisljao sam
ga kao mekan i socan. Onako kao kada uberete zreli plod, koji tata kaze da smijete i sve vam se
topi u ustima i sok se cijedi niz bradu dok jedete. Samo §to to nikako nisam smio reci tati, jer
bi se jako naljutio na mene i poslao me u na$ $ator na spavanje. Cijeli mjesecev okret jeli smo
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biljke i kase i kruv, tako da sam jedva &ekao pojesti malo mesa. Cupavi i tata su se jo§ neko
vrijeme prepirali, a onda je on otiSao brundajuéi sebi nesto u bradu.

I gdje ste ih nasli, kako je bilo? — upita stari ¢ika Jovan, koji je bio najstariji i nije vise
mogao i¢i u lov.

Par milja odavde uz rijeku. Morali smo proci kroz jedno napusteno naselje, ali tamo na
srecu nicega nije bilo.

Aha. — uzvrati stari Jovan, kao da potpuno razumije sve. Svi su zamisljeno zurili u pod
neko vrijeme i pili vodu iz svojih Cutura. To je bila jedna od onih situacija koje ne razumijem
bas. Stariji o tom nisu puno govorili, ali ta ,,naselja” su bila nesto opasno. Mene je zanimalo sve
u vezi toga, ali uvijek bi mi rekli da sam premali, i da moram ¢ekati da porastem. Nisam znao
koliko jo§ moram Cekati. Mama mi kaze da sam imao devet rodnih dana, a kako je samo jedan
svake godine, koja je jako duga, meni se Cini da je to ve¢ jako puno ¢ekanja. Ali $to da radim,
¢ekat ¢u i dalje, jer niSta drugo ne mogu.

Nakon nekog vremena tata je poceo sa pricom. Posto ja ne znam to to¢no prepricati, reci
¢u vam ukratko. Kada su prosli kroz naselje, usli su u gustu Sumu. Punu Siprazja, paprati, ma-
hovine i drugog zelenila. Tamo je Grego prvi primijetio tragove, koje su onda slijedili. Morali
su biti jako oprezni da ih jeleni ne namiriSu. Zato je moj tata natjerao sve da se zamazu blatom
i stoje niz vjetar. To se nitko drugi nije sjetio. Probijase se oni tako kroz gustu Sumu satima i
satima, dok konac¢no nisu naisli na jelene. Bjese to golema skupina. Dvije zenke i Cetiri ili pet
mladih. Cupavi je bio na jako dobrom mjestu, napeo je svoj luk i onda je moj tata dreknuo kao
ptica, pa su jeleni pobjegli. To je bila situacija, zbog koje su sad vodili razgovor. Sljedeceg dana
uhvatili su bolesnog jelena, a na putu ku¢i imali su sre¢u da je drugi doslovno naletio na njih.
I tako eto sad imamo dva jelena. Od kojih se kuha vecera, koja ve¢ sad jako fino miri$i. Tata je
pricao dugo u no¢, a nakon nekoliko sati, konac¢no je doslo vrijeme i za jelo. Obi¢no smo mirni
kada idemo jesti, i svako dobije svoju porciju. Danas je to bila vreva, buka, galama i guranje.
Svi su htjeli Sto prije dobiti svoju posudu. Ja nisam bio gladan, jer dok sam nosio mami dodatna
drva za vatru dala mi je kriSom da malo probam.

Nakon §to su svi uzeli svoje zdjele, posjedali smo oko vatre i poceli jesti. Dok sam jeo,
cijelo vrijeme sam promatrao nase karavanase. Svi do jednoga umakali su svoj kruv u zdjelu i
zadovoljno mljackali. Tako sam i ja radio, makar nisam volio mokar kruv. Sada je doslo vrijeme
da svi pohvale mamu i druge Zene, Sto su spravile ovo jelo. One su se sve crvenile, i odmahivale
rukom na pohvale, ali vidjelo se da im je bilo drago. Poslije vecere, Grego i Felipe izvadili su
svoje tambure i zapjevali.

Kada s tobom podem ja

Crvena ¢e ptica da cvrkuta

Sve ce biti kao nekad,

Sve ce biti to

Kako mi bas volimo

Sve ce biti to

Kada podemo

Cijela karavana je uzivala i poceli su plesati pokraj logorske vatre, kada se pojavio on.
Nitko ga nije ocekivao i svi se uplasise kada su vidjeli crnu figuru u kapuljaci kako stoji s druge
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strane vatre. Bio je odjeven sav u crno. Crne ¢izme, crne hlace, crna jaka s kapulja¢om, a na
ledima je imao nekakvu nosiljku i kovceg koji je izgledao kao tambura.

Oprostite. — rece stranac, na $to je cijela karavana zaprepasteno stala s pjesmom i plesom,
te se zagledala u njega.

Tko si ti? — istupi moj tata, kao Sef karavane.

Oh. Samo putujuci pustinjak.

Odakle dolazis, kako si prosao pokraj straze?! — zapovjedi moj otac.

Pa, nisam ih primijetio, a izgleda ni oni mene. Valjda je zbog odjece. — odgovori s smijes-
kom. Lice mu se nije moglo vidjeti ispod kapuljace, ali osmjeh se primijetio, jer je imao blistavo
bijele zube. — Dolazim s juga, ne zelim nikome zlo. — doda.

Dobro, i $to Zelis?

Pa, bio sam na putu ispod ovih blistavih zvijezda, kada sam ¢uo vasu glazbu i primijetio
vatru u daljini, pa rekoh da vidim imali dobrih ljudi, koji ¢e mi dopustit da se ugrijem pokraj nje.
Ponudio bih vam pjesmu u znak zahvalnosti, ali vidim da i toga imate.

Skini kapuljacu! — naredi moj tata.

I skinuo ju je. Lice stranca bilo je izrazito bijelo, sa nekoliko crvenkastih pjega po licu.
Kosa mu bjese potpuno sijeda, jo§ viSe nego u starog Jovana, a oci sitne plave i umorne. Imao
je puno brazgotina po licu, kakve samo najstariji ljudi imaju, ali ukupni dojam koji je ostavljao
bjese nekako bezazlen. Karavana je piljila u stranca zaprepasteno.

Ne brinite, nisam bolestan. To su staracke pjege. — uzvrati stranac mirno, kao da je odmah
znao u Sto svi gledaju. Sigurno je jako mudar.

U redu, mozes sjesti s nama. Ja sam Rasid. — uzvrati moj tata i pruzi ruku.

Tomas. Drago mi je. — uzvrati stranac.

I $to ima na jugu? — upita moj otac, nakon $to smo se svi ponovo smjestili oko vatre. Sada
je ama bas cijela karavana bila oko nje, pa ¢ak i Cupavi, koji je prestao da se ljuti, jer je bio
novi ¢ovjek s nama. Svi su znatizeljno gledali u njega, skrivajuci se iza drugih da stranac ne bi
primijetio kako ga gledaju.

Grad. — uzvrati stranac, §to se izazvalo pravo zaprepastenje.

Veliki grad? — oprezno ¢e moj tata.

Da.

Sto zna§ o njemu.

Sto vas zanima?

Nakon njegovog pitanja, svi pocese glasno komentirati i postavljati pitanja. Jedne je za-
nimalo kako izgleda, druge $to tamo ima. Stari Jovan rece da je jednom vidio golemu limenu
pticu kako izlazi iz grada, pa je pitao da li je to istina. Netko je pitao, je li istina da hranu stvaraju
iz zraka. Neke je zanimalo, koja je visina gradskih zidova, trece imali i tamo komaraca. Stari
Tomas, sjedio je nekako sjetno uz vatru i lagano se smijesio, kao da je uzivao u komentarima.
Moj tata je na kraju morao dici ruku, $to je znacilo da svi trebaju prestati s priCom.

Ti si bio u gradu. — kaze moj tata, nakon S$to je graja prestala.

Jesam, ja sam bio gradanin. — odgovori stranac.

Sto je to gradanin? — upitam ja, dok sam se skrivao iza leda oca, a nisam mogao izdrzati
da ne pitam, jer mi je ta rije¢ bila nova.

0. Koga imamo tamo? — stranac pogleda znatizeljno prema meni.
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Ja sam Malik. — uzvratim hrabro i pruzim ruku.

Drago mi je Malice, ja sam Tomas. — uzvrti stranac i njezno mi stisne ruku. — Dakle zani-
ma te §to znaci gradanin?

Nisam odgovorio, samo sam zaklimao potvrdno glavom.

Gradanin znaci biti pripadnikom grada, isto kao §to si ti pripadnik ovog plemena.

A $to znaci pleme?

Misli na karavanu. — doda moj otac.

Tomas je poceo pricati o gradu. Dok smo mi strpljivo slusali.

Gradovi su uredeni tako da odrzavaju sami sebe. Uspjeli smo stvoriti sustav gdje troSimo
onoliko koliko nam je potrebno. Sav otpad se regenerira u nove stvari. Sve u gradovima je bijele
boje 1 svi nose bijelu odjecu. Visina zidova gradova varira. Ona je izmedu sedamdeset i stotinu
trideset metara, to je bilo nuzno zbog vode. Nije istina da stvaramo hranu iz zraka, ve¢ ju moze-
mo printati. Medutim taj proces zahtjeva jako puno energije, zato ga koristimo samo u rijetkim
slu¢ajevima. Imamo vrtove za biljke i zivotinje, koje odrzavamo uvijek na prihvatljivom broju.
Istina je da imamo i ,’limene ptice”, njih zovemo zrakoplovi.

Imao sam toliku gomilu pitanja za Tomasa, jer jezik kojim je govorio, iako mi jest poznat,
sadrzavao je hrpu rije¢i koje ne razumijem. Nisam znao $to znaci regenerirati, $to je to energija,
zasto imaju zidove zbog vode i naravno $to znaci to printati? No i drugi ¢lanovi karavane su
imali hrpu pitanja, a ja kao najmladi morao sam c¢ekati. Tomas je strpljivo odgovarao na sve
njih, ve¢ina ljudi se ¢udila na njegove odgovore, a ja sam samo slusao jo$ vise rije¢i koje nisam
razumio. Konacno dosao je red i na mene.

Hajde pitaj, vidim da gori$ od Zelje. — kaze mi on, a stomak mu je istovremeno jako za-
brundao.

Izvolite. — ubaci se moja mama, koja je donijela jednu zdjelu ¢orbe i strancu.

Oh, najljepSa vam hvala.

Koliko imate godina? — upitam ja nakraju, jer unato¢ Cinjenici da nisam razumio printa-
nje, deklaracije, elektroniku, satelite i Bog zna koliko jos rijeci, ovaj podatak mi je ipak bio od
najvece vaznosti.

Stotinu Cetrdeset. — uzvrati stranac mirno.

Cijela karavana, kao da se htjela pobuniti odmah. Poceli su Zestoko prosvjedovati zbog
toga. Nije mi bilo jasno zbog ¢ega.

Moj tata ima trideset Sest. Kako ste vi tako jako stari?

Genomski lijekovi su nam omogucili znatno produzenje Zivota. — uzvrati on mirno — A
posto ve¢ vidim da ¢e$ me odmabh pitati $to je sad to, dopustite da vam ispricam pric¢u od Pada
pa do danas. Samo bih prvo htio dovrsiti ovaj divni gulas, ako nemate nista protiv. — doda on.

Svi su se slozili i strpljivo ¢ekali da stranac dovrsi jelo, kako bi ¢uli pricu. Uzivao je u jelu
i nekoliko puta pohvalio moju mamu, kako je to izvrsno. Kada je zavr$io, poceo nam je pricati
pri¢u od Pada, do danas, kako je se on sjeca. Pri¢ao je cijelu no¢, dugo i polako, dok su zvijezde
sjale iznad nas, a krijesnice letjele iz logorske vatre. Bila je to najzanimljivija no¢ mog zivota.
Nekoliko puta se ispri¢avao zbog postupaka Grada. Dok je pri¢ao pri¢u, a u jednom trenutku i
suza mu je potekla iz oka. Muskarci su na to gledali s podsmjehom, jer kod nas ako places to
znaci da si slabi¢. Prvi put u zivotu docekao sam jutro i bio sam ponosan na sebe zbog toga.
Kada je stranac ¢uo od mog oca, da znam ¢itati poklonio mi je nekakvu tablu na kojoj su knjige.
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Pokazao mi je kako da ju koristim i rekao da ako ikada prestane raditi, neka je samo stavim na
sunce.

Kud ¢ete sada? — upita ga moj otac na rastanku.

Dalje. Vidjeti druge, vidjeti je li mozemo promijeniti ucinjeno. Znate, mi u gradovima
stvorili smo odrzivi sustav i zivimo dugo, ali da li zaista Zivimo? Ovu no¢, koju sam proveo
s vama Cuvat ¢u do kraja zivota. Vi znate da ¢emo svi mi umrijeti, ali zbog toga ste sretni. Vi
shvacate koliko je vazno samo biti.

Rastali smo se s strancem tog jutra, a ja sam otiSao u svoj Sator spavati. Kada sam se pro-
budio odmah sam uzeo tablu s knjigama. Nikada u zivotu nisam vidio toliko knjiga. Kako mi
Ustav Europske Unije nije djelovalo zanimljivo, odlu¢io sam poceti s Malim princem.

Anna Lindh
% Foundation
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Damjan Krstanovié. Croatia

The caravan was camped between the woods
and the river. We had been there for three
turns of the moon already. There weren’t
many mosquitoes and spiders so we could
save on the pheromone ointments. I very
much liked being in this place. It wasn’t very
cold in the evening, and during the day I could
run through the woods and look for animal
tracks from the night before. Father said that
he’d take me hunting for my birthday. I don’t
know how long there is until then, but I don’t
think it can be more than four turns of the
moon. My name is Malik, by the way. I was
born 134 years after the Fall in the year of
the Spider. The year of the Spider was excep-
tionally hard, and many newborns died from
bites. I was lucky enough not to be one of
them. My mum Ziya watched over me every
night, until the sunrise, and only then did she
go to sleep. My older sisters Friya and Kira
look after me during the day. Sometimes they
get on my nerves, but they help our mum a lot
every day and I know they love me, and my
dad Rashid is the leader of our caravan. He
says where we’re staying and for how long.
Someday I would like to be like my dad. He
always knows what animal to catch, which
plant to eat, which not to touch, what to run
from. Everybody in our caravan respects him
highly because he’s very old and wise. He
taught me to read and write. I am one of the
few who know how, but I have to hide when
I do it. Though I don’t understand why.

The events I've written down here
changed my view of life in many ways. They
happened last night, while we were celebrat-
ing a good catch.
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It was a warm night and just before sun-
down dad and ten other men from the caravan
came back from the woods carrying two huge
deer. The entire caravan welcomed them like
heroes. The women immediately began to
prepare the meat and we men sat around the
fire to hear the story from the hunt.

“If you hadn’t distracted me, we would
have excellent young meat now, not this
tough crap,” said Shaggy, looking at my dad.

“Food is food.”

“You always say that. Has your mouth
gone so dry that you forgot the taste of good
meat?”’

“No, it hasn’t. And have you become
so stupid that you forgot the consequences of
hunting an alpha female? What would happen
to the fawns then, huh? We would disrupt the
whole system and we’d have to move on.”

“That’s right,” everybody agreed. Al-
right, not everybody, but a great majority, some
of them even older than my dad.

“Ah, you always talk about the system
as if you knew exactly how many of them
there are. I don’t believe in those things.”

“Nobody’s keeping you here. Go to an-
other caravan if it doesn’t suit you, and you’ll
be on the road for too long to still think about
whether you’re hungry or not.”

I have to admit that this dispute didn’t
tell me much. I was somehow on Shaggy’s
side because one of the deer they brought
with them had some kind of wounds on its
legs; you could really tell it was very old.
I imagined the taste of young meat in my
mouth. I didn’t know what kind of taste it
was, but I imagined it to be soft and juicy.
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Like when you pick a ripe fruit, which dad
says you may, and it melts in your mouth, and
the juice trickles down your chin while you
eat. But there was no way I could say this
to my dad because he would get very angry
with me and send me to our tent to sleep. For
a whole turn of the moon we had been eating
plants and gruel and brea’, so I couldn’t wait
to eat a bit of meat. Shaggy and dad argued
for a while longer, and then Shaggy went
away, muttering something to himself.

“So where did you find them, how was
it?”” asked old man Jovan, who was the oldest
and couldn’t go hunting any more.

“A couple of miles upriver from here.
We had to pass through an abandoned settle-
ment, but luckily there was nothing there.”

“Right,” responded old man Jovan, as if
he completely understood everything. Every-
body was deep in thought staring at the ground
for some time, drinking water out of their can-
teens. It was one of those situations that I don’t
really understand. The elders didn’t talk about it
much, but those “settlements” were something
dangerous. I was curious about it all, but they
always told me that I was too small, that I had
to wait until I’ve grown up. I didn’t know how
much more I had to wait. Mum tells me that
I’ve had nine days of birth, and since there is
only one each year, which is very long, it seems
to me that it’s been a long wait already. But
what can I do, I’ll keep waiting because there’s
nothing else I can do.

After a while dad began the story. Since
I can’t tell it right, I’'ll give you the short
version. When they passed through the set-
tlement, they entered thick woods. Filled
with undergrowth, fern, moss and other veg-
etation. That’s where Grego was the first to
notice the tracks, which they then followed.
They had to be very careful so the deer didn’t
catch their scent. So my dad made them all
cover themselves in mud and stand down-

A SEA OF WORDS 8TH YEAR

wind. Nobody else had thought of that. Thus
they were making their way through the thick
woods for hours and hours until they finally
came across some deer. It was a huge group.
Two does and four or five fawns. Shaggy, be-
ing in a very good spot, drew his bow and
then my dad gave a loud screech like a bird
and the deer fled. That was the situation that
they were now talking about. The next day
they caught a sick deer, and on the way home
they were lucky enough to have the second
one literally run into them. And so now we
have two deer. That they’re now making in-
to dinner, which already smells really good.
Dad told stories long into the night, and after
a few hours it was finally time to eat. We’re
usually quiet at mealtime and everybody
gets their share. Today there was a throng,
and noise, shouting and pushing. Everybody
wanted to get their bowl as soon as possible.
I wasn’t hungry, because when [ was carrying
extra firewood to Mum, furtively she let me
taste a bit.

Once everybody had taken their bowls,
we sat around the fire and started eating.
While I was eating, I kept looking at the peo-
ple from our caravan. Every last one of them
dipped their brea’ in the bowl and smacked
their lips in satisfaction. I did the same, al-
though I didn’t like wet brea’. Now it was
time for everybody to praise my mum and
other women for making this meal. They
were all blushing and brushing off these
praises, but you could tell they were glad.
After dinner, Grego and Felipe took out their
tambouritzas and sang.

When you and I go along

The red bird will sing its song

1t will all be like it used to be,

1t will all be

Just the right way, dear

It will all be so

When we go along
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The whole caravan was enjoying it and
people started dancing by the campfire when
he appeared. Nobody was expecting him
and everybody was startled when they saw a
black figure in a hood standing on the other
side of the fire. He was dressed all in black.
Black boots, black trousers, black jacket with
a hood, and on his back he had some kind
of a knapsack and a case that looked like a
tambouritza.

“Excuse me,” said the stranger and the
whole caravan, stupefied, stopped singing
and dancing and stared at him.

“Who are you?” my dad stepped for-
ward as the boss of the caravan.

“Oh. Just a travelling hermit.”

“Where did you come from, how did you
walk past the guards?!” commanded my father.

“Well, T didn’t notice them, and it
seems they didn’t notice me either. Must be
the clothes,” he replied with a smile. His face
was invisible under the hood, but you could
notice his smile because he had sparkling
white teeth. “I come from the south, I don’t
wish anybody any harm,” he added.

“Alright, and what do you want?”

“Well, I was travelling under these
shiny stars when I heard your music and no-
ticed a fire in the distance so I told myself,
why not go and see if there are good people
who would let me warm myself beside it.
I would offer you a song in return, but I can
see you have that, too.”

“Take off your hood!” ordered my dad.

And he did. The face of the stranger
was exceptionally white, with a couple of
reddish spots on his face. His hair was com-
pletely white, more than old man Jovan’s,
and his beady eyes blue and tired. He had
many scars on his face, the kind only the eld-
est have, but gave the general impression of
being somehow harmless. The caravan stared
at the stranger in dismay.
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“Don’t worry, I’'m not sick. These are
age spots,” said the stranger calmly, as if he
knew right away what everybody was look-
ing at. He must be very wise.

“Alright, you may sit with us. I am
Rashid,” answered my dad and held out his
hand.

“Tomash. Pleased to meet you,” replied
the stranger.

“So what’s going on in the south?”
asked my father after we resumed our seats
around the fire. Now every last member of
the caravan was around it, even Shaggy who
stopped being angry because there was a new
man with us. Everybody looked at him cu-
riously, hiding behind others so the stranger
wouldn’t notice them looking at him.

“A city,” replied the stranger, which
caused genuine astonishment.

“A big city?” asked my dad carefully.

“Yes.”

“What do you know about it?”

“What do you want to know?”

After his question, everybody started
commenting loudly and asking their own.
Some wanted to know what it looked like,
others wanted to know what was there. Old
man Jovan said he once saw a giant tin bird
come out of a city so he asked if that was true.
Somebody asked if it was true that they made
food out of air. Some wanted to know how
high the city walls were, others if there were
any mosquitoes there. Old Tomash sat by the
fire, somehow pensive and smiling faintly, as
if he was enjoying the comments. Eventually
my dad had to raise his hand, which meant
that everybody had to stop talking.

“You were in a city,” said my dad after
the uproar stopped.

“Yes, I was a citizen,” replied the stranger.

“What is a citizen?” | asked, hiding
behind my father’s back, but I couldn’t help
asking, because that word was new to me.
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“Oh. Who do we have here?” the
stranger looked at me curiously.

“I am Malik,” T replied bravely and
held out my hand.

“Pleased to meet you, Malik, I am To-
mash,” replied the stranger and gently shook
my hand. “So you want to know what a cit-
izen is?”

I didn’t reply, but just nodded.

“To be a citizen means to belong to a
city, the same way you now belong to this
tribe.”

“And what is a tribe?”

“He means the caravan,” added my
father.

Tomash started talking about the city,
while we listened patiently.

“Cities are arranged to sustain them-
selves. We managed to create a system in
which we spend only what we need. All waste
is regenerated into new things. Everything in
the cities is white and everybody wears white
clothes. The height of the city walls varies.
It’s between seventy and a hundred and thirty
metres, which was necessary because of the
water. It’s not true that we create food out of
air, but we can print it. However, that process
requires a great deal of energy, that’s why we
only use it on rare occasions. We have gar-
dens for plants and animals, which we always
keep in acceptable numbers. It is true that we
also have ‘tin birds’, we call them airplanes.”

I had such an awful lot of questions for
Tomash because the language he spoke, al-
though familiar to me, contained a bunch of
words that I didn’t understand. I didn’t know
what it meant to regenerate, what energy was,
why they had walls because of water and of
course, what it meant to print? But the other
members of the caravan had a bunch of ques-
tions too, and I was the youngest so I had to
wait. Tomash patiently answered all of the
questions, most people were astonished by
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his answers, and I just listened to more words
I didn’t understand. Finally, it was my turn.

“Go on, ask, I can see you’re dying to
ask me,” he told me, his stomach rumbling
loudly at the same time.

“Here you go,” interrupted my mum,
who brought a bowl of stew to the stranger.

“Oh, thank you so much.”

“How old are you?” I finally asked, de-
spite the fact that I didn’t understand print-
ing, declarations, electronics, satellites and
God knows how many other words, but this
piece of information was still of the utmost
importance to me.

“One hundred and forty,” replied the
stranger calmly.

The entire caravan wanted to revolt
immediately. They started to protest strongly
because of it. I didn’t understand why.

“My dad is thirty-six. How come you
are so very old?”

“Genomic medicines enabled us to ex-
tend the lifespan significantly,” he replied
calmly. “And since I can tell that you are
about to ask me what that is all about, allow
me to tell you the story from the Fall to this
day. But first I would like to finish this won-
derful stew, if you don’t mind,” he added.

Everyone agreed and waited patient-
ly for the stranger to finish his food, so they
could hear the story. He enjoyed the meal
and a couple of times commended my mum,
saying how excellent it was. When he was
finished, he started telling us the story from
the Fall until today, as he remembered it. He
talked all through the night, long and slow-
ly, while the stars shone above us and sparks
flew from the campfire. It was the most inter-
esting night of my life. A couple of times he
apologised for the things the City did. While
he was telling the story, at one point a tear fell
from his eye. The men sneered at it because
in our caravan, if you cry, it means you’re a
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weakling. For the first time in my life I stayed
up until the morning and I was proud of my-
self because of it. When the stranger heard
from my father that I could read, he gave me
some kind of a board with books on it. He
showed me how to use it and told me to just
put it in the sun if it ever stops working.
“Where are you off to now?” my father
asked him as he was saying goodbye.
“Onwards. To see others, to see if we
can change what has been done. You know,
in the cities we have built a sustainable sys-
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tem and we live long, but do we really live?
I will treasure this night I spent with you for
the rest of my life. You know that we will all
die, but you are happy because of it. You un-
derstand how important it is to just be.”

We parted with the stranger that morn-
ing and I went to my tent to sleep. When
I woke up, I grabbed the board with books
immediately. Never in my life have I seen
so many books. Since the Constitution of
the European Union didn’t seem interesting,
I decided to start with the Little Prince.
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Islands in the Sea of Time

Marija Nezirovi¢. Croatia

Rijeka, 31 May 2015
Christos said that visiting the island of Santorini would make you fall in love with the person
accompanying you there.

“It’s a place of powerful magic,” he went on in his characteristic English with a strong
Greek accent, emphasising each word as if reciting a cautionary tale. “Romantic and intimate.”

Colette’s eyes widened with curiosity as she lowered her mug on the small concrete wall
behind them.

The pair was reclining in the deckchairs of recycled fabric faded by the weather, in the di-
rect sunlight — the youthful, pretty Colette and her slightly older colleague Christos — their bod-
ies welcomed the unexpected outburst of heavenly warmth in early March. The sun brightened
the skyline like a screen of gold. Enjoying a lunch break on the greened rooftop of an otherwise
boring office building, they absorbed the act of nearing spring and the closing of the cold season.
The sunflower-shaped solar utilities masked in the roof orchard had much to feed on.

Christos didn’t feel an urge to talk but, as the thought of going back inside clouded his
bliss, words spring up inside him. Colette nodded at him in a careful motion. While she under-
stood his intention and marvelled at the scenery of his words, it seemed to her nostalgia for your
homeland acquired beauty only then when you crafted tales about it to your foreign friends. He
had travelled to Santorini a few years back, in the company of a good friend.

“Did you fall in love with your friend?” Colette asked teasingly.

“Yes, 1 did!” Christos’ triumphant voice echoed through the air. Christos’ outright sincerity
had often made Colette feel disarmed.

As the hands on the mechanical clock tower nearby had finally met after chasing each other,
the two colleagues got up and, clutching their empty mugs, headed back to their shared office.

Feeling restless, Colette leaned back in her chair and stretched out her legs under the desk.
While thinking about whom she would bring along to Santorini, she pictured the many ways she
would fall in love with that person. Following the pull of fantasy, she looked up images of land-
scapes of the island on her computer to better envisage the setting of this hypothetical romance.

Picturesque images of houses anchored on cliffs, capped with cupolas the same colour as
the bright sky, spread out in front of her. Except for the bulky wind and solar power engines
and storage units, the island felt as if it were frozen in time, its surrounding body of liquid a
sentimental reservoir for memories. The settlement resembled huddled birds’ nests hanging on
the steep slopes descending into the submerged caldera below. Their painted facades appeared
as brilliant as a friendly face, while the sea reflected an opaque blue with the poised harmony of
a brush guided to form a painting. But she knew it was a sculpture; its pitted landscape had been
violently moulded by a volcano and set to change again one day. It looked tranquil, she thought,
so different from the unpredictable romance born between the undulated walls of the houses, on
the stone verandas greeted by the midday sun.
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“I still haven’t decided what to do in summer, after our contract is finished.” Colette sud-
denly broke the silence, leaving her book aside. Christos laid the book on his desk and turned
his chair to meet her voice.

”I’d look for work first,” he said.

The girl chuckled. Work always comes first for him, mused Colette. She added: “I feel
I could afford a little summer vacation with my savings, maybe my last one for a while.”

“I’m not bragging, but Santorini is an exquisite place by anyone’s standards.”

“I read a unique spirit resides there. Do you know why a Greek island has an Italian
name?”

“The Greek name for the biggest island in the archipelago is Thira,” replied Christos
automatically, “and Santorini is a Latin word. Originally it was known as Kalliste, ‘the most
beautiful one’.”

“An island shaped like a crescent moon and embodying the spirit of a mesmerising nymph
— lovely indeed!” said Colette.

“I read a pilot algae feedstock production is being developed there too,” added Christos.

So they returned to their tasks, their spirits lifted by a nymph.

Colette was incontestably French in many physical as well as spiritual aspects, a match
for Hugo’s Cosette, with a prét-a-porter effortless elegance. Her grandfather, though, was a
native of the island of Korcula in Croatia. Perhaps inspired by his tales, her parents had bought
a holiday house on Kocula at the time when the island was still a wilderness with the rumour of
Marco Polo’s invented heritage. The dwelling was a small retreat on an isolated patch of land
overlooking a pebbled beach. Her grandfather’s family house had been sold many years before,
meaning there was no familiarity or memory of past lives in the new home.

Christos used to joke how the Adriatic blood gave her a streak of self-sufficient tautness
that made her want to resonate with the pulse of sea. “Island people may seem coarse and defiant
because life at sea is harsh, but it helps us live prudently and resiliently.”

She could even speak some Greek, which she picked up online. “Kalimera sas,” a greeting
aimed at him as she entered the office in the morning.

“Kalimera sou, Colette,” he would reply, already at the desk.

A spell of words could span the distance of different nationalities and walks of life, yet it
also brought them both a sense of friendly clarity. “Kala, kala,” a word he repeated many times
when speaking to somebody in Greek over the phone. Colette had found a sense of transience
in this trite colloquialism. It was an invisible step she had to lightly step over. The two of them
started working together in September, as contractors for a government body.

It was after dark when Colette left the office. She bid farewell to Christos, who was busy
on the phone again. A long river of lights from fashionable electronic cars greeted her on the
evening street; despite the web of trains spanning the urban area, traffic congestion was inevi-
table at this hour. The stars and a silver moon — a crescent, perhaps — lit the world with a light
that was just as foreign and distant as the people rushing around her. Shielded street lamps had
given them back a starry sky but hardly anyone glanced at it. Still her body was too restless to
go home or talk to friends and family online, a feeling of insecurity suddenly washing over her
as she walked by herself. The purified indoor air had dried her lips. She wanted to down a cold
beer, or run into a surprised acquaintance in a bustling pub.
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In her mind she was in her house on Korc¢ula, where commodities she took for granted
could pose a challenge. In the absence of loud recycling stations or colossal 3D ads, the strong-
est presence was the untiring wings of wind turbines. She was on her own amidst the intimacy of
the windy island surrounded by a marine fortress, and cut off from the reality of the continental
life. The texture and colour of the sea were rough as the winds swivelled, whistling in the cor-
ners of the cliffs lining the southern shore.

Upon stepping into a bar, a female singing voice dispersed her illusion. A tall woman was
singing Pass This On at the centre of the room with a warm and clear voice. Her beautiful face
shone under the pastel glow of the biogas lamp, caught in the strings of the improvised act. Her
vitality was swirling around her like a summer skirt lifted by the wind and her hands formed
mysterious shapes around her waist. Everyone in the room had paused to look at her.

Colette observed her calmness reflecting on her, as she took a sip of her first beer. She
realised how a human voice can wash away all worries, just like the overlapping sound of
waves. The song slowly subsided, along with that glistening light above the woman. As a scale
of applause played out, the woman smiled and leaned to get a glass of tonic from the bartender.
Then, like a cat sighting its prey, she approached Colette with a shimmer in her eyes. “You look
as if you’ve seen a ghost.”

“Your performance was wonderful, I’m really impressed,” Colette uttered formally to hide
her confusion.

“It just hits me once in a while — the desire to sing for all these people.”

“I have no such desires.”

“You have your own desires,” the charming woman said.

Very naturally, she leaned closer to Colette, kissed the air next to her cheek, and then she
moved on past her towards a full table. All she was left with was the scent of the woman’s perfume.

sk

That night Colette had a vivid dream. She could not recall whether she witnessed fiction origi-
nated in her tired mind, or a fragment of her own memory rising like a tide in her. It wasn’t sim-
ply an event that she had forgotten about a long time ago. The dream held memories which must
have been hers, but also other scenes which, she was sure, must have belonged to the woman
with the stunning voice — the nymph Kalliste. The following day, she tried to retell her dream to
Christos. To accommodate her strange topic, he became a child taking in a new fairy tale.

It was summer time in Korcula, began Colette. The young woman jumped off a high cliff
into the waves hitting against the wall of land. A perfect arc headed straight for the aim. The
strong sun dissipated on the waves in thousands of sparkling shreds. Meanwhile, the adolescent
Colette was at her family’s sea residence. She was reading by the window facing the beach as
their night-time electricity was limited. While turning a page, she lifted her small face to see a
timid bird startled by her presence.

The adolescent girl and the woman had both been on the island at the same time. Colette
was a callow school girl, discovering the world in books; the woman was a student, in love with
a man accompanying her to Koréula. They had trekked the sign-posted paths, all the way to the
northern tip of the island. The woman’s youthful energy and desire converged into a delicate
jump, immortalised in a photograph.
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“If I die before you,” she tells her boyfriend later as they sit over the cliffs cutting like
knives into the sea, “I want our ashes thrown here, in this sea.” He dismissed her sudden serious-
ness for a lover’s ardour, yet she remained firm as if a sea god were commanding her.

Christos tilts his head. “It’s just a dream.”

“I know. But I believe it showed our intersected past.”

“How do you know?”

“It felt too familiar, that’s how!”

Then another dream followed from the darkness.

This time the woman was with her dog, a retriever with a tongue hanging from its mouth
like a caught fish. She opened the trunk of her hatchback, gently pushing him in. The dog
obeyed with zeal. It was a crisp spring morning, the air filled with freshness.

Her hand adjusted the rear-view mirror so she could see herself in it. She pressed the palm
of her hand on her forehead, the fingers shielding her from the sun. A strand of hair came loose
and she placed it behind her ear. Observing her casual movement in the small mirror, Colette
thought how objects were closer than they appeared in the mirror.

Another car was coming from the opposite direction, driving towards them in the same
lane. The other car collided with the woman’s car at a speed that reduced both life and mirrors
to shreds. The union of life and death was framed by the mirror a second before it disappeared,
just the way distinct islands of the same archipelago may be seen as linked.

Colette woke abruptly up from her nightmare, unsure of her whereabouts. She could see it
was still dark outside. Coming out of shock, Colette felt a relief at realising it was a dream. Still,
sadness at having witnessed such an accident prevailed, settling inside of her. Road accidents
had become a rare event.

It was April when Colette learnt of the woman’s death from a local newsfeed. A young
woman had died in a car crash, and her picture was attached under the title. No personal in-
formation, only her deep eyes reflected the presence of life, reminding Colette of that dark
evening. Christos noticed something was wrong for she wouldn’t talk to him. Death was a dot
on a complex map, revealed only when you trace all the roads to the centre, and nobody knew
how to unravel it.

sk

With the beginning of summer, the woman’s ashes, according to her wish, were scattered over
the Adriatic, and further into the Mediterranean Sea from the edge of Korcula, not far from
Colette’s house. Colette wrote on her digital pad, inspired by her dream: “There is a wind found
only around islands like Korcula, which instils in you passionate promises and thrilling realities
beyond ours. May you enter the house of sea and become one with it. You sing now with that
wind, merging with the surf; you are yet another nymph from legends.”

On the same day, Colette flew to Santorini in the east. She hoped to meet Christos again
one day. Looking out of the window while her ICT device ran a routine health check-up, she
thought of the colour of the sea in Korc¢ula — a rich, saturated mélange of green and blue. An
irregular succession of events which elude the regular timeline can appear out of it. For in-
stance, a dream can resurface from the dark waters of the subconscious, mixing the past and
the future.

Anna Lindh
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That day the surface of the sea was calm as a palm pressed against a blanket. On the ter-
raced rock, the buildings covered in solar panels were protecting the human birds. Below, the
past dwelled in the shape of sea. After checking into her room, Colette descended to the volcanic
beach. By the time the surf touched her white ankles, the woman’s ashes had already reached the
coast of Africa and the Strait of Gibraltar, a monumental door where once the world had ended.
Yet the particles were also carried back to the Cycladic past in the Aegean Sea. Now she was
part of the sea, living in between the islands.

Colette lay on her back, squinting to protect her eyes from the intense afternoon sun. She
imagined the water lapping against her ears to be an ancient alphabet, whispering an ancient
charm she could understand: “The most beautiful one is right here.” And she knew, as the cur-
rents pulled her back, that the nymph had become a star above the central sea, connecting the
past to the present.
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Walking on Water
Basma Eloufy. Egypt

“Watch out!... objects in a mirror are larger
than they appear.” That is what was writ-
ten on car mirrors, and what I remembered
when he finally fell asleep in my arms. That
was the idea I wanted him to understand but
I couldn’t say a word, possibly because we
couldn’t find a way to talk about more diffi-
cult things.

I thought of that when I was preparing
the morning coffee on the first day of Lesser
Bairam. Children were playing, tearing down
Ramadan decorations from walls. We heard
their laughs from windows and firecrackers
were like small suns in the sky.

I made two cups of coffee and searched
for him in the bedroom, office, living room
and bathroom; and, of course, he wasn’t in
the kitchen.

I went into the bedroom again, and
I heard a scratching sound, so I searched
under the bed, and finally I found him. He
was in a dark hidden place, very frightened,
scared, pale, shrunken, shaking, and small
like a child hiding from a giant ghost.

I remember very well that looking at
him in such a state was quite painful. He had
put his hands over his ears; his body was
shaking violently. I called for him to come
out, and he scratched the floor with his nails,
as if he wished to cling to it. He shrank more
and more, and his legs stiffened. I bowed and
crawled to reach him and our breaths met.
I wiped his sweat, patted his shoulders and
hugged him. “Don’t be scared, honey. Don’t
be scared.”

Feast crackers frightened him; they
made him remember things he wanted to
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forget. Trying to reassure him, I said quietly:
“you see things bigger than they really are...
it’s just children’s games”.

It seems that he did not hear me and was
trembling ceaselessly. | had read in a book
that our bodies connect powers like wires,
and since then I have felt light in my body.
I frequently tried to get rid of my worries and
fill my body with life for him to absorb. I took
his head in my arms and began to pray.

I got him into bed. I covered him and he
quickly fell into a deep sleep, a restless sleep,
mixed with humming and sobbing sounds
and suppressed cries every now and then.

He was a normal ordinary person. We
had met in a bookstore where I used to buy
notebooks and paper cards and he was choos-
ing pencils and coloured papers.

He would hold a bunch of pencils and
choose very carefully, as if painting a picture
in front of him. He chose very passionately, a
passion | had missed for such a long time, a
passion for little things, a new pencil, a new
piece of paper, and some colours.

I was frightened and felt overwhelm-
ing nostalgia; he was handsome, wheaten-
skinned and brown-eyed. His face looked
like the face of a Hollywood star and its fea-
tures were magnificent. Oh God, how could
I stop myself from looking at him?! What a
charming man! What beauty the Almighty
has given you.

His unique eastern manhood awakened
me and betook me mercilessly and ruthlessly.
I dropped my notebooks and pencils, and he
bent down, picked them up, and gave them to
me. I found a strange pencil among them that
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was not mine; I gave it back to him and asked
him about it. He said “it was a simple pencil,
with a single head, but it was charming.” He
wrote with it on a small piece of paper. He tilted
his hand to show me how he could draw with it.
He was drawing as if he was moving his hands
on the sand of the beach. He fell silent for a mo-
ment, and then he gave me the pencil to try.

He looked at me to encourage me.
It was as if he wanted to catch a golden
fish from my eyes. I tried the pencil. It was
smooth and strong. He took it again and
started to draw. I watched his hands; he was
charming, with strong, gentle fingers. He was
like a sculptor who had lost his way from the
Middle Ages to our time. The passion of his
eyes made a river of imagination that took
me on a childish journey, like the journeys
of Mark Twain’s Adventures of Tom Sawyer
and Huckleberry Finn. We loved each other
and got married. We went on tours, painted,
and we did everything we wanted. I learned
from his absence more than his presence. I
loved myself in his presence, and I became
simple and unprompted just like I wanted to
be. I did not want anything from the world.
I felt very strong as if I was depending on a
trunk of a huge tree, or like having a roof that
saved me from the rain. He was like a light
that illuminated my life; we were alike, even
in our ordinary sadness.

He travelled to Syria to visit his fami-
ly, even after the war but, after the last visit,
everything changed. He was very worried
all the time, as if he had put the map of his
wounded country in his heart, and its voices
and pictures in his mind.

When he saw the cooker turned on, he
would stand up. When he heard a scream,
he would run away.

Therefore, 1 took care of everything
that might upset him, but there were things
I could not control.
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I could not imagine the pain that he felt
when he took a shower and remembered chil-
dren who forcibly bathe with ice drops in the
winter while the coldness silences the painful
screams inside them.

I could not control the voices of women
shouting to sell in the street, and others call-
ing for help. Firecrackers in the feast were
another nightmare I could not control.

They were very powerful and lit up the
sky; everybody liked them, except those who
knew another kind of firecracker. I could not
decide if a specific sound attracted him to a
certain place.

He woke up two hours later, he looked
at the cover for a long time, and then he said:

“It is a luxurious life. In my country we
live in a house that has walls, windows, cov-
ers and food. This is a luxurious life.”

I fell silent, he continued:

“In my country, people are given one
blanket in the camp; every day they burn
parts of it to feel warm in the snow.”

I suggested spending the feast time some-
where else, as this might make him happy.

I packed our luggage, and we went to
Alex. On the desert road we listened to a song
by Gene Band called Hona el Sham.

The song was performed many times.
A sad song, sung by a fantastic Syrian voice,
and the performance of the band reflected
the Syrian genes. The lyrics of the song were
very moving:

“Here is Sham, here is my heart, here is
your heart, and here is my love... on your heel,
I am flying pigeons. Fly there pigeons, take my
heart there, here is Sham. .. oh, Sham.”

Once we reached Alex, we stopped to
buy newspapers and drink something. Next
to the shop, there was a big zigzagging bay. It
was like an island in the middle of the earth,
surrounded by buildings; colour dissolved on
the horizon, the separated line between sky
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and sea disappeared. When we looked care-
fully at this place, we felt it was like the edge
of the world or like a magic gate for us to
pass. We looked deeply and then we left.

We found smaller and larger water
surfaces, surrounded by trees around build-
ings, or through wheat fields, water around
everything, small lakes, short rivers, and nar-
row gulfs where small boats were sailing on
some, and ducks were floating on others.

We arrived at an industrial area sur-
rounded by water but the industrial waste
seemed to be thrown in the water. There was
a thick lime layer on top of the water; it cov-
ered everything like thick snow. There was
a grey sky and artificial white snow; it was
a magnificent view from afar. We thought
about walking on this lime and testing its
strengths; we stopped the car, took off our
shoes, and tried to walk two steps; it broke,
and our feet sank, it was not as thick as we
believed. We laughed and returned to the car.

We decided to stop in a nice place be-
fore reaching the centre of the city. It has a
lake and trees, far from people, similar to
those places school camps head to. We made
a tent from a big carpet, chopped some tree
trunks as firewood, spread out newspaper on
the floor, put out food and luggage, and left
the song playing in the car.

We dreamt of stealing some time, a day,
two days, years, forever, any period of time
we could. We changed our clothes, and he lay
on the grass. I tried to walk over water again,
but my feet sank again and I gradually sank.
I felt like a dolphin dancing in the water. He
was sleeping. I played with small fish with
my feet, and when he woke up, he followed
me.

His face shone, and we sank and jumped
to the surface. We tried to catch fish. He grew
silver flippers, and I grew golden flippers. We
played and laughed like dolphins. I almost
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heard joyful footsteps in our hearts, like Dis-
neyland characters, instantly transforming
into a children’s tale. We had no concerns,
living like dolphins, choosing to breathe, pre-
ferring to live on the surface, and holding our
breath at the bottom until we came up again.

We got out, dried ourselves, entered our
small tent, and he slept again. In our fragile
world isolating us from the world, you sleep
in another world with angels. I was afraid
that if I thought about it, I would feel jealous.
They are light that we do not know.

I thought fear of the unknown is part of
blood cells, which can’t be seen under a mi-
croscope, but what about fear of the known?!
How do we put it in its real size? How do we
know its real size?

A sound of shooting woke him up again;
some hunters might be shooting ducks. He
looked at me at length and then he cried. That
was the only thing that I could not make him
forget. “Give me your pain my darling.” He
kept silent, a silence with thousands of mean-
ings, the nearest of which was his inability,
the furthest was his pain that removed his
imagination and became everything in his life.

I told him they were just duck hunters
and he replied that “in Syria, they chased
children in the same way; children there wish
they could die instead of feeling the horror
of bomb and missile sounds or a savage who
would rip their mum in front of their eyes
before he rips them.” Death in Syria became
like a magnet that attracts everything in its
range. | wiped his forehead, I touched his
face, and he kissed my hand, apologised for
mistakes he did not make.

The sun rose to the middle of the sky.
I tore a part of the newspaper and made a
paper puppet. It was an old trick my mum
used to do to chase away envy, ghosts and
magic; she used to make a paper puppet, then
she would call the envious people’s names.
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When calling every name she used to prick
the puppet with a pin; then she would burn it,
and I looked at it while it was burning, so it
prevented envy.

I picked a pin from my bag. I held the
puppet with the other hand, began to call all
the names of those who envy our happiness.
I called all the people envious of us and our
friends without reason. I even called on poli-
ticians, killers, and pricked the puppet every-
where, and then I burned it.

“Look, my dear, all these bastards were
burnt.”

He looked at the fire, and then smiled:

“Put out the fire, come to my arms.”
Roles changed. I became the crying child.
I wished he was my father, brother, and
friend, as he is my husband and beloved. I
wanted him to be every man in the world, to
grow up in his arms, to cry all that I suffered.
I wanted to tear my memories like a puppet
and then burn it. I wanted to see the fire eating
everything and everyone then come back like
a fresh sheet of white paper he could draw on,
and laugh about everything with him.

He asked what worried me. I was
ashamed of my petty troubles; he was like
someone fighting a monster, and I was fight-
ing an insect. I kept silent and closed my
eyes; all troubles compared to homesickness
and memories become nothing; all troubles
are tiny and ridiculous when you compare
them to something bigger. “You see things
bigger than their real size, your perspective
of them is the truth.”

How could I tell him that his paintings
had gone away? How could I tell him that his
efforts, colours, childhood dreams and his
talent discovered in his homeland were burnt
or part of a demolished house? How could
our minds imagine the crawl of other minds?

“The house doesn’t matter, painting is
what matters most,” I heard him saying.
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Painting linked him to many details,
such as evenings playing music, the neigh-
bour’s daughter’s picture, escaping through
the window to walk in moonlight. I remem-
ber when he said:

“I am without history, they destroyed
my memories, school, house. Where will I be
buried? Will I be buried in foreign lands?”

I was speechless, what should T tell
him? What he needs is greater than my abil-
ities. If I could 1 would defend your home,
my love, I would call on Sekhmet, goddess of
war and anger, to destroy all politicians and
drink their blood. If I were able, I would ex-
change our memories, but how?

How do I redeem your paintings while
nobody in the world values painting any-
more? How do I convince the world that pa-
per and pencils are bigger than their actual
size? That homeland is bigger than border
conflicts.

Politicians are selfish and we the peo-
ple know that, and we search for selfishness
we can bear, but our countries became self-
ish like them. Our countries left us without
any security, left us in a wide space called the
world, to feel foreignness all our life. And we
see things bigger than their real size when we
lose them. Some disappear like a balloon in
the sky while others remain in our memory as
sand in the sea.

He passed his fingers through my hair;
I opened my eyes and said:

“We tried to walk over lime, and it
looked like snow, and it was very weak, so
we failed. Walking in the past is as difficult as
walking over the lime. Your leg will sink in
memories, but swimming in water is better,
isn’t it?”

“Yes.”

“I wanted to convince you to change
your vision of the homeland, but it’s too diffi-
cult. Therefore, we ought to maximise its old
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image. Let us be friendly with our memories,
even the painful ones, and play with them
like fish But let us not catch them and not eat
them again, let us keep the good ones, and
play with them on the surface like dolphins.”
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He looked at me for a long time and
smiled. I kissed him and held his shoulders.
He took his hand and drew a half a heart on the
sand. I drew the other half with my other hand,
and we sang: “here is Sham, here is Sham.”
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Der gegen die Haie kampft

Maria Tramountani. Deutschland

,»Woher kommst du?*“ Ahio sah den jungen Mann vor ihm abwartend an. Dieser blickte iiber-
rascht auf, wihrend er einen Knopf an der Maschine driickte und diese mit einem lauten Ge-
rdusch Kaffee in die Tasse fiillte.

,,KoIn“, antwortete er.

,,Nein. Woher kommst du wirklich?*, fragte Ahio ungeduldig die Frage, die ihm selber so
verhasst war. ,,Urspriinglich.*

Sein Gegentiber wirkte nun verwirrt. Er war es wohl nicht gewohnt, dass Ménner, die er nie
zuvor gesehen hatte, in das Café kamen, in dem er arbeitete und ihm personliche Fragen stellten.

,,Wieso fragst du?*

Der Junge musterte Ahio nun genauer. Diese Frage hatte er wohl, genau wie Ahio, schon
oft beantworten miissen. Nur kam sie normalerweise nicht von Menschen, deren Haut so dunkel
war wie die seine.

,,Bist du Filimoeika?*

,»Woher kennst du meinen Namen?“

,,Ich bin in Freund von Sarah. Sie hat mir von dir erzihlt und von ihr weif3 ich auch, dass
du hier arbeitest.*

Der Junge mit dem Namen Filimoeika wich etwas zuriick und schien plétzlich sehr froh
uber den Tresen zu sein, der ihn von dem seltsamen Fremden trennte.

Ahio drgerte sich iiber sich selbst. Er hatte das eigentlich geschickter anstellen wollen. Er
hatte sich genau ausgemalt, wie seine erste Begegnung mit Filimoeika verlaufen wiirde. Und
nun hatte der schmale junge Mann Angst vor dem groBlen breitschultrigen Ahio. So war das
nicht geplant gewesen.

Er hatte Sarah vor ein paar Tagen auf der Geburtstagsfeier eines Arbeitskollegen kennen-
gelernt. Sie hatte ihn angesprochen und sie waren ins Gesprach gekommen. Als er von seiner
Heimat erzihlt hatte, hatte sie plotzlich die Stirn gerunzelt. Der Name der kleinen polynesischen
Inselgruppe, von der Ahio stammte, war ihr bekannt vorgekommen. Sie hatten ihn sich gemerkt,
weil er so lustig klang. Takuu. Ahio hatte groBe Augen gemacht, als sie nach kurzer Uberlegung
ausgerufen hatte, dass sie noch jemanden kannte, der aus Takuu kam. Er hatte ihr versichert,
dass das kaum moglich war. Den groflen Sturm vor 15 Jahren hatte kaum ein Einwohner Takuus
iiberlebt. Ahio selbst hatte auf einen Schlag seine Geschwister und seine Frau verloren. Die
wenigen Uberlebenden, etwa hundert waren es gewesen, hatten Asyl in Neuseeland gefunden,
als klar war, dass Takuu nicht mehr bewohnbar war. Auch Ahio war nach Neuseeland gegangen,
doch aus irgendeinem Grund hatte es ihn weitergezogen. Ein deutscher Unternehmer hatte ihn
irgendwann nach Europa mitgenommen und ihm Arbeit in seiner Fabrik gegeben. Sei sieben
Jahre arbeitete Ahio nun am FlieBband und setzte Scheibenwischer fiir Autos zusammen.

Er hatte schnell Deutsch gelernt und Freundschaften geschlossen — das war ihm immer
leicht gefallen — doch bis zum heutigen Tag hatte ihn jede Sekunde das Heimweh gequalt. Be-
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sonders an Februartagen wie diesen, an dem seine Finger an der Zigarette festzufrieren drohten,
wann immer er ins Freie ging, um sich eine anzuziinden.

Er hatte seit 15 Jahren keinen einzigen Kontakt zu einem Landsmann gehabt und das hatte
er Sarah erklért.

,,Ich bin mir fast sicher. Er sieht dir sogar ein bisschen &hnlich, wenn ich dich genauer
betrachte. Du konntest sein grofer Bruder sein.*

Ahio hatte gegrinst. Fiir die Deutschen sahen doch alle Schwarze wie Briider aus.

,.Filimoeika®, hatte Sarah gesagt. ,,So heif3t er. Aber alle nennen ihn Fili.

Ahios Blut war ihm in den Adern gefroren. Es war das erste Wort auf Takuuanisch gewe-
sen, das er seit sehr langer Zeit gehort hatte. Pl6tzlich hatte er Méwen kreischen und die Palmen
im Wind rascheln gehort. ,,Filimoeika“: der gegen die Haie kampft.

Und nun stand er hier. Vor ihm der Junge, der ihn immer noch misstrauisch ansah. Ahio
war klar, dass er nun etwas sagen musste, der Moment des Schweigens hielt schon zu lange an
und hinter ihm wurden die anderen Kunden in der Schlange unruhig.

,Mein Name ist Ahio. Ich komme aus Polynesien. Aus Takuu.*

Filimoeikas dunkle Augen weiteten sich und er musste sich am Tresen festhalten, um nicht
das Gleichgewicht zu verlieren.

Ahio betrachtete den jungen Mann genauer. Sarah hatte Recht gehabt, es gab tatséchlich
eine gewisse Ahnlichkeit. Filimoeikas Haut hatte denselben schokoladenfarbigen Ton, seine
Wangenknochen waren hoch und spitz und seine Augen waren mandelférmig. Seine Haare wa-
ren kurzgeschoren, genau wie Ahios.

Filimoeika wurde von einer Kollegin hinter dem Tresen aus seiner Trance gerissen.

,,Fili, mach schon. Die Leute warten.*

Er fasste sich, nickte und griff nach der Kaffeetasse. Er reichte sie Ahio.

,,Jch mache in einer Stunde Feierabend. Wartest du auf mich?*

Ahio nickte, nahm den Kaffee und setzte sich in eine Ecke mit niedrigen Tischen und
mit Blick auf den Tresen. Wirklich gemiitlich war die Sitzbank nicht, aber er merkte es kaum.
Waihrend er an seinem Kaffee nippte, lieB er Filimoeika, dessen Hiande routiniert an der Kaffee-
maschine hantierten, nicht aus dem Blick.

,»Sprichst du Takuuanisch?*

Filimoeika schiittelte den Kopf. Dann zuckte er mit der Schulter.

,.Ich war 4 als der Sturm kam. Ich kann vielleicht noch einzelne Worter, aber ich habe seit
15 Jahren kein Wort Takuuanisch gehort oder gesprochen.*

,,Wie bist du nach Deutschland gekommen?*

,Adoptiert. Meine biologischen Eltern starben beim Sturm. Meine Adoptiveltern hatten
kaum Informationen dazu, woher ich komme. Nur Takuu wussten sie. Ich habe ein bisschen
recherchiert, aber nicht viel gefunden. Irgendwann will ich zuriickgehen.*

,,Es gibt nichts mehr auf Takuu. Der Meeresspiegel steigt und der grofle Sturm hat alles
vernichtet. Die Bewohner sind tot oder weg. Was willst du dort?* Ahio schluckte. Nach so vie-
len Jahren schmerzte es ihn immer noch. Nicht nur die Menschen, die er liebte, hatte er verloren.
Auch seine Heimaterde, das Meer, die Sonne.

Ahio rechnete. Wenn Filimoeika vier Jahre alt gewesen war im Jahr des Sturms, miissten
seine Eltern nicht viel alter als Ahio gewesen sein.
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., Weilit du die Namen deiner Eltern?*

,,Fau und Jaimia.“

Ahio hatte plotzlich einen Klof im Hals. Fau und Jaimia. Er hatte sie nicht wirklich gut
gekannt, aber auf einer Insel von wenigen hundert Einwohnern, war man jedem schon mal ir-
gendwie begegnet.

,,Du siehst deinem Vater dhnlich®, sagte er nach einer kurzen Pause.

Filimoeika starrte ihn an.

., Was weilit du iiber meine Eltern?*

,.Nicht viel.”“ Ahio erzdhlte von dem Fischer Fau, der schmal gebaut gewesen war, aber mit
dem Fischernetz umgehen konnte wie kein anderer. Und von Jaimia, die eine tippige Figur und
ein hiibsches Gesicht gehabt hatte.

,,Kennst du die Bedeutung deines Namens?*

Filimoeika nickte. Es war ein polynesischer Name, er hatte die Bedeutung im Internet
gefunden.

,,Dein Vater war einmal beim Fischen von einem Hai gebissen worden. Er hat fast sein
Bein verloren. Zur Erinnerung hat er dir diesen Namen gegeben. Der gegen die Haie kdmpft.*

Filimoeika senkte den Blick. Er rithrte mit einem Loffel in der Tasse, die vor ihm auf dem
Tisch stand.

,,Was bedeutet dein Name?*, fragte er irgendwann.

,,Wirbelwind. In der Nacht, in der ich auf die Welt kam, tobte ein Sturm. Er totete viele
Menschen und machte die halbe Insel obdachlos. Meine Familie hatte Gliick und unser Haus
blieb unversehrt. Und ich kam gesund auf die Welt.*

Filimoeika verzog die Lippen zu einem kleinen Lacheln.

,,Versteh mich nicht falsch®, sagte er dann, nachdem sie eine Weile lang geschwiegen
hatten. ,,Deutschland ist meine Heimat und ich habe groBartige Eltern. Aber ich wiisste gern,
wo meine Wurzeln sind.*

Ahio fiihlte sich plotzlich sehr miide. Er lehnte sich auf der ungemiitlichen Bank zuriick. Er
hatte sich so sehr auf dieses Treffen gefreut. Darauf, einen Landsmann zu treffen, jemanden, der
ihm dhnlich war und der seine Sehnsucht teilte. Doch alles, was er vorgefunden hatte, war ein Jun-
ge, der bis auf sein Aussehen und ein bisschen Neugierde keinen Bezug zu Takuu hatte. Nicht mal
Takuuanisch konnte er und Ahio hatte sich doch so sehr darauf gefreut, seine Sprache zu sprechen.

Er erhob sich. Filimoeika sprang ebenfalls sofort auf.

,,Konnen wir uns wiedersehen? Ich wiirde gern mehr tiber Takuu erfahren.*

Ahio zogerte. Er hatte keine Lust darauf, das Objekt des wissenschaftlichen Interesses
dieses Jungens zu sein.

,,und...* Filimoeika brach ab. ,,Ich weil} nicht, wahrscheinlich ist es zu viel verlangt.

Wahrscheinlich, dachte Ahio bei sich.

,,Was denn?“, fragte er dann doch.

.Kannst du mir Takuuanisch beibringen? Ich meine, ich wollte es schon immer kdnnen
und ich bin sicher, dass ich mich an ein bisschen erinnere, wenn ich ein paar Worte hore und es
gibt weder Lehrbiicher, noch Sprachkurse. Es gibt so viele polynesische Sprachen, wahrschein-
lich sind alle irgendwie dem Takuuanischen dhnlich, aber... Ich wiirde gern richtiges Takuua-
nisch kdnnen. Das, das du sprichst. Das meine Familie gesprochen hat.*
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Filimoeika holte tief Luft. Seine Augen strahlten und seine Wangen waren gerétet. Ahio
konnte nicht anders als {iber die Begeisterung des Jungen zu grinsen.

,Ich kann dich auch bezahlen®, fiigte er eifrig noch hinzu, als Ahio nicht antwortete.

Das Lachen verging Ahio. Finster blickte er Filimoeika an.

,,Willst du mich beleidigen? Glaubst du wirklich, ich wiirde Geld annehmen, um die Kul-
tur meiner Heimat weiterzugeben?*, fuhr er ihn an. Filimoeika wich erschrocken einen Schritt
zuriick.

,,Nein, nein, entschuldige, natiirlich nicht. Ich dachte nur...*

,Lass das lieber®, fuhr er ihm ins Wort. Dann seufzte er. ,,In Ordnung. Ich bringe dir
Takuuanisch bei.*

Filimoeika strahlte. ,,Danke! Ich bin auch echt flexibel. Ich habe gerade Semesterferien
und bis auf die Stunden hier im Café kann ich eigentlich immer.”

., Was studierst du?*

,.Nachhaltiges Energie- und Umweltmanagement.*

,,Was bedeutet das?

Filimoeikas Augen spriihten nun fast Funken und seine Stimme iiberschlug sich, als er
antwortete.

,,Es bedeutet, dass keine Insel mehr auf dieser Welt das Schicksal von Takuu teilen soll.*
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The One Who Fights Sharks

Maria Tramountani. Germany

“Where are you from?”” Ahio looked expect-
antly at the young man standing in front of
him. The young man glanced up in surprise
while pressing a button on the machine,
which made a loud noise as it filled the cup
with coffee.

“Cologne,” he replied.

“No. Where are you really from?”” Ahio
asked impatiently. It was the same question
that he himself so hated. “Originally.”

The young man in front of him looked
confused now. He was obviously not used to
people he’d never seen before coming into
the café where he worked and asking him
personal questions.

“Why do you ask?”

The young man took a closer look at
Ahio. Just like Ahio, he too had often had to
answer that question. Only it normally didn’t
come from people whose skin was as dark
as his.

“Are you Filimoeika?”

“How do you know my name?”

“I’'m a friend of Sarah’s. She told me
about you, and that you work here.”

The young man called Filimoeika re-
coiled slightly, and suddenly seemed very
happy to have a counter separating him from
this odd stranger. Ahio had pictured exact-
ly how his first meeting with Filimoeika
would go. And now the slender young man
was scared of Ahio, with his large frame and
broad shoulders. This wasn’t what Ahio had
planned.

He had met Sarah a few days earlier at
the birthday party of a colleague from work.
She had approached him, and the two of them

had struck up a conversation. When he’d spo-
ken about his home, she had suddenly knit
her brow: she seemed to know the name of
the small Polynesian island group that Ahio
came from. She had noticed the name because
it sounded so funny: Takuu. Ahio’s eyes had
widened when she, after a moment of reflec-
tion, declared that she knew someone else
from Takuu. He had assured her that was high-
ly unlikely. Hardly anyone from Takuu had
survived the great storm 15 years ago. Ahio
himself'had lost his siblings and his wife in one
fell swoop. The few survivors — about a hun-
dred of them — found exile in New Zealand
once it became clear that Takuu was no longer
habitable. Ahio had gone to New Zealand as
well, but for some reason he was drawn farther
afield. After a while, a German businessman
brought him to Germany and gave him work
in his factory. For seven years now, Ahio had
been putting together windshield wipers on
the assembly line.

He had quickly learned German and
made several friends — that had always been
easy for him. Yet he was constantly tortured
by homesickness, every second of every day.
And especially on February days like these,
when his fingers risked freezing on his ciga-
rette, every time he went outside to light one.

For 15 years he’d had no contact what-
soever with anyone from his country, and he
had told Sarah this.

“I’'m almost certain. He even resembles
you, now that I’ve gotten a closer look at you.
You could be his older brother.”

Ahio had smiled. For the Germans, all
Black people looked like brothers.
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“Filimoeika,” Sarah had said. “That’s
his name. But everyone calls him Fili.”

Ahio’s blood had frozen in his veins.
That was the first word in the Takuu language
that he’d heard for a very long time. He could
suddenly hear seagulls screeching and palm
trees rustling in the wind. Filimoeika: the one
who fights sharks.

And now here he was. The young man
was in front of him, still looking at him sus-
piciously. It was clear to Ahio that he had to
say something. The moment of silence had
already gone on too long, and the other cus-
tomers behind him in the queue were becom-
ing restless.

“My name’s Ahio. I'm from Polynesia.
From Takuu.”

Filimoeika’s dark eyes widened, and he
had to hold onto the counter to not lose his
balance.

Ahio inspected the young man more
closely. Sarah was right: there was in fact a
certain similarity. Filimoeika’s skin had the
same chocolate-coloured tone, his cheek-
bones were high and sharp, and his eyes were
the shape of almonds. His hair was cropped
short too, just like Ahio’s.

Filimoeika was snapped out of his
trance by a colleague behind the counter.

“Fili, come on. People are waiting.”

He pulled himself together, nodded,
and reached for the coffee cup, which he then
handed to Ahio.

“I get off work in one hour. Will you
wait for me?”

Ahio nodded, took the coffee, and sat
down in a corner with low tables that over-
looked the bar. The seat was not particular-
ly comfortable, but he barely noticed. As he
sipped his coffee, he didn’t let Filimoeika,
whose hands expertly worked the coffee ma-
chine, out of his sight.

“Do you speak Takuu?”
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Filimoeika shook his head. Then he
shrugged.

“I was four when the storm hit. I still
know a few words, but I haven’t heard or
spoken a single word of Takuu for 15 years.”

“How did you come to Germany?”

“I was adopted. My biological parents
died in the storm. My adoptive parents barely
knew anything about where 1 was from. All
they knew was that it was called Takuu. I’ve
researched it a bit, but I haven’t found much.
I want to go back one day.”

“There’s nothing left on Takuu. The sea
level is rising, and the great storm destroyed
everything. The inhabitants are all dead or
gone. Why do you want to go?” Ahio swal-
lowed. It still hurt him, after all these years.
He hadn’t only lost his loved ones. He’d also
lost his native soil, the sea, the sun.

Ahio did some mental math. If Filimoe-
ika was four in the year the storm hit, then his
parents couldn’t have been much older than
Ahio.

“Do you know your parents’ names?”’

“Fau and Jaimia.”

Ahio suddenly felt a lump in his throat.
Fau and Jaimia. He hadn’t known them all
that well, but on an island with just a few
hundred inhabitants, you crossed paths with
everyone at some point.

“You look like your father,” he said af-
ter a brief pause.

Filimoeika stared at him.

“What do you know about my parents?”

“Not much.” Ahio told him about Fau,
the fisherman: although he had a slender
build, Fau could handle a fishing net like no
other. And he told him about Jaimia, who had
a voluptuous figure and a lovely face.

“Do you know what your name means?”’

Filimoeika nodded. It was a Polynesian
name, and he’d found the meaning on the In-
ternet.
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“Your father was attacked by a shark
once when he was fishing. He nearly lost his
leg. He gave you your name as a reminder:
the one who fights sharks.”

Filimoeika lowered his gaze. He stirred
a spoon in the cup on the table before him.

“What does your name mean?” he
asked eventually.

“Whirlwind. A storm was raging on the
night I was born. It killed several people and
left half the island homeless. My family was
lucky: our house was untouched, and 1 was
born healthy.”

Filimoeika’s lips curled into a slight
smile.

“Don’t misunderstand me,” he said af-
ter they’d been silent for a while. “Germany’s
my home, and I have wonderful parents. But
I’d like to know my roots.”

Ahio suddenly felt very tired. He
leaned back against the uncomfortable seat.
He had so looked forward to this. To meet-
ing a fellow countryman, someone like him,
someone who shared his longing. But all he’d
found was a boy who had no ties to Takuu
other than his appearance and a bit of curios-
ity. He couldn’t even speak Takuu, and Ahio
had so been looking forward to speaking his
language.

He got up. Filimoeika immediately
jumped up as well.

“Can we see each other again? I’d like
to learn more about Takuu.”

Ahio hesitated. He had no desire to be
the object of this boy’s scholarly interest.

“And...” Filimoeika broke off the
thought. “I don’t know, it’s probably too
much to ask.”

Probably, Ahio thought to himself.

“What?” he asked anyway.
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“Can you teach me how to speak
Takuu? I mean, I’ve always wanted to, and
I’'m sure that some of it will come back to me
once I’ve heard a few words. There aren’t any
textbooks or courses for it. There are so many
Polynesian languages, and they’re probably
all somehow similar to Takuu, but... I’d re-
ally like to learn proper Takuu. The language
you speak. The language my family spoke.”

Filimoeika took a deep breath. His eyes
were bright and his cheeks were flushed.
Ahio couldn’t help but smile at the young
man’s enthusiasm.

“I can pay you too,” he added eagerly,
when Ahio didn’t reply.

The smile vanished from Ahio’s face.
He looked at Filimoeika darkly.

“Are you trying to insult me? Do you
really think I’d accept money to pass on
the culture of my homeland?” he snapped.
Frightened, Filimoeika took a step back.

“No, no, excuse me. Of course not. I just
thought...”

“Forget about it,” he interrupted, be-
fore letting out a sigh. “Alright. I’1l teach you
Takuu.”

Filimoeika was beaming. “Thank you!
My schedule’s really flexible. I’'m on semes-
ter break right now, and I can get together just
about any time I’'m not working here in the
café.”

“What are you studying?”

“Sustainable energy and environmental
management.”

“What does that mean?”

Filimoeika’s eyes were practically
sparkling now, and his voice cracked as he
replied.

“It means that no other island in the
world should share Takuu’s fate.”
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Safe Journey

Christoforos Pavlakis. Greece

When, in the year 762, Caliph Al-Mansur was travelling through the vast expanses of the Orient
in search of rest and calm, his eyes fell suddenly on a landscape that lay idyllically on the banks
of two rivers. Without hesitation, he ordered his soldiers to dig a large ditch around this piece
of land, to fill it with wood and, at dusk, light a fire. As the flames flared, he looked down from
a nearby hill and announced: “Here is where my city shall be founded.” And he named the city
Madinat — A’Salam, the city of peace, known today as Baghdad. The city of peace has since
never known peace. Again and again, yet another ruler has stood on the hill and watched it burn.

I was born in this fire, in this city, and possibly that’s why my skin is this coffee colour.
I was well-grilled — like mutton, so to speak — over the fire. For me, the ghosts of the fire were
ever-present; throughout my life I’ve seen the city burn time and again. One war embraces
another; one catastrophe arrives hot on the heels of the next. Each time, Baghdad, or all of Iraq
burned — in the skies and on the ground: from 1980 to 1988 in the first Gulf War; from 1988
to 1989, in the war the Baath regime waged against the Iraqi Kurds; in the second Gulf War in
1991; in the same year again, during the Iraqi uprising; in 2003, in the third Gulf War; and, in be-
tween, in hundreds of smaller fires, battles, uprisings and skirmishes. Fire is the country’s fate,
and even the waters of the two great rivers, the Euphrates and the Tigris, are powerless against it.

Even the sun in Baghdad is friendly with the fire-ghosts. In summer, it never wants to set.
It rolls powerfully through Baghdad, like a chariot of iron and fire, lacerating the horizon’s face,
shunting its aimless way through the streets and houses. Maybe this merciless sun is the reason
for my burnt and dusty appearance. Yet my birthday is on 3 March, and thus long before the hot
Baghdad summer, with its temperatures of up to 50 degrees. That’s why the heat of the kitchen
is to blame for my dark colour. If — as she herself always maintained — I really did drop from my
mother’s belly in the kitchen, then I must have spent many hours there, even as a newborn, right
next to the stove where black beans and eggplant were often cooking. It’s my suspicion, also,
that the stone oven, in which my mother baked our bread, did its part. How I loved to watch,
when I was little, as my mother took the bread, when it was ready, from the oven, and threw
the fresh pita breads onto a large palm-leaf plate at her feet. Each and every time, I’d sneak up
to the hot bread. Each and every time, I’d feel the irresistible urge to touch it, only to burst out
crying when I’d again burned my fingers. And each and every time, I’d remain sitting, as close
as I could get to this fascinating stone-oven fire.

So I have several possible explanations for my dark skin. The rulers’ fire and the Baghdad
sun, the heat of the kitchen and the stone-oven embers. They’re all crucial to the fact that I go
through life with brown skin, the darkest black hair, and dark eyes.

But if these four factors really are the cause of my appearance, shouldn’t most other in-
habitants of this two-river country look like me? Many do, but I look so different that people
doubted my Iraqi origins. In Baghdad, the bus conductors addressed me in English on several
occasions. Most of the time I just laughed and answered using the vernacular of southern Iraq,
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which left them staring at me, baffled, as if they thought they were seeing a ghost. The same
thing would happen to me, occasionally, at police checkpoints. Each time, I’d have to answer
long lists of questions — questions like: What do Iraqis like to eat? What songs are sung to Iraqi
children? Tell me the names of the best-known Iraqi tribes! Only when I’d answered all these
questions correctly, and my Iraqi origins had been proven, was I permitted to carry on. The boys
in my part of town called me “The Red Indian” because I looked like the Indians in American
cowboy films. In middle school, my Arabic teacher and the other pupils nicknamed me “Indi-
an” or “Amitabh Bachchan”, after a famous Indian actor I really did look a bit like: a tall, thin,
brown fellow.

My father was the only person who had a completely different explanation for my appear-
ance. He claimed something really exciting. He took me aside one day. I must have been about
fifteen at the time. “Son,” he said, “your real mother’s a gypsy. That’s why you do not look like
your brothers!”” He kept it short, but as far as I could gather, he’d been together with a gypsy a
good while back. It was just an affair. She was called Selwa. “One of the most beautiful women
in the world, she was,” he claimed, proudly. “Had a butterfly ever landed on her, her beauty
would have caused it to wilt.” The story began in Baghdad, in the part of the town called al- Ka-
maliya, close to ours. A dancer, she was, and a woman of the night. My father has been her best
customer. She’d loved him, wanted a child by him, and then had that child. My father, though,
didn’t want a gypsy as the mother of one of his children. So, together with the men of our tribe,
he decided to drive her, and her entire family, out of the district, first taking the baby from her.
No sooner said than done. I was accepted into the tribe, and the gypsies were chased away. Lat-
er, it was rumoured that the gypsy had moved with her clan to northern Iraq, but had then left
her family to emigrate, alone, to Turkey, and on to Greece. She’d worked there, apparently, for
an Egyptian in a dance club, before killing herself in the end. My stepmother never spoke about
it. She brought me up as if I were her own.

The funny thing, though, about this story is that both my mothers have the same name:
Selwa. My non-gypsy Selwa claimed my father was a liar, and I her flesh and blood. Once, she
even brought an old lady home with her who testified to being present at my birth. She swore on
all the saints that my non-gypsy Selwa had indeed given birth to me in the kitchen. The gypsy
story I only ever heard from my father. I even went once to the al-Kamaliya part of town, also
known as the Pimp District, where there really was no shortage of brothels. I asked whether they
knew a gypsy there called Selwa, and her people, but no one had the faintest idea. And that’s
why I doubt there is anything at all to the story. My father just told me it, I suppose, to punish
me. Because I couldn’t stand him.

I didn’t see the story as punishment at all, though. Why should I? What was wrong with
gypsies? Beautiful women, full of fire and passion, who every man desired. In the past, when
I was still a child, boys tussled to get a better look at the women dancing in their skimpy,
colourful skirts, half-naked, at weddings and other parties. I remember all the men’s hungry
eyes devouring them. The male gypsies, too, were so handsome that the men in our part of
town thought they’d have to lock their doors to stop their women smiling at them. I think that
whenever the gypsies had been at one of our weddings, the women round our way revelled for
weeks in the memory of their black hair; their deep, big bull-eyes; their firm muscles and brown
bodies, glistening with sweat beneath the blazing lights of the wedding party, and wished they
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could secretly feel them beneath the covers at night, as their hands tried to satiate this unfulfilled
desire. It will hardly have been any different for the men, thinking of those gypsy women, with
such a full temperament.

I really was one of the best-looking boys in our part of town. It’s possible that I inherited
my looks from my gypsy mother. Possibly also the colour of my skin; my long, dark curly hair;
and my big black gentle eyes. I adored the gypsies, after all, and the songs they sang. For a long
time, I even kept a picture of a dancing gypsy woman in my pocket. Nonetheless, I decided to
accept my non-gypsy mother as my “proper mother”. She was my guardian angel. She loved me
more than all my brothers and sisters, her biological children.

The question of whether gypsies are really originally from India, as some scientists claim,
has always passionately interested me. I hope, secretly, that the theory is true. I could then pres-
ent myself as an Indian-Iraqi gypsy, and put an end to all my existential questions!

Thinking back to the names I was called, as a result of my appearance, they always seem
to have had something to do with India. India — where I’ve never been, a country I do not know
at all. Some called me the “Iraqi Indian”; others just “Indian”. I can live, of course, with being
a gypsy, an Iraqi, an Indian, an extra-terrestrial, even — why not? What I can’t live with, to this
day, is that I don’t know who I really am. I only know that I was “’burned and salted by many
suns of the earth,” as my lover always says. And I believe her.

I’ve realised, meanwhile, there could be a concrete link between me and India, after all —
my grandmother. This has a historical context: when the British came to Iraq at the start of the
twentieth century, they were also, at the time, the occupying force in India. Accordingly, they
brought a good many Indian soldiers with them, who set up camp in the south of our country;
where there are extensive palm forests. Who knows, maybe my grandmother — from the south
originally — met such a soldier in the forest once. And I, accordingly, am perhaps the product of
the union of two British colonies.
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The Dancing Raindrop

JPor qué no bailas siempre?

Ilias Kolokouris. Greece

Way up high above the city, far away from car exhausts, a cloud was flying. Sceptical yet also
cheerful was the cloud. A cloud as white as a little lamb, but loaded like a donkey. That cloud
bore many raindrops on its back. Each raindrop had its own story. But the strangest story of all
was that of the dancing raindrop.

The dancing raindrop was a droplet called Cyclops. “What a weird name!” said all the
other raindrops when they met her. “Cyclops was the name of that enormous giant Odysseus
met, back in the good old days! What kind of raindrop is this and why do they call her so?” they
asked one another. But they did not wonder for too long and they forgot the question because
raindrops do not think for more than one second. They have no memory. They only ponder for
a second. And then they let go. And they fall. Plufff!!!

Cyclops, the strange raindrop of our story, had straight, long hair with glints of azure. She
did not have just one eye, like the giant of Odysseus, but two round eyes. She was a tall, pretty
raindrop, with concerns and interests. She enjoyed playing and diving deep. She liked to dance.
She danced a lot. Oh the whirls she made! She was a rather temperamental raindrop. Always
facing moody dilemmas. Should she evaporate? Or would it be more preferable if she became
liquid? She played with her properties in the most idiosyncratic manner. Indecisive. Playing.
Like all children do. Ever since she was born, thousands of years ago, she has lived the normal
life that all raindrops live.

One beautiful morning, way up high above the mountains of Poland, a dragon appeared.
This was a good dragon; he was not of the wild and fearful kind. He enjoyed swimming. He
liked the sea. But in Poland, there was no sea. With his long legs one step at a time, after coming
down the Balkan cordillera he arrived at a big lake of Pindos. From Warsaw to Warasova. The
mountain range was shaped like a camel, and the atmosphere was immensely hot as if we were
in the desert. “Phew, I’ll pop like popcorn from this heat! Let me take a dive instead!” said the
dragon and dipped his snooty nose into the lake. Ever since that moment, the lake had been
called Drakolimni and they did not know whether there was indeed a dragon in there, taking its
baths, or if the mountaineers, in oracular illusions were imagining this due to the dizziness and
heat of the ascent. At any rate, right at that moment as the dragon was taking a deep dive, our
raindrop, Cyclops, made a dancing zeimbekiko whirl and her life began. The dragon blew fire
from his nose and then many droplets took up dancing, but Cyclops was a tiny bit higher than
the others in her moves.

They danced and danced like mad until they became smoke. A steam going up towards
the sky, turning it into blue azure, like glints of Cyclops’ hair. But they were scattered droplets,
one raindrop here, another raindrop there. “Why don’t we get together, keeping each other com-
pany and playing together?” they wondered, scattered as they were. And so they gathered for
the first time, forming the first cloud ever. Just as with all toys, balls and dolls, so it was for the
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raindrops. Having played blissfully and peacefully with each other for three or four days, they
began to quarrel. “I am the leader!” said one raindrop. “He is the leader!” the other corrected.
“Nobody is the leader!” said Cyclops, making a flamenco move. “Ol¢é!” And so it was. Fights
and frights began. One raindrop would take a few steps back, gain strength and head butt the
innocent raindrop. “I don’t like you fighting! You naughty children!” said the cloud. “I’ll go
somewhere else! I will go away from Drakolimni! Perhaps there, far from your lake, you will
make peace with each other!” he said.

And he began strolling down, one step at a time and he reached another mountain range,
away from Pindos, the Pyrenees. Right there, he found the Montcalm Massif. “What a calm and
collected mountain this is!” said the cloud and was happy. “This is where I will swing! Finally,
you will be at peace with each other!”” But the raindrops were very angry and bad tempered, and
kept on kicking one another, as if they were wild goats. “Fine, then! I will show you!” said the
cloud. He had no other choice. He made a single move, and boom! Pluff! All the raindrops fell
into the lake that was called Estany de Canalbona. “So there! Punishment! Back to a lake!” said
the cloud, and left.

And then time went by, and the raindrops were searching for the Dragon, but they could
not find him. “With your mind, everything will succeed!” said Cyclops for a second, but nobody
was listening. Everybody felt cold, their aquatic teeth trembling from the freezing temperatures.
Cyclops was dancing and shaking, but in a cuddly manner, so she would not poke any other
droplet, as they were stuck together so tightly.

The wind blew strong, winter came along and the raindrops realised that they should keep
each other company other again. So they formed a union, stuck to each other and became ice.
“We’ll wait for springtime, perhaps we’ll play again in the summertime!” they decided in the
most democratic manner. And so they waited. Then summer came along, the ice melted and the
raindrops started hanging out together again, except not one raindrop on top of the other this
time. By the end of summer, the ice had melted completely. Cyclops decided she wanted to run
away from the Estany de Canalbona Lake. She sat down with the other raindrops and flooded a
small brook. By the end of August they were hiking, heading down and down until they reached
the river Besos. They gave him a blissful kiss thanking him for his hospitality. “How kind you
are, oh grateful raindrops! I will make your wishes come true! Tell me what you wish!” he said.

“We wish to see Barcelona! To blissfully dance the Macarena in a rumba! And then go
swimming in the sea!” said Cyclops, and those who had followed agreed with these wishes. And
so it was. They saw the beautiful city in all its might and rolled down to the Mediterranean Sea.
They gave one last kiss to the Besos and climbed up on an empty freighter that was heading for
Greece. The ship emptied its cargo in Barcelona and loaded its reservoirs with seawater, so salty
that not even the waves could shake it.

The raindrops had a hard time during the trip. The salt stung and hurt their eyes. But when
they reached the Ionian Sea they calmed down a little. The ship was bound to load fish in Pirae-
us, so it set them free in the Aegean Sea. Oh the whitewashed churches. Oh the sandy beaches.
But afterwards, it got hot again, an unbearable heat wave, and the raindrops started staring at
the sky. They waited impatiently for a cloud to come by and take them away from the heat. That
would calm them down again. Eventually, that cloud arrived.

“Where are you heading?” asked Cyclops.
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“I’m heading up North!” said the cloud in a temper.

“I’'m off to Chalkidiki! If you like the place, hop up!”

Cyclops gave it some thought. She was born in Drakolimni. She missed the place. But she
had never been to Chalkidiki. “Plu-ufff! A dilemma again!” She had heard of a place called Ka-
vourotrypes (crab-holes), and it was a very beautiful place for swimming. But raindrops do not
think much. They have no memory. They only ponder for a second. And then they let go. And
they rose. Plufff!!! She forgot the dilemma, she rode up on the cloud just as Don Quixote would
and was travelling. Excited. Cheerful. She was about to discover a new land! How wonderful!

And, indeed, this was the way her life was flowing, a raindrop’s life, Cyclops the raindrop.
But Cyclops, as we said before, was a raindrop of a strange kind. Temperamental. Moody. She
acted as she herself wished. She had a mind of her own. She did her crazy things. Accordingly,
when they reached Chalkidiki she decided to go and explore how native people lived there. She
deliberately caused a supposed disagreement, and within a spring shower the cloud gave her
a strong kick on her bottom, and she fell on the ground. The place where she fell was called
Skouries, in Halkidiki.

Right then and there, Cyclops fell on a field. She met a farmer, Georgie was his name, and
she watered his crops. The farmer was cultivating tasty lettuce, radishes and carrots. Georgie
the farmer did not cultivate too many, just enough to cover his needs. He lived a life of peace for
him and his family. He did not make too much money, but what he earned was enough. He used
to kiss the soil of his field, and hug the land as if it were his child. He fed his animals. Cyclops
liked this very much, but because she was a little bipolar in her behaviour, and her mind was
making circles, right after watering the last carrot roots she jumped into a small underground
river and decided to go find a spring. The Pozar hot springs, close to Alexander’s house. The
Great’s, that is.

In that spring people took their thermal baths. Cyclops also liked it here. He watched older
ladies next to young male athletes taking their hot baths, getting warm, and finally freshening up
with cold running water. No soap included. Tourists enjoying their bath, taking care of the pines
and the oriental planet trees and carefully listening to them and actually responding to them.
Wasting their money without wasting a tiny piece of the scenery. Respecting nature. Sharing
nature. “Nature is my favourite teacher!” said a little girl wearing a pink bathing suit, and took a
dive in the spring waters. But since Cyclops was a curious mind and wanted at any cost to visit
the Kavourotrypes (crab-holes), he got up and left again. He jumped softly into a small stream,
and went out in the open again in the Thermaikos Gulf.

“So this is how it is done!” he thought, “and this is what that miracle in Cana was all
about. A little wine proved enough for everyone. Transformation. We watered it and... Maybe |
should become wine, and make people happy? Different strokes for different folks!” However,
he continued diving in the Thermaikos Gulf. Remembering Cyclops the elder, who Odysseus
got drunk with wine to deceive him, made him think logically.

“Now these are some nice tricks!” Cyclops thought and continued on her sea journey. The
sea waves brought her to the coast of Skouries, in Chalkidiki. “Well, well, how have you been
over here?” she asked the other raindrops who she had never seen before. “Well, Cyclops, here
there is a big thing going on! How to start with it? Let me tell you. We just stare at them, not
knowing what to do!”
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“Who are you staring at?”” asked Cyclops full of curiosity. Meanwhile, she kept on danc-
ing. All the other raindrops thought she was crazy. “We are staring at the people!” said an elderly
raindrop. “They have made it ugly here and everything is a huge mess, just like their faces! And
what’s worse, they make us look ugly as well!”

“How do they make us look ugly as well? We are just raindrops. We will become either ice
or steam! What are you talking about?”

“You poor, tiny, innocent raindrop. So much you know, so much you say,” said the elder.
“Here, at Skouries, there is a strange material coming out of the ground, it is called ‘gold’. It
shines like the sun. It is cold as ice. But people’s eyes become red like fire when they find it.
They get feverish. They care for no one! Not me, not you, nor any other raindrop! Everything
belongs to them! Their supervisor said ‘I’m a crazy madman, and I do as I wish!””

“And what do they do?” asked Cyclops again, dancing around and around like a carousel.

“They are using us in order to extract that beastly thing, gold. They make us dirty and then
they throw us away as waste, and we can never turn into either ice or steam! They shove us in
those huge yellow barrels with the skull sign on them. They don’t call us raindrops anymore. We
are effluent. They call us waste. W-a-s-t-¢!!! Do you get it? Here where you have come, poor
Cyclops, this is where your journey ends. Unless...”

Cyclops got really scared that his journey would end then and there. Unacceptable ca-
tastrophe. A solution had to be found. They all gathered together on the cloud, and remained
patient and calm. They agreed not to quarrel or fight, so that the cloud would keep them on its
back for more days, and not drop them all over Skouries. Nonetheless, Cyclops was immensely
anxious. She began sweating and her straight long blue hair had turned black from the agony.

“Unless what?” she asked the elderly droplet.

“Unless these people here accomplish something!” said the elder, pointing down below,
in front of the mine. A great number of young people had gathered right there, having started
a huge fire. They were burning wood, screaming aloud “The companies are not welcome in
Skouries! Out with them!!!” There were also some other people, wearing black clothing, with
the boring name “Police” on them. These people were beating the others and were much strong-
er. They could not chase them away, not even away from the mines. “Gold has been extracted
here since ancient times...” said the elder, continuing with his story. “I remember Alexander
the Great’s father, Filippos, making gold coins. But at least he was not making us dirty. These
people here, they want to make waste out of us. Do you understand, my tiny Cyclops? We are
finished and done with. Doomed. It’s over.”

Cyclops cried in despair. She pulled her long blue hair, sobbing. She didn’t know what to
do. She looked down at the people fighting. Losing. The Police and the Company were winning.
The mines would start again the next morning. Night fell and the sun, like a king all dressed in
deep red colours, went to bed. The cloud waited for dawn to come back.

Cyclops was whirling like a tiny little lamb in her bed. She could not fall asleep. Some-
thing had to be done. She was fantasising about other solutions, dreaming with eyes open. She
would sweat, turn over, still in the same agony. She finally managed to fall asleep early at dawn.
Waking up, the sky was strange.

Another cloud had just arrived, empty of raindrops, but carrying tons and tons of dust on
its back. “I come from Africa,” he introduced himself, “and I have come for us to be in peace
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with each other. Would you like a cup of coffee?” Then, an utterly crazy idea came to Cyclops’
light and flighty mind. Yes! That was it! The raindrops themselves would destroy the people’s
destructive plan.

“Hey, cloud, I have to make you an offer,” she whispered into his white ear. “You? A
raindrop? To begin with, stop shaking and moving all over the place, dancing round and round
like a whirligig. You are not a child’s toy! You’re making me dizzy! Go on. Tell me...” The
Cloud listened attentively. In the end the response was firm: “Agreed! No problem. Tomorrow
morning, first thing!”

And so it happened. The next day they began reconstruction works for the hungry mine.
The first bulldozer began digging the ground. People had retreated kilometres away, unable to
resist the Company. But right at the moment when no one expected it, numerous white clouds
came together, in a fight.

Right opposite them, the yellow cloud from Africa waited. And right at the agreed time,
they all came together, and forcefully bumped on his head the yellow cloud and all the raindrops
got dizzy for a while. “Wow, my eye!!”, said Cyclops. But she forgot it immediately. Raindrops
do not think much. They have no memory. They only ponder for a second. And then they let go.
And they fall. Plufff!!! And then it was Cataclysm. A flood full of mud and revolution.

The reconstruction works stopped immediately. The bulldozers were rolling into unknown
rivers. The place was flooded all over. The holes of the ancient mine were filled with water. Cy-
clops happily circled the peoples’ destructive plans, destroying people before people destroy her.

She became all filthy and dirty, this was a fact. Her azure hair became all full of dirt and
dust. But she was not bothered at all. That dirt would disappear eventually. The peoples’ plan for
the mine stopped forever. The Company could not financially cope with natural disasters. “Na-
ture’s Rage”, read the headlines in the newspapers the next day. “God is punishing us,” said the
priests. But nobody really knew the truth, that all this was the plan of a small, tiny, crazy danc-
ing droplet, called Cyclops. It was not in their interest to start rebuilding. The government was
unable to compensate the Company. Interest in gold faded away. Besides, a huge red coloured
lake emerged, in place of the mine. It was impossible to conceal it. Everything came to a tomba.
With a dance of rumba.

And what became of Cyclops? A week later, she fell onto a beautiful field with vineyards,
where you can find her and lose her, in the Tuscan Valley, watering a row of Chianti vineyards.
Soon, they produced the best tasting red wine, outside the village of Leonardo Da Vinci. And
she was dancing. Dancing beautifully and cheerfully. A relentless, inexhaustible, swinging tar-
antella.
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A Citizen’s Insanity

Omar Hussein Al Othman. Jordan

An autumn day in October. The trees look
gloomy, even the green outfit they have worn
over the past few months has turned into a
shabby dark yellow. The trees had to let it fall
and be blown away by the cold winds of Oc-
tober. Doctor Mu’een Salim had his morning
coffee in the city park. He silently observed
the trees swaying in the morning breeze as
they were taking off their clothes in prepara-
tion for winter. His mood was sad, hence the
extra sugar in his coffee today.

He is an eminent psychiatrist with a
widespread reputation in the city despite his
relatively young age; in fact, he is still in his
late thirties. People from different ages and
different social classes come to his clinic. As
to the bad mood he is in this morning, it is
because the mother of a child he is treating
wept a lot in his clinic yesterday, as she had
no insurance and could not afford the medi-
cine. He felt so sorry for her that he paid for
her medicine himself. In fact, this is not the
first time someone has cried in his clinic for,
as they say, “simple people cry easily!”

It really hurts him to see the prosperity
of his city in this prestigious neighbourhood
where he lives; all the luxurious cars like
Chevrolet and BMW, in addition to the luxuri-
ous mansions spread over large areas. While,
in contrast, there are people, too many people,
who cannot afford their medicine. Only last
week he met twelve of them in his clinic. He
sighs and sips his sweet coffee in an attempt
to mitigate the bitterness in his throat. This, in
fact, is not the only thing depressing him.

He reads some shocking news in the
morning paper. He is so nervous that it is
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shivering in his hands. The city council is dis-
cussing a new project to open a big portion
of the lands to the east, which are considered
the landmark of the city and its best advan-
tage, for those who wish to invest in plants
and build factories. This is a new nightmare;
the city is going to remove its only lung. He
knows from his practice that much of the
problems of those who come for treatment
result from the fact that they are encased in
cement boxes. They suffer psychological dis-
orders because material development only
targets one aspect of their lives and neglects
many other significant ones.

He arrives at his clinic and finds a long
queue of patients waiting for him. He puts on
his white coat and asks the secretary to let
the first one in. It is a woman who recently
broke up with her fiancé. She explains that
life seemed hopeful for them after their area
saw new investments, especially as promis-
es were given that priority would be given
to employing locals. But the change that her
fiancé had dreamed of for days, weeks and
months vanished when he saw that migrant
workers were recruited instead because they
are cheaper for the investors. So he told her
that he was giving up as he could not pro-
vide what he promised her. With tearful eyes
she ended saying that she always hears about
the advantages of such a project in her neigh-
bourhood, yet she never sees any benefit for
her life. In fact, her life has been destroyed
before it has even begun. The doctor’s heart
gets heavier with sadness. He prescribes
some medicine that will mitigate the depres-
sion she is going through, asks her to take
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care of herself, walks her to the door wishing
her a good recovery, and asks the secretary to
let the next patient in.

A big man with a suit and tie enters the
room; he is not like the others. He greets the
doctor passionately as if he knows him from
long time ago.

“I have a question doctor: do I look like
an insane man to you?” he asks without any
introduction.

What a question. In fact, it indicates
that the questioner is actually insane. Doc-
tor Mu’een decides to humour him, replying
“why do you think that?”” The man shrugs his
shoulders and says, “OK, I will tell you my
story, and I will leave it for you to judge me!”

“My name is Hatim. [ am 45 years old
and I run a ceramics manufacturing company,
the Glorious History Company. Have you ev-
er heard of it?”

Doctor Mu’een nods.

“This trade has been in our family for
a very long time. My great grandfather de-
veloped it in the wake of independence, and
produced and decorated pieces that express
the sacrifices that were made to liberate this
nation, in addition to the pieces that recall
the history and civilisations of the city. We
inherited this trade, and I transformed it into
a company that works as an ambassador that
carries the history and the culture of this city,
through what is sold to tourists and what peo-
ple buy to display in their houses.

“You may also know that the company
is located in the city centre, a location many
of the ‘big fish’ desire. Recently, one of them
offered to buy the company at an unbelieva-
ble price. He wanted to demolish it, so he can
build one of his commercial towers instead.
I refused, of course. For what is the value of
money when compared to the value of the
city heritage my company stands for? This is
a mission that I need to continue. And this
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is why I have called it the Glorious History
Company. We should not forget our history
and our heritage if we really want to advance
our nation. However, since I declined his of-
fer, I have only heard one question: “have
you gone mad Mr. Ali?” Some are trying to
pressure me and they justify it by saying that
this will contribute to the development of the
city. They talk to me as if it was only yester-
day that I came to the market, and I was igno-
rant of how things work around here! I know
that it is all about filling one person’s pockets
while others won’t see any of this money, for
it will be piled in banks adding to his wealth.

“However, I would like you to wait till
I finish my story. This is not the only thing
that makes me ask you if you think I am cra-
zy. The fact that I did not sell the company is
not the only reason that makes them accuse
me of being mad. This incident has triggered
some feelings in me; it made me realise that
people here don’t understand the genuine
meaning of developing our beautiful city.
They have forgotten that if good does not in-
volve everybody it will never be sustainable.
I therefore decided to start a real movement
of change. Last week I stayed at home and
I spent the whole time preparing a draft for my
electoral manifesto. Yes, do not be shocked;
I decided to run for the election that will be
held next spring. I want it to be a real spring
this year. [ want everybody to feel that they are
equal in this city, and I want them to actually
see the development they have always heard
about but have never been part of. They only
hear it in the media and newspapers, but never
see that it has an impact on their lives. I de-
cided to use the money I made over the years
to achieve that. This vexed the people around
me, who thought it was crazy. This they con-
sider crazy, but the sabotage of the city’s lung
and changing its cultivated lands into metal
machinery complexes, neglecting the rights of
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the coming generations to clean air, is not cra-
zy. On the contrary, the media is competing to
cover the story and sing its praises.

“Simply put, I will not remain passive
and I shall achieve what the simple people
are dreaming of. Look at these people in your
clinic. They are lost because of the hardships
they face as a result of the unjust distribution
of the city’s wealth. Some pockets are being
filled, while others starve, get sick and cannot
even afford their medicine. Is it not their right
to be provided with decent work as decent
community members? Is it not our right to
protect the lands of our city and stop this ugly
encroachment? Is it not our duty to consider
the generations that will come in the future?

“You know what? [ have a conviction
that people’s characters will bear traits that
very much resemble the meanings of their
names. Look at yourself for example, your
name is Mu’een [helper] and you have ac-
tually helped so many people in your life.
My name is Ali [high reaching] and I think
I should lead people to the high goals they
aspire to without exclusions. Some accuse
me of living in a Utopia, and I say that the
world we live in is what we make of it, and
it is we who can control the course of its de-
velopments. If we really want happiness we
should believe that others should have it, just
as much as we wish to ourselves. This is the
thing that brings about contentment and re-
flects the civilised aspect of our nation.”

Doctor Mu’een was silent for a long
time, and then walked towards the window
and soared with his gaze in the open air.

“You know sir, I will say confidently
that you are the wisest man I have ever met
in my entire life! I find no words after what
you have said, and I cannot but wish you suc-
cess despite the difficulty of your mission.
But I am confident that noble objectives will
subdue the difficulties one faces in the course
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of achieving them. I hope to see you where
you want to be, and I hope to see through you
what I also want.”

Mr. Ali Hatim got up as if the vitality
he had walked in with suddenly returned to
him. He thanked Doctor Mu’een and shook
his hand, while with his other hand he patted
his shoulder.

“Do you know, till now, I didn’t know
what it was that drove me here. [ happened to
be passing by, but when I saw your clinic and
your name, something made me walk in. I did
not know why I walked in and what I was go-
ing to say, but I found myself opening up to
you with everything that has burdened me of
late. Thank you for your precious time,” and
he quietly left the clinic.

Doctor Mu’een returned to his work,
and dozens of patients walked in, one after
the other. They noticed that their doctor was
unusually distracted that day; they did not
know that that would be the beginning of a
dramatic change in the life of their doctor, for
in the following months he reduced his work-
ing hours and gave up his holidays to work
on something huge. It emerged later that he
was rallying support in the election battle for
the recently announced candidate, and whose
name was Mr. Ali Hatim. Everybody felt the
doctor’s explosive positive energy despite his
hard work in his clinic and in the seminars
that advocated what he believed in and hoped
to see after the coming elections. Thus, he
spent the next few days helping patients on
an individual level and supporting what he
believed would help them on a collective so-
cial level. As the appointed date drew closer,
he felt additional energy encouraging him to
work more. Spring came and with it migrant
birds arrived, and everyone who saw the
birds hoped that the desired change would
come this spring, just as the beautiful birds
had come here.
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It is a warm spring day, and despite the
exhaustion that has accumulated over long
days, Doctor Mu’een Salim is sitting in
the city park, joyfully watching the green
garment of the trees and the birds’ songs
celebrating spring and flowers crowned with
dew embracing the warm sun. He fills his
chest with the fresh morning air and feels that
every kernel of his body is full of happiness.
He sips his coffee and rereads the news item
for the seventeenth time! “Mr. Ali Hatim
wins city elections... a first step towards
durable development.” The story quotes Mr.
Ali Hatim:
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“Sometimes we have to be mad enough
to trust that we can change!” He reminded
people of what has sustained him throughout
his campaign, heard for the first time in Doc-
tor Mu’een’s clinic a few months ago, and he
concluded the story saying, “tomorrow will
be better, and it will belong to all without ex-
ceptions.”

Doctor Mu’een folded his newspaper
and put it on the chair next to him. He reached
out with his hands as if he wanted to embrace
the sun like flowers do, when he passed by
a young man performing a song with the
words: “tomorrow is a new day... tomorrow
will surely be better.” Mr. Ali’s words still
echoed in his head: sometimes we have to be
mad enough to trust that we can change.
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A Second Kind of Genesis
Giulia Privitelli. Malta

“Let this be a sign,

Not of death in the sky,

But of life in the ground!”

Every single time the chimney would smoke, these words spilled out of Leyla’s mouth, water-
ing the seed she had just placed in the virgin soil. It was a sort of ritual, one could say, like the
blessing on a newborn child, entrusted not to a parent of flesh and bones, but to a parent who
could instil fear through raging winds as much as it could lovingly caress through the stroke of
a gentle breeze. The young girl had made a promise to herself — never to betray that parent, who
at the loss of even one of its children, would howl continuously, endlessly, throughout the night.

A couple of years had gone by, but Leyla never tired of planting seeds, caring for what had
grown into healthy trees, bushes, and crops of every type and make. Yet with every seedling that
broke through the surface of the ground, another stone would be laid in the nearby necropolis
of dull, smoking chimneys — a different kind of plant, so to speak. As Leyla’s fields expand-
ed towards the east, so did the industrial park towards the west, until one day, inevitably, the
frontiers of the two met. For the first time, Leyla could see that majestic bark of concrete she
was competing with from up close — a hollow column, reeking of what must be the suffocating,
pungent smell of death. It stood upright towering above her, mocking her, and the petty garden
right below. Craning her neck, she tried to make out the top, but instead, at the horizon of visual
clarity, her eyes fell on an image of what looked like the rising sun.

Absorbed as she was in making sense of this curious image at the top of the even more cu-
riously shaped high-rise building, Leyla hardly noticed the high-pitched voice suddenly calling
out in shrill excitement, “Duhaan! Duhaan!” In this seemingly desolate place, Leyla had not
expected to see anyone around, least of all a young boy, pulling at an older woman’s shirt with
one hand, and pointing to the top of the chimney with the other. The chimney had started smok-
ing again, but this time it had an audience. Joining the young boy was a chorus of other people
chanting the same, strange name “Duhaan, Duhaan!” in a manner that reminded Leyla of the
Hindu japa mantras she had read about in a book on ancient religious hymns. Leyla wondered
whether this “Duhaan” was the name of the god they were glorifying. Maybe, she thought,
these people were descendants of a long-lost tradition, and came all the way here to venerate
their god of smoke — the god that stopped her from planting further seeds.

Until, one day, she saw the same people cutting down her trees, uprooting plants and
flattening the land, to make space for one more of those goddamn chimneys. A sacrilegious act
to make space for a sacred site. “Oh the irony, the injustice!” Leyla thought. Frustrated and an-
noyed by the inconsiderate decision of their god, she glared at the symbol of the sun that would
not rise, nor would it set, and finally made up her mind to visit Duhaan and let him know what
she thought of him and his smoke.

As Leyla ascended the steps of the highest chimney, she structured her thoughts into the
most polite form she could possibly come up with. She had never addressed a god before, nor
had she ever seen one. As she called out Duhaan’s name, the second time louder than the first,
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and the third louder still, a cold, chilling sensation starting spreading through her body as she
thought of the possibility that maybe, just maybe, Duhaan might not be real after all. Looking
down for the first time, Leyla saw the vulnerable land she had cared for so tenderly recede, as it
made way for the almighty concrete tyrant and his court. The sight reminded her of the reason
she had gone all the way up there.

But, perhaps, she wasn’t as prepared as she liked to believe. Otherwise, why would a
simple cough startle her so much that she had to grip onto the hand-rail to prevent herself from
stumbling down the steps? Hesitating slightly, she turned round to meet the gaze of a wrinkled,
black-stained face, whose watery, bloodshot eyes were fixed upon her. His odd appearance
startled her more than his cough, and he had an odd way of standing too, as if one shoulder was
heavier than the other. There was really nothing about his sad appearance that would remind one
of a majestic god. But Leyla, not quite forgetting her mission, firmly asked him whether he was
Duhaan, the god of the smoke, without ever daring to take her eyes off him. Duhaan, however,
did not seem to understand her, and only mumbled something while pointing one very large
crooked and dirty index finger in the direction of her beloved fields.

The following day, Leyla climbed back up the stairs of the chimney with a basket of fruit
she had gathered from her trees. She kept recalling her meeting with Duhaan of the previous
day, how he had not said a word, how she had felt sorry for him that he was up there alone and
so far away from the trees he had pointed longingly to, and how she had forgotten all about her
anger towards him and his chimneys. So she thought of befriending him instead, and slowly
introduced him to her world of natural production. Biting into an orange or an apple, Duhaan
would sit, and listen patiently to Leyla go on about all sorts of different fruits, and how some
trees produced them once a year, and others throughout the year. His eyes widened, and seemed
unusually bright, as she told him that it all started from one seed, and that nature took care of
most of the rest. He bit into a lime, and a tear rolled down his cheek.

Leyla continued visiting Duhaan for a number of days after that, explaining more about
plants, herbs and their several properties and uses. Each day she would bring him a sample of
fruit and nuts, and illustrated books for him to look at. But the one thing that Leyla wondered
about most of the time was why he would not smile.

The answer to that came soon enough.

Duhaan, who although up till then had spoken little, had long been thinking of ways to make
good and effective use of the food Leyla would bring him. But, for his plan to work, he had to first
convince her of his ways. So one day, not quite sure she would understand, he told her:

“Lejla. Ma nafx intix ser tifhimni meta nkellmek, izda issa wasal iz-Zmien li nghidlek
dak li ghandi f°mohhi ghax ma nistax nistenna aktar. Kont wisq twajba mieghi. Flok rabja,
hawwilt zerriegha fa "hbiberija, u sqejtha bl-istess imhabba u attenzjoni li biha tisqi I-ghelieqi,
is-sigar u l-pjanti tieghek. Nixtieq li b’xi mod nhallsek lura ta’ dan. Nixtieq noffrilek I-art kollha
tieghi, sabiex tuzaha kif tixtieq inti — hawwel liema sigar u hxejjex tixtieq, u kabbarhom. Issa,
ismaghni sewwa. Dan il-frott u ikel kollu, la int u I-anqas jien m’ghandna bzonnu, imma hemm
eluf ta’ nies hemm barra li geghdin imutu bil-guh, u inti tista tghinhom! Meta jasal iz-zmien
biex jingabar il-frott, agtghu u gibuli, u jien nahliflek li nhallsek tieghu. Dan l-ikel ser nibghatu

f’art barranija, u minhabba fik, ser ikollhom xjieklu — permezz tieghek id-dinja ser tinbidel

ghall-ahjar!” ihih.”
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Fear was not something Leyla would experience often, but this time, she did. Duhaan had
cursed her, or at least, that is what she thought.

Wide-eyed, Leyla stared at Duhaan’s mouth, as if to convince herself that it was actually
a disembodied noise she had heard. “No, no... maybe it’s just me,” Leyla thought to herself.
“Maybe it’s the air — I’ve been up here too long, and now I’'m starting to hear things.” But
Duhaan had spoken, his mouth had moved, and uttered words that Leyla could not understand.
Hundreds of questions were brimming in her mind, questions she did not want an answer for,
until curiosity and fear pushed them out of her.

“What do you mean, Duhaan? All this time, all the things I have told you, haven’t you
understood any of it? What are you trying to tell me? Who are you, Duhaan? Who exactly are
you?”

But Duhaan would not answer. Instead, prepared for Leyla’s reaction, he conjured a sealed
envelope, seemingly out of nowhere, dropped it into her hands, and in broken tongue replied,
“This, for you.” Inside was a letter — the transcription of Duhaan’s speech, with a scribble
scrawled at the bottom of the page.' In this letter, through these few lines of ink, a bond was
forged that could never be undone.

“So it wasn’t a curse,” Leyla thought, sighing in relief.

Her only curse was that she trusted too much.

Persuaded of his good intentions, she did as Duhaan requested, and her fields grew so
large that it became an impossible task to manage them alone. More people started flocking in
to work, and large storage silos had been built. To Leyla’s disappointment, however, the factory
started to expand too, new buildings were built and traffic increased uncontrollably. So much
had changed over the span of such a short time, and all because Leyla had been manipulated into
accepting a promise that never was. Overwhelmed with work, she didn’t even have the time, the
strength or the will to make the journey up the chimney. Duhaan had virtually disappeared from
the face of the earth, and was probably living among others like him in the realm of the clouds.

She wondered, still, whether he ever smiled from up there. She, on the other hand, had
stopped smiling a while ago now. She stopped when growing crops became a forced, labour-
intensive routine; she stopped when the soil became too parched to work; she stopped when it
stung as it rained; she stopped when some of her once healthy trees no longer produced fruit;
and she stopped, especially, when she realised that Duhaan would never come down from the
throne of his chimney because, ultimately, he didn’t really care.

The reader, who was by now struggling to control his tone of voice, cleared his throat.
“That’s it,” he announced, turning the page back and forth. “That’s the end of the story.”

“What? You must be joking!” bellowed someone from the agitated listeners.

1 “Leyla, I do not know whether you will understand me or not, but now is the time to tell you what I have been thinking
of. I cannot wait any longer. You were too kind. Instead of anger, you sowed a seed of friendship and watered it with the
same love and care with which you tend your fields, trees and plants. I would like to pay you back for this. I would like
to offer you all of my land, so that you may use it as you wish — plant whichever trees and plants that you desire, and care
for them. Now, listen to me carefully. Neither of us needs all this fruit and food, but there are thousands of people out
there who are dying of hunger, and you can help them! When the time comes to harvest the fruit and crops, gather them
and bring them to me, and I promise you I will pay you for it. This food, I will send to foreign countries, and thanks to
you, their peoples will have food to eat — through you, the world will change for the better!”
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“It’s not right to end a story that way!”

“Check the last page, maybe there’s more!”

“No, it cannot be! It cannot be that Duhaan gets to have the final say!” The disappointed
children protested, taking out their anger on the reader as though he were solely responsible for
the story.

“But that’s the way the author has left it! What was I supposed to say?”

“Well, we can try making one up — an ending — like we usually do when we don’t like how
a story ends,” suggested a little girl.

Reciting, acting out stories and fashioning their endings was the main source of entertain-
ment after a day of back-breaking work out in the ever-expanding corn fields. That evening,
however, they moved on to a new story, one which had been passed down over four generations,
and travelled far, all the way from across the Atlantic. They had been looking forward to it a
great deal, so it was only natural for them to feel betrayed when it didn’t live up to their ex-
pectations. A strange story, they thought, especially Duhaan’s speech, and it certainly needed a
different ending.

But as they lined up for supper, all shared one thing in common as their thoughts synchro-
nised, still reflecting on the story they had just heard — in a conviction that, no matter what, the
cruel master cannot be the victor. Whatever their master said and ordered them to do, their true
parent, the only one they had ever really known, is nature, and nature alone.

Interrupting them, the master of the house promised them with over-used clichéd state-
ments, such as “Tomorrow, life as you know it will change forever!” as he handed out unusually
generous portions of food. “Tomorrow will be a day of plenty,” he continued, “and with many
others to follow! The big boys will be coming, you lucky bastards! Now go, conserve your
strength — a new beginning awaits!”

And like the stillness before the storm — a pause. A rare moment of suspended bliss, ending
prematurely against the backdrop of a setting sun, as they realised who the big boys were. They
were, and still are, those who consider themselves the demigods of newly-converted farmland,
the heroes of a growing monoculture jungle, who feed millions of people as they drain the very
same land that makes it possible. It was then, looking out onto the fields, through the open win-
dow, that they heard what sounded like the first ripple of a distant echo — a continuous, endless
howl. And from a corner, the soft-spoken, timid words of the little girl:

“Let this be a sign,
Not of death in the ground,
But of life in the sky!”

She got the sequence wrong, but ironically, hers seemed to be a more fitting ending.
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The Last Message
Aya Kamel Rabah. Palestine

“I don’t remember being here before,” said
one of us!

His voice sounded tense as if he was go-
ing to cry, but he chose silence at the right time
and looked away, and an atmosphere of sadness
prevailed among us! I also don’t remember be-
ing here at any time of my life and I don’t know
how I arrived here. I felt like the five of us had
the same question. We were staring at each oth-
er without daring to say a word, until one of us
explained what was inside all of us.

I didn’t know any of them. I don’t re-
member having met before. 1 felt worried
about our presence in this tiny place, which
hardly allowed any light in. The sky seemed
very far away to me through the only window
in the place. Suddenly, I felt a desire to cry
and go back to our house but I didn’t know
how far away it was. I looked into their sad
eyes and I felt they were thinking the same
way and feeling the same nostalgia. I was
encouraged to say something; it looked like
they came from a different part of the world
so I used my English and said:

“Do any of you remember how you got
here?”

“I don’t remember anything, the last
thing I remember is that [ was staring at some
boys who were playing beside our house be-
fore finding myself here,” answered a girl. 1
recognised from her features and clothes that
she was from East Asia. I asked her to make
sure and she said she was from India and her
name was Tara.

Then the boy who first spoke the sen-
tence in English intervened and said:

“It is better if everyone introduces them-
selves and where they come from, in order to
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find the link that brought us here. My name is
Naser and I am from Egypt, from a rural area.”

I was unable to see the relationship be-
tween a girl who lives in East Asia and the
boy from Africa. I was about to say some-
thing when another guy, who had been star-
ing at the floor since the moment we found
out we were in the same place together, said:

“Idon’t find that useful, I don’t think the
link is a place. If we look at our features we
will see that we are from from different parts
of the world with different languages. Those
memories won’t work now. It is enough for
you to know that my name is Eduard.”

I said quickly: “My name is Nadia. But
I repeat that I am from one of the countries of
the East Mediterranean.”

He smiled coldly and added nothing.
Then the four of us waited for the last per-
son to say something, but he remained silent,
staring around him desperately.

I told him not to look at us in that way,
that we all feel desperate as well! He inter-
rupted me and said:

“I am not desperate, but I am thinking
about the country where I come from. I don’t
think I want to go back there like all of you,
this prison is a better place.”

I felt like I knew this person, I felt a
cold chill in my heart and I added plaintively:

“My country also doesn’t look as beau-
tiful it could be!”

I heard Tara, Naser and Eduard saying
the same thing about their homelands. We all
fell silent and sat closer now, a hidden sorrow
none of us wanted to reveal united all of us.

We were inside a closed room with very
high walls. There was nothing on the wall but
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a thin wire, linked to a dim lamp that was
turned off at this time of the day when the
sun was sneaking into our room, sending us
its warmth and maybe telling us that we were
still somewhere on this earth. I suddenly felt
how much I love this sun and want it to shine
forever and pass through all the windows of
those houses with windows covered by cur-
tains by those who live inside, perhaps to
avoid the heat.

“When I was staring at the boys play-
ing football in front of our house, I had the
idea that the world will end soon, and that the
image of those boys will evaporate in the air
without anything left of it...” said Tara.

My heart started to beat fast. I remem-
bered that I also had this idea when I was look-
ing at the queue of people standing in front
of the water container in the middle of the
neighbourhood to fill their pots. I remembered
the life of exile that I lived in that temporary
refugee camp, the caravans and the raindrops
falling on us from the holes in the ceiling, the
electricity we rarely had and that made the
night darker every evening. But the thought
was stronger when I saw people waiting for
a little water to quench their thirst... I thought
that the world couldn’t carry on this way at all!

Then, Eduard said: “I was participating
in a youth campaign in Africa, I worked as a
photographer when I saw a child who looked
like a skeleton, glued to his mother, and his
eyes were open, expressing great anger about
what is going on while he is unable to do any-
thing. And, yes, I thought of the same idea of
dispersal, and that there will be nothing left
of us for the next generations.”

The picture that Eduard drew froze all
our hearts. The threads suddenly became
clear to us. It was that idea that has crossed
all of our minds at the same moment and
probably is the one that brought us all togeth-
er as prisoners in this place.
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Eduard asked Naser, who was dark-
skinned, pale-faced and physically weak:

“What about you? You said you are
from rural Egypt, did that idea occur to you
as well? What made you afraid? Tell us!”

Naser had secluded himself in another
corner and gave us a scolding look, making
us wary of him, and then said:

“We decided to move from the coun-
tryside to a city. My grandfather sold all
his lands. I don’t know why he did it, but it
ended up this way. | found myself in a car
that took us all to live in the city. I was look-
ing at those fields of wheat passing in front
of me and then disappearing. I realised by
then that this car that was taking me from
the countryside to the life of industry, smoke
and cement may carry the whole world there
very soon... I felt like everything was go-
ing to burn and that I would miss those trees
and that air that came to us from the Nile
and filled the whole valley with peace and
softness, the voices of grandparents telling
stories to their grandsons, the stories of the
prophets and other stories about the ambi-
tions of human beings.”

The sun’s rays started to move away
from us and we were still not able to un-
derstand the reason for our presence in that
place. Why us? Was that thought a crime to
be punished? Even those who committed the
ugliest crimes deserve to know what happens
to them. The fifth person who refused to tell
us his name and nationality was singing a
very beautiful song. He seemed very young.
He looked at us and said:

“My brother used to like this song a
lot, we used to sing it together on our way
to school, but my father forced him to leave
school and work with him, because we didn’t
have enough money.” He fell silent a while.
Tara approached him and with her expression
encouraged him to continue talking.
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He smiled thankfully back at her and
continued:

“Nothing... don’t bother with me. I al-
so saw the end of the world, but through me!
No doubt I am going to die one day...”

He felt that we didn’t understand him,
adding in a low voice:

“I had a severe fever before I found
myself here and the doctor told my parents
that I wouldn’t have had this fever if I had re-
ceived certain vaccinations when I was a kid.
My parents were crying beside me, as if they
knew that I would not survive, and that they
would lose me forever. When I found myself
here, I thought... you know what I thought.”

I interrupted him:

“That you’d died?”

He bowed his head and cried like a little
baby. Naser approached him and patted his
shoulder:

“Don’t be afraid. I think you were giv-
en a chance to survive, but we have to think
of a way out of here. I think we should shout
until someone hears us.”

We all stood up next to each other and
tried another time, calling and shouting. At
first, our shouts were loud, but later they be-
gan to fade slowly. Our voices were tired and
we needed water, but the room was empty!
Couldn’t we die from hunger and thirst in
this place? I felt like I was having a nerv-
ous breakdown. I covered my face with my
hands, and through my fingers I could see
how they were filled with grief. The sun went
down and the lamp in the room was lit. We
felt happy to know that there must be a hu-
man being in this place.

Suddenly a voice from outside came to
us and called all of our names, and then said:

“Don’t waste your time asking why you
are here. A coincidence has brought you all.
At this minute every year, the world is on the
trial for creation, to be sentenced, to survive
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or to die. Those who live on earth don’t re-
alise that this moment of the day and month
is the playoff that decides the future of the
whole world. It passes like a normal moment
for everyone else, because people only be-
lieve what they experience and see, nothing
else... Nevertheless, every year, and while
the world is standing to receive judgment, of
eternal death, it asks for the intervention of
those who care about its end, and not just the
end of their individual lives, every year, since
creation. There are a lot of people who think
about the end of the world at that precise mo-
ment in which the judgment of death is about
to happen and, for that reason, we gather
them together to bring life to the world and
go out to make it a better place for them. We
also don’t know if it is just a coincidence or
an indirect opportunity to fix what was ruined
before... For this reason, you have to think
fast about what you will do. The court and
the world are hearing you now, and based on
what you decide, you will go back to where
you came from or the whole world will dis-
appear.”

Eduard asked with a nervous voice:

“Wait!! What happened to those who
came before us every year? Since the world
is still alive they must have survived as well,
but the world hasn’t changed. I don’t under-
stand a thing!”

“I cannot tell you how they got through,
but they tried!! Many of them succeeded
temporarily. Look at all those inventions and
conveniences of life that fill your world! Oth-
ers have failed. You are required to be mes-
sengers, to carry the weight of changing the
world enough to give some hope,” the voice
answered harshly.

“How would we know that we succeed-
ed?” I asked.

“You will never know, you will just go
back to where you come from. You might
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have succeeded in this place, but your suc-
cess in the outside world is something you
will decide with time.”

The voice disappeared suddenly as if
it was an illusion. Our bodies failed and we
assigned our backs to the cold wall. No one
dared to stare at the others. A strong energy
of suspicion ran through us, and we felt that
we had lost the trust in ourselves in a terrible
way. When we were sitting there I thought
that we would stay still forever without mov-
ing a thing. It felt like a very strong weight
was choking all of us. I started imagining
the world being sentenced to death. I quickly
thought of my friends in my far away coun-
try, who wouldn’t know that I was here and
that the opportunity to save the world was in
my hands. They would depart thinking I dis-
appeared before them, nothing more! But I
won’t know a thing about the afterlife. What
if I meet them there? What if this terrible
feeling of guilt is the only thing I am taking
with me to the other world? I felt suffocation.
I looked around me and all of their faces were
blue as if someone was slowly sucking the
oxygen of life out of them.

“This is not fair!” said the youngest
among us.

“There must be wisdom in all this.
I will think and say whatever crosses my
mind. If things are so extreme, let’s really
try!” replied Naser. “I will go back to the
fields of wheat. I will never drown in the city.
I will try to start projects that encourage peo-
ple to work on agriculture, even women. This
will lower the risks of famines. I will ensure
our land is a source of cohesion. I will give
the poor their share. If every landowner does
the same, the world will be a better place!”

I approached him slowly and said:

“It is more difficult than you think, you
should help people work to eat, not just eat,
because that is evanescent.”
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I felt a strong despair, and those big
promises wouldn’t do me any good. For a
moment I wished that the world would just
end, because it is very difficult! There are
plenty of people in the world, injustice is
everywhere, and black clouds cover the sky
of all cities. I remembered those who were
standing waiting for the rain, and I said:

“Water! The world should be fair, hu-
manity shouldn’t die of thirst. I will try to
create engineering projects with other young
people to make sure that water reaches every
part of the field, and maybe...” I fell silent,
unable to find anything to say. Since I started
studying engineering I have been waiting to
do something for this world. Did the world
choose me just to do this little thing?

“Don’t despair. We won’t change the
whole world for sure, but we could be a part
of that whole, couldn’t we? I will continue
travelling and showing the suffering of the
disadvantaged with photos. Who knows,
maybe I could change the big policies. As
you know, political decisions are important
for change...” said Eduard.

The night was crawling and time was
passing, and we felt small:

“They should provide vaccinations for
all kids; health should be a right for me, and
education a right for my brother. You know
something? I am still very young, I don’t
know what I should do...” said the youngest
of us.

Tara approached him and whispered
tenderly:

“You have to maintain this energy un-
til you grow up. That’s enough for you for
now...” Then she added: “I’ll be one of the
supporters of the environment. Many of the
regions in my country experience floods,
many of my relatives have died because
of this disaster. They also spread diseases
among us. The environment is really dying,
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and I have to take part. Do you think that is
enough? I will use my bike instead of other
forms of transport that cause pollution, and
there is a lot more to do! I will try to make
everyone like me. Hey, there are many who
have done something similar before, right?
I mean, can we really add anything?”

I felt a shiver that passed through all of
us at the same moment. The lamp went out
briefly and then lit again, as if it felt the shiv-
er as well.

Tara pulled that trigger of doubt. Final-
ly, a fine breeze came from the window, and
we heard the voice again:

“Well, you haven’t said anything differ-
ent to those who came before you! You have
failed like the majority. I didn’t tell you the
truth: those who failed were facing the choice
of their death or the death of the whole world.
All of them chose their own death. I didn’t
want to tell you to make you think more cou-
rageously, but the result was equally disap-
pointing.”

I started to feel real fear. We became
angry and our voices started to get louder.

“This is not fair,” shouted the youngest.

Naser scolded him again and said loud-
ly: “Enough!”

The end became very unclear. I burst
into tears and then took a hold of myself and
said defensively:

“We are not going to die before we get
out of here and work together for the world,
for its survival. It needs our mercy, not
yours!!”

Our voices rose together and said:
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“We will work together, for our world.”

We looked as if we were saying a group
prayer. The voice became lower and then said
its last sentence:

“That is the conscientiousness we want-
ed to hear. You were only thinking of solu-
tions for your regions, each for his place and
according to his or her experience, exactly
like those who came before you, but now you
are together and that is why you will get your
freedom... Maybe you are liars and maybe
not, but the world will be given a chance to
live one more year. Those who came before
you were honest, and a lot of them survived
exactly like you did, others died. I think there
are no rules for this.”

I felt the warmth of this voice for the
first time. I wished I could see his face. He
was the real messenger, not us! The last thing
I saw was the flickering of the lamp above
me, and then I woke up to find myself in the
middle of the camp I was staying in. I checked
everybody around me, and they were as I left
them. Could it have been just a dream? Were
Tara, Eduard, Naser and the young boy noth-
ing but illusions created by my mind? There
was no chance to find out as my little brother
pushed me from behind saying:

“Look Nadia, it’s raining!!”

I smiled and said:

“Yes, my little one, it looks like the
world has been reborn!”

People around me opened their arms
to the sky, as if they were holding invisible
dreams that filled the atmosphere with an
endless peace.
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Czerwona Wenus

Kasia Nocun. Polska

Wenus wyznacza kierunek. Kilka godzin po zmierzchu, zawieszona nad horyzontem, nad spo-
kojna tafla morza, prowadzi spojrzenie coraz wyzej ku rozlegtej mapie nieba i gwiezdnych
galaktyk. Czuwa nad nig Jupiter, swoja obecnoscia akcentujac meski pierwiastek w tej mickkie,
kobiecej przestrzeni. Woda jak kobieta oddana rytmom ksi¢zyca; ptynna, nieuchwytna, zmien-
na, o tysiagcu twarzy. Na powierzchni potaczona z niebem, w glebi oddana ziemi, kryjaca skarby
podmorskiego swiata; krolestwo ryb, korali, zotwi morskich, delfindw. Szczegolnie noca, kiedy
niebo jest najblizej ziemi, taczy te dwa §wiaty; podniebnych galaktyk i ich morskiego, lustrza-
nego odbicia w postaci rozgwiazd odpoczywajacych w przewiewnie tkanych koralach.

Ocean przyjmuje nas tagodnie, nie stawia oporu. Po kolana w wodzie, falujemy migkko
z tagodnym przyptywem. Pod woda ciato traci ci¢zar, staje si¢ morzem. Coraz glebiej, az do
catkowitego zanurzenia, wszystko si¢ rozptywa. Z twarzg zwrocona ku niebu, z rozpostartymi
nogami, r¢koma, o$wietleni blaskiem ksi¢zyca, przynalezymy do morza. Szczego6lnie w nocy,
kiedy spojrzenie nie sigga daleko, ocean wydaje si¢ domem; bezpiecznym schronieniem zna-
czonym grafitowymi §cianami nocy. Podtoga migkko faluje, a gwiazdy zawieszone na suficie
dostarczaja odpowiedniej ilos¢ swiatta, by nawet po omacku modc si¢ poruszac¢ i swobodnie
widzie¢.

,,Tafla jest gladka, beda delfiny” — uwaznie chwytam kazde stowo, Engie nie mowi wiele,
tyle tylko, ile wydaje si¢ niezb¢dne, w koncu pod woda stowa nic nie znacza. Wkroczenie po
raz pierwszy do tego $wiata przynosi prawdziwa ulge; nie trzeba traci¢ energii; usta zawsze
zamknigte, uwaga skierowana do wnetrza, nie rozproszona, poltaczona z oddech. Pod woda
wszystko swobodnie ptynie, nie trzeba zastanawia¢ si¢, co jest wlasciwe; kategorie, oceny,
podzialy na zte i dobre przestaja obwigzywac. Wystarczy poddac si¢ wodzie i mickko w nig
wptywac, doktadnie tak, jak wszyscy tu to robig. Barwne ryby we wszystkich kolorach teczy,
rozmiarach i ksztattach nie stawiaja oporu. Szczegdlnie blizej brzegu, gdzie lad wznosi sie ku
niebu, fale wyczuwalne sg coraz bardziej, a $wiatto migkko przenika przez gorna tafle¢ wody,
mozna doswiadczy¢ rybiego oddania. Zardwno te tuz pod powierzchnia, jak i te glebiej, eksplo-
rujace korale; wszystkie wiruja w podwodnym tanicu niesione przez prad morski raz w jedna,
raz w drugg stron¢. Wszystko odbywa si¢ w ciszy i wydaje si¢ ptynaé w zwolnionym tempie.
Wszystko jest tancem, potaczeniem, oddaniem, szacunkiem ztozonym wodzie. Czas przestaje
ptynaé.

Przed delfinami byly zotwie; pradawne, odwieczne stworzenia. Kiedy po raz pierwszy
dotykam ich chropowanych, przednich skrzydet, badam twarda skorupg, staj¢ oko w oko z ich
migkko skupiong uwaga, kiedy na krotka chwile odrywajac si¢ od oceanicznej ziemi pokrytej
koralem, gdzie uwaznie skubig plankton, podptywaja na powierzchnig, by zaczerpnaé¢ powie-
trza 1 znow zanurkowac, zaczynam rozumiec¢. Niebo taczy si¢ z ziemig, a woda umozliwia ten
zwigzek. Wszystko stanowi calo$¢, niezozerwalnie potaczony system odpowiadajacy prawom
natury. Olbrzymie z6twie morskie ptyna¢ migkko, dostojnie faluja skrzydtami, jakby szybowaty
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po niebie. Wérdd rozgwiazd, korali tworzacych skupiska kolistych, podmorskich planet, niosa
pamig¢ galaktyk i odleglych czaséw, kiedy podziat na niebo 1 ziemi¢ nie istniat, kiedy wszystko
pruszato si¢ w kosmicznym bezczasie. Tak jest pod woda, w §wiecie, ktory dzis stanowi odbicie
nieba — oba potaczone kosmicznym, naturalnym prawem, przygladajace si¢ sobie.

Spotkanie z zétwiami jest jak spotkanie z przodkami niosgcymi madros¢ pokolen, bez
pospiechu oddanym odwiecznym prawom. To Engie pokazuje mi ich zwyczaje i zabiera w
miejsca, gdzie najpewniej mozna je spotka¢. Podwodng przestrzen zna na pami¢¢ i porusza
si¢ w niej, jak w zorganizowanym, podmorskim miescie, gdzie prady stanowig odpowiednik
ulicznego ruchu, kopulaste korale wyznaczaja skrzyzowania, a nagte zatamania terenu i ciemna,
bezdenna glebia, odpowiadaja nierownej powinierzchni drog potozonych na gorzystych tere-
nach podczas jazdy noca. Jak znajduje kierunek w tym bezczasie, nie wiem, ale jego intuicja jest
niezawodna i bez trudu spotykamy ryby wszelkich masci i roznych wielkosci zotwie.

Engie urodzit si¢ w morzu, to nie ulega watpliwosci. Ze spotkania syreny z zamorskich
zeglarzem uwiedzionym jej Spiewem, a moze z optywowego ciata foki wyrzuconej na brzeg, na
jedna, podniebng noc porzucajaca swoja focza skore na rzecz ciata kobiety? Moze dojrzewat w
brzuchu wieloryba, a gdy byt juz gotowy, wypltynat gleboko w morze? Nigdy go nie pytatam,
bo dobrze znatam odpowiedz. ,,Nie wiem”, — jesli cos wychodzito z jego ust, kiedy spacerowa-
lisSmy przy brzegu, najczesciej byly to te dwa stowa. Szybko przekonatam si¢ o ich glgbokiej
madrosci, a przede wszystkim o madrosci tego, ktory nie boi si¢ ich wymawiac.

Wiedza zamknieta w stowach przynalezy do swiata rozumu; zamknigtego $wiata logos,
gdzie brak miejsca na ptynnos¢ i bezczas wody; $wiata, gdzie zawsze nie istnieje. W tym ludz-
kim $wiecie trzeba wiedzie¢, by nie by¢ posadzonym o ghlupote i zepchnigtym na margines.
Tymczasem, to niewiedza w rzeczywistos$ci otwiera przestrzen. Ten, ktory nie wie, otwarty
jest na wszystko, co przychodzi; nie podaza Slepo utarta droga, rozumie, ze zycia nie da si¢
przewidzie¢ i zaplanowacé. Ten, ktéry nie wie, zyje w skupieniu i terazniejszosci, w madro$ci
chwili, stale dostosowujac si¢ do zmieniennych warunkéw, ale kierujac si¢ szacunkiem do praw
tego $wiata. Ten, ktory otwarcie mowi, ze nie wie, podejmuje wybdr umknigcia sztywnej logice
$wiata logos, gdzie nie ma miejsca na swobodny przeptyw i nieoczekiwany rozwdj. Ten, ktory
otwarcie mowi — nie wie, — bierze odpowiedzialno$¢ za zadawanie pytan w inny sposob; nie
na zasadzie sztywnych regut, ale elastycznego dostosowania si¢ do zaistniatych okolicznosci.
W rzeczywistos$ci kieruje nim inna wiedza; madros¢, ktorej nie da si¢ wytlumaczy¢ stowami, a
ktéra odpowiada esencji zycia. Nie ma tu podziatu na dobre i zle, ocen i przedwczesnego wyro-
kowania; jest konieczno$¢ chwili, respekt i szacunek do wszystkiego, co si¢ wydarza.

Engie, kiedy mowit nie wiem, u§miechat sie niesmiato, wzruszat ramionami i tagodnie pa-
trzyt mi w oczy. Nie byto w tym cienia zaktopotanie, zazenowania, ktore towarzyszy wiekszosci
ludzi nie znajacych odpowiedzi, ale wychowanych w logice logos, i tym samym, automatycznie
zmuszonych do zagadania pustki, panicznie bojacych si¢ oceny innych, podskérnie zniewo-
lonych logika nagrody i kary obowiazujaca w spoteczenstwie, ktore obawia si¢ nieznanego,
dlatego ustanawia prawa, zakazy, nakazy i kaze si¢ ich trzymac. Bez nich cztowiek zdany jest
na przypadek, bezwolny niczym li§¢ na wietrze, bezmyslnie i $lepo podazajacy za tym, co si¢
nadarza, tak przynajmniej mogtoby si¢ zdawac. Tymczasem, to wlasnie ta logika skazuje czesto
na $lepe podazanie i gloszenie prawd, ktdre nijak majg si¢ do zaistniatych warunkéw, a cze-
sto okazuja si¢ powierzchowne i krzywdzace. W pozalogosowej niewiedzy natomiast, pozorny
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przypadek nie obowiazuje, bo w kazdej chwili trzeba by¢ uwaznym i czujnym, zywo reagowac
na wydarzajace si¢ zycie, umie¢ czyta¢ znaki pochodzace od $wiata.

Respektujac t¢ wiedze, przestatam zadawac pytania; komunikowali$my si¢ gestem, a En-
gie, osmielony taka postawa, pokazywat mi coraz wigcej 1 wigcej, uczac madrosci Swiata.

,,Tafla jest gladka, beda delfiny”. Powoli wplywlismy coraz glebiej 1 glebiej w morze
wpatrzeni w Wenus, ktora, im nizej nad horyzontem, tym bardziej purpurowa, zdawata si¢ by¢
punktem alarmowym, bijacym, niczym serce $wiata, w ciemnej przestrzeni nocy.

16dz wygladem przypominala pajaka o cienkich i dhugich, rozpostatych na wszystkie
strony nogach. Sunal po wodzie uwaznie i w skupieniu, jak zawsze, kiedy wybiera si¢ na polo-
wanie. Przez gtowe przeszta mi mysl, ze czerwien Wenus, oprocz mitosci, jest tez kolorem krwi,
a wiec zycia 1 $mierci zarazem.

Odgtosy silnika pracujacego na najnizszych obrotach podkreslaty spokdj i wszechobecna
ciszg nocy, odbijajac naturalng kondycje wszechswiat. Wplywalismy bez stowa w morze.

Nie uptyneto duzo czasu, choc ile, trudno powiedzie¢, bo czas zdawat si¢ nie ptyna¢. Pod
rozgwiezdzonym niebem rozlegty si¢ niewyrazne popiskiwania. Nigdy wczesniej nie styszatam
tego dzwigku, ale przeczucie podpowiadato mi odpowiedz. Engie wytaczyt silnik. Stopilismy
si¢ z przestrzenig nocy. Trwato to moze chwile, a moze wieczno$é, znowu — logika czasu nie
obowigzywata. Popiskiwania stopniowo nasilaty sig, az do poziom, w ktérym nie bylo watpli-
wosci, skad pochodza. Niewielka zaro6wka rozbtysta w przestrzeni nocy tak ciemnej, ze naj-
mniejsze zrodto swiatta wydawalo si¢ bi¢ z wielka moca. Efekt byt tak nieoczekiwany, ze w
pierwszej chwili miatam wrazenie znalezienia si¢ na scenie, w $wietle reflektorow, kolistym
tukiem otaczajacych nasza niewielkich rozmiardw, drewniang wyspe. Swiatto przenikato po-
wierzchni¢ wody niezbyt gleboko, ale na tyle, by widzie¢ wyraznie tawice osmiornic w olbrzy-
mich ilosciach, garngcyh si¢ do todzi, jak do zyciodajnego zrodta. Za nimi, w promieniu kilku
metrow, Smigaty we wszystkich kierunkach wielkich rozmiar6w tunczyki, mienigce si¢ w $wie-
tle srebrng tuska. Dostarczajac im zrodta $wiatta, usprawnialiSmy polowanie. Oktopusy, jedne
za drugimi, nikty nam z oczu, wchtaniane przez tung w mgnieniu oka. Na tym jednak barwny
spektakl mienigcych si¢ w wodzie, podmorskich stworzen si¢ nie koniczyt. Tam, gdzie konczyta
si¢ granica Swiatta pozostawiajac znikajace stopniowo w ciemno$ciach odbicia, sunety delfiny
w ilo$ciach, ktore trudno byto zliczy¢. Wierzcholki ich gornych ptetw, niczym zalazki dryfuja-
cych gor wyksztalcajacych si¢ z morza, przemykaly nam przed oczami w zawrotnym tempie.
Réwnie szybko spojrzeniem probowalismy chwytaé ich podniebne skoki, radosne witanie si¢
z kosmosem, salta wykonywane w powietrzu, zataczanie kr¢géw wokol wtasnej osi, donosnie
popiskiwania. Nie ulegato watpliwosci, ze to ich dzwigki zapowiadaty wszystko to, co teraz
z podziwem ogladali$my w pelnym $wietle. Przed nami toczy? si¢ teatr ewolucji, w ktorym
prawo wiekszego dopetniato konieczno$¢ wzrostu, a wigce posilania si¢ wigkszych mniejszymi.
Tunczyki poluja na oktopusy, by za chwile sta¢ si¢ pokarmem delfinéw. Odwiecznie toczace
si¢ koto przyrody, w ktorym, by wszystko moglo istnie¢ w rownowadze, wigkszy zjada mniej-
szego, ale tylko w ilosciach, ktére niezb¢dne sa do optymalnego wzrostu. Wszystko to odbywa
si¢ pod rozgwizdzonym niebem, w ciszy nocy, schowane przed ludzkim okiem, stanowiace
kwintesencje¢ praw rzadzacych wszech§wiatem.

To, co wydarza si¢ teraz, mimo znajomosci rzeczy i porzadku panujacego w Swiecie, jest
dla mnie, mimo wszystko, zaskoczeniem. Doskonale wiem, dlaczego wyplyneliSmy w nocy,
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kiedy zwabione zrédlem $wiatta o§miornice podpywaja do todzi $ciagajac za sobg lawice tun-
czykéw, a w dalszej kolejnosci — delfindw. Ze za dnia nic by$my nie widzieli, a tym samym
potoéw nie bytby tak obfity. Wiem juz dlaczego Wenus, im glebiej w noc i w morze, tym bardziej
czerwona. Rozumiem, dlaczego nic nie mowimy i wszystko odbywa si¢ w ciszy. Mysli $§migaja
mi po glowie, jak ryby, w oszalatym tempie podazajac we wszystkich kierunkach. Widz¢ En-
giego, ktory wyciaga harpun i bezgtosnie mierzy, trafiajac bezbtednie ofiary, jedna po drugie;j.
Wszystko dzieje si¢ bardzo szybko, a jednocze$nie trwa nieskonczenie dlugo. Cho¢ moze si¢
tylko takim zdaje w tej ciemnej, bezstownej nocy. Wbrew oczekiwaniom nie widze krwi, a
tylko bezszelestnie zamykajace sie¢, jedne po drugich, rybie oczy. Wydaja si¢ nie cierpiec, a
mickko wtula¢ w gladka tafle¢ wody zahaczone strzala harpuna. Po raz pierwszy widzg tez En-
giego w tym $wietle; z namaszczenie i uwagg oddanego $miertelnym rytuatom dedykowanym
bezkresnej przestrzeni wody. Kontur jego postaci znaczacy granice $wiatla i cienia, z tukiem
i strzata w reku, przywodzi na mysl mitycznego boga, ktory celujac szybko i bezbtgdnie, do-
petnia kosmicznego prawa w sposob zadajacy jak najmniej cierpienia. Podziw miesza si¢ z
zaktopotaniem, niewiedza wymyka si¢ porzadkowi logosu. Ten nocny spektakl toczy si¢ poza
stowami, w zupehie innym wymiarze, niz ten przypisany jezykowi; w bezglosnej madrosci i
wiedzy. Zamykam na chwilg oczy, ze wszystkich stron dobiegaja mnie popiskiwania delfinow.
Ciemnos¢ przed oczami dopetnia si¢ z domknigciem potowu. Engie wytacza swiatlo, by delfiny
mogtly spokojnie odptynaé wglab oceanicznego domu, zapominajac na chwile o jego rybich
mieszkancach, nasycone nocnym positkiem, ktéry tym razem z nami odptywa do domu.

Droga powrotna odbywa si¢ w zupetnej ciszy. Pod rozgwiezdzonym niebem trace poczu-
cie kierunku, w ktorym ptyniemy. Migkko osuwam si¢ na todzi odpuszczajac catkiem napigcie,
w ktérym przez caly ten czas nieswiadomie trwalo moje ciato przejete nocnym potowem. Od-
dajac si¢ zmeczeniu, z twarzg wrocong ku niebu, w ciszy przerywanej co jakis czas dzwigkiem
fal odbijajacych si¢ od lodzi, oddaje si¢ obserwacji pulsujacych zyciem gwiazd. Engie nad
wszystkim czuwa, bezbtednie obiera kierunek; ufam mu w pelni, w koncu urodzit si¢ w wodzie
i doskonale zna jej prawa. Kiedy jednak odzywa si¢, migkko przecinaja cisz¢ nocy, nie mam
pewnosci czy uzywa stow, komunikuje si¢ ze mna myslami, czy tylko nadaje kierunek moim
wihasnym mys$lom migkko sungcym po niebie; Jesli Eros trafia w serce, nie ma wyboru, trzeba
poddac¢ sie jego prawom.

Cztowiek z harpunem staje si¢ bogiem dopetniajac logiki kosmicznego §wiata. Porzucam
mys$li o stusznosci uktadajacych sie w glowie stow. Czyzby nalezaty do logiki §wiata, ktory wie
wszystko, czy raczej stanowity probg¢ harmonijnego polaczenia dwoch porzadkow; instynktu i
rozumu, serca i glowy? Podzial na dobre i zte znika, ocena rozptywa si¢ w morzu, glownym
kryterium staje si¢ logika Erosa; mito$¢ do setki ludzi z wioski, ktorych w pelni wyzywi nasz
nocny polow.

Oddaje si¢ tej mysli ze spokojem i poczuciem rdownowagi panujacej w bezstownym $wie-
cie. Nad wszystkim czuwa Czerwona Wenus, ktéra teraz widoczna nisko na horyzoncie wy-
znacza punkt tagczacy niebo z ziemia; miejsce, gdzie podniebne i ziemskie prawa dopehniaja si¢
tworzac kosmiczng jedno$¢ wszech§wiata w przeptywie wszechobecnej wody.
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Venus shows the way. A few hours after dusk,
hung above the horizon, over the calm sur-
face of the sea, it leads the eyes higher and
higher towards the vast map of the sky, to-
wards the galaxies of the stars. Jupiter watch-
es over her; his presence emphasizes the
masculine essence in this soft, female space.
Water is like a woman bound by the rhythm
of the moon; liquid, elusive, unstable, the one
of a thousand faces. At its surface it is unit-
ed with the sky, in its depths — to the earth,
it hides treasures of the underwater world;
the kingdom of fish, corals, sea turtles, and
dolphins. Especially at night, when the sky is
closest to the earth, it unites both worlds; this
of skyward galaxies and their mirror reflec-
tion of starfish resting in airily woven corals.

The ocean accepts us gently, it does
not resist. Water high up to our knees, we
are softly swayed by the tide. Underwater
the body loses its weight, it becomes the sea.
Deeper and deeper, until complete immer-
sion; everything dissolves. With our faces
turned towards the sky, with outstretched legs
and arms, illuminated by the moonshine, we
belong to the sea. Especially at night, when
the regard does not reach far, the ocean feels
like home; a safe shelter within the graphite
walls of the night. The floor sways gently and
the stars on the ceiling give out the perfect
amount of light to move even blindfold and
still clearly see.

“Water is smooth. There will be dol-
phins.” T catch every word carefully. Engie
does not talk much, only as much as it deems
necessary. After all, underwater the words
mean nothing. The first time you enter this
world you feel relief, you do not have to
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waste energy; lips are always closed, atten-
tion is focused inwards, aligned with your
breath. Underwater everything swims calmly,
you don’t have to wonder why; everyday cat-
egories, judgements, the distinction between
good and evil do not apply. All you need to
do is surrender to the water and softly swim
into it, just like everyone here does. Bright
fish in all colours of the rainbow, of all shapes
and sizes, do not put on any resistance. Es-
pecially near the shore, where the land goes
up towards the sky, the light softly penetrates
the surface of the water and you start feeling
the waves better, you can experience the de-
votion of the fish. Those swimming near the
surface, as well as those that explore the coral
fields in the deep, they are all swirling in their
underwater dance, carried by the tide to the
left, to the right, then back again. Everything
in silence seems to happen in slow motion.
Everything is dance, everything is connected,
everything is in full commitment and in re-
spect with the water. The time stops flowing.

Before dolphins, there were turtles
—old, ancient creatures. I touch their scabrous
front wings, check their hard shell, stand near
their soft concentration and begin to under-
stand. When they briefly leave the coral-cov-
ered ground of the ocean where they care-
fully nibble the plankton and go towards the
surface to take a breath of air — the sky unites
with the earth. Water facilitates this union,
everything is one; an inseparable system re-
flecting the rules of nature. Huge sea turtles
swim softly, majestically waving their wings
as if flying through the sky. Among the star-
fish, among the corals which form clusters of
round underwater planets, they carry on the
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memory of the galaxies and of the times long
gone, when the division into sky and earth
did not exist, when everything lived in a cos-
mic no-time. This is how it looks today, un-
derwater, in a world which is a reflection of
the sky; both facing each other are united by
one — cosmic, natural law.

Meeting with turtles is like meeting
with ancestors who carry the wisdom of gen-
erations. They are faithful to ancient laws
without rush. Engie shows me their habits
and takes me to places where it is most like-
ly to meet them. He knows the underwater
space by heart and moves in it as if it was an
organized underwater city where tides are the
equivalent of traffic, the domed corals are the
intersections, the constant breaks in the ter-
rain and the dark, infinite depth is like the un-
even surface of the road in the mountainside
when ridden at night. I do not know how he
finds the way in this no-time but his intuition
is faultless and we have no trouble in finding
all kinds of fish and sea turtles of all sizes.

Engie was born in the sea, there is no
doubt. Maybe he is the outcome of a meet-
ing between a mermaid and a foreign sailor
seduced by her voice? Or maybe he emerged
from the streamlined figure of a seal, which
had been thrown into the land to shed her
sealskin and for this one skyward night take
the form of a woman? Maybe he grew in the
belly of a whale and swam out into the sea
when ready? I have never asked him, as I al-
ready knew his answer: “I don’t know.” If he
said anything during our seaside walks, those
were the words. I soon realized their deep
wisdom and the wisdom of the man who is
not afraid to utter them.

Knowledge locked up in words belongs
to the world of reason — the closed world of
logos where there is no place for the flow and
the no-time of water — the world where al-
ways doesn’t exist. I this human world you
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must know, otherwise you are accused of be-
ing stupid and fated marginalization. Where-
as, it is the lack of knowledge that opens up
the space. The one who does not know is
open for anything that comes; he does not
follow blindly along the beaten track and
understands that life cannot be foreseen and
pre-planned. The one who does not know
lives in full concentration and in the present,
in the wisdom of the moment; he constantly
adapts to the changing circumstances, yet he
is still guided by the respect towards the laws
of this world. The one who openly admits
that he does not know choses to evade the
rigid logic of the world of /ogos, where there
is no room for a free flow and an unexpect-
ed development. The one who openly says
“I don’t know” takes responsibility for dif-
ferent ways of asking questions; based no on
rigid rules but on a flexible adjustment to ex-
isting circumstances. In reality, he is guided
by a different kind of knowledge — a wisdom
that cannot be explained with words and re-
flects the essence of life. It does not offer a
division into good and evil, it does not offer
assessments and pre-judgements; there is on-
ly the necessity of the moment, respect and
appreciation towards everything that occurs.

When Engie said “I don’t know,” he said
it with a shy smile, he shrugged his shoulders
and gently looked into my eyes. There was
no trace of embarrassment or awkwardness
that usually accompanies most people who
do not know an answer but who were raised
in the logic of logos, thus instinctively forced
to talk over the emptiness, fearing the judge-
ment of others, innately enslaved by the logic
of reward and punishment existing in a soci-
ety that is afraid of the unknown and in con-
sequence makes up and enforces laws, rules
and bans. Without them, man is at the hands
of fate, with no will of his own, like a leaf in
the wind, thoughtlessly and blindly following
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what comes on his way, or so it would seem.
Whereas, it is this logic that often forces peo-
ple to blindly follow and preach truths total-
ly unconnected to the actual circumstances,
which often prove to be superficial and harm-
ful. In contrast, in the non-knowledge of the
non-/ogos, the apparent accident does not en-
ter the equation, as one has to be attentive and
careful at all times, constantly responsive to-
wards the enfolding life; one must know how
to read the signs from the world.

Respecting this kind of knowledge,
I stopped asking questions; we communicat-
ed by gestures and Engie, encouraged by this
approach, started to teach me more and more
by showing the wisdom of the world.

“Water is smooth. There will be dol-
phins.” Slowly, we have been swimming fur-
ther and further into the sea looking at the Ve-
nus which was getting more and more purple
the lower she got on the horizon. She seemed
to be an alarm point pulsing like the heart of
the world in the dark space of the night.

The boat resembled a spider with its
long and thin legs outstretched in all direc-
tions. It glided through the water carefully
and in full attention, like always when it goes
on the hunt. [ had a thought that the red of the
Venus signifies not only love but also blood,
thus both life and death.

The low hum of the engine on the low-
est revs brought out the peace and the om-
nipresent silence of the night what was mir-
roring the natural condition of the universe.
Wordlessly, we swam out into the sea.

Not much time has passed, though it is
hard to say how much exactly as it did not
seem to be flowing at all. Under the sky full of
stars we started to hear vague squeaks. I have
never heard such a sound before but I felt what
it might be. Engie turned off the engine. We
melted into the night. It might have been just a
moment, it might have lasted an eternity — the
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logic of time did not apply anymore. Gradu-
ally, the squeaks got louder and louder until
there were no more doubts from where they
came from. A small lightbulb flashed forth in-
to the night so dark that every source of light
seemed to shine with an extraordinary pow-
er. Its effect was so unexpected that at first
I thought we were on a stage; the round spot of
limelight encircling our small wooden island.
The light did not shine very deep into the wa-
ter but deep enough for us to see clearly large
schools of octopi gathering around the boat
as if it was a life-giving spring. Following the
octopi came large tunas, swishing through in
all directions, their silvery scales were flash-
ing brightly. Giving them a source of light
we somehow justified the hunt. One after the
other, the octopi vanished into the mouths of
the tuna. But that was not end of this colour-
ful spectacle of shiny creatures sparkling in
the water. At the border of the light gradually
fading its reflections into darkness, came the
dolphins in uncountable quantities. The tops
of their dorsal fins like floating mountain-
tops raising from the sea, swished through at
a blistering speed. We tried to catch glimps-
es of their skyward jumps, their joyful cos-
mic greetings, their somersaults and circling
manoeuvres, their loud squeaks. There was
no doubt that the noises we had heard in the
darkness were the announcement of what we
were witnessing now in the light. We were
the audience in the theatre of evolution which
followed the laws of the food chain where the
larger performers devouring the smaller one.
The tuna hunts the octopi and soon falls prey
to the dolphins. The eternal circle of natural
life in which to exist the larger must eat the
small but only in quantities that are necessary
for their optimal growth. Everything happens
under the sky full of stars, in the silence of the
night, hidden away from the human eye — a
quintessence of the laws of the universe.
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And although I know the rules that gov-
ern the world, what happens now is still for
me a surprise. I am perfectly aware why we
had sailed off into the night in which, lured by
the light, the octopi swim up towards the boat
bringing with them the schools of tuna, which in
turn bring up the dolphins. By day we wouldn’t
be able to see them so clearly and so our catch
would have been smaller. Now I realize why
the further it gets into the night and the sea, the
Venus gets more and more red. I understand
why we say nothing and everything happens in
silence. My thoughts are rushing through my
head like fish swimming in all directions at a
blistering speed. I watch Engie as he takes out
his harpoon, silently takes aim and infallibly
catches his prey, one after another. It all happens
very fast and lasts infinitely long at the same
time, although that might also be an illusion
of this dark, wordless night. To my surprise,
I see no blood, just the eyes of the fish shutting
soundlessly. When hooked on the harpoon, they
do not seem to suffer, only nestle softly into the
smooth surface of the water. It is also the first
time I see Engie in this light: with great care
and patience committed to the deathly rituals of
the endless water space. His silhouette marks
the borders of light and darkness; with the bow
and arrow in his hand he reminds me of a myth-
ological god, aiming quickly and accurately,
fulfilling the cosmic laws in the most harmless
possible way. Admiration is mixed with awk-
wardness, ignorance slips away from the order
of logos. The spectacle of the night takes place
separated from words, in a different dimension
than that associated with language; in the si-
lence wisdom and knowledge. I close my eyes
for a moment, I hear the squeaks of dolphins
coming from all directions. As we finish the
catch, the darkness in front of us is complete.
Engie turns off the light so the dolphins can
calmly swim back into their ocean home, for-
getting for a while about its piscine inhabitants,
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well-fed on their nightly meal which goes back
home this time with us.

We go back in total silence. Under the
sky full of stars I lose my sense of direction.
Softly, I slide on the boat, releasing all the
tension I haven’t realized I had been in, tired
from the night fishing. With my face to the
sky I surrender to the fatigue. In the silence
interrupted once in a while by waves hitting
the boat, I watch the lively heartbeat of stars.
Engie is guarding over everything, he makes
no mistakes in finding the right direction.
I trust him completely; after all, he was born
in the water and he knows its laws perfectly.
When he does speak, gently cutting through
the silence of the night, I am not sure if he
is doing it out loud — using his words — is he
just communicating with me by the way of
thoughts, or maybe he is just setting my own
thoughts, softly gliding through the skies, in
the right direction. When Eros hits the heart,
all you can do is to surrender to his laws.

Performing the final act of the logic of
the cosmic world, the man with the harpoon be-
comes a god. I abandon my thoughts about the
validity of words that are formed in my head. Do
they belong to the logic of the omniscient world?
Or are they rather an attempt to put together in
perfect harmony elements of two worlds: instinct
and reason, the head and the heart? The division
into good and evil is no more, judgement dis-
solves in the sea. What remains is the logic of
Eros; the love towards the people from who shall
be fed by what we had caught in the night.

I surrender to this thought with a great
calmness and I feel the balance of this word-
less world. The Red Venus is watching over
all this. Now she is visible low on the horizon,
showing the point that unites the sky and the
earth; a place where the skyward and earthly
laws complement each other, where they unite
creating a single cosmic entity within the flow
of the omnipresent water.
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El descubrimiento del fuego

Yeray Garcia Celades. Espafna

Una gota de agua en el desierto. No habria mejor definicion para el Estado Liquido, la capital de
un mundo formado por tres cuartas partes de tierra. Una ciudad de agua rodeada de océanos de
arena, donde las dunas se estrellaban contra la costa, las playas eran de hielo y los rios estaban
hechos de piedra. Un lugar donde lo imposible era el oxigeno de sus habitantes, los Acuaticos.

Los Acuaticos eran muy afortunados. No s6lo por haber nacido en el Estado Liquido, de-
poésito de la materia mas valiosa de la tierra, sino porque la sangre que corria por sus venas era
también incolora, inodora e insipida. Constituian, sin ningun tipo de duda, la raza dominante
en aquel globo desértico. Mas que nada, porque no existia ninguna otra clase de organismo con
vida mas alla de sus fronteras. O, al menos, esa era la version oficial que mantenian las autori-
dades de la ciudad.

Como sucede con todas las versiones oficiales, cualquier parecido con la realidad era pura
indecencia. Hacia aflos que llegaban a las costas del Estado Liquido pequeflas embarcaciones de
cuatro ruedas procedentes del exterior. Sus pobres tripulaciones estaban compuestas por Flami-
geros procedentes de Tierras fgneas que tenian como tinico capitan el deseo de una vida mejor.

Los Flamigeros eran un pueblo de sangre caliente, con una cierta propension a arder.
Habitaban los vastos desiertos que rodeaban el Estado Liquido, dispersados en diferentes tribus
némadas. Su piel era inflamable y, debido a su pobre nivel de vida, nadie deberia culparlos por
encenderse con facilidad. Como el lector mas avispado podrd imaginar, una raza tan fogosa no
iba a quedarse de brazos cruzados ante las dificiles condiciones que debia afrontar por el mero
hecho de nacer en el lugar equivocado. El Estado Liquido era su Tierra Prometida. El destino de
largas travesias por el desierto que solo los mas valientes se atrevian a realizar. Un paraiso donde
les esperaba la felicidad y que no querrian abandonar nunca. Sélo asi se explicaba que ninguno
de los valientes hubiera vuelto.

Por desgracia, la realidad era muy distinta. Las autoridades del Estado Liquido habian
ocultado la existencia de los Flamigeros a sus habitantes, temerosos, como buenos gobernantes
que eran, de que sus ciudadanos supieran mas de lo necesario. Los cuerpos de seguridad se en-
cargaban de interceptar las embarcaciones antes de que llegaran a la costa y cualquiera pudiera
apreciar su presencia. En cuanto a los Flamigeros que iban dentro... Bueno, digamos que el
gobierno se encarg6 de apagar esos fuegos.

Dadas las circunstancias, s6lo hacia falta una pequefia llama para encender la mecha que
haria saltar todo por los aires. Precisamente, Llama era el nombre del Flamigero que lo cam-
biaria todo.

Llama era el inico miembro de su familia que habia sobrevivido a las hostiles condiciones
de vida que se daban en el exterior. De todos sus seres queridos s6lo quedaban cenizas. La tinica
herencia que recibio6 fue una mision. No se le legd ningln tipo de presente, sino un futuro. Debia
llegar al Estado Liquido y conseguir que el sacrificio de su familia hubiera servido para algo.
Si era preciso cruzar el desierto a nado para lograrlo, tragaria toda la arena que hiciera falta.

Anna Lindh
Foundation

IEMed.

115



YERAY GARCiA CELADES

A SEA OF WORDS 8TH YEAR

Su determinacion de llegar nadando a la Tierra Prometida, que algunos tildarian de temeraria,
acabaria propiciando que no fuera detectado por los descontrolados controles de seguridad del
Estado Liquido, que ya solo esperaban las acostumbradas embarcaciones. También fue la culpa-
ble de que, tras meses de travesia, llegara a la costa de la ciudad inconsciente, arrastrado por las
dunas. Afortunadamente, no era el tnico que estaba incumpliendo la ley en aquellos instantes.
Ha llegado el momento de presentaros a Gota.

Todos los Acuaticos tenian terminantemente prohibido bafiarse en las playas congeladas
de noche, pero Gota no estaba interesada en ser como todos los Acuaticos. Iba a contracorriente.
Su propdsito en la vida no era convertirse en otro miembro intercambiable de la uniforme multi-
tud. Las unicas leyes que respetaba eran no creerse todo lo que oia y no acatar ninguna orden sin
rechistar al menos una vez. Tenia un defecto congénito: la curiosidad. Para celebrar su pequeiia
parcela de libertad dentro de aquella prision de mediocridad, cada madrugada se sumergia des-
nuda en la arena cuando el mar estaba desierto. Siempre se habia preguntado como reaccionaria
si aparecia alguna otra persona en la playa. Aquella noche podria averiguarlo.

Dadas las circunstancias, Llama estaba algo apagado. Aun asi, el fuerte rojo de su piel
anunciaba que no era otro Acuatico azulado mas. De todos modos, cuando Gota encontrd su
cuerpo inerte en la orilla, el color de su piel le importd bastante poco. Decidid acogerlo en su
casa hasta que mejorara. Tenia espacio, tiempo y ganas de sobra. Y, sobre todo, no tenia excusa.

Aquella fue la primera vez que se vieron, pero seria durante los dias que €l pasoé recupe-
randose junto a ella cuando se conocerian de verdad. Compartieron largas jornadas conversando
acerca de sus culturas, descubriendo los secretos de pueblos que hasta ese momento ni siquiera
habian sabido que existian. Se entendieron a la perfeccion, fundando una nueva lengua de la
que eran los unicos hablantes. Aprendieron el uno del otro mas de lo que nunca habrian podido
aprender solos. Y, de manera nada sorprendente, se enamoraron. Puede que los dos fueran dema-
siado tercos como para reconocerlo, pero podéis fiaros de mi. Al fin y al cabo, soy un narrador
omnisciente.

Larazon por la que no se atrevian a expresar sus sentimientos en voz alta estaba bien clara:
nunca podrian consumar su amor sin consumirse. Mientras tanto, las autoridades recibian cada
vez mas informacion sobre sucesos extrafios en casa de Gota. Los informes de vecinos que afir-
maban haber vislumbrado un intruso carmesi en su vivienda hicieron que se tomaran en serio el
testimonio de un viejo pescador de escorpiones que afirmaba haber visto a una joven llevarse a
cuestas un cuerpo escarlata de una playa congelada. Decidieron que habia que acabar con aquel
problema. Era la primera vez que una Acuatica se veia envuelta en un asunto de estas caracteris-
ticas, pero, ;qué importaban dos vidas frente a la seguridad de toda una nacion?

El dia en el que se cumplian tres meses desde la llegada de Llama, una patrulla de la Po-
licia Himeda se presentd en casa de Gota. Aunque sus intenciones fueran desconocidas, con un
simple vistazo a sus rostros podia deducirse que no eran ni remotamente amistosas. La hetero-
génea pareja intentd escapar saliendo por la ventana y subiendo la escalera de inundaciones. En
cuanto puso un pie en la terraza, Llama recibi6 un fuerte pufietazo.

—Supongo que los Flamigeros no tienen ni idea de lo que es un ascensor —gruii6 el jefe de
la patrulla, autor orgulloso del golpe.

Les estaban esperando en la azotea. No habia escapatoria posible. Sin pensarlo demasiado,
subieron a la cornisa, se cogieron de la mano, y contemplaron el vacio ante ellos.
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—No hagan nada de lo que después puedan arrepentirse —les grito el jefe.

Llama y Gota decidieron hacerle caso. Se abrazaron y se fundieron en un beso. El ardié
en llamas, ella se desbordd. De sus cuerpos quedo solo vapor, que ascendié hasta mezclarse con
las nubes.

(Fin?

No.

Sélo el principio.

La historia de Gota y Llama se extendié por todo el Estado Liquido y mucho mas alla.
Cada vez mas Flamigeros atravesaban las fronteras de la capital y cada vez mas Acuaticos los
acogian en sus casas. A modo de protesta, muchos se evaporaron en abrasadores abrazos como
homenaje a la ahora mitica pareja que lo comenzo todo. Estas combustiones nada espontaneas
se multiplicaron por toda la ciudad, dejando al gobierno sin nadie al que gobernar.

Sobre el Estado Liquido se form6 un nuevo pais poblado por los Gases Nobles, las vola-
tiles nuevas formas de vida que originaban las combustiones. La Nacion de las Nubes. Un pais
donde todos estaban a la misma altura y a aquellos que se creian superiores se los llevaba el
viento. Un pais donde no habia mas separacion que la de los atomos de sus habitantes. Un pais
donde todos eran iguales fueran cuales fueran sus diferencias.

No habia agua en el mundo capaz de apagar ese fuego.
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The Discovery of Fire
Yeray Garcia Celades. Spain

A drop of water in the desert. There could be
no better definition for the Liquid State, the
capital of a world formed three quarters by
land. A city of water surrounded by oceans
of sand, where the dunes clashed against the
coast, the beaches were made of ice and the
rivers of stone. A place where the impossible
was the oxygen of its residents, the Aquatics.

The Aquatics were very fortunate. Not
only because they were born in the Liquid
State, a reservoir of the most valuable mate-
rial of the earth but because the blood run-
ning through their veins was also colourless,
odourless and tasteless. They undoubtedly
were the dominant race on that desert globe.
This was so because there was no other type
of living organism beyond its borders. Or, at
least, this was the official version argued by
the city authorities.

As happens with all official versions,
any similarity with reality was pure coin-
cidence. For some years, small four-wheel
boats from abroad had been reaching the
coasts of the Liquid State. Their poor crews
were made up by the Flammables from the
Igneous Lands whose only captain was the
desire for a better life.

The Flammables were a warm-blooded
people, with a tendency to burn. They inhab-
ited the vast deserts surrounding the Liquid
State, dispersed in different nomadic tribes.
Their skin easily caught fire and, given their
low standard of living, nobody should blame
them for burning easily. As the sharpest read-
er can imagine, such an ardent race would
not remain arms crossed faced with the dif-
ferent conditions that they had to endure just
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because they were born in the wrong place.
The Liquid State was their Promised Land,
the destination of long crossings through the
desert that only the bravest dared undertake.
A paradise where happiness was waiting
for them and that they would never want to
leave. This is the only explanation for why
not one of the brave had returned.

Unfortunately, the reality was quite dif-
ferent. The authorities of the Liquid State had
concealed the existence of the Flammables
to its residents afraid, as the good rulers they
were, of their citizens knowing more than
necessary. The security forces were respon-
sible for intercepting the boats before they
reached the coast and anyone noticed their
presence. As for the Flammables onboard...
well, let’s say that the government took good
care to extinguish those fires.

Given the circumstances, a small flame
sufficed to light the fuse that would blow up
everything. In fact, Flame was the name of the
Flammable who would change everything.

Flame was the only member of his
family that had survived the hostile living
conditions abroad. Only ashes remained of
his loved ones. The only inheritance he re-
ceived was a mission. Instead of a present,
he was bequeathed a future. He had to reach
the Liquid State and ensure that his family’s
sacrifice had been for something. If he had
to swim across the desert, he would swallow
all the sand necessary. His determination to
swim until the Promised Land, which some
would call recklessness, would finally mean
that he was not detected by the uncontrolled
security controls of the Liquid State, which
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now only awaited the usual boats. It was also
why, after months of crossing, he reached the
city coast unconscious, dragged by the dunes.
Fortunately, he was not the only one breaking
the law at that time. The time has come to
introduce you Drop.

All the Aquatics had strictly forbidden
bathing on the frozen waters along the beach
at night, but Drop was not interested in being
like all Aquatics. She was going against the
tide. Her purpose in life was not to become an-
other interchangeable member of the uniform
crowd. The only law she respected was not be-
lieving everything she heard and not obeying
any order without complaining at least once.
She had a congenital defect: curiosity. To cele-
brate her small portion of freedom within that
prison of mediocrity, every dawn she dived
naked in the sand when the sea was deserted.
She had always wondered how she would re-
act if any other person appeared on the beach.
That night she would find out.

Given the circumstances, Flame was a
little listless. Nevertheless, the dark red of his
skin announced that he was not just anoth-
er bluish Aquatic and when Drop found his
body motionless on the shore, she did not
care that much about the colour of his skin.
She decided to put him up in her house until
he felt better. She had enough space, time and
will. And, above all, she had no excuse.

That was the first time they met, but it
was during the days he spent recovering next
to her that they would really get to know each
other.

They shared long days talking about
their cultures, discovering the secrets of peo-
ples that until then they didn’t know existed.
They understood each other greatly, founding
a new language that only they spoke. They
learnt from each other more than they would
have learnt on their own. And, not surprising-
ly, they fell in love. Perhaps they were both too

A SEA OF WORDS 8TH YEAR

stubborn to acknowledge it, but you can trust
me. In the end, I am the omniscient narrator.

The reason why they did not dare ex-
press their feelings aloud was quite clear:
they could never consummate their love
without extinguishing each other.

Meanwhile, the authorities received in-
creasingly more news about strange events at
Drop’s house. The reports by the neighbours
stating that they had glimpsed a purple intrud-
er in her home made them take seriously the
testimony of an old scorpion fisherman who
said that he had seen a young girl carrying on
her back a scarlet body from a frozen beach.
They decided that it was necessary to put an
end to the problem. It was the first time that
an Aquatic woman had been involved in an af-
fair of that kind, but what did two lives matter
faced with the security of a whole nation?

The day that marked three months since
the arrival of Flame, a patrol of the Wet Po-
lice turned up at Drop’s. Although their inten-
tions were unknown, with just a look at their
faces you could see that they were not even
remotely friendly. The heterogeneous couple
tried to escape through the window and go up
the flood staircase. As soon as he put one foot
on the roof, Flame was violently beaten.

“I suspect that the Flammables have no
idea of what a lift is,” grumbled the leader of
the patrol, the proud author of the punch.

They were waiting for them on the
roof. There was no possible way out. Without
thinking too much, they went up to the cor-
nice, held hands and looked at the emptiness
before them.

“Don’t do anything you’ll later regret,”
the leader shouted.

Flame and Drop decided to ignore him.
They embraced and fused in a kiss. He burnt
in flames, she overflowed. Of their bodies,
only steam remained, which went up until it
mixed with the clouds.
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The end?

No.

Just the beginning.

The story of Drop and Flame spread
throughout the Liquid State and far beyond.
Increasingly more Flammables crossed the
borders of the capital and increasingly more
Aquatics welcomed them to their homes. In
protest, many evaporated themselves in the
burning embraces as a tribute to the now
legendary couple that had begun everything.
These not at all spontaneous combustions
multiplied all over the city, leaving the gov-
ernment with no one to govern.
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A new country was formed in the Liq-
uid State by the Noble Gases, the new vola-
tile forms of life caused by the combustions.
The Nation of the Clouds. A country where
they were all on the same level and those who
considered themselves superior were blown
away by the wind. A country where there was
no other separation than that of the atoms of
its inhabitants. A country where everyone
was equal despite their differences.

There was no water in the world capa-
ble of extinguishing that fire.
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Kendi daginiza tirmanin

Lara Bulut. Tiirkiye

Sicak bir Agustos sabahi goziline giren giines 1s1klartyla uyanan Ali, gece yatarken perdele-
ri kapatmay1 unuttugu i¢in kendine kizarak yatagindan kalkti, agir adimlarla pencereye dogru
yiiriidii. Issizligin tek giizel tarafi ge¢ kalkmakti, bunu da kendime ¢ok gordiim diye diisiindii.
Mutfakta kendine oldukga sert bir kahve yaparken, bir yandan da her sabah yaptig1 gibi bilgisa-
yarini agmis, yaptigi is bagvurularina geri doniis olmasi umuduyla e-maillerini kontrol ediyordu.
Mail kutusunda birka¢ sagma reklam disinda bir sey bulamamanin hayal kirikligryla derin bir of
cekip salona geldigi sirada telefonun ¢aldigini duydu.

Arayan Daniel’ d1. Daniel, tiniversitenin tiglincii senesinde exchange 6grencisi olarak git-
tigi Fransa’da oda arkadasiydi. Cok giizel bir dostluk kurmuslar, birlikte gegirdikleri dort ay bo-
yunca Daniel onu iilkesinde adeta bir ev sahibi gibi agirlamisti. Ali Istanbul’a dondiigiinden beri
de ara ara konusurlar, birbirlerinin halini hatirini sorarlardi. Ali, arkadaginin is bulup bulamadigt
sorusuna cevap vermek istemediginden telefonu agmakta tereddiitte kapildig: sirada yapacagi
bu konugmanin hayatini degistireceginden bihaberdi. Yanitla tusuna bastigt an, telefonun diger
ucundaki sevgili arkadaginin hayat dolu sesini duydu.

-Merhaba Ali, nasilsin?

-Iyiyim Daniel, aradigina ¢ok sevindim. Ben de gegen giin uzun zamandir konusamadigi-
miz1 diigiiniip seni arayacaktim sonra aklimdan ¢ikmis. Sen nasilsin?

-Ben de iyiyim. Defne nasil? Diigiine davet edilecegim giinii dort gézle bekliyorum, istan-
bul’u da sizleri de ¢ok 6zledim.

-Heniiz ufukta evlilik géziikmiiyor dostum ama bizi ziyaret etmek i¢in bir bahaneye ihti-
yacin yok biliyorsun.

-Tabi biliyorum, o isin sakasi. Aslinda ben seni ni¢in aradim biliyor musun? Hala ¢alismi-
yorsun sanirim, degil mi?

Iste bekledigim soru diye diisiinen Ali; -“Evet dostum, heniiz kendime uygun bir is bula-
bilmis degilim.” dedi.

-Pekala, iste bu harika.

-Nasil yani?

-Ciinkii ben senin i¢in bir tane buldum.

Ali, seving ve sagkinlik igerisinde arkadasini dinlemeye devam etti.

-Biliyorsun ben Fransa’da enerjisi sektoriinde bir firmada ¢alistyorum. Sirketim giines
enerjisi sektoriinde de faaliyet gosteriyor. Yalniz giines enerjisi panelleri iiretmekle kalmiyoruz
ayn1 zamanda farkli bolgelerde giines enerjisi kullaniminin yayginlagsmasi i¢in projeler olustu-
rup giines enerjisi santralleri kuruyoruz. Ve bil bakalim bu projelerden birinin gergeklestirilmesi
diisiintilen iilkelerden biri hangisi?

-Tiirkiye mi ?!

-Evet dostum, aynen &yle. Projeye iliskin olarak devlet kurumlarindan bir iki tanesiyle
yazistik ve olumlu sonug aldik, bizi iilkenize davet ettiler. Ancak bizim projemizi detaylandirip
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gercek anlamda bir fizibilite raporu hazirlayabilmemiz i¢in devlet mercilerinin yani sira, bolge-
ye hakim ve insanlarla ana dilinde iletisim kurabilecek bir kisiye ihtiyacimiz var. Eger projeye
sicak bakarsan sana simdiye kadar yapilmig 6n arastirmaya iligkin raporlar1 ve yapilmasi ge-
reken seylerin detayli bir listesini mail atabilirim. Bu arada maas konusunda hi¢ endiselenme,
sirketimi bu konuda oldukg¢a comert bulacagina eminim. Evet, ne diyorsun?

-Ne diyecegimi bilemiyorum dostum. Bu gergekten harika bir haber. Sana tesekkiir etmek
disinda bana soyleyecek bir sey birakmadin Daniel. Seni sirketine mahcup etmemek icin elim-
den geleni yapacagim. Tekrar tesekkdirler dostum.

-Tesekkiir etmene gerek yok, sen benim icin ¢ok degerlisin Ali. Ustelik senden iyisini
bulacak degiliz, ben bu isin altindan kalkacagina eminim. Miidiiriime senden ve 6zgegmisinden
bahsedip Tiirkiye projesinde bize yardimei olabilecegini sdyledigimde bu durumu g¢ok sicak
karsiladi. Ona isi kabul ettigini soyledigimde eminim o da memnun olacaktir. Sana bu konudaki
biitiin ¢aligmalar1 ve yazigmalari iletiyorum simdi. Daha sonra ne yapman gerektigiyle ilgili seni
bilgilendirecegim. Goriisiiriiz dostum.

-Goriislirtiz dostum.

Ali telefonu kapatir kapatmaz Defne’yi aradi. Onu aksam yemege ¢ikartmak istedigini
sOyleyip kutlayacak bir seyleri oldugunu da eklemeyi ihmal etmedi. Defne’nin 6zel glinlerden
biri olmadigin1 anlamasi birkag¢ saniyeyi ge¢gmedi. Erkek arkadasinin bir is buldugu diisiince-
siyle sevinen geng kiz civil civil sesiyle “Seni seviyorum sevgilim, aksam goriistiriiz” diyerek
telefonu kapatti. Ali, bilgisayarin basina oturmus bir yandan Daniel’in atacagi e-mailleri bekler-
ken bir yandan da bu isi gergekten yapip yapamayacagini diisiiniiyordu. Universitede miihen-
dislik egitimi alirken her ne kadar enerji sistemlerine iliskin bir ders almigsa da glines enerjisi
sektoriine iligkin ¢ok bir bilgisi oldugu sdylenemezdi. Heyecani yerini tereddiitlere biraktigi o
an, aragtirmaya basladi. Arastirdik¢a bir yandan insanlar ve gevre i¢in ne kadar giizel bir sey
yapilacagimi diistiniiyor, onun da bu isin bir pargasi olma sansi elde edecegi icin seviniyor, bir
yandan ise iilkesinde bugiine dek bu sektoriin geligmemis olmasina sasirtyordu. Tiirkiye, Avru-
pa’nin en ¢ok giines alan iilkelerinden biri olmasina ve teknik olarak yiizél¢glimiiniin %63 nde
giines enerjisinden yararlanilabilecek olmasina ragmen, Tirkiye’de giines enerjisi, elektrik iire-
tim kaynaklarindan biri olarak dahi sayilmiyordu.

Ali, Daniel’dan gelen e-mailleri defalarca okumus, saatlerce arastirma yapmus, konuyla ilgili fikir
sahibi oldugunu diisiindiigii bir iki arkadasiyla konusmustu. Yapilmasi gerekenler listesinde, projeye
baslanmadan 6nce almmasi gereken bir takim hukuki izinlerden bahsediliyordu. Bunlart Defne’ye so-
rarim diye diiglindiigli an saatine bakti. Saat 20:00°1 gosteriyordu, Defne’yle bulusacaklarini tamamen
unutmustu. Alelacele yerinden kalkip telefonuna baktiginda kiz arkadasinin cevapsiz ¢agri ve mesaj-
larin1 gordii. Mesajlardan anlasilan oydu ki; Defne bulusacaklari restorana goktan gitmisti. Hemen kiz
arkadasini arayarak oldugu yerden kalkmamasini, on bes dakika sonra yaninda olacagini sdyledi.

Restoranin kapisindan girdigi an uzaktaki bir masada tek basina oturan kiz arkadasini
gordi. “O kadar giizel ki” diye diislindii, “Onu fark etmemek, 15181yla biiylilenmemek imkansiz,
neredeyse alti1 senedir birlikteyiz ama ben onu her goriisimde sanki tekrar agik oluyorum”. Alj,
bir eliyle arkasinda sakladig: ¢icekleri masaya gelince kiz arkadasina uzatip onu beklettigi i¢in
oziir diledi. Restoranda gegirdikleri birkag saat boyunca son zamanlarda hi¢ olmadiklar1 kadar
keyifli olan ¢ift, durmaksizin Ali’nin yeni isi ile ilgili konustular. Ertesi sabah alarmin sesiyle
uyanan Ali, telefonunda Daniel’in cevapsiz ¢agrilarini goriince hemen arkadasini aradi.
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-Dostum erkencisin, giinaydin.

-Giinaydm Ali.

-Bir sikintin yok ya, sesin kotii geliyor.

-Aslinda var gibi...

-Endiselendiriyorsun beni, herkesin sagligi yerinde degil mi?

-Yok dostum 0Oyle bir sey degil. Diin sana bahsettigim Tiirkiye projesiyle ilgili...

-Bir sorun mu ¢1kt1?

-Evet, aslinda sorundan da 6te. Bu sabah sirkette projeyle ilgili bir toplantt vardi. Seni
biraz da diin bu ylizden aradim, bugiinkii toplantida senden bahsedebilmek igin.

-Beni ig i¢in yetersiz mi buldular?

-Hayir, seninle alakali hi¢bir sorun yok. Sorun projenin kendisinde. Devletinizle yapilan
son yazigmalarla ortaya ¢ikan o ki; alinmasi gereken tonlarca izin var ve santralde iiretilebile-
cek enerji devlet tarafindan sinirlandirilmis durumda. Sadece bununla da kalmiyor santralin
kurulabilmesi i¢in, alt1 aylik bir deneme siiresi zorunlu kilinmis. Bu siirecte belirli dl¢iimler
yapilmaliymis, ancak ydneticilerim bu siireyi hem zaman kaybi olarak goriiyorlar hem de alti
ay zaten dl¢iim yapmak igin yeterli bir siire degil. Ustelik bu siire sonunda yapilan &lgiimler
devlet tarafindan onaylanmazsa proje tamamen iptal oluyor. Yani, isin asl1, tilkenizdeki prosediir
Avrupa’dan ¢ok farkli ve biitiin bunlardan dolay1 yoneticilerim projeyi en azindan prosediirler
degisene kadar bekletme karari aldilar.

-Anliyorum.

-Cok iizgliniim dostum. Seni gereksiz yere heveslendirdigim igin kendimi ¢ok suglu hisse-
diyorum. Keske kesinlesene kadar sana bu isten hi¢ bahsetmeseydim. Ama inan bdyle olacagini
diisiinemedim.

-Daniel kendini suglayacagin bir durum yok. Sen nereden bilebilirdin ki? Uziilmedim de-
sem yalan olur. Ulkem icin bdyle yararli bir projede gorev alacagim icin ¢cok sevinmistim acik-
cast. Ama santyorum bu da benim sanssizligim dostum.

-Kafana takma liitfen Ali, sdyledigim gibi seninle higbir alakasi olmayan bir durum. Ben
kendine uygun bir is bulacagindan eminim dostum.

-Yine de beni diislindiigiin i¢in tesekkiir ederim. Kap1 ¢aliyor, simdi kapatiyorum Daniel,
sonra konusuruz. Kendine iyi bak dostum.

-Sen de sevgili dostum.

Aslinda kapinin ¢aldig falan yoktu. Ali’nin tek istegi bu konusmanin bir an 6nce bitme-
siydi ve bu yiizden arkadasina bir bahane uyduruvermisti. “Neden hep ben?” diye diisiiniiyordu,
“Ne i¢in heveslensem olmuyor, neden bu kadar sanssizim? Zaten Defne de yakinda benden
bir sey olmayacagini anlayip beni terk eder, hayatim boyunca basarisiz, bes parasiz, igsiz bir
adam m1 olacagim?” Bu diisiinceleri zihninden uzaklastirmak i¢in uyumaya karar verdi. Yatakta
birkac kez saga sola dondiikten sonra uyuyamayacagini anlayip kendine bir kadeh icki koymak
icin mutfaga yoneldigi an gozii kiitliphanesindeki bir kitaba takildi. “Kendi daginiza tirmanin”.
“Defne’nin aldig1 sagma sapan kisisel gelisim kitaplarindan biri daha” diye diisiindiiyse de ki-
tabi eline alip sdyle bir goz att1. Iginden “Dag1 bir bulabilsem tirmanacagim” diye sdylenirken
gozili bir climleye takildi; “Heniiz dagimi bulamadiysan belki dagi yaratmakla baglamalisin”.
“Bu da ne demek” diye homurdandi, sanki o kadar kolaydi. Simdi, bu is yatt1 diye mesela
kendi bagina yapabilir miydi bu isi? Ne sermayem var, ne deneyimim diye diisiiniirken birden
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aklinda bir ampul yandi. Daniel’1n sirketinin bu projeden vazgegmesinin en biiyiik sebebi, altt
aylik deneme siiresi i¢in bir santral kurma riski almak istememeleriydi. Peki santral kurulma-
dan projenin gergeklestirilmesi diistiniilen yere yakin konumdaki evlere giines panelleri takilip
Ol¢iimler yapilamaz miydi? Béylece hem o yorenin yasayanlari kendi elektriklerini tiretebilir
hem de Ali’nin yaptig1 6l¢lim sonuglart beklenilen diizeyde olursa devlet izni alinabilir ve proje
yeniden giindeme gelirdi. Daniel’in 6nceki giin gonderdigi e-maillerden biri vasitasiyla, yapil-
masi planlanan santralin yaklasik konumunu 6grenmisti. Ulkenin giiney dogusunda Gaziantep
ilinin yakinlarinda bir yerdi. Zaten kendi arastirmalarindan da Tiirkiye’nin en ¢ok giines alan
bdlgesinin Giiney Dogu Anadolu oldugunu 6grenmisti. O bolgeye gidip orada yasayan insanlar-
la konussa acaba catilarina giines enerjisi panelleri yerlestirmesine izin verirler miydi? Daha da
onemlisi bu panelleri nereden temin edebilirdi?

Aksam Defne eve geldiginde Ali’nin keyifli haline son derece sagirmisti, bir giin i¢erisinde
once ig bulan sonra da buldugu gibi kaybeden erkek arkadasini bir hayli cani sikkin bulmay1
bekliyordu. Merakina yenik diisen geng¢ kiz, bilmedigi bir sey olup olmadigint sorunca zaten
olanlar1 dort gézle ona anlatmay1 bekleyen Ali, Defne’yi karsisina oturtup konugmaya basladi.
Bu isi kendi basina denemek istedigini ve durumu Daniel ile paylastigini anlatti. Daniel, Ali’nin
bu fikrini hemen miidiiriine anlatmist1. Oncelikle bdyle bir durumda maas verilmeyecegini ha-
tirlatan miidiir, arkadasin yine de boyle bir seyi goniilli olarak yapmaya istekliyse “Ne mutlu
bize!” demis aradan gegen birkag saat sonra ise dl¢clim yapilacak evlere takilacak panelleri iicret
almadan gondermeyi teklif etmisti. Bu durumda geriye tek bir sorun kalryordu. Ali alt1 ay so-
nunda gergeklesmesi kesin olmayan bir proje igin ugrasacak ve bu esnada bir geliri olmayacakti.
“Sanki su an hali hazirda bir isim, bir maagim mi var?” diye diisiinerek 6l¢iim sonuglari beklene-
nin altinda ¢ikip proje gerceklesmese bile en azindan panellerin takildigi ev sahipleri i¢in miithis
bir yarar saglayacagi diistincesiyle kendini iyi hissediyordu. “Doga Dostlar1 Dernegi’ni aradin
m1?” diye sordu Defne. “Biliyorsun ben oraya iiyeyim ve bildigim kadariyla ¢evre i¢in yararl
bu tarz projeleri destekliyorlar. Belki bu is i¢in sana da yardimlart dokunabilir.” “Ah keske” diye
diistinen Ali, yarmn yapilacaklar listesinin en basina dernegi aramay1 ¢oktan koymustu.

Telefonda goriistiigli dernek yetkilisi Ali’nin anlattiklariyla oldukga ilgilenmis olacak ki
Ali, ertesi giin konuyla ilgili detayli bir sunum yapmasi i¢in dernek merkezine davet edildi.
Dersine oldukga iyi ¢alisan geng¢ adam, yaptigi sunum sonrasi dernek iiyelerinin sorduklar bii-
tiin sorular1 detayli olarak cevaplamis ve {iyeleri etkilemeyi bagsarmis goriiniiyordu. “Pekala”
dedi dernek ydneticilerinden biri, “Bizden beklentin nedir?”. Ali, giines enerjisi santrallerine
ve dogaya zarar vermemek adina ne kadar tercih edilebilecek bir sistem oldugu konusuna o
kadar odaklanmuisti ki dernekten gergek anlamda nasil bir yardim bekledigini hi¢ diisiinmemisti.
Birkag saniyelik sessizligi bozan, yine soruyu soran yonetici oldu; “Isterseniz sdyle yapalim.
Biz bu konuyla ilgili kendi biinyemizde de bir arastirma ve degerlendirme yapip birkag¢ giin
icerisinde size herhangi bir yararimizin dokunup dokunamayacagina iliskin size geri dénelim.”
“Tabi, o zaman sizden haber bekliyorum” diyerek ayaga kalkan Ali, kendisine zaman ayirdiklari
i¢in tesekkiir ederek oradan ayrildi.

Ali sonraki giinlerde arastirmalarina devam ederken bir yandan da Daniel ile fikir alis veri-
sinde bulunuyor, kendine bir yol haritasi ¢izmeye ugrasiyordu. Artik bu fikri iyiden iyiye benim-
semisti, dernek olumsuz bir geri doniiste bulunsa bile bu isi yapmaya kararliydi. Derken bekle-
nilen telefon geldi. Ali, tekrar goriismek iizere, dernege davet edildi. Dernek yetkilileri Ali’ye
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hayal bile etmedigi bir teklifle geldiler. Dernek biitgesinin bir kismin1 bu isin i¢in tahsis etmeye
hazir olan goniilliiler, Ali’nin sadece ulasim ve konaklama {icretini karsilamakla kalmiyor ayni
zamanda ona belirli bir maas 6deme teklifinde bulunuyorlardi. Saskinligini her halinden anla-
mak miimkiindii. Hayatinda ilk defa, Gistelik de talep etmedigi halde para kazanacakti. “Peki,
benim boyle insanlara, dogaya goniillii olarak hizmet eden bir dernekten para alacak olmam etik
olur mu?” diye sormaktan kendini alikoyamadi. Bu sorudan memnun olmus bir ifadeyle hafifce
giiliimseyen yasli adam “Gegen giin, doga i¢in ne kadar yararl bir sey yapma niyetinde oldugu-
nu kendin izah ettin ama bunun gergekten farkinda misin?” diye sorarak, sorusuna bir yanit bek-
lemeden devam etti: “Biz yillardir tilkemizde yapilan hidroelektrik santralleriyle savasiyoruz
biliyor musun? Yapilan her bir santral; ekolojik dengeyi bozuyor, iklimleri degistiriyor, kiiresel
1sinma diginda hicbir seye hizmet ettigi yok bu santrallerin. Yiizlerce, binlerce agag kesiyorlar,
orada yasayan biitiin canlilar telef oluyor, tarihi ve dogal giizelliklerin sular altinda kalmasi da
cabasi. Simdi sen bize dogal dengeyi bozmadan elektrik tiretme sansimiz oldugunu soyliiyor-
sun. Yurt disinda bu santrallerin kullanildig: {ilkelerden drnekler veriyorsun. Eger s6z ettigin
gibi dl¢lim neticeleri beklentiyi karsilar ve bu sirket lilkemizde bu santrali kurmaya ikna olursa
hem insanlar i¢in hem de doga i¢in ne kadar giizel bir sey yapilmis olur. Biz de Doga Dostlari
Dernegi olarak bunun bir pargasi olmaktan ve seni desteklemekten ancak gurur duyariz. Hem
emek karsilig1 para alacak olmak neden yanlis olsun? Sen de geng bir delikanlisin, bir yandan
da kendine bir hayat kurma gayesinde oldugunu tahmin ediyorum.” Yasli adamin bu sézleri
kargisinda gururlanan Ali, kendisine bdyle bir firsat sunduklari i¢in iiyelere tek tek tesekkiir edip
bir an dnce yola ¢ikmaya s6z vererek yanlarindan ayrildi.

Havaalaninda camekanin arkasindan kendisine el sallayan kiz arkadasina giilen gozlerle
bakan geng adam, kendinden daha 6nce hi¢ olmadigi kadar emindi. “Bunu basaracagim.” dedi
icinden. “Ne kadar ¢alismam, ne kadar ugrasmam gerekirse gereksin, bu projenin gergeklesmesi
icin elimden gelenin fazlasimi yapacagim.” “Insanlara yararli olabilmek igin ne kadar biiyiik
bir firsat” diye diislindii. Eger her sey planlandig1 gibi giderse birkag yil i¢inde bolgedeki tiim
insanlar kendi elektrigini iiretebilecekti. Ustelik elektrik gdtiiriilemeyen kdyler icin de higbir
problem kalmayacak, elektrik faturasini 6deyemedigi i¢in elektrigi kesilen herhangi bir ev de
kalmayacakti. Doga Dostlart Dernegi’ndeki yasli iiyenin sdyledigi gibi, biitiin bunlar dogal den-
geyi bozmadan yapilacakti. Ali bunlan diisiindiikge i¢i igine sigmiyordu. Bir elinde gantasi, di-
gerinde Defne’nin geng adamin elinde gordiigii zaman hayret ettigi “Kendi Daginiza Tirmanin”
kitabr ve kafasinda hayalleri ile Ali, hayati boyunca gururla anlatacagi bir hikdyeyi yazmaya
gidiyordu...
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Climb Your Own Mountain

Lara Bulut. Turkey

Waking from the sunlight in his eyes on a
hot August morning, Ali got up from his bed,
mad at himself for forgetting to draw the
curtains before he had gone to bed the night
before, and took heavy steps towards the
window. “Getting up late is the best part of
unemployment and I don’t even get to enjoy
it,” he thought. While making a strong coffee
in the kitchen, he turned on his computer and
checked his emails as he did every morning
in the hope of getting a response to his job ap-
plications. It was when he walked to the liv-
ing room with a deep sigh of disappointment
at finding nothing but a few silly promotions
in his inbox that he heard his phone ring.

It was Daniel. Daniel was his roommate
in France, where he studied as an exchange
student during his third year at university.
They had become really good friends and
Daniel was a great host to him during the four
months they spent together. They continued
to talk occasionally after Ali’s return to Istan-
bul, asking about each other. As he hesitated
to answer the phone because of his reluctance
to answer Daniel’s questions about his em-
ployment situation, Ali was unaware that this
conversation would change his life. Upon
pressing the reply button, he heard his belov-
ed friend’s voice bursting with vitality on the
other end of the line.

“Hi Ali, how are you?”

“Good Daniel, I'm really glad you
called. The other day I noticed how long it’s
been since we last talked and thought of call-
ing you, but then I forgot. How are you?”

“I’m good too. How’s Defne? I’m look-
ing forward to your wedding; I really missed
you guys and Istanbul.”
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“Marriage is not on our agenda yet, but
you know you don’t need an excuse to visit
us mate.”

“Of course I know that, I was just kid-
ding. Actually, that’s not why I called you.
Are you still unemployed?”

“Here we go,” thought Ali, and replied,
“Yes mate, I still haven’t found a job that’s
right for me.”

“Ok, that’s great.”

“What do you mean?”

“Cause I’ve found one for you.”

Filled with bewilderment and joy, Ali
continued to listen to his friend.

“As you know, I work for a company in
the energy industry in France. The company
I work for is also active in the solar energy
sector. We manufacture solar energy panels
and create projects to spread the use of solar
energy in different regions and install plants.
Guess which country we plan to implement
one of these projects?”’

“Turkey?!”

“Yeah mate, exactly. We’ve been corre-
sponding with a few government institutions
regarding the project and have received pos-
itive responses. They have invited us to your
country. But we need a person who has vast
knowledge of the region and can communi-
cate with the locals in their native language, in
addition to the government authorities, so that
we can detail our project and prepare a com-
prehensive feasibility report. If the project ap-
peals to you, I can email you the reports of the
preliminary studies we have done so far and a
detailed to-do list. Don’t worry about the salary
by the way; I’m sure you’ll find my company
very generous in that. So, what do you think?”
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“I don’t know what to say mate. This is
really great news. I can say nothing but thank
you Daniel. I will try my best to not embar-
rass you. Thank you again my friend.”

“No need to thank me, you’re very valu-
able to me, Ali. Plus, I don’t think we can find
anyone better than you and you’ll pull this
off. When I mentioned you and your back-
ground to my manager, saying you could help
us with the Turkey project, he reacted very
positively. I’'m sure he’ll be really pleased
when I tell him that you accepted the job. I’ll
send you all the studies and correspondence
in a minute. I will then let you know what
you need to do. See you mate.”

“See you my friend.”

Ali called Defne right after ending the
phone call. He told her that he would like to
go out together for dinner that evening, al-
so adding that there was something to cele-
brate. It took no more than a few seconds for
Defne to realise that this wasn’t one of their
special occasions. Happy with the thought
of her boyfriend finding a job, the young girl
said “I love you darling, see you tonight”
cheerfully and hung up. Ali sat in front of
his computer, thinking about whether he
could actually pull this off while he waited
for Daniel’s emails. Although he had taken a
course on energy systems in his engineering
studies at university, he didn’t really have
much knowledge of the solar energy sector.
When his excitement was replaced by hesi-
tations, he began to research. As he did so,
he thought about what a nice thing he would
be doing for people and the environment,
happy to be given the opportunity to be part
of this project, while also being surprised
at how this sector hadn’t been developed
in his country so far. Despite being one of
the sunniest countries in Europe and 63%
of its surface area being technically capa-
ble of using solar energy, the technology
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was not even considered one of the possible
sources of electricity production in Turkey.

Ali read Daniel’s emails repeatedly, did
hours of research and talked to a couple of
friends that he thought had insight into the
subject. The to-do list mentioned some legal
permits that needed to be obtained before
starting the project. He thought that he would
consult Defne about these permits and looked
at his watch. It was 8 pm. He had completely
forgotten that he was meeting Defne. As he
got up in a hurry and looked at his phone, he
saw the missed calls and texts from his girl-
friend. The texts suggested that Defne had al-
ready gone to the restaurant where they were
to meet. He immediately called her, telling
her to stay put and that he would be there in
fifteen minutes.

Upon entering the restaurant, he saw his
girlfriend sitting alone at a far table. “She’s so
beautiful,” he thought, “that it is impossible
not to notice her, not to be enchanted by her
light. We have been together for almost six
years, but it’s like I fall in love with her again
and again every time I see her.” Ali walked
towards the table with the flowers behind his
back, and then apologised to her for keeping
her waiting as he offered her the flowers. The
couple, so blissful during the few hours they
spent at the restaurant, talked non-stop about
Ali’s new job.

Waking up to his alarm the next morn-
ing, Ali called Daniel right away as he saw
his missed calls.

“Looks like you’re up early today mate.
Good morning.”

“Good morning Ali.”

“You sound upset. I hope everything is
fine.”

“Actually no...”

“I’m getting worried, is everyone ok?”’

“No, it’s not that. It’s about that Turkey
project I mentioned yesterday...”
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“Is there a problem?”

“Yeah, actually it’s more than a prob-
lem. We’ve had a meeting at the company
about the project this morning. It’s kind of
why I called you yesterday, to mention you in
the meeting today.”

“Do they think I’'m unsuitable for the job?”’

“No, it has nothing to do with you. The
problem is the project itself. We understand
from recent correspondence with your gov-
ernment that there are tons of permits that
should be obtained and the government im-
poses a restriction on the energy produced at
the plant. But that’s not everything; they also
require a six-month trial period to install the
plant. Certain measurements need to be taken
in this process, but my directors think that’s
a waste of time and six months is not enough
for measurements anyway. What’s more, the
project will be cancelled altogether if the
government does not approve the measure-
ments at the end of this period. So, the thing
is, the procedure in your country is way dif-
ferent from Europe and for that reason my di-
rectors have decided to suspend the project,
at least until the procedures change.”

“I see.”

“I’m really sorry mate. I feel so guilty
for getting you excited over nothing. I wish
I had never mentioned this to you before
everything was final. But I never thought this
would happen, believe me.”

“Daniel, you have nothing to feel guilty
about. How could you know? I can’t say that
I’m not upset. I was really happy to be in-
volved in such a beneficial project for my
country. But I wasn’t lucky, I guess.”

“Please don’t dwell over this Ali, as |
said, it has nothing to do with you. I'm sure
you’ll find a job that you’ll like.”

“Still, thanks for thinking of me. There’s
someone at the door, so I have to hang up Dan-
iel. Talk later. Take care, mate.”
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“You too, my dear friend.”

Actually, there wasn’t anyone at the
door. All Ali wanted was to end this conver-
sation as soon as possible, so he had come
up with this excuse. “Why is it always me?”
he thought. “Nothing I get excited about ever
happens, why am I so unlucky? Defne will
also leave me soon, thinking I’ll be good for
nothing. Will I always be a failure, an unem-
ployed guy without a penny?” He decided
to sleep to get rid of these thoughts. Tossing
around in his bed a few times, he knew he
wouldn’t be able to fall asleep and headed for
the kitchen to get himself a drink, when he
caught a glimpse of one of the books in his
bookcase called Climb Your Own Mountain.
“One of those ridiculous self-improvement
books that Defne bought,” he thought, yet he
picked up the book and took a look at it. “I
would climb the mountain if I could ever find
it,” he complained in his mind, and then a sen-
tence attracted his attention: “If you haven’t
found your mountain yet, maybe you should
start by creating the mountain.” “What’s that
supposed to mean?” he groaned. It wasn’t as
easy as that. Now that the project was off the
table, could he still do the job on his own? “I
have neither capital, nor experience,” he was
thinking. Then he had a light-bulb moment.
The biggest reason why Daniel’s company
didn’t proceed with the project was their re-
luctance to take the risk of installing a plant
for a six-month trial period. But couldn’t
they take measurements with solar panels in-
stalled in houses close to the project region
without installing the plant? Thus, the locals
there could generate their own electricity and
the permit could be obtained from the gov-
ernment if the results of the measurements
made by Ali were at the expected levels. This
would put the project on the table again. He
knew the approximate location of the plant,
thanks to one of the emails sent by Daniel
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the day before. It was near the province of
Gaziantep, in southeast Turkey. He had also
found out during his research that South East
Anatolia was the sunniest region in Turkey. If
he went there and talked to the locals, would
they allow him to install solar energy panels
on their rooftops? And more importantly,
how could he procure those panels?

When Defne came home that evening,
she was surprised by Ali’s good mood as she
expected her boyfriend, who had found a job
and lost it immediately overnight, to be quite
upset. Her curiosity made her ask if there was
anything she didn’t know about. Ali, who was
already dying to tell her about his plans, start-
ed talking to her. He explained that he wanted
to try this out on his own and had also shared
this idea with Daniel. Daniel had immediate-
ly let his manager know about the idea. The
manager first reminded him that Ali would not
be paid in this case, and then said that if his
friend would still voluntarily do this, it would
be fine. A couple of hours after that, he offered
to send the panels Ali would install on houses
where the measurements would be taken free
of charge. There was only one problem left.
Ali would work for a project that might not
happen at the end of six months and, mean-
while, would not have any income. “It’s not
like I currently have a job or a salary,” he
thought and felt good knowing that even if the
measurements were lower than expected and
the project did not happen, the panels would
be extremely beneficial to the owners of hous-
es where they were installed.

“Have you called the Friends of Nature
Association?” asked Defne. “As you know,
I’'m a member there and they support such
environmentally-friendly projects. Maybe
they could help you with this work.”

“Oh, I hope so,” thought Ali, having al-
ready placed calling the association at the top
of the to-do list for the next day.
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The association authority who spoke to
Ali on the phone was so interested in what Ali
told him that he was invited to the association
head office to deliver a detailed presentation
about the matter the next day. The young
man, having studied very well, answered all
the questions of the association members in
detail after his presentation and appeared to
have made an impression on them.

“All right,” said one of the association
executives, “what do you expect from us?”

Ali was so focused on the solar energy
plants and the fact that they were the perfect
system to protect the environment that he had
never considered the kind of support he actu-
ally wanted from the association. The silence
that lasted for a few seconds was broken by
the same executive.

“Here’s what we’ll do. We’ll research
and assess this matter and call you back in a
few days to tell you if we can be of any help.”

“Sure, then I’1l wait to hear from you,”
said Ali. He stood up and left after thanking
them for their time.

While continuing his research over the
following days, Ali also exchanged ideas with
Daniel, trying to draw a roadmap for himself.
He had completely embraced the idea now
and was determined to go ahead with his
plan even if the association didn’t give him
support. Then the expected phone call came.
Ali was invited to the association for another
talk. The association authorities approached
Ali with a proposal beyond his dreams. They
would allocate a part of the association’s
budget to this work and would not only cover
Ali’s accommodation and transportation ex-
penses, but also offered to pay him a salary. It
wasn’t hard to see his astonishment. He was
to make money for the first time in his life,
and without even asking for it.

“But would it be ethical for me to take
money from an association that voluntarily
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serves people and nature?” he couldn’t stop
himself from asking.

Smiling faintly with an expression of
content, the elderly man asked, “You your-
self explained the other day that you were
intending to do something very beneficial
for nature, but are you really aware of that?”
He continued without waiting for an answer.
“Do you know that we have been fighting a
war against the hydroelectric plants built in
our country for years? Each plant that is built
disturbs the ecological balance, changes the
climate and is good for nothing but global
warming. They cut down hundreds of thou-
sands of trees, killing all the living things
there, not to mention all the historical and
natural attractions buried underwater. Now
you’re telling us that we have a chance to
generate electricity without disturbing na-
ture’s balance. You give us examples from
foreign countries where these plants are used.
If the measurement results meet the expec-
tations and the company is convinced about
establishing the plant in our country as you
have mentioned, what a wonderful thing that
would be for both people and nature! We
would be proud to be a part of this and to
support you as the Friends of Nature Associ-
ation. Plus, what’s wrong with taking money
in return for work? You’re a young man and
I assume you’re also trying to build a life for
yourself.”

A SEA OF WORDS 8TH YEAR

Swollen with pride at the elderly man’s
words, Ali thanked each member for giving
him such an opportunity and left after prom-
ising he would be on his way as soon as pos-
sible.

The young man, blithely looking at this
girlfriend who waved at him from behind the
glass doors at the airport, was more self-con-
fident than ever before. “I will succeed,” he
thought. “No matter how hard I have to work,
no matter how much I need to struggle, I’ll do
whatever I can to see this project bear fruit.
What a great opportunity to be of help to peo-
ple.” If everything went as planned, every-
one in the region would be able to generate
their own electricity in a couple of years.
Moreover, this would also fix the problem
for villages with no access to electricity and
make sure there are no households whose
electricity was cut off because they couldn’t
pay their bill. As the elderly member at the
Friends of Nature Association said, all this
would be done without disturbing nature’s
balance. Ali found it difficult to contain him-
self as he thought about this. Holding his bag
in one hand and the book Climb Your Own
Mountain, which Defne was surprised he was
reading, in the other, and with all the dreams
in his head, Ali was on his way to write a sto-
ry that he would tell with pride all his life...
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Kimin Ankara’s1?

Murat Mercan. Tiirkiye

Ustasinin ilk gilin 6grettigi sekilde diikkanin bereketini kagirmamak i¢in sag ayagiyla besmele
¢ekerek diikkana girerdi. Ona kizdig1 giinlerin ertesinde ise diikkkana sol ayagiyla girip bir baki-
ma intikamini alirdi. Bugiin sag ayagiyla girdi. Geg kalmis sayilsa da ustasinin gelmesine yarim
saat vardi. Matbaadaki baski malzemelerinin kokusunu artik hissetmiyordu. Baslarda garip ve
agir gelen bu kokuya alismasi bir aya yakin stirmiistii. Oysa babasinin evden gidisini bir hafta,
annesinin Olimiinii de on giinde atlatmigti. Neyse ki zamanla aligilamayacak hi¢bir sey yoktu
bu diinyada.

Benzi soluk, boyu ve boynu uzundu. 15 yasinda olmasina ragmen elleri hasir gibiydi.
Iki y1la yakindir bu kiigiik atdlyede, malzeme kokusunun arasinda baski isleriyle ugrasiyordu.
Isten arta kalan vaktinde Altindag’daki Baraj mahallesinde geceleri kdpek doviislerini izlemeye
gidiyordu. Yirmi otuz kisinin toplandig1 bu gecelerde kavganin daha uzun siirmesi i¢in disle-
ri sokiilen pitbulllar alkig ve kiifiirler esliginde can havliyle birbirlerine saldirtyordu. Burasi
filmlerdeki gibi mafyanin elinde olan sirt1 ceketli, gomlegi kravatsiz tiplerden ziyade bozkirin
agz1 sigarali, agz1 bozuk, agzi yamuk delikanlilarinin séziinlin gegtigi yerlerdendi. Baslarda
acik alanda yapilan kopek doviisleri, polis baskinlart sonrasi derme ¢atma eski bir barmaga
taginmak zorunda kalmisti. Kavgalarin miidavimleri genelde asgari {icretle ¢alisan ya da hig
calismayan insanlardi. Mekan, referans usuliiyle ¢alisiyordu. Selim bu mekana ilk defa islerini
yaptig1 Apo sayesinde girmisti. Apo da sag olsun kiiciik olmasina ragmen kirmamist1 Selim’i,
mekan sahibine “bizden” diyerek onu igeri aldirmisti. O giinden sonra Selim haftada bir iki kez
buraya gelmeye basladi, bahis oynamasa da siki takipg¢isi olmustu. Doviisleri izlemiyor adeta
kendi doviistiyordu kopek hiriltilarinin is kokusuna karistigi gecelerde. Apo’yla Selim kdpek
doviisii bitince barmagin arkasinda iki bira i¢ip kendi yollarina ayriliyorlardi. Apo’nun tuttugu
Arap isimli kdpegin kazandigi nadir gecelerde ise biranin yerini plastik bardaklarda icilen votka
ya da viski aliyordu. O gecelerde Selim’in kafasindakileri agiklamamast i¢in hicbir sebep yoktu.
Defalarca provasini da yapmisti evde, ama bir tiirlii lafa giremiyordu.

Selim disaridan bakildiginda ortalama bir insand1 ancak onu diger ortalama insanlardan
ayiran dnemli bir 6zellige de sahipti. Buna 6zellikten ziyade takinti da diyebiliriz. Selim’in ta-
kintis1 Ankarali olmay1ip da Ankara’da yasayanlardi. Ogrenciler, memurlar, biirokratlar, isgiler,
kahveci Emin, donerci Orhan, kons Mehtap ve digerleri. Ona gore tiim bu Ankara’ya sonradan
gelen insanlar Selim ve Selim gibilerin fakir kalmasinin sebebiydi. Biitiin gilizel isleri, giizel yer-
leri hep bu insanlar kapmisti. Hem babasi Sivaslt yan komsusuyla kagmamis miydi buralardan?
Annesini hastaneye gotiirdiiklerinde acildeki doktor odasinda heyecanli heyecanli Samsunspor
magina bakmiyor muydu? Allah kahretsin tiim bu insanlar Ankara’nin 6z kaynaklarini tiikketip
buray1 koca bir metropole ¢eviriyordu. Ne vardi kendi memleketlerinde kalip oray1 gelistir-
mek yerine Ankara’ya gociip birden hazira konuyorlardi. Daha gegen giin Riza usta anlatmamis
miydi, artik her ilde tiniversite, biiylik hastaneler, duble yollar vardi. Gayet de kendi evlerinde
kalip memleketleri i¢in bir seyler yapabilirdi bu iiniversiteli giizel kizlar, yakisikli oglanlar.

Anna Lindh
Foundation
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Hepsinin gozii vardi bagkentte ama artik buna birisinin dur demesi gerekiyordu. Bu iilke her
donemde kahramanlarini ¢ikarmigti. Evet, belki 15 yasinda olabilirdi fakat Ankara sehrinin ve
0z Ankaralilarin kendisine ihtiyaci vardi. Bu sehir artik kurtulacakti; Corumlulardan, Canki-
rililardan, Kirikkalelilerden, yurtta kalan 6grencilerden, Dikmen’deki gecekondularin iistiine
¢oken iyi giyinimlilerden, Karanfil’de tiim giin bildiri dagitanlardan, yuva yikan saglari dalgali
konslardan... Hepsinden, ama hepsinden. Buraya sonradan yerlesen kim varsa... Tek. Belki bu
zaman alacakt1 fakat sonuglarina degecekti. Tiim bu insanlar siirtildiikten sonra ise bosalacak
mevkilere Selim 6nderliginde kurulacak komisyonla atamalar yapilacakti. Atamalar yapilirken
adaylarin fakir ve Ankarali olmasi temel dlgiit olacakti. Sonraki siiregte de matbaa da 6grendigi
tekniklerle bir gazete ¢ikarabilirdi, ad1 da Bagkent Hiir Ses olurdu. Basina da kiigiik puntolarla
“Ankara Ankaralilarindir” yazardi. Bu gergekten kafasina yatmisti.

Dedesi icerdeki kanepenin iistiinde televizyonun karsisinda sizmisti. Ankarali olmayanlart
Ankara’dan kazima fikrine son halini vermek i¢in dogrudan odasina gegti. Ister istemez Anka-
rali olmayanlari buradan siirme isi kanli olacakti. Bunun i¢in 6nce kendisini kan tutmamaliydi,
bayilmalara son vermeliydi. Bunu agsmanin tek yolunun daha fazla kan gérmek oldugunu di-
siindii. Odadan ¢ikt1, televizyonun altindaki dolaptan dedesinin eski tras takimini act1. I¢indeki
perma sharp jileti ¢ikardi. Kullanilmisti, ama isini goriirdii. Tekrar odaya gecti. Efkarlanacak
bir seyler diisiinmeye koyuldu. Annesinin 61diigii giin, babasinin kagisi, ustasinin hirpalayislari,
parasizliktan ag¢ agina yiirtinmiis yollar... Hicbiri fayda etmedi. Ta ki ilkokulda Aysenur’un ¢18-
lik ¢1gliga “Ogretmenim Selim’in kafasinda bit var” diye bagirmasini hatirlayana dek. Oysa o
giin Selim, komsularimin bahgesinden erige dalmis, agactaki pas giibiir ne varsa hepsi kafasina
diismiistii. Ogretmenine bunu anlatmak yerine o aglamay1 segmisti. Okul ¢ikis1 6gretmeniyle
beraber eve gitmislerdi. Ogretmeni ¢ocuguyla ilgilenmedigi icin annesini de bir giizel azarla-
mis, annesi el penge divane 6ziir diledikten sonra evden ayrilmisti. Annesinin o mahcup hali
Aysenur’un ¢igliklarindan daha iiziicliydii. Tiim bu utang anlar1 aklindan gecerken Selim’in sol
kolundaki ilk jilet darbeleriyle sicak kan da akmaya bagliyordu. Sonrasi bayginlik...

Sabah uyandiginda carsaf kanla kaplamisti. Hemen onlar1 toplayip bir koseye savurdu.
Saat 10’a yaklasiyordu, ise ge¢ kalmistt yine. Ustasint aradi bugiin ise gelemeyecegini dedesi-
nin agrilarmin arttigini, hastaneye gotiirmesi gerektigini, Pazar giinii ¢alisarak telafi edecegini
anlatti. Ustasi yalanina inanmasa da kiifiirle karisik ‘iyi, bak isine” dedi. Selim de ayn1 sekilde
icinden kiifiir ederek telefonu kapatti. Hemen evden ¢ikip Siteler minibiisiine bindi. Apo’nun
sirketinin 6ntine geldi, aradi. Apo beklemesi gerektigini hemen yanina gelemeyecegini anlatti.
Ama Selim kan ter iginde kalmisti. Yerinde duramiyor, ardr ardina sigara yakiyor, stirekli kafa-
sini kasiyordu. Tekrar Apo’yu aradi, karsidaki kahveye gegmesini yarim saate kalmadan gele-
cegini bu sefer daha sert bir tonda soyledi. Selim caresizce kahveye gecti. Kahvedeki kasanin
arkasinda Ankaragiicii armasi ile Atatiirk posteri vardi. Siikiir kahveci bari Ankaraliydi. Biraz
rahatlamist1. Cayini igmeye basladi. Ugiincii cayin sekerlerini atarken Apo kapida bitti:

-Ne var lan bu saate dat ¢aldirtyorsun?

-Abi konugmamiz lazim

-Gece konusurduk boka mi girdi lan geceler?

-Abi ben kotliyiim

-Baglarim abine. Calistyoruz diyorum, bak bu koca yerin seceresini ben tutuyorum, kirma-
dim seni geldim buraya utanmasan aglayacaksin karsimda. Ne derdin var oglum senin?
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-Abi yarim saat izin alsan. Bira da igeriz. Benden

-Oglum ben sana ne anlatiyorum, kalk git suradan. Bira diyor hala, alkolik mi oldun bagi-
miza. Aksam konusuruz, git yiiziinii yika sonra ikile

Apo, Selim’in i¢tigi ¢ayin parasini masaya atarak tekrar is yerine gecti. Selim de yiiziini
yikayip digart ¢ikti. Saat daha 11 buguktu. Aksama kadar yapacak bir isi yoktu. Eve gidip uyu-
maya karar verdi. Uyuyunca vakit daha hizli geger diye diisiindi.

Uyandiginda saat 8’e geliyordu. Bir seyler atigtirmak i¢in mutfaga gecti. Sabah Siteler’de
ictigi karbonatl ¢ayin tadi tekrar agzina geldi dolab1 kapatti. Altindag’daki Baraj mahallesine
dogru yola koyuldu. Bu gece Arap’in magi vardi. Kazanirsa muhtemelen viski i¢erlerdi. En son
bir buguk ay dnce viski igmislerdi, Neset esliginde, sisli ve 151kl Ankara’ya karst.

Apo’ya kars1 biraz sinirliydi sabah resmen iplenmemisti fakat Apo ikinci adamdi. Ona
tahammiil etmesi gerektiginin bilincindeydi. Sabah higbir sey yasanmamis gibi kafalarini to-
kusturup magi izlemeye koyuldular. Arap glinlerdir 151k gdrmemis gibi gozlerini ufak agiliyor-
du. Miicadele sert geciyordu ama Apo bu sefer dirayetli ¢ikmisti. Miicadele sonunda son bir
darbeyle rakibine alt etti. Apo’nun keyfi yerine geldi. Tabi Selim’in de. 300 TL kazanmist1 Apo
bu magtan. Dogruca tekelin yolunu tuttular. Biiyiik viski kiigiik ¢ikolata esliginde her zamanki
mekanlarina gectiler. O ana dek sabah yasananlara dek hi¢ konusmamislardi. Apo ilk bardagi
doldurup Selim uzatirken s6ze girdi:

-Ne derdin var oglum senin, sabahin koriinde is yerime geliyorsun, utanmasan racon ke-
seceksin?

-Estagfurullah abi

-Anlat dinliyorum

-Abi igelim sunlart 6nce

-Hay abinin sarap canagina. Haydi serefe!

Selim ikinci yudumdan sonra dokiilmeye basladi:

-Abi biliyorsun, babam Sivasli orospu yiiziinden bizi birakip kacti. Annem o Samsunlu
doktor yiliziinden 6ldii. Yani Ankarali olmayan tiim bu insanlar bize sadece 1stirap ¢ektiriyor.
Eger biz fakirsek bunlar tiim iyi yerleri kaptig1 i¢in. Ankara’y1 mahvettiler, bizi mahvettiler.
Bize yasam alani birakmadilar. Sen asgari ticretle koca sirketin muhasebesini tutuyorsun, ben
600 liraya millettin ag1z kokusunu ¢ekiyorum her giin. Niye? Ankarali oldugumuz i¢in. Reva m1
bu? Atatiirk bunlar i¢in mi bagkent yapt1 Ankara’y1. Hayir, bizim i¢in yapti, bizim kurtulusumuz
icin. Kimse bunun bilincinde degil. Birilerinin elini masaya vurmasi lazim artik.

- Oglum sen ne igiyorsun lan benden habersiz. Baban o orospuyu silah zoruyla kagirds,
anan da kendi kaderiyle 6ldii. Allah’in takdiri, bize arkasindan Fatiha okumak diiser. Diinyadan
gram haberin yok. Riiyada yasiyorsun. Seni 6ksiiz yetim diye aldik karsimiza oturttuk. Koruduk
kolladik. Sen adam siirmekten bahsediyorsun. Kimi nereden siiriiyorsun lan sen o kiigiik kafan-
la. Hasta misin oglum sen?

-Abi sen Ankarali degil misin?

-Haymanalryim oglum ben bilmiyor musun?

-E 0 zaman?

-Ne e o zaman. K&tii bir sey mi yasadin oglum sen. Bak varsa bana anlatmadigin bir sey
varsa tek adam gibi anlat

-Yok abi. Ben sana yillardir kafamda olan seyi anlatiyorum. Sen benimle dalga geciyorsun
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-Ne yani yillardir Ankarali olmayanlar1 61diirmeyi mi diistiniiyorsun?

-Yok abi siirecegiz hepsini. Direnen olursa kan akabilir. Ben kansiz devrimden yanayim.
Adil olan da bu zaten. Ama kan akacaksa ona da hazirim

-Lan seni kan tutuyor dalyarak. Neye hazirsin? Iki faga atsam surada iki seksen bayilacak-
sin. Neye hazirsin?

-Abi calistim evde, sen rahat ol, artik bayilma yok

-I¢ sunu da seni eve birakayim

-Ben giderim abi sag ol keyfini bozma sen

Selim kap1y1 hizla ¢arparak arabadan ¢ikti. Hayal kirikligina ugramisti. Oysa hayalinde bu
durumu Apo ya agikladigi zaman 6nce alnindan Opiip sonra ‘kardesim seninle gurur duyuyo-
rum, tiim Ankaralilar adina’ diyordu. Isler beklediginden ters gitmisti. Bu saatte araba da yoktu
eve giden. Tiim bozkir sogugunu burnundan cigerine ¢eke ¢eke yola koyuldu. Kiifiir ede.

Ertesi giin ise gitti erkenden. Ustasinin dedesiyle ilgili, merak etmese de ‘deden nasil ol-
du?’ sorusuna, ‘bugiin biraz daha iyiydi’ diyerek calismaya devam etti. Ama aklindaki tek soru
Apo’nun neden ters yaptigiydi. O olmadan bu is olmazdi. Aksam tekrar konusmak en iyisiydi.

Is ¢ikis1 eve ugramadan dogruca Siteler’in yolunu tuttu. Sirketi 6niinde beklemeye basla-
di. Aramadi. Arasa kizacagini biliyordu. Ayni kahvede, ayn1 karbonatli ¢ay1 igerek gergin bir se-
kilde beklemeye koyuldu. Kahveci, Selim’in davranislarindan rahatsiz olsa gerek yanina geldi.

-Iyi misin yegenim?

-Iyiyim abi. Nerelisin sen?

-Ankaraliyim

-Ben de Ankaraliyim. Merak etme sen de kurtulacaksin. Bu bos gezen Corumlulara ¢ay
vermeyeceksin vakti gelince. Gitsin kdylerinde igsinler ¢aylarini. Apo’yla konusup seni daha
iyi mevkilere getirecegim. Bu konuda bana giivenebilirsin. I¢ini ferah tut. Simdilik sana bu
sOylediklerimi kimseye anlatma. Vakti gelince herkes duyacak zaten. Sen en giizeli bu ¢opliikte
son zamanlarmin tadini ¢gikar

-Lan sen kim oluyorsun da benim ekmek tekneme laf ediyorsun it. Kalk git. Vursam yarisi
bosa gidecek. Kalk git.

Cebini yokladi. Bozukluklar1 eline verip kahveden ¢ikti. O sirada Apo da is arkadaglariyla
servisi bekliyordu. Selim’in sesine irkildi. Arkadaslarina ‘yarin goriisiiriiz’ diyerek yanlarindan
ayrildi.

Selim’in kolundan tutup kdseye ¢ekti

-Sana buraya gelme demedim mi lan ben diin gece?

-Abi diin yasananlar1 unutalim. Riizgardan dolay1 arabanin kapisini hizli ¢arpmis olabili-
rim, kusura bakma. Gel bastan oturup konusalim dediklerimi.

-Sen hastasin. Dedenle konusup seni doktora gotiirecegim

-Ne doktoru abi? Ben her zamanki Selim’im

-Yiirii dedene gidiyoruz

-Gelmiyorum ben! Gidip kdpekgilere anlatacagim plani. Onlar beni dinlerler en azindan.
Senin gibi deli muamelesi yapmazlar. Bu Haymanalilar da yamuk adamlardi zaten, biliyordum.

Apo sag elinin distyla Selim’in g6ziiniin altina bir tokat yapistirdi. Laflart agir gelmisti.
Bas basa olsalar affedebilirdi belki. Ama is arkadaslar1 hala servisi bekliyor, bir taraftan da
kendilerine bakiyordu. Yere yigilan Apo aglamaya basladi. Bagira agliyordu. Oglunu kaybeden
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anneler gibi agliyordu. Farkinda olmasa da 15 yillik hayatini 30 yillik yasamis olmanin verdigi
agirligi atiyordu viicudundan. Sirketten ¢ikanlar hemen olay yerine {siistii. Durup izlemeye
basladilar. Durup izlemeseler eve gidip televizyon seyredeceklerdi birkag¢ saat. Sonra da ayn
kisiyle yliz yildir ayn1 yataga giriyormus hissiyle birbirlerine sirtlarin1 doniip uyuyacaklardi.
Neyse ki sevdikleri dizinin baglamasina daha vardi. Bu malzemenin kagiritlmamasi gerekir.

Selim Apo’nun dediklerini duymuyordu. Aglamasi durmustu ama tas kesilmisti viicudu.
Elleri yumruk seklinde, dizlerini karninda, tepki veremiyordu. Gozleri agik disleri sikikti. Apo
endiselenmeye bagladi gidisattan. Olay1 camin arkasindan izleyen kahveci ¢oktan ambulansi
aramistt. Cok ge¢meden olay yerine polis esliginde saglik ekipleri geldi.

Saglik gorevlileri Selim’e birkag soru sordular, higbirine tepki vermedi. Dogrudan am-
bulansa yerlestirdiler Selim’i. Hemsireler Selim’in telefonundan bir yakinina ulasmaya ¢alisti.
Sirayla babasi ve annesini aradilar, cevap veren olmadi. Selim’e sakinlestirici vurulduktan sonra
serum baglandi. Apo da o sirada polislere yazili ifadesini veriyordu. Apo zamaninda yasa disi is-
lere karissa da amirlerle ¢ok isi olmamisti. Karakol ortam1 daha simdiden onu bogmaya basladi.
Polisler olayin gergek nedenini biraz da sert iislupla sorunca Apo anlatmaya basladi:

-Amirim bizim sirketin baski iglerini Selim’in ¢alistig1 matbaada yaptiriyoruz. Ben de
sirketin hem muhasebe hem de ayak iglerini bakiyorum. Matbaaya gittigim bir giin Selim’le
tanistik. Selim 6ksiiz yetim bir ¢ocuk. Ben de bunu koruyup kolluyorum hayrina. Efendidir de.
Ta ki su bir kag giine kadar dyleydi.

-Noldu o birkag giinde?

-Gegen giin geldi ‘Abi ben bu Ankarali olmayanlar1 dldiirecegim. Sen de bana destek ol
temizleyelim buralari’ dedi. Once saka yapiyor sandim. Ustelemedim, git dinlen dedim. Ertesi
giin geldi sirketin kapisina dayandi. Bas bagiriyor insan iginde. Dayanamadim tokat attim ben
de. Bayild1 kaldi. Elimden kac¢ti amirim yoksa suncacik ¢ocuga niye vurayim ben.

-Oldiirme meselesini a¢ biraz daha

-Amirim tutturmus ‘biz fakirsek Ankara’ya sonradan gelip bizim buralart dolduranlar yii-
ziinden’ diye bir laf, sayiklayip duruyor. Kafasinda plan kurmus. Neymis Ankaralilar birlesecek,
Corumlulart Cankirililar 6ldiiriip gomecek, sonra buralar bize kalacakmis.

Apo’nun sorgusu son bulurken Selim de hastanede yeni kendine gelmeye baglamisti. Ba-
sindaki gozliikli ve kilolu doktor kendisine sorular sorup duruyordu. Bu ka¢? Alkol uyusturucu
kullaniyor musun? Ailen nerede? Cevap yok. Doktor saatine bakti, nébeti bitmis sayilirdi. Uzat-
maya da niyeti yoktu, Selim’e biraz daha uyumasini sdyleyip odadan ¢ikti.

Ertesi glin Selim ilk defa gordiigii cihazlar ve resimler esliginde bir takim testlere tabi
tutuldu. Oglenden sonra psikiyatrin odasina getirildi. Nasil oldugunu sordu doktor.

-Nerelisin abi sen?

-Ankaraliyim

-Stiikiir. Beni kader buraya getirdi. Sansli kisi senmissin meger. Apo’yu bosverelim. Bence
o Ankarali degil. Ama sen gergek bir Ankaralisin. Yiiziinden belli. Ayaz islemis yiiziine. Artik
sabahlara dek Kirikkalelilerin salak hastaliklarini dinlemeyeceksin. Seni beyin takiminda diisii-
niiyorum abi

-Seve seve. Biraz daha agarsan daha faydali olabilirim Selim. Tam olarak ne yapacagiz?

-Ankarali olmayan ne kadar adam varsa onlari siirecegiz buradan. Once giizellikle soyle-
yecegiz. Direnirlerse kan akacak. Onlardan bosalacak yerlere de bizler yerlesecegiz. Hak ettigi-
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miz maddi manevi her seyi geri alacagiz. Ilk Apo’ya anlattim ben bunlari ama o ters yapti. Isler
karigti. Bana tokat att1. Artik sen benim abim sayilirsin. Sen ne diyorsun. Bikmadin m1 sen de
onlar1 tedavi etmekten?

-Hakl1 olabilirsin Selim’cim. Ama bunlar1 yapmadan &nce senin burada kalip biraz gii¢
toplaman gerekecek diigsiincesindeyim. Ben sik yanina gelecegim. Sanirim annen baban yok-
mus. Burada oldugunu haber verebilecegimiz bir akraban da mi1 yok?

-Dedem var, gerek yok haber vermeye. Ben yatmak istemiyorum. Bir an dnce sahada
olmamiz lazim seninle

-Tabi olacagiz, olacagiz ama dedigim gibi 6nce gii¢ toplaman gerek. Bunun i¢in sana
diizenli olarak ¢esitli ilaglar verecegiz. Aynaya bakmiyor musun hi¢? Corumlulart o siska kolla-
rinla m1 doveceksin Allah agkina. Biraz kendine gel sonrasi kolay.

-Kabul. Sonra beraber gidecegiz o zaman

-Evet, evet. Hadi siire doldu. Siradaki hastay1 almam lazim. Kapidaki kadin yardimci ola-
cak sana.

Selim hasta bakici kadin esliginde oldukg¢a uzun siire kalacagt 401 numarali odaya dogru
yola koyuldu. Yiizi giilityordu. Doktor aradig: kisinin tam da kendisiydi. Plan diizgiin isleye-
cekti. Buradan ¢iktiklarinda herkes onlari gosterecekti parmakla. O kahraman ikiliyi. Selim ve
doktoru. Selim yeni yatagina uzanmis mutlu ve anlamsiz bir surat ifadesiyle tavana bakarken
birkac asistan dgrenci ve hemsire odaya girdi. Acil bir durum oldugu zaman basmasi gereken
diigmeyi gosterip test ettirdiler. Sonra hemsire Selim’den kolunu sivamasini istedi. Hemsire
damarlarna ilk ilact gonderdi. Gozleri kiigiilmiistii. Uykuya dalmadan 6nce Selim’in iki yana
uzamis dudaklarindan iki kelime dokiilityordu: Ankara Ankaralilarindir...

Anna Lindh
Foundation
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Whose Ankara?

Murat Mercan. Turkey

He used to enter the shop stepping in with his
right foot and reciting bismillah so as not to
bring misfortune to the shop, just as his mas-
ter taught him on the first day. But when he
was mad at him, he used to step in the shop
with his left foot the next day, taking revenge
in his own way. Today, he entered with his
right foot first. He was rather late, but there
was still half an hour until his master arrived.
He had stopped smelling the printing materi-
als at the print house. It had taken him almost
one month to get accustomed to this odour,
which he found strange and overpowering
at first. It had, however, taken him only one
week to get over his father leaving them, and
ten days to get over his mother’s death. For-
tunately, there was nothing in this world that
one could not get used to.

He was pale and tall, with a long neck.
His hands were rough as straw despite his fif-
teen years. For almost two years he had been
struggling with printing works in this small
workshop amidst the smell of materials. In
his free time, he went to watch dogfights
at night, in the Baraj neighbourhood in Al-
tindag. On these nights, pit bulls, with their
teeth torn out so that the fights took longer,
attacked each other for life, accompanied by
claps and curses of twenty or thirty specta-
tors. This was one of those places ruled by
lads of the steppes with foul mouths — lopsid-
ed and always containing a cigarette — rather
than those mafia types wearing jackets and
shirts without a tie that you see in movies. In-
itially held in outdoor areas, dogfights had to
be moved to an old makeshift hut after the po-
lice busts. The regulars were generally mini-

A SEA OF WORDS 8TH YEAR

mum wage earners or unemployed. The ven-
ue operated on a referral basis. Selim had first
gone to this venue thanks to Apo, a guy he
worked for. Apo had not turned Selim down
despite his young age and had him accepted
by the owner of the place, saying he was “one
of them.” Thereafter, Selim began to visit the
place once or twice a week; he had become
an ardent fan, although he didn’t place bets.
On those nights when the dogs’ growls blend-
ed with the sooty air, he wasn’t just watching
the fights. It was as if he was fighting himself.
Apo and Selim had two beers behind the hut
when the dog fights were over and then went
their separate ways. On those rare occasions
when the dog named Arap that Apo supported
won, beer was replaced by vodka or whiskey
and drunk in plastic cups. There was no rea-
son preventing Selim from disclosing what
he had on his mind on those nights. He had
rehearsed the moment several times at home,
but he just couldn’t get to it.

Selim was an average person on the
outside, but he had an important trait that dis-
tinguished him from other average people, an
obsession if you will. He was obsessed with
people who weren’t originally from Ankara,
but who lived there. Students, public serv-
ants, bureaucrats, workers, Emin the coffee
shop guy, Orhan the kebab guy, Mehtap the
hostess and others. According to him, all
those people who came to Ankara later were
the reasons why Selim and people like him
were poor. They had taken all the nice jobs
and all the nice spots. Wasn’t that the next-
door neighbour his dad ran away with from
Sivas? Wasn’t that doctor in the emergency
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room enthusiastically watching the Samsun-
spor game when they took his mum to the
hospital? God damn, all those people were
consuming Ankara’s resources, turning it into
a huge metropolis. Instead of staying in their
hometowns and improving them, they immi-
grated to Ankara to find everything on a silver
platter. Hadn’t master Riza told him the day
before that there were universities, huge hos-
pitals and double highways in every province
now? They might as well have stayed at their
hometowns and done something good for
their homes, those beautiful college girls and
handsome young men. They all had their eyes
on the capital, but some had to stop that now.
This country had raised its heroes in every
age. He might be 15, but he was what the
city of Ankara and the real people of Ankara
needed. The city would be saved now, from
those people of Corum, Cankir1, Kirikkale,
those dorm students, those fancy-dressed
people who had laid hold of the slums in
Dikmen, those who handed out bulletins all
day at Karanfil, the home wrecking hostesses
with their wavy hair, each and every one of
them. Whoever had settled here later. One by
one. Maybe that would take some time, but
the results would be worth it. The positions
vacated after the banishment of all those peo-
ple would be filled again, with people des-
ignated by the commission established under
Selim’s leadership. The principal criteria for
designation were poverty and being from
Ankara. Afterwards, he could issue a news-
paper using the techniques he learned at the
print house and name it Baskent Hiir Ses.” He
would write “Ankara belongs to the people of
Ankara” in small letters under the title. This
sounded really plausible to him.

His grandfather had dozed off on the
couch. He walked directly into his room to

1 Free voice of the Capital.
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finalise his idea of ridding Ankara of peo-
ple who weren’t from Ankara. It was inev-
itable to shed some blood while banishing
the non-Ankara people. To do that, he had
to stop getting sick from the sight of blood
and end those blackouts. He figured that the
only way to overcome this problem was to
see more blood. He left the room and opened
his grandfather’s old razor set in the cup-
board. He took out the perma sharp razor. It
was used, but would do the job. He walked
in his room again. He started to think about
depressing things. The day his mother died,
his father running away, all the abuse he
got from this master, all the long walks he
had to take when he was starving from pov-
erty. None of them was of any use, until he
remembered Aysenur screaming wildly at
elementary school, “Teacher! There are lice
in Selim’s hair!” What really happened that
day was he had ravaged the plum tree in their
neighbour’s garden and all the grime and
smudge in the tree had landed on his head.
He had preferred crying to telling his teacher
about this. They had gone home together with
the teacher after school. His teacher had told
his mum off for not taking care of her child
and left after his mum apologised, bowing
and scraping. His mum’s embarrassment was
more upsetting than Aysenur’s screams. As
all these moments of shame passed through
his mind, warm blood started to flow with
the first razor cuts on Selim’s left arm. Then
came the blackout.

When he woke up next morning, his
sheets were covered in blood. He piled them
up and threw them in a corner. It was almost
ten now and he was late for work again. He
called his master and told him he couldn’t
come to work because his dad’s pain was
worse, that he had to take him to a hospital
and that he would make up for his absence
by working on Sunday. Despite his disbelief,
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the master said “fine, take care of that” with
a few swear words sprinkled in the sentence.
Selim hung up, also swearing silently. He left
the house immediately and got on a minibus to
Siteler. He got off in front of Apo’s company
and called him. Apo explained that he had to
wait, that he couldn’t come to him right away.
But Selim was sweating buckets now. He was
fidgeting, lighting cigarette after cigarette,
scratching his head all the time. He called Apo
again, who told him, in a more authoritative
voice now, to go sit at the coffee shop across
the street and that he would be there in half an
hour. Selim had no choice but to go there. The
banner of Ankaragiicli and a poster of Atatiirk
were hanging on the wall behind the counter
at the coffee shop. Thank god, at least the cof-
fee shop guy was originally from Ankara. He
was a little relieved now. He started to drink
his tea. Apo appeared at the door while he was
putting sugar in his third tea:

“What the hell is the reason for ringing
me at this time of the day?”

“We need to talk brother.”

“Why the fuck don’t we talk tonight?”’

“I’m not good, brother.”

“To hell with your brother. I was work-
ing, I told you. Look, I keep all the records
of this huge place and I didn’t turn you down
and came here. Here you are, on the brink of
crying. What the hell is with you boy?”

“Could you just take half an hour broth-
er? We’ll have a beer too. It’s on me.”

“What have [ just been telling you? Off
with you! Still talking about beer and shit;
are you an alcoholic now? We’ll talk tonight,
now go wash your face and get going.”

Apo threw the money for Selim’s tea on
the table and went back to his office. Selim
also washed his face and walked out. It was
only half past eleven. He decided to go home
and sleep. He thought time would go by fast-
er if he did that.
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It was almost eight when he woke up.
He went to the kitchen for a snack. He felt the
taste of the poor-quality tea he had at Sitel-
er that morning again and closed the fridge.
He was off to the Baraj neighbourhood in
Altindag. Arap was fighting that night. They
would probably have whiskey if he won. The
last time they had whiskey was one and a half
months ago, accompanied by Neset’s songs
and facing the foggy and illuminated Ankara.

He was a little mad at Apo, as he hadn’t
really given a shit that morning, but Apo was
the second guy. Selim was aware that he had
to put up with him. They bumped their heads
as if nothing had happened that morning and
started to watch the fight. Arap’s eyes squint-
ed as if he hadn’t seen the light for days. It
was a tough fight, but Arap persevered this
time. He knocked down his opponent with a
final blow at the end. That put Apo in a good
mood. Selim too, of course. Apo had won
three hundred liras from this fight. They went
directly for the liqueur shop. They then pro-
ceeded to their usual place, with a large bot-
tle of whiskey and a small bar of chocolate.
They hadn’t talked about what happened that
morning until then. Apo started the conver-
sation as he filled the first cup and gave it to
Selim:

“What the hell is the matter with you
boy, appearing at my workplace at the crack
of dawn? You acted like you owned the
place!”

“I would never do that, brother.”

“Ok, spill it.”

“Let’s drink these first, brother.”

“Cut the brother shit! Cheers!”.

Selim started to spill after the second
drink.

“You know, brother, my dad left us and
ran away with that whore from Sivas. My
mum died because of that doctor from Sam-
sun. I mean all those people that aren’t from
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Ankara bring nothing but pain to us. We’re
poor because of those people snatching all
the good jobs. They ruined Ankara, they ru-
ined us. They left us nowhere to live. You
keep the books of a whole company on min-
imum wages and I have to put up with peo-
ple’s shit every day for six hundred liras. And
for what? It’s all because we’re from Ankara.
Is that fair? Is that why Atatiirk made Ankara
the capital? No, he made it the capital for us,
for our salvation. No one is aware of that. It’s
time someone banged his fist on the table.”

“What the hell have you been smok-
ing, boy? Your dad kidnapped that whore
at gunpoint and your mum’s death was just
fate. It’s Allah’s will and all we can do is
to pray for her. You don’t know anything
about the world. You’re living in a dream.
I became friends with you because you were
orphaned. I stood by you and supported you.
Now you’re talking about banishing people.
Who do you think you are banishing people,
with that little head of yours? Are you out of
it boy?”

“Aren’t you from Ankara brother?”

“I'm from Haymana, don’t you know
that, boy?”

“What then?”

“What do you mean, what then? Has
something bad happened to you boy? Look,
if there’s something you haven’t told me, tell
me now.”

“No, brother. I'm telling you something
that’s been on my mind for years and you’re
just messing with me.”

“What do you mean? Have you been
planning to kill everyone not from Ankara
for years?”

“No brother, we’ll just banish them all.
If anyone resists, then there may be blood-
shed. I’m for a revolution without bloodshed.
That’s only fair. But if blood’s gonna flow,
then I’'m ready for it.”
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“You faint at the sight of blood, you
dickhead. What do you think you’re ready
for? You’d fall head over heels here, if [ gave
you a scratch. What are you ready for?”

“I practised at home, brother, don’t
worry. No more fainting.”

“Drink up and I’ll take you home.”

“I'll go myself brother, thank you.
Don’t worry.”

Selim slammed the door and left the
car. He was disappointed. He had imagined
that Apo would first kiss him on his forehead
and then say “I’'m proud of you brother, for
all the people of Ankara,” when he explained
his plan to him. Things had gone worse than
he had imagined. There were no cars going
to his house at this time of the night. He hit
the road, inhaling all the cold of the steppes.
He cursed.

The next day, he showed up early at
work. His master inquired after his grandfa-
ther, despite his lack of curiosity, and Selim
continued to work after he replied “he was
a little better today.” But the only question
in his mind was why Apo had slapped him
down. He couldn’t carry on his plan without
him. It would be best to talk to him again that
night.

He went straight to Siteler without
stopping by his home after work. He start-
ed to wait in front of the company. He knew
that Apo would be mad if he called him. He
started to wait nervously, sipping on the same
tea at the same coffee shop. The coffee shop
owner, probably bothered by the way Selim
acted, walked up to him.

“Are you ok, kid?”

“I’m fine, brother. Where are you from?”

“Ankara.”

“Me too. Don’t worry; you’ll be saved
as well. When the time comes, you won’t be
handing out tea to these good for nothing
people of Corum. Let them have their tea
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in their villages. I’ll talk to Apo and assign
you to a better position. You can trust me
with this. Don’t you worry. Don’t tell anyone
about what I just told you yet. Everyone will
hear about it anyway when the time comes.
Just enjoy your final days in this shithole.”

“Who the hell do you think you are,
bad-mouthing my bread and butter, punk?
Get out. I would hit you if you weren’t so
scrawny. Get out.”

He checked his pocket. He gave the
guy some coins and left the coffee shop.
Meanwhile, Apo was waiting for the shuttle
bus with his co-workers. He was startled by
Selim’s voice. He said “see you tomorrow” to
his co-workers and left them.

He grabbed Selim by the arm and
pulled him over.

“Didn’t I tell you last night not to come
here?”

“Let’s forget about last night, brother.
I may have slammed the car door because
of the wind, sorry about that. Let’s talk
everything over again.”

“You’re sick. I’ll talk to your grandfa-
ther and take you to a doctor.”

“What do you mean a doctor? I’m the
same person | ever was.”

“Come now, we’re going to your grand-
father.”

“I’'m not coming! I’ll go to the dog-
fighters to talk about my plan. They would
listen to me at least. They wouldn’t treat me
like a lunatic like you do. I knew that no one
good ever came out of Haymana.”

Apo slapped Selim under the eye, with
the back of his right hand. He was offend-
ed. He could have forgiven him, if they were
alone. But his co-workers were still there
waiting for the shuttle bus and watching them.
Apo was lying on the ground, crying. He was
crying loudly. He was crying like a mother
who lost her son. Without being aware of it,
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he was releasing the stress of the thirty years
he had lived despite being only fifteen. Those
from the company gathered around the scene.
They stopped and watched. If they hadn’t,
they would have gone home to watch TV for
a couple of hours. Then they would go to bed,
turn their backs to each other and sleep, feel-
ing like they had been going to bed with the
same person for centuries. Fortunately, their
favourite show would not be on soon. The
scene there was not to be missed.

Selim was beyond the reach of Apo’s
words. He had stopped crying, but now his
body was as stiff as stone. He laid there with
his hands made into fists, his legs pulled to
his stomach, unable to react. His eyes were
open and his teeth were clenched. Apo was
starting to get worried. The coffee shop own-
er, who had watched the whole thing from
behind the glass, had already called an ambu-
lance. Before long, the medics arrived at the
scene, accompanied by the police.

The medics asked Selim a couple of
questions, but he didn’t react to any of them.
They put him directly in the ambulance.
Meanwhile, the nurses tried to reach Selim’s
family on his phone. They called his dad
first, then his mum, none of whom answered.
Selim was given sedatives and put on an IV.
Apo was giving a written statement to the
police at the time. Despite his involvement
in illegal affairs at the time, Apo had not got
involved much with the officers. The atmos-
phere of the police station had already started
to suffocate him. When the police inquired
about the actual reason for the event, a little
roughly, Apo started to tell the story:

“Sir, my company uses the print house
where Selim works. I’m in charge of the
company’s accounting and office affairs.
I met Selim when I went to the print house
one day. Selim is an orphan. I’ve been pro-
tecting and supporting him, for charity. He is
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also well-behaved. At least until the last cou-
ple of days.”

“What happened in the last couple of
days?”

“He came to me the other day and said
‘Brother, I’11 kill these people who aren’t from
Ankara. Work with me and we’ll cleanse our
city of them.” First I thought he was joking.
I didn’t take it seriously and told him to go
get some rest. The next day, he turned up in
front of the company. He was shouting at
the top of his voice, among all the people.
I couldn’t help but slap him. He just fainted
there. I really lost it, sir, why would I hit a
small child otherwise?”

“Elaborate on that killing thing.”

“Sir, he’s obsessed with this idea that
he’s poor because of people who came to An-
kara and took all the jobs. He made a plan.
All people from Ankara would join forces,
kill everyone from Corum or Cankiri and
bury them and then we would have the whole
city to ourselves.”

As Apo’s interrogation came to an end,
Selim was just starting to regain conscious-
ness at the hospital. The overweight doctor
with glasses kept asking him questions. What
number is this? Do you use alcohol or drugs?
Where’s your family? No response. The doc-
tor looked at his watch; his shift was almost
over. He didn’t want to prolong it. He told
Selim to sleep a little more and left the room.

The next day, Selim went through some
tests that were accompanied by devices and
pictures he saw for the first time in his life.
He was taken to the psychiatrist’s room in the
afternoon. The doctor asked him how he was.

“Where are you from, brother?”’

“Ankara.”

“Thank God. Fate brought me here.
You’re the lucky person then. Let’s forget
about Apo. I don’t think he’s from Ankara
anyway. But you’re a real man of Ankara.
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I can tell it from your face. It is moulded by
the cold, dry weather. You won’t have to hear
about the stupid sicknesses of Kirikkale peo-
ple all night. I’'m thinking about having you
in the brain team.”

“My pleasure. I could be of more help
if you could elaborate, Selim. What exactly
are we going to do?”

“We’ll banish anyone who isn’t orig-
inally from Ankara. First we’ll tell them
nicely. If they resist, then blood will be shed.
We’ll take over the positions they leave. We’ll
take back everything we deserve, material or
immaterial. I told Apo about this plan first,
but he slapped me down. Things went south.
He hit me. You’re like a brother to me now.
What do you say? Aren’t you tired of treating
those people?”

“You may be right Selim. But I think
you’d have to stay here a while and regain
your strength first. I’ll visit you frequently.
I heard you don’t have a mum or dad. Don’t
you have any kin we can let know about your
stay here?”

“I have a granddad, but no need to let
him know. I don’t want to stay here. We have
to be in the field together, as soon as possible!”

“Of course we will, but first you need
to regain your strength as I said before. To do
that, we’ll give you different drugs every day.
Don’t you ever look in the mirror? Will you
beat up the Corum people with those scrawny
arms, for God’s sake? Once you recover, the
rest will be easy.”

“Deal. We’ll go together then.”

“Yeah, yeah. Come on now, time’s up.
I need to take in the next patient. The lady at
the door will help you.”

Accompanied by the nurse’s assistant,
Selim walked towards room number 401,
where he would stay for quite a long time.
There was a happy look on his face. The doc-
tor was exactly what he was looking for. The
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plan would go well. Everyone would praise
them when they got out of here. The two he-
roes: Selim and the doctor. While Selim was
lying in his new bed and staring at the ceiling
with a happy and empty expression on his
face, a few assistants and nurses entered the
room. They showed him the button he was
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supposed to press when there was an emer-
gency and had him test it. Then the nurse
asked Selim to roll up his sleeve. She shot the
first drug into his veins. His eyes narrowed.
Before falling asleep, a few more words es-
caped his drooping lips. “Ankara belongs to
the people of Ankara.”

Anna Lindh
Foundation
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