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6 Subat 2023 sabahi, saat 04.17'de Pazarcik merkezli 7.7 siddetin-
de meydana gelen depremin etkisi Kohramanmaras’la birlikte on
bir sehirde daha hissedildi. Asrin degil belki de tarihin en biyik
felaketiyle karsi karsiyaydik o gin. Saatler 13.24'U gosterdiginde
ise, bu sefer Elbistan merkezli 7.6 siddetinde depremle sarsildik.

Depremde binlerce canimiz, hemsehrimiz sehadet serbeti ictiler.
Kahramanmaras’in kiltir dinyasina deger katan cok sayida ede-
biyatci, akademisyen de vardi bu vefat edenler arasinda. Hepsine
Allah'tan (cc) rahmet, yakinlarina sabir diliyorum.

Simdi Ramazan ayi icindeyiz. Dualarimiz, niyazlarimiz Allah’a (cc)
yoneliktir. Ramazan ayr Kahramanmaras'imiza ve depremden et-
kilenen Hatay, Adiyaman, Gaziantep, Kilis, Osmaniye, Sanliurfa,
Diyarbakir, Malatya, Elazig ve Adana sehirlerine Allah'tan (cc) bir
rahmet ve merhamet vesilesi olsun.

At 04:17 on the morning of February 6, 2023, a 7.7 magnitude earthquo-
ke centered in Pazarcik caused damage in eleven other cities along with
Kahramanmaras. That day, we were facing the biggest disaster not of the
century, but perhaps of history. When the clocks showed 13:24, we were
shaken by a 7.6 earthquake, this time centered in Elbistan.

Thousands of our fellow citizens were martyred in the earthquake. Among
those who passed away were many literators and academicians who ad-
ded value to the cultural world of Kohramanmaras. | wish them all mercy
from Allah (swt) and condole with their relatives.

We are now in the month of Ramadan. Our prayers and supplications are
directed to Allah (swt). May the month of Ramadan be a means of mercy
and compassion from Allah (swt) to Kahramanmaras and the earthqua-
ke-affected cities of Hatay, Adiyaman, Gaziantep, Kilis, Osmaniye, Sanliur-
fa, Diyarbakir, Malatya, Elazig and Adana.

Hayrettin GUNGOR
Mayor of Kohramanmaras Metropolitan Municipality
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BECAUSE OUR WORD IS OUR BOND
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Bilindigi Uzere Kahramanmaras deni-
lince akla ilk kahramanligi, ikincisiyse
edebiyatciligi gelir. Edebiyatcilarindan
kastimiz sadece cok sayida Kahraman-
marash sair, hikdyeci, denemeci veya
mitefekkirin olmasi degildir. Kahraman-
marasli yazarlar Turk edebiyat tarihinde
“Maras Ekoli” diye isimlendirilen akimin,
hareketin, olusumun temsilcileridir. Bunun
sebebi; onlarin Tirk edebiyat tarihine
minferit degil, toplu hélde hareket ede-
rek ortak bir bilin¢, sanat anlayisi, este-
tik ve dilnya gorisi getirmeleridir. Bu
hareket, Turkiye’'nin dort bir tarafindan
yazarlari nesiller boyunca etkilemistir.
Kahramanmaras'ta cikarilan Hamle, Do-
lunay ve Ikindiyazilan dergileri, “Maras
Ekoli”niin acik delilleri arasindadir. Son-
rasinda Edebiyat ve Mavera dergilerini
hatirlamaliyiz. Dergicilik; toplu hareket,
ortak bilinc ve estetik anlayisi demektir.
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Kahramanmarash edebiyatcilar cikar-
diklar bu dergilerle “Maras Ekoli” diye
Un salan ortak anlayisi olusturmuslardir.

Bu yil Kahramanmaras, 12 Subat Kurtulus
Bayramini kutlayamadi. Oysa yiizlerce
program planlamistik. Cok da kalma-
misti bayramimiza. 6 Subat ging, ilk
etkinligimizi yapacak, sonraki etkinlik-
lerimizin hazirliklarini da tamamlaya-
caktik. Kismet degilmis. 6 Subat ging,
saat 04.17'de meydana gelen deprem,
sadece binalarimizi yikmakla kalmadi,
binlerce hemsehrimizi de alip gotirdi.
6 Subat'ta daha birinci depremin yikin-
tilarinin sokunu atlatamamisken, ikinci
biyik deprem oldu. ilki Pazarcik, ikincisi
Elbistan merkezliydi. Fazla ayrintiya gi-
rerek konuyu dagitmak istemiyorum. 6
Subat'ta Kahramanmaras, tarihinin en
biyik sinavini vermekteydi. Bu sinav, sa-

dece Kahramanmaras'in degildi. Kahra-
manmaras’in cevresindeki on il de buna
dahildi. Dolayisiyla Tirkiye, tarihinin en
biyuk felaketiyle karsi karsiyaydi.

2023 yilinin 12 Subat Bayrami icimizde
bir ukde olarak kaldi. Kahramanmarasli
1920 yilinda gosterdigi azmi, micadeleyi,
digerkamligi 2023 yilinda da gosterecek
ve bu sehri yeniden, sil bastan imar edip
ayaga kaldiracak. Buna inancimiz tam!
Bu inancimizi beslemek, herkese anlat-
mak, azmimize azim katmak derdindeyiz.
iste bu noktada edebiyat ve disiince,
diger ifadeyle “s6z” devreye giriyor. Koca
sair Yunus Emre’nin deyisiyle: “S6z ola
kese savasi s6z ola bitire basi/ S6z ola
agili asi bal ile yag ede bir s6z”. S6zin
giciine inaniyoruz. S6z bir yerde taniktir
yasadiklarimiza. Diger yerde yansicidir
bitin yasadiklarimizin. Baska bir yon-



As known, when we talk about Kahraman-
maras, the first thing that comes to mind is
its heroism, and the second is its literature.
What we mean by literati is not only that
there are many poets, storytellers, essayists or
thinkers from Kahramanmaras. Writers from
Kahramanmaras are the representatives of
the current movement and formation called
"School of Maras" in the history of Turkish lite-
rature. The reason for this is that they brought
a common consciousness, understanding of
art, aesthetics and worldview to the history
of Turkish literature by acting collectively, not
individually. This movement has influenced
writers from all over Turkey for generations.
Hamle, Dolunay and lkindiyazilar magazines
published in Kahramanmaras are among the
clear evidences of the "School of Maras".
Then we should remember Edebiyat and
Mavera magazines. Magazine publishing
means collective action, common conscious-

ness and aesthetic understanding. With these
magazines, literary figures from Kahraman-
maras created a common understanding that
became known as the "School of Maras".

This year, Kahramanmaras could not celeb-
rate the Independence Day on February
12. However, we had planned hundreds of
programs and there was not much left for
our holiday. On February 6, we were going
to hold our first event and complete the
preparations for our next events. It was not
meant to be. The earthquake that occurred
at 04:17 on February é not only destroyed
our buildings, but also took away thousands
of our fellow citizens. On February 6, while
we were still recovering from the shock of the
first earthquake, the second big earthquake
struck. The first was centered in Pazarcik and
the second in Elbistan. | don't want to go into
too much detail. On February 6, Kahraman-
maras went through the most bitter expe-

rience of its history. of its history. This tragic
event was not particular to Kahramanmaras.
Ten provinces around Kahramanmaras were
also involved. Therefore, Turkey was facing
the greatest disaster of its history.

February 12, The Independence Day this
year, has remained in our hearts as a
longing. The people of Kahramanmaras
will show the determination, struggle and
altruism they showed in 1920 in 2023 and
will rebuild this city from the ground up
and raise it up. We have full faith in this!
Our aim is strengthen this faith, to tell
everyone about it, to and increase de-
termination. At this point, literature and
thought, in other words, "the word" comes
into play. In the words of the great poet
Yunus Emre: " A word can end a war, a
word can heal a wound, a word can make
honey and butter out of poisoned food".
We believe in the power of the word.

Q m——
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Kahramanmarash
1920 yilinda gosterdigi
azmi, micadeleyi,
digerkamhgi 2023
yilinda da gosterecek
ve bu sehri yeniden,
sil bastan imar edip
ayaga kaldiracak.

den s6z kalbe ulasir ve onu kavi tutar.
S6z, iz birakir insanda. Soz tarih icin
arsiv degeri tasir. Soz iyilestirir. Soz, ikna
eder. S6z dinc tutar disiincelerimizi.
Ve Kahramanmarasli icin s6z, hayattir,
sazinin telidir, sanli bayraginin yildizidir,
var olusudur. S6z ustalaryla doludur
Kahramanmaras'in tarihi. Dertlerimizi
soze dokmisiz; onlar siir olmus, hikaye
olmus, tirki olmustur. Bu yizden sehirler
arasinda, “'S6z'U olan bir sehir var mi-
dir?” diye sorulunca, Kahramanmaras
ilk akla gelecek sehirdir.

Deprem dolayisiyla 12 Subat Bayrami-
ni kutlayamadik ama iki yildir kesintisiz
cikardigimiz, Turkiye'nin bitin kitipha-
nelerine, derneklerine, Universitelerine,
yazarlarina Kahramanmaras’in “séz”ini
tasiyan Eveldhir, Yitiks6z, Misterek ve
Berdiicesi dergilerimizin yayinini durdur-
mayalim; Kahramanmarasli yine derdini,
kivancini, azmini, micadelesini, Umidini
s6ze doksin, sozle yasatsin, soziyle var
olsun diye disindiik. S6z, ¢iinki pes
etmedigimizi, micadele ettigimizi gos-
terecek. S6z, ¢inky Allah’tan (cc) Umit
kesilmeyecegini, Kahramanmarasllarin
da Allah’tan (cc) Umit kesmedigini dile
getirecek. Bu s6z, dnce Allah’a (cc) yone-
liktir. Rabb'im insallah dergilerimizde yer
alan butin rinleri birer hayirh dua ola-
rak kabul eder. Sonrasinda ise sézimiz
6 Subat'tan bugine sehrimize gelip bize
kol kanat geren, elinden gelen yardimi
esirgemeyen Devletimiz, AFAD, Kizilay,
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Belediyeler, sivil toplum kuruluslar, vakif-
lar ve dernekler, diger resmi kurumlar ve
bitin dostlarimiza, Tirkiye'nin her seh-
rinden, kosesinden acimiza ortak olan,
kaygilarimizi paylasan génildaslarimiza
yonelik olacak. Nasil ki Necip Fazil, Cahit
Zarifoglu, Rasim Ozdendren, Abdurrahim
Karakog, Asik Mahzuni Serif ve daha yiz-
lerce kiymetli Marasli edip zamaninda
soz olup, Kahramanmaraslinin kah siirini
yazdilar kah hikéyesini anlattilar, bugiin
de onlarin evlatlarn edebiyatcilar, séz
olup Kahramanmaras’i anlatacak, Kah-
ramanmaras’la aglayip sevinecek.

Dergilerimizin yayinina ara vermeme
kararini alirken bircok noktayi disindik
ve hesaba kattik. Benzer disiinceler, Kah-
ramanmaras’in UNESCO Diinya Edebiyat
Sehri basvurusu calismalari icin de gecer-
lidir. Mesela sehrin yeniden diizenlenme-
si, tarihi eserlerinin restorasyonu, hasar
tespiti, proje gelistirme gibi yapilacak cok
is var. Bu isin ucundan bucagindan tutmus
insanlar olarak calismalarimiza devam
ediyoruz. Birakmayacagiz da. Sunu da
biliyoruz: Evet, yaramiz cok taze. Olaylara

sogukkanh bakmak icin gerekli olan
olayla i¢ diinyamiz arasindaki mesafe
olusmadi heniz. Bunun icin belki bir
yil, belki de on yil gerekli. Fakat sunu
da gayet iyi biliyoruz: Sicagr sicagina
kayit altina alinmasi gereken acilar yo-
slyoruz. Bu duygulari yitirmeden, bitin
daginikhigi, harareti, 1stirap yuklGligy,
gozyas! tufani icinde ne cikarsa elimiz-
den, yiiregimizden ve zihnimizden, bun-
lari kaybolmadan, sogumadan, bitin
lekesizligi ve sizisiyla tarihe bir kayit
dismek, iz birakmak istiyoruz. Bunun
ne kadar kiymetli bir calisma oldugunu,
depremden belki elli yil sonra, depremi
merak edenler daha iyi anlayacaklardir.

Yazmak bir var olus bicimidir. Bunu yine
en iyi Kahramanmarasli yazarda gore-
biliriz. Kahramanmarasli icin s6z; hare-
kettir, tepkidir, duadir, asktir, yakaristir,
Umittir, yasayistir. Kahramanmaras'in her
késesinden sair cikar. ilceleri de dahil
ederek belirtiyorum bunu. Nurhak’a
gidin bu sz tirki olur, cinlar kulakla-
rimizda. Ekindzi'nde siir olur. Afsin’de
destan, Elbistan'da agit olur. Caglayan-



At some point, the word is a witness to what we
experience. Moreover, it is a reflector of all that
we experience. In another way, the word reaches
the heart and keeps it strong. The word leaves a
mark on people. The word is an archive for history.
The word heals. The word convinces. The word
keeps our thoughts vigorous. And for Kahraman-
maras, the word is life, the string of his instrument,
the star of his glorious flag, his existence. The his-
tory of Kahramanmaras is full of wordsmiths. We
put our troubles into words; they became poems,
stories, folk songs. For this reason, when asked,
"Is there a city with a ‘word'?", Kahramanmaras
is the first city that comes to mind.

Due to the earthquake, we could not celebrate
February 12, but we thought that we should
not stop the publication of our magazines
Eveléhir, Yitiksoz, Misterek and Berdiicesi, whi-
ch we have been publishing for two years
continuously and which carry the "word" of
Kahramanmaras to all libraries, associati-
ons, universities and writers in Turkey. We
thought that the people of Kahramanmaras
should once again put their troubles, dignity,
determination, his struggle, and their hope
into words, live with words, exist with words.

Fotograf: Haadi Mousavi

"The word" because it will prove that we con-

tinue to struggle and not given up. The word
will demonstrate; one cannot lose his trust in
Allah, thus the people of Kahramanmaras do
not give up hope in Him. This word is directed
to Allah first. May He accept every work of our
magazines as good prayers. Afterwards, our
word will be addressed to our state, disaster
and emergency management presidency, Red
Crescent, municipalities, non-governmental
organizations, foundations and associations,
other official institutions and all our friends
who have come to our city since February 6,
and who have not spared us their arms, who
have not spared us any help they could, and
to our volunteers from every city and corner
of Turkey who have shared our pain and sha-
red our concerns. Just as Necip Fazil, Cahit
Zarifoglu, Rasim Ozdendren, Abdurrahim
Karakog, Asik Mahzuni Serif and hundreds
of other valuable people from Kahramanmo-
ras became words in their time and wrote
poems or told the story of Kahramanmaras,
today their sons of literature will become
words and tell about Kahramanmaras, cry
and rejoice with Kahramanmaras.

evelahir s

The people of
Kahramanmaras will
rebuild and elevate their
city from the ground up
in 2023, demonstrating
the same determination,
strength, and generosity
they did in 1920.

We have considered and taken into account
many points when deciding not to suspend the
publication of our journals. Similar considerati-
ons apply to Kahramanmaras's application for
UNESCO World City of Literature. For example,
there is a lot of work to be done such as
the reorganization of the city, restoration of
historical monuments, damage assessment,
project development. As people who have
been involved in this work from one end to the
other, we continue our work. And we will not
stop. We also know this: Yes, our pain is like a
fresh wound. The distance between the event
and our inner world, which is necessary to look
at the events in a cold-blooded way, has not
yet formed. This may take a year, maybe ten
years. But we also know this very well: Our cur-
rent suffering needs to be recorded in the
heat of the moment. Without losing these
feelings, we want to leave a record, a trace
in history with all its immaculateness and
pain, without losing these emotions, without
cooling them down, without losing them in
all their messiness, feverishness, burden of
pain, flood of tears, whatever comes out
of our hands, our hearts and minds. Fifty
years after the earthquake, those who are
curious about the earthquake will better
understand what a valuable work this is.

Writing is a way of being. This is an appa-
rent fact which can be seen in the writers
of Kahramanmaras. For Kahramanmaras,
"the word" is action, reaction, prayer, love,
supplication, hope and life. Poets come out
from every corner of Kahramanmaras.
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cerit'te, Goksun'da, Andirin’da ninni olur.
Diyoruz ya, Kohramanmarasl yireklidir,
kahramandir, fedakérdir; onlar, sehrini
yeniden ayaga kaldiracaklar. Bu da bir
var olus micadelesidir. Kendine 6zgi
degerleri kaybetmeden, sehri yeniden
kuracaklar. Yazmak, Kahramanmarasli
icin bu micadelenin diger bir boyutunu
olusturur. Yazarak var olacagiz, séze
birinerek, séze siginarak, séz olup
cirpinarak... Yazmak, bizim icin daha
derin disinmemizin diger anlamidir.
Yazmak, belki de deprem dolayisiyla
yasadigimiz yikimla daha saglikli he-
saplasmamizi, gelecegimizi bu hesap-
lasmadan cikaracagimiz derslerle daha
gizel kurmamizi olanakh kilar.

Hem Eveldhir hem de Yitikséz ve Ber-
diicesi dergilerimiz icin yUzlerce ede-
biyatciya, arastirmaciya ulastik. Hepsi
de dergilerin cikisinin devam etmesi
yonindeki kararimizi onayladi ve bun-
dan duyduklan sevinci dile getirdiler.
Kimden yazi istediysek, sag olsunlar
bizi geri cevirmediler. Onlarin sehrin
disindan bakislar da deprem sayimiz
icin dnemliydi. Sonrasinda, yardim icin
Kahramanmaras’a gelmis kisilere bas-
vurduk. Onlarin tanikliklar da hayati de-
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So6z, ciinkii pes
etmedigimizi,
micadele ettigimizi
gosterecek. Soz,
ciinki Allah’tan (cc)
Umit kesilmeyecegini,
Kahramanmarashlarin
da Allah'tan (cc)
Umit kesmedigini dile
getirecek.

gerdeydi. Fakat bir de depremi yasamis
kalem sahipleri vardi. Depremin etkisini
belki de en cok onlarin satirlarindan
okuyacaksiniz. Bunlarin arasinda usta
kalemler de var, yazi hayatina heniz
yeni baslamis kalemler de. Hepsi de
tarihi bir ana sahit oldular ve bu sa-
hitliklerini, gelecek kusaklar icin kayit
altina aldilar. Eminim siz de bu yazilan
okurken, bizim dergiyi yayina hazirlar-
ken duygulandigimiz, zaman zaman
gdzyaslarimiza hakim olamadigimiz gibi
duygulanacak ve gézyaslarinizi durdura-
mayacaksiniz. Dergilerimiz daim olsun,
daha nice sayilara ulassin.

Eveldhir ve Yitikséz dergilerimizin yeni
sayllarini deprem konusuna ayirdik.
Eveléhirin bu sayisinda kaybettigimiz
edebiyatcilarimizi ve arastirmaci yazar-
larimizi, onlari yakindan taniyan kisilere
anlattirdik. Biliyoruz, yakin arkadasing,
heniz yarasi tazeyken dostunu, hocasini,
belki Ustadini yazdirmak zordur, okuyan
icin de elem vericidir. Bu isin Ustesinden
gelen bitin yazar arkadaslara tesekkir
ederim. Depremde kaybettigimiz Bu-
yiUksehir Belediyesi personellerini yani
calisma arkadaslarimizi da unutmadik.
Hepsinin de mekanlari cennet olsun. Yo-
sar Alparslan, Oguz Pakdz, Ahmet Dogan
ilbey, Ferhat Agca, Fazli Bayram, Recep
Sikri Gungor, Ercan Kozanoglu, idil Ov-
giin, Fatma Visne, Abdulkadir Ozkan gibi
Kahramanmaras kiltirine hizmet etmis,
katkida bulunmus edebiyatci ve arastir-
maci yazarlarimiza Allah’tan rahmet dili-
yorum. Depremde 50 bini askin insanimizi
kaybettik. Kahramanmaras'in komsu illeri
Hatay, Gaziantep, Adiyaman, Malatya,
Sanliurfa, Kilis, Osmaniye, Adana ve
Diyarbakir'a da buradan gecmis olsun
dileklerimi iletmek istiyorum. Kaybetti-
gimiz bitin canlara Allah’tan rahmet,
yakinlarina sabir diliyorum.



,including the districts. When one visits
Nurhak, this word becomes a folk song,
it rings in our ears. It becomes a poem in
Ekindzu. It becomes an epic in Afsin and
a lament in Elbistan. It becomes a lullaby
in Caglayancerit, Goksun and Andirin. As
we say, the people of Kahramanmaras
are brave, heroic and self-sacrificing; they
will bring their city back to its feet. This is a
struggle for existence. They will rebuild the
city without losing its unique values. Writing
is another dimension of this struggle for the
people of Kahramanmaras. We will exist by
writing, by becoming the words themselves,
by taking refuge in words, wrapping oursel-
ves up in words and struggling... Writing is a
connotation for thinking deeply, according
to us. Perhaps writing will enable us to come
to a reckoning with the devastation we ex-
perienced due to the earthquake, and to
build our future better with the lessons we
will learn from this reckoning.

For both Eveldhir, Yitikséz and Berdiicesi, we
reached out to hundreds of literary figures
and researchers, all of whom approved of
our decision to continue publishing the ma-
gazines and expressed their joy. Nobody
refused us when we requested articles from
them, regardless of who it was. Their point

The promise, because
it will show that we
are not giving up, that
we are struggling. The
promise will express
that God does not
give up hope and
that the people of
Kahramanmaras do not
give up hope in God.

of view coming outside the city was also
important for our earthquake issue. We then
turned to people who had come to Kahra-
manmaras for aid, and their testimonies were
also vital. But there were also the people who
had experienced the earthquake. Perhaps
you will read the impact of the earthquake
in their lines the most. Among them, there
are both veteran writers and those who have
just started their writing life. All of them wit-
nessed a historical moment and recorded
their testimony for future generations. | am
sure that when you read these articles, you
will be touched as we were while preparing
the magazine for publication, and you will
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not be able to stop your tears from time to
time. May we publish many more issues. We
devoted the new issues of our magazines
Evelahir and Yitikséz to the earthquake. In
this issue of Eveldhir, we had people who
knew them closely write about the literary
and researcher writers we lost. We know
that it is difficult to have a close friend write
about a friend, a teacher, perhaps a master
while the the sorrow hasn't yet soothed, and
it is also painful for the reader. | would like
to thank all my writer friends who overcame
this task. We did not forget the Metropolitan
Municipality staff, our colleagues, whom we
lost in the earthquake. May their places be
in heaven. | wish God's mercy to our literary
and researcher writers such as Yasar Alpars-
lan, O§uz Paksz, Ahmet Dogan ilbey, Ferhat
Agca, Fazli Bayram, Recep Sikri Giingér,
Ercan Kozanogly, idil OVgUn, Fatma Visne,
Abdulkadir Ozkan who served and contribu-
ted to Kahramanmaras culture. We lost more
than 50 thousand people in the earthquake.
| would like to convey my get well soon wishes
to Kahramanmaras's neighboring provinces
of Hatay, Gaziantep, Adiyaman, Malatya,
Sanliurfa, Kilis, Osmaniye, Adana and Diyar-
bakir. | wish God's mercy to all the lives we
lost and patience to their relatives.
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ZELZELESI UZERINE

THE DISPLACEMENT OF THE EARTH OR
THE SETTLING OF THINGS IN PLACE:

ON THE MARAS EARTHQUAKE

o INCI OKUMUS

Kuslarin yuvasindan distigi o an bir kus gibi yuvasindan
disiverdi insan. Her sey sairin dedigi gibi oldu: “Hi¢c cag-
lamadan, gizli inen yas gibi akt” yere. Kendi yerinden akip
gitti. Yer yerinden oynadi. Bilenlerin bildigi seydi deprem.
Bilmeyenler 6grendi. Yerin yerinden oynamasinin adi zelzeley-
di. Alcaldi yisksekte olan ne varsa. Bir bir yere indi, binalar,
agaclar, insanlar, kitaplar ve kuslar...

Once evler gémiildi topraga. Sonra bazi evlerde oturan bazi
insanlar... Kuslar kendine suskun kaldl. insan kendi acisina
aciyamadan sevdiklerinin basina kosuverdi. So6ziin kisasi,
fani olan ne varsa Allah’a birakti kendini. Her sey gdlgesiyle
birlikte silinip gitti. Yagmur gibi, bulut gibi, rizgér gibi ansizin
cekip gitti kendi yerinden.

"Asrin felaketi" dediler yasadiklarimiza. Asrin felaketi, topragin
sitemi miydi neydi? Siphesiz bir ikazdi vahyin isaret ettigi
gibi. Hicbir seyi yarinlara birakmamak gerektigini sdyledi
her disen. Sevgileri mesela bir de iyilikleri.

Yeryizi konustu. Hem de cok agir konustu. On bir sehir
dinledi yerin sdylediklerini. Sehrim Maras en 6n safta din-
ledi. Toprak sikuna ermedi bir tirli. Yeryizi 7.8 siddetinde
sarsilip silkindiginde, on bir sehrin beli birden bukildi. Kalbi
kirildi. Sessiz husraniyla inledi canim sehrim Maras. Su sagir
kubbeye elemiyle silinmez bir iz birakt.

Aksamlar gindizlere indi
Birimizin sesini bin sessizlik boldi
Birimizin acisinda hepimiz 6ldii

At the same time as the bird were falling from their nests, people
began to fall out of their houses. Everything happened as the
poet said: "l flowed to the ground like a secret tear, without a
trickle". It flowed out of its own place. The earth moved. The
earthquake was known to those who knew. Those who did not
know learned. The name of the displacement of the earth was
earthquake. Everything that was high went down. One by one,
buildings, trees, people, books and birds came down.

First the houses were buried. Then some people sitting in some
houses... Birds were dumbed. People rushed to their loved ones
before they could pity their own pain. In short, everything mortal
was left to God. Everything faded away with its shadow. Like
rain, like clouds, like the wind, it suddenly left its place.

They called it the disaster of the century. Was the disaster of the
century a reproach of the land? It was undoubtedly a warning,
as the revelation pointed out. Every fallen one said that nothing
should be left for tomorrow. Love, for example, and goodness.

The earth has spoken. It said some hard things. Eleven cities
listened to what the earth said. My city Maras listened in the
front row. The earth could not calm down. When the earth shook
with an intensity of 7.8, the eleven cities suddenly buckled up.
Its heart was broken. My dear city Maras moaned with its silent
frustration. It left an indelible mark of sorrow on the deaf dome.

Evenings turned into days
A thousand silences interrupted one of us
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Sonra hepimiz gbzlerimizi yagmura tu-
tuverdik birden

iste boyle. Bir sehre aci girince herkesin
cani actyor. Ciinki aci 6lcekliyor hayati.
Uyuyan ruhu uyandiriyor, [Gzumsuz her
ne varsa aradan kaldiriyor. Hilasa yi-
kilan sehrin enkazinda bir hazine gibi
insan araniyor. Cinki her biri birer ha-
zinedir sevdiklerimizin ve hatiralarimizin.

Sehrin kimligini tasiyan mahalleler, eserler,
fabrikalar, seckin muhitler, seckin evler
hepsi yerle bir oldu. Yerle bir olduk hic ol-
madigimiz kadar. Saadet ve sefalet duygu-
su bir cadirda esitleniverdi. Vurulup kaldik
birbirimize. Durulup kaldik yeryizinde. Mu-
him toplantilanmiz iptal oldu, essiz davetler
ertelendi, olmazsa olmaz randevular pek
de lizumlu degilmis anlasildi. Bitin ciddi
isler icin aceleye gerek yoktu artik. Yapa-
cak tek bir ciddi isimiz kaldi 6nimizde.
Bundan bdyle Umitle yasayacagiz.

Sokaklarin kalabalik koseleri yok artik.
Trafik giriiltileri simdilik bitti. ihmalleri-
mizi gordik. Evvelce sagir olduklarimizi
isitir olduk. Elimizin eremedigi her yere
dokunabildik. Hicbir degeri kalmayan
binalar ve esyalar arasindan bir define
gibi en degerli canlanmizi aradik, bulup
cikardik. Tozlu yuzlerinden 6ptik daha
evvel yizini hic gérmedigimiz canlarin.
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Maras Sih Camii minaresinde 103 senedir
saplanip duran patlamamis top mermisi-
nin yere inip topragi isaret ettigi yerde,
Ahir Dagi'nin boynunu bikip basindaki
kar't sehre indirdigi yerde, Ulu Camii mi-
naresinin bir mum gibi kendi dibine eriyip
aktigi yerde, birbirine yar olanlarin ve
sairlerin tek bir kaderle goctigu yerde
her sey riyasizdi. Herkes oldugu gibiydi.
Biz, oldugumuz gibiydik.

Bu buyik imtihan sonrasi bir késede du-
rup topragin yarasina baktim.

Boylelikle kederli bir toprak kokusu tattim.
Huzinl kalplerin tarlasinda yapayalniz-
dim. Yash gézlerimle karsimda dizili du-
ran yasl gozlere bakarken bile umut ekin-
leri aradim etrafta. Ararken kayboldum.

Zelzele cimle suretimizi birden eritti.
Koca dinyada yasadigimiz sehrin bir

kosesinde hepimiz bir yiirek kaldik. Za-
ten bizim olmayan emanetleri sahibine
teslim ederken elimizi kalbimizin izerine
koyduk. Adi Selam olanin selametiyle
yeniden yasamaya baslarken, sabrin
ne demek oldugunu bir kez daha an-
lamaya calisarak yutkunduk.

Gozyas tadini kaybetti buralarda. Géz-
yasini teselli etmek yine gdzyaslarina
kaldi. Sessizlik icinde nefesini bekledik-
lerimiz, kimsesizlikte kimsesini bekleyen-
lerimiz, yiginlar altinda kalan sevdikleri-
ni yeri geldi parmaklarindan tanidilar.
Hepimiz anladik ki, bir kimseyi umutla
ariyor olmanin bogazimizdaki digim-
lenisinin izahi yok... Yikintilar arasinda
siren arayista kol kola giren nese ve
keder baginin tarifi yok... Bu izahsizlik,
bu tarifsizlik birbirimizi amasiz ve fakatsiz
kucaklamanin gayretine denk diser mi
diye sorup duruyorum kendime.

Neden sonra bunca keder icinde bir
yerlere saklanmak istedim. Dogup bu-
yidigim sehirde cocuklugumu aradim,
sokaklarimi aradim. Saklanacak yer
aradim. Siginacak liman aradim. Ara-
diklarimi sehre sordugum kadar bazen
bir kelimeye bazen bir siire sordum.
Yikilmisti. Cevap alamadim.

Sehirler ve insanlar hiiznin saadetiyle
olgunlasirlar. Kalbimizde dimdik duran
rahmet, bundan sonra ne yapaca-
gimizin adini da koymus oldu.
Cunky bu sehri gizel bakmayi
bilenler ayaga kaldiracak
besbelli. Cinki gizel bak-
may! bilenler, bu toprak-
larda giizel ciceklerin de

acma sebebi.



We all died in the pain of one
Then all of us suddenly opened our eyes to the rain

That's how it is. When pain enters a city,
everyone is hurt. Because pain scales life.
It awakens the sleeping soul and removes
all that is unnecessary. In short, people are
searched for like a treasure in the rubble
of the destroyed city. Because each of our
loved ones and memories is a treasure.

Neighborhoods, artifacts, factories,
elite neighborhoods, elite houses that
carry the identity of the city have all
been destroyed. We have become
one with the earth as never before.
The feeling of happiness and misery
were equalized in a tent. We were
left standing still on earth. Important
meetings were canceled, unique in-
vitations were postponed, essential
appointments turned out to be not so
necessary. All serious business was
no longer in a hurry. We have only
one serious thing left to do. From now
on we will live in hope.

No more crowded corners of the streets.
The traffic noise is over for now. We have
seen our negligence. We have heard what
we were deaf to before. We were able
to touch everywhere our hands could not
reach. We searched for our most precious
lives like a treasure among the buildings
and belongings that had no value left,
we found them and pulled them out. We
kissed the dusty faces of those whose
faces we had never seen before.

Where the unexploded artillery shell that
had been lodged in the minaret of Ma-
ras Sth Mosque for 103 years descended

to the ground and pointed to the soil,
where Ahir Mountain bent its neck and
brought the snow on its head down to
the city, where the minaret of the Grand
Mosque melted into its own bottom like
a candle, where the poets and those
who had been lovers of each other pas-
sed away with a single destiny, every-
thing was without pretense. Everyone
was as they were. We were as we were.

After this great examination, | stood in a
corner and looked at the wound of the soil.

| then tasted a mournful earthy smell. |
was all alone in the field of sad hearts.
Even as | looked with my tearful eyes at
the tearful eyes lined up in front of me,
| looked around for crops of hope. | got
lost while searching.

The earthquake suddenly melted all
our faces. We all remained united
in an area of the city in which we
reside. We put our hand on our he-
art while handing over the relics that
were not ours to their owner. As we
started to live again with the salvation
of the one whose name is Selam, we
swallowed, trying to understand once
again what patience means.
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Tears have turned sour around here. It
is up to the tears now, to console the
tears. Those whose breath we waited
for in silence, those who waited for their
loved ones in desolation, recognized the-
ir loved ones under the heaps by their
fingers. We all realized that there is no
explanation for the knot in our throats as
we search for someone with hope... There
is no description for the bond of joy and
sorrow that goes hand in hand in the
search among the ruins... | keep asking
myself if this inexplicability, this ineffability
corresponds to the effort of embracing
each other without ifs and buts.

Why then, in all this grief, | wanted to hide
somewhere. | searched for my childhood
in the city where | was born and raised, |
searched for my streets, | searched for a
place to hide, | searched for a harbor to
take shelter.l asked those who | seek to a
word and sometimes to a poem, as much
as | asked the city. It was devastated. |
couldn't get an answer.

Cities and people mature with the bliss of
sadness. The mercy that stands firm in our
hearts has also named what we will do
next. Because it is obvious that those who
know how to look beautiful will bring this
city back to life. Because those who can
see the beauty in things are the reason
why beautiful flowers bloom in this land.

In other words, we have been included
in everything the city has left behind as
well as the standing buildings. All of us
who are left behind have been included
in the next cycle of the mortal world with
our hope, determination and effort.
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Kahramanmaras'i
guzel bakmayi
bilenler ayaga

kaldiracak
besbelli. Ciinki
gizel bakmayi
bilenler, bu
topraklarda giizel
ciceklerin de
acma sebebi.

Demem o ki; ayakta kalan binalar kadar
sehrin geride biraktigi her seyin yanina
biz de dahil olduk. Dinya denilen faninin
bundan sonraki déngisine geride kalan
hepimiz umudumuz, azim ve gayretimizle
yine yeniden dahil olduk. Var olmak bir
umut, umutsa var olmaktir diyerek inan-
digimiz her sey icin sehrimizin ellerinden
tutarak yola koyulacagiz.

Bunu daha cok calisarak ve emek
vererek ispatlayacagiz. Gokyizine
bakacagiz. Bundan bdyle yanimizda
olamasalar bile kalbini kalbimizde his-
settiklerimiz icin yasayacagiz ve kalple-
rini bize emanet edenleri yasatacagiz.
Bahar, milletce yuzimizin gildiginde
gelecek olan mevsimdir. Bunu Maras
topragindan 6grenecegiz, gelmekte
olan Maras baharinda belki bir agac-
tan 6grenip yenilenecegiz...

Gonil dedigimiz yer; gizelligin, sev-
ginin ve her seyi var edenin merke-
zidir. Sureti sehir gérinse de Maras,
bina, sokak, tas -toprak oldugu ka-
dar manevi mimarlarin insa ettigi
kocaman bir génil milkidir. Manevi
mimarlari olan sehirler daima ayak-
ta kalirlar. Maras manevi mimarlar
olan sehirdir. Tuglasindan civisine,
yolundan bahgesine, tarihinden
eserine dek her yere maneviyatin
gucinU aktarp sehrimizi onaracagiz.
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Simdi bildiniz mi neden Maras’in
cokca sairi ve siiri var? Maras’in
hizin milkidir cinkd siir. Biz... Sair
sehrin evlatlar olarak okumaya ve
yazmaya devam edecegiz. Yitip
giden kelimelerimizi cagirdik. Bi-
tin olup biteni oku! emrini verenin
adiyla okumaya basladik. S6zimiz
yikilmadi stkir. Kalemimiz kinlmadi.
Kadim duamizla sarildik kaleme,
“Bizi bir cevabi olmayanlardan eyle-
me” dedik s6zin sahibine. Okumaya
ve yazmaya yine yeniden azmettik.
Cinki s6zimiz sozdir bizim. HU-
zindUr gecer. Su’dur akar. Topraktir
sakinlesir dedigimiz yerde geriye
kalan biz faniler sehrin ibiklerinden
tutup kaldirmaya basladik.

Bugiine kadar derdimiz hep vardi yine
var. Derdimizden yiksinmedik. Derma-
nimiz O iken derdimizden kimsenin sip-
hesi yok artik. Derdi Ustlenip son siirini
yazip diinyadan giden sair dostlarimizi
unutmadik. Siir emanetinin ellerinden
tutarak sehrimizi bastan basa yine ye-
niden yirimeye basladik.

Ne yasadiysak yasadik. Yasamamiz
gerekti ki yasadik. Ogrenmemiz ge-
rekenleri 6grenebildik mi? Bu mihim.

Fotograf: Mehmet Findik

Bundan sonra sehrimizi ve her birimizi
iyi hissettirecek her seyi kendimize, ken-
timize cekmenin zamanidir.

Not diiselim: Gunlerdir o yikintidan bu
yikintiya gezerken acilardan ayakta kal-
mayi basaran hemen hepimizin kahro-
manca durusu, Maras insaninda tezahir
eden ilahi kuvvetin en muhtesem ve en
taklit edilemez 6rnegiydi.

Soranlara “Zelzele sarsti, yikip gecti,”
diyoruz. “Zaman sifali bir ilactir unu-
tursunuz,” diyorlar. Sahi, yasananlar
unutulacak kadar mi?

Elbette hicbir sey eskisi gibi olmaya-
cak. Parmak uclarimizda yiriyerek,
hatiralar incitmeden yine sehrimizde
yasayacagiz. Cinki incinsek de seh-
rimize kirllmadik. Yerimiz yurdumuz
un ufak olsa da sehrimizden dagil-
madik. En giicly sifa moral degerleri-
mizdendir. Kalbimizin istikametinden
ayriilmadik. Yer yerinden oynadi yo-
hut oturdu bazi seyler yerli yerine.
Yikilmadi daha bin yil evvel askla
kurdugumuz sehir.

Beklenmedik seyler olduysa da umutla
bekleyecegiz.

Hicbir sey olmasa elbet yarin olur.



We will set out by holding the hands of our
city for everything we believe in, saying
that to exist is a hope and hope is to exist.

We will prove this by working harder
and laboring. We will look up to the
sky. From now on, we will live for those
whose hearts we feel in our hearts, even
if they cannot be with us, and we will
keep those who entrust their hearts to
us alive. Spring is the season that will
come when we smile as a nation. We
will learn this from the soil of Maras,
perhaps from a tree in the coming Ma-
ras spring, and we will be renewed...

The place we call the heart is the center
of beauty, love and the creator of every-
thing. Although it looks like a city, Maras
is a huge heart property built by spiritu-
al architects as much as it is a building,
street, stone and soil. Cities with spiritual
architects always survive. Maras is a city
with spiritual architects. We will repair our
city by transferring the power of spirituality
from brick to nail, from road to garden,
from history to artifact.

Now do you know why Maras has
so many poets and poems? Beco-
use poetry is the property of sad-

Fotograf: Mehmet Findik

ness in Maras. As the children of
the poet city, we will continue to
read and write. We recalled our lost
words. We started to read all that
is going on in the name of the one
who commanded us to read. Thank
God our word did not collapse. Our
pen did not break. We have our
heart in the pen with our ancient
prayer: "Don't make us among tho-
se who haven't found answers," we
said to the owner of the word. We
resolved to read and write again
and again, because our word is
our bond. Sadness passes. Water
flows. Where we say that the soil
calms down, we, the mortals who
are left, started to lift the city by
grabbing it by the crests.

We've always had difficulties, and
we still do. We didn't see our troub-
les as a burden. While God is our
remedy, no one doubts our troubles
anymore. We have not forgotten
our poet friends who undertook the
problem, wrote their last poem and
left the world. We started to walk
our city again and again by holding
the hands of the poetry relic.
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It is obvious

that those who
know how to see
the beauty in
things will bring
Kahramanmaras
back to life.
Because those who
can see the beauty
are the reason why
beautiful flowers
bloom in this land.

We lived what we had to live. Did we
learn what we had to learn? This is im-
portant. It's time to start luring things to
our city that will make us all feel good
about ourselves and our city.

Let's make a note: The heroic stance of
almost all of us who managed to survive
the pain while traveling from one ruin to
another for days was the most magnifi-
cent and inimitable example of the divine
power manifested in the people of Maras.

To those who ask, we say, "The earthqu-
ake shook and destroyed us." "Time is a
healing medicine, you will forget," they
say. Really, is what happened enough
to be forgotten? Of course nothing will
ever be the same. We will live in our city
again, walking on our tiptoes, without
hurting the memories. Because even if we
are hurt, we are not offended by our city.
Even if our home is crumbled, we have
not scattered from our city. The strongest
healing is our moral values. We have not
left the direction of our heart. The earth
has moved or some things have fallen into
place. The city we built with love a thou-
sand years ago has not been destroyed.

Even if unexpected things have happe-
ned, we will wait with hope.

Tomorrow will undoubtedly come, even if
nothing else does.
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Fotograf: Fatih Emre Asya

TARIHTE
MARAS DEPREMLERI

MARAS EARTHQUAKES IN HISTORY

0 PROF. DR. iLYAS GOKHAN
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Kentin ad titreyen
veya sallanan yer
anlamina gelen
Arapca “re'ase”
fiillinden turemis olup
ism-i mekani “Mer'as” tir.

Halk arasinda Maras’in yedi kez yikildigr ve yeniden ku-
ruldugu sdylenir durur. Bu sdylentinin dogru olup olmadigi
bilinmemekle birlikte kentin dort kez yikildigi ve yeniden
kuruldugu tarihi kayitlarda yer almaktadir. Kentin adi titreyen
veya sallanan yer anlamina gelen Arapca “re‘ase” fiilinden
tiremis olup ism-i mekani “Mer‘as” tir. Maras adi zelzele
yani deprem olan yer demektir.

Maras'in ilk olarak MO 9. yizyilda Erkenez cayi kenarinda
Himli hoyikte kuruldugu bilinmektedir. Burada bulunan kentin
nasil yikildigi bilinmese de M.O. 700'lerde Gecg Hititler za-
maninda Maras kale ve cevresinde yeniden insa edilmistir.
Hatta burasi Gec Hitit beyliklerinden Gurgum’un baskenti
olmustur. MO 2. yizyilda Komegene Kralligina baglanan
kent MO 58'de Roma imparatorlugu’nun hakimiyetine girer.
Bu dénemde Maras, Germanicia adini alir. Kent Seyhadil
mezarligindan Dogukent'e kadar uzanan ve Namik Kemal
ya da Karamaras denilen bdlgede kurulmustu. Ahirdagi'nin
eteklerinde gelisen Germanicia Roma déneminde gelismis ve
mamur bir héle gelir. Bu dénemde MS 209, 517, 524 ve 561
yillarinda siddetli depremlerle sarsilir. Bizans imparatorlugu
zamaninda Germanicia s6z konusu depremler ya da bir sel
felaketiyle 5-6 metre yerin altina gomilmistir. Ginimizde
Germanicia kentinin kalintilar cikanlmakta bilhassa bunlar
arasinda mozaikler dikkat cekmektedir. Bu mozaiklerin Gec
Roma ve Erken Bizans dénemlerine ait oldugu ve bunlarin da
MS 6. yiizyilla tarihlendigi gorilmektedir. Bizans tarafindan
yeniden kurulan kent MS 637°de Mislimanlar tarafindan fet-
hedilse de iki taraf arasinda bélgede hakimiyet micadelesi
300 yil sirer. Bu sirec icinde kent bircok defa el degistirir.
Bu donemde Maras’in kale ve cevresine dogru genisledigi
de son Emevi halifesi Il. Mervan zamanindaki kayitlardan
anlasiimaktadir. Bu kayitlarda iki dere (Sekerdere ve Akdere)
arasinda bulunan Maras kalesinin surlarinin tamir edildigi
anlasiimaktadir. Maras, 940'larda Abbasilere bagl bir emirlik
olan Hamdanilerin eline gecer. Bu devletin Halep kolunun
emiri olan Seyfiiddevle b. Hamdan kenti yeniden imar eder.
Onun imar ettigi kentin etrafinin bir surla cevrildigi ve $Seyhadil
mezarligindan Karamaras’'a dogru genisledigi bilinmektedir.
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The name of the city
derives from the Arabic
verb "resha" which
means a shaking place,
and the name of the
place is "Mer'as”.

It is popularly said that Maras was destroyed and rebuilt
seven times. Although it is not known whether this rumor is
true or not, historical records show that the city was destro-
yed and rebuilt four times. The name of the city derives from
the Arabic verb resha, which means a shaking place, and
the name of the place is "Mer'as". The name Maras means
earthquake, the place where earthquakes occur.

It is known that Maras was first founded in the 9th century BC in
the Himli Mound on the edge of the Erkenez Stream. Although it
is not known how the city here was destroyed, Maras was rebuilt
in and around the castle during the Late Hittites in the 700s
BC. This place even became the capital of Gurgum, one of the
Late Hittite principalities. The city, which was connected to the
Kingdom of Komegene in the 2nd century BC, came under the
rule of the Roman Empire in 58 BC. During this period, Maras
took the name of Germanicia. The city was founded in the area
stretching from Seyhadil cemetery to Dogukent and called No-
mik Kemal or Karamaras. Germanicia, which developed on the
foothills of Ahirdag), became developed and prosperous during
the Roman period. During this period, it was shaken by massive
earthquakes in 209, 517, 524 and 561 AD. During the Byzantine
Empire, Germanicia was buried 5-6 meters underground due
to earthquakes or floods. Today, the ruins of Germanicia are
being excavated, and the mosaics are especially noteworthy
among them. These mosaics belong to the Late Roman and
Early Byzantine periods and are dated to the 6th century
AD. The city was rebuilt by Byzantium and conquered by the
Muslims in 637 AD, but the struggle for dominance between
the two sides lasted for 300 years. During this period, the city
changed hands many times. It is understood from the records
of the last Umayyad caliph Marwan |l that Maras expanded
towards the castle and its surroundings during this period. In
these records, it is understood that the walls of Maras Castle
between two streams (Sekerdere and Akdere) were repaired.
In the 940s, Maras passed into the hands of the Hamdanids,
an emirate of the Abbasids. Seyf al-Dawla b. Hamdan, the
commander of the Aleppo branch of this state, rebuilt the city.
It is known that the city he rebuilt was surrounded by a city
wall and expanded from Seyhadil cemetery to Karamaras.
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963'te yeniden Bizans'in eline gecen
Maras 1086'de Selcuklular tarafindan
fethedilir. Ancak kisa sire sonra 1097'de
Haclilar tarafindan isgal edilir. Hacli isgo-
linde oldugu dénemde Maras'ta 1114'te
biyik bir deprem meydana gelir. Muasir
muelliflerin depremle ilgili anlatilarindan
bu depremin siddeti ve tahribatinin 6
Subat 2023 depremine benzedigi tespit
edilmistir. S6z konusu deprem Maras'la
birlikte Adiyaman, Urfa, Antep, Osma-
niye, Adana ve Antakya bdlgesini hatta
Suriye kentlerinde de yikimlara yol aco-
rak Kizildeniz kiyisinda Akabe limanini
yerle bir eder. 29 Kasim 1114 ve 6 Subat
2023 depremleri dinyanin en biyik fela-
ketlerindendir. 1114 depremi ile yerle bir
olan Maras’a Karamaras denmistir. Yine
ayni depremin yerle bir ettigi Elbistan’in
oldugu yere de Karaelbistan denmis ve
kent simdiki yerine tasinmistir.

1114 Maras depreminin gérgi sahitleri
Urfali Mateos (6.1137), islam miellifleri
Azimi (6.1160) ve Ibnii’'I-Kaldnist (1160),
Hach miellifi Fulcher of Chartres (6.1128)
ve ingiliz Bathli Adelard (6.1152) olup
bunlar yasanan felaketi ayrintili sekil-
de anlatirlar. Orta Cag mielliflerinden
Siryani Mihail (6.1199) ve Abu’l-Farag
(6.1286), Ermeni Simbat (6.1275), Misli-
man alimlerden Ibni'lEsir (6.1233), ibn
Kesir (6.1373) ve Ayintapl Ayni (6.1451)
gibi sahsiyetler de 1114 depremi hak-
kinda ayrintili bilgiler verirler. Yazarlarin
verdigi bu bilgilerden depremin merkezi-
nin Maras oldugu, Elbistan, Urfa, Harran,
Antep, Diluk, Araban, Adiyaman, (Hisni-
mansur), Besni, Samsat- Gerger-Keysun
(Cakirhdyik), Antakya, Derbsak (Kirik-
han), iskenderun, Payas, Adana, Ayas
(Yumurtalik) Misis ve Sis (Kozan) gibi
kentlerin yer aldigi genis bir bélgeyi et-
kiledigi anlasiimaktadir. Ayrica deprem
Suriye'de Halep, Azez ve Balis gibi kentler
ile Esarib ve Zerdané kalelerinde de etkili
olmustur. 29 Kasim 1114 Maras depremi 6
Subat 2023 Kahramanmaras depreminin
yikintilara yol actigi Malatya, Diyarbakir
ve Elazi§ kentlerini etkilememistir. Bundan
dolay 6 Subat 2023 depreminin 29 Kasim
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1114 depreminden
daha siddetli oldugu
anlasiimaktadir. iki deprem

arasinda 6nemli bir benzerlik de her iki
deprem sirasinda siddetli soguklarin ol-
masi ve kar yagmasidir. Hemen hemen
bitin kaynaklarda 29 Kasim 1114 dep-
remi sonrasi kar yagdigini ve her tarafin
bembeyaz oldugu bilgileri yer almaktadir.

Depremin gorgi sahidi Urfali Mateos, 29
Kasim 1114 aksam Uzeri siddetli bir dep-
rem oldugunu, simdiye kadar bdyle bir
felaketin ne isitildigini ne de duyuldugunu
belirterek “..aniden miithis bir girilti
koptu ve biitiin dinya sarsildi. Yeryiizi
siddetle titredi, kayalar yarildi ve tepeler
catladi. Daglarla tepeler siddetle cinladi
ve canlilar gibi ses cikardilar. Daglarin
sesi, kulaklarda bir ordunun cikardigi
glriiltiyd andiriyordu. Biitin ova ve dag-
lar sanki bakirdanmis gibi cinladilar ve
agactanmis gibi sallandilar.... O gece,
Samsat, Hisnimansur, Keysun, Raban ve
Maras harap oldu. Maras’in akibeti o ka-
dar feci olmustur ki takriben 40.000 insan
telef oldu. Bu cok niifuslu bir sehirdi ve bu
felaketten hic kimse kurtulamamisti. Sis
(Kozan) sehrinde de ayni sey vukua geldi
ve sayisiz insan 6ldi. Bircok manastir ve
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Hach isgalinde oldugu
donemde Maras'ta
1114’te biyik bir
deprem meydana
gelir. Bu depremin
siddet ve tahribati 6
Subat 2023 Depremine
benzemektedir.

k&y harap oldu ve 10.000'lerce insan telef
oldu” diye yazmaktadir.

Maras’ta Yasanan Diger Depremler
1114 depremi sonrasi 1513 yilina kadar
Maras'ta siddetli bir deprem olmadigi
anlasiimaktadir. Ancak Antakya, Malatya,
Adiyaman, Antep ve Antakya’da meyda-
na gelen 1137, 1157, 1170, 1200, 1203,
1268, 1302, 1387 ve 1408 depremleri
Maras’t da etkilemistir. 1268'da Adana
ve cevresinde olan depremde Maras
yakininda olan ginimizdeki Osmaniye
topraklarinda bulunan Haruniye ve Ser-



Maras, which fell back into Byzantine
hands in 963, was conquered by the
Seljuks in 1086. However, it was soon
occupied by the Crusaders in 1097.Du-
ring the Crusader occupation, a great
earthquake occurred in Maras in 1114.
The intensity and destruction of this eart-
hquake is similar to the February 6, 2023
Earthquake. In addition to Maras, the
earthquake devastated Adiyaman, Urfa,
Antep, Osmaniye, Adana and Antakya,
and even Syrian cities, destroying the
port of Agaba on the Red Sea coast.

During the Crusader
occupation, a great
earthquake occurred
in Maras in 1114, The

intensity and destruction
of this earthquake is

similar to the February
6, 2023 Earthquake.

The November 29, 1114 and February 6,
2023 earthquakes are among the world's
greatest disasters. Maras, which was
destroyed by the 1114 earthquake, was
called Karamaras. The place where E-
bistan was destroyed by the same eart-
hquake was called Karaelbistan and the
city was moved to its current location.

The 1114 Maras earthquake was witnes-
sed by Mateos of Urfa (d.1137), the Islamic
writers Azimf (d.1160) and Ibn al-Kal&nist
(1160), the Crusader writer Fulcher of
Chartres (d.1128), and the English Ade-
lard of Bath (d.1152), who described the
disaster in detail. Medieval authors such
as Stryani Mihail (d.1199) and Abu’l-Farag
(d.1286), Armenian Simbat (d.1275), Mus-
lim scholars ibni'1Esir (d.1233), ibn Kesir
(d.1373) and Ayni of Ayintap (d.1451) also
give detailed information about the 1114
earthquake. From the information provided
by these authors, it is understood that the
center of the earthquake was Maras, and
that it affected a large region including
cities such as Elbistan, Urfa, Harran, Antep,
Diluk, Araban, Adiyaman, (Hisnimansur),
Besni, Samsat- Gerger-Keysun
(Cakirhdyik), Antakya,
Derbsak (Kirikhan),

iskenderun,
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Payas, Adana, Ayas (Yumurtalik) Misis
and Sis (Kozan). The earthquake also
affected the cities of Aleppo, Azaz and
Balis in Syria, as well as the castles of
Esarib and Zerddnd. The November 29,
1114 Maras earthquake did not affect the
cities of Malatya, Diyarbakir and Elazig,
which were devastated by the February 6,
2023 Kahramanmaras earthquake. There-
fore, it appears that the February 6, 2023
earthquake was more massive than the
November 29, 1114 earthquake. Another
important similarity between the two eart-
hquakes is the severe cold temperatures
and snowfall during both earthquakes.
Almost all sources report that it snowed
after the November 29, 1114 earthquake
and everywhere was covered with white.

Mateos of Urfa, an eyewitness of the eart-
hquake, stated that there was a massive
earthquake on the evening of November
29, 1114, and that such a disaster had
never been heard or heard of until now,
"...suddenly there was a tremendous noise
and the whole world was shaken. The
earth trembled violently, rocks split and hil-
Is cracked. The mountains and hills resoun-
ded violently and sounded like living cre-
atures. The sound of the mountains were
like the roar of an army. All the plains and
mountains rang as if they were made
of copper and shook as if they were
made of wood.... That night, Samsat,
Hisnimansur, Keysun, Raban and Maras
were devastated. The fate of Maras was
so disastrous that about 40,000 people
perished. This was a very populated city
and no one survived the catastrophe. The
same thing happened in Sis (Kozan) and
countless people died. Many monaste-

ries and villages were destroyed and

10,000s of people perished."

Other Earthquakes in Maras

It appears that Maras didn't experience
another significant earthquake until 1513
after the one in 1114. However, the eart-
hquakes of 1137, 1157, 1170, 1200, 1203,
1268, 1302, 1387 and 1408 in Antakya,
Malatya, Adiyaman, Antep and Antakya
also affected Maras. In the 1268 earthqu-
ake in and around Adana, the castles
of Haruniye and Servendikar, located in
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vendikar kaleleri yikilir. Amanos daglo-
rinda yariklar olusur. Blgede 8.000 kisi
hayatini kaybeder.

Dulkadir Beyligi Zamaninda

Maras Depremi 1513

Dulkadir Beyligi zamaninda 1513 yilinda
Maras'ta cok siddetli bir deprem yasanir.
Depremin merkezinin Gélbasi ile Pazar-
cik arasinda oldugu ileri sirilir. Beyli-
gin merkezi olan Maras yerle bir olur ve
binlerce insan hayatini kaybeder. Bunun
Uzerine Dulkadir Beyi AlGiddevle (1479-
1515) Karamaras denilen yerde bulunan
kenti simdiki kale ve cevresinde yeniden
kurmustur. Eski Maras’in bulundugu Ka-
ramaras ise kentin bir semti olarak hala
varhgini sirdirmektedir. Bu deprem Ma-
ras’la birlikte Malatya, Adiyaman, Adana
ve Tarsus'u da etkilemistir.

Osmanli Déneminde

Maras Depremleri

Maras’in 1515'te Osmanl idaresine
girmesinden sonra bircok depremin
yasandigi bilinmektedir. Kentte 1544,
1583, 1615, 1795, 1855, 1872, 1874 ve
1893 tarihlerinde depremler olmustur.
Bunlardan bazilari cevre illerde olan
depremlerin etkileri sebebiyle hafif
sarsintilar olup bazilar ise siddetli
olmus ve yikici hasarlara yol acmistir.
Bu depremlerden yikici olanlardan
biri 29 Ekim 1795 Cumartesi sabahi
saat 7’de meydana gelir. Bu deprem
yazari bilinmeyen bir siirde manzum
olarak teferruatl olarak anlatilir. Bu
manzumdaki bilgilere gére deprem
sirasinda biyik guriltiler kopmus ve
insanlar cok korkmus, kentte bulunan
1000 ev yikilmistir. Ayrica bircok mi-
nare ve cami de yerle bir olmustur.
Yikilan yerler arasinda Maras Kalesi
de bulunmaktaydi. Kalenin icinde
bulunan 300 evin yikildigini belirten
yazar depremin 40 gin sirdigini
ifade eder. Yazar kalede bulunan
caminin yikihp yikilmadigini belirtme-
mektedir. Muhtemelen burada bulu-
nan Kanuni Sultan Sileyman Camii
yikilir. Bu depremden dolayi Maras'ta
enkaz altinda kalan bircok kisi 6lur.
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1822'de Halep, Antakya ve Antep’te
etkili olan bir deprem daha olur. Bu
depremden Maras da etkilenmis ancak
bir yikim olmamistir. Ancak 6 Subat Kah-
ramanmaras depremi gibi 1822 depre-
minde de Antep Kalesi yikilir. 1893'te
Malatya’da etkili olan deprem Maras'i
da cok etkilemistir. Bu deprem Elbis-
tan’da da sarsintilara sebep olmustur.

1914 yiinda Maras’in Andirnn kazasinda
hafif hasarli bir deprem yasanir. Cum-
huriyet déneminde Tirkiye'de yasanan
bazi depremlerden etkilenen Maras'ta
hafif hasarli ya da sadece sarsintinin
hissedildigi 2 Kasim 1932, 9-10 Temmuz
1940, 1967 ve 1971 depremleri yasanir.
1940 depreminde bazi kayalar yerlerin-
den oynar, ahali evlerinden yiyecek ve
yatacaklarini alarak bir middet diizlik-
lerde yatarlar. 31 Temmuz 1962 sabah
saat 08.30'da Elbistan’da bir sarsinti
meydana gelir. 1967°de Andirin‘in Go6-
kahmetli kdyiinde yasanan depremden
ise 33 aileye yardim yapilmasi ve konut-
larinin insa edilmesi kararlastirilir.
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Sonuc

Erzurum-Antakya arasinda Dogu Ano-
dolu fay hatti izerinde olan Maras'ta
tarih boyunca pek cok deprem mey-
dana gelmistir. Maras'ta yasanan bazi
depremler hafif olurken bir kisminin
dinyanin en siddetli ve yikici deprem-
leri oldugu gorilmistir. Bunun sebebi
ise Dogu Anadolu fay hatti ile Arabis-
tan fay hatlarinin kesisme noktasinin
Maras’a cok yakin olmasidir. Bundan
dolay! Maras'tan gecen fay hatt siddet-
li depremler iretmektedir. MS 6. yizyil-
da meydana gelen deprem sirasinda
Germanicia Antik Kentinin yikilmistir. 29
Kasim 1114 depremi ile Maras yerle
bir olmustur. 1513 depremi ise sehrin
yerinin degistiriimesine neden olmus-
tur. 29 Kasim1795'te depremi ise sehir
merkezi ile kalede biyik hasara ve
can kaybina yol acmistir. 6 Subat 2023
Pazarcik ve Elbistan merkezli Kahra-
manmaras depremleri ise diinyanin en
biyUk felaketlerinden biri olarak tarih
sayfalarinda yerini almistir.



the territory of today's Osmaniye near
Maras, collapsed. Cracks were formed
in the Amanos Mountains. 8,000 people
lost their lives in the region.

Maras Earthquake during

the Dulkadir Principality 1513

During the Dulkadir Principality period,
a very massive earthquake occurred in
Maras in 1513. It is claimed that the center
of the earthquake was between Gélbasi
and Pazarcik. Maras, the center of the
principality, was destroyed and thousands
of people lost their lives. Dulkadir Bey
Alauddevle (1479-1515) then rebuilt the
city in the place called Karamaras in and
around the present castle. Karamaras,
where the old Maras was located, still
exists as a neighborhood of the city. Along
with Maras, this earthquake also affected
Malatya, Adiyaman, Adana and Tarsus.

Maras Earthquakes

in the Ottoman Period

It is known that many earthquakes occur-
red after Maras came under Ottoman
rule in 1515. There were earthquakes in

Fotograf: Fatih Emre Asya

the city in 1544, 1583, 1615, 1795, 1855,
1872, 1874 and 1893. Some of these
were mild tremors due to the effects of
earthquakes in neighboring provinces,
while others were massive and caused
destructive damage. One of the most
destructive of these earthquakes occur-
red at 7 am on Saturday, October 29,
1795. This earthquake is described in
detail in a poem whose author is unk-
nown. According to the information in this
poem, there was a great noise during
the earthquake and people were very
scared and 1000 houses in the city were
destroyed. Many minarets and mosqu-
es were also destroyed. Maras Castle
was also among the destroyed places.
The author states that 300 houses in the
castle were destroyed and the earthqu-
ake lasted for 40 days. The author does
not specify whether the mosque in the
castle was destroyed or not. Probably
the Mosque of Suleiman the Magnificent
located here was destroyed. Due to this
earthquake, many people died while
trapped under the wreckage in Maras.
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In 1822, another earthquake struck Ha-
lep, Antakya and Antep. Maras was
also affected by this earthquake, but
there wasn't any destruction. However,
Antep Castle collapsed in the 1822 eart-
hquake, just like the February 6 Kahra-
manmaras earthquake. The earthquake
that struck Malatya in 1893 also had an
impact on Maras. Elbistan experienced
tremors as a result of this one.

In 1914, an earthquake with slight dama-
ge was experienced in Andirin accident
of Maras. Affected by some earthquakes
in Turkey during the Republican period,
Maras experienced earthquakes on No-
vember 2, 1932, July 9-10, 1940, 1967
and 1971, which were slightly damaged
or only tremors were felt. In the 1940
earthquake, some rocks were dislodged
and people took food and bedding from
their homes and slept on the plains for
a while. At 8:30 a.m. on July 31, 1962, a
tremor occurs in Elbistan. After the 1967
earthquake in the Gékahmetli village of
Andirin, it was decided to provide aid
to 33 families and to build their houses.

Conclusion

Located on the Eastern Anatolian fa-
ult line between Erzurum and Antakya,
Maras has experienced many earthqu-
akes throughout history. While some of
the earthquakes in Maras were mild,
some of them were the most massive
and destructive earthquakes in the wor-
Id. The reason for this is that the inter-
section point of the Eastern Anatolian
fault line and the Arabian fault line is
very close to Maras. Therefore, the fault
line passing through Maras produces
massive earthquakes. During the eart-
hquake that occurred in the 6th century
AD, the ancient city of Germanicia was
destroyed. With the November 29, 1114
earthquake, Maras was destroyed. The
1513 earthquake caused the city to be
relocated. On November 29, 1795, the
earthquake caused great damage and
loss of life in the city center and the
castle. The February 6, 2023 Pazarcik
and Elbistan-centered Kahramanmaras
earthquakes are imbedded in history
as one of the world's biggest disasters.
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6 SUBAT 2023
KAHRAMANMARAS
ZELZELELERI ve
YIKTIGI TARIHI MIRAS

Fotograf: Mehmet Findik

FEBRUARY 6, 2023
THE KAHRAMANMARAS EARTHQUAKES AND
THE HISTORICAL HERITAGE IT DESTROYED

o IBRAHIM KANADIKIRIK
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“Andolsun ki sizi biraz korku ve aclikla;

mallardan, canlardan ve iriinlerden eksiltmekle sinayacagiz.
Sabredenlere mijjdele.”

Bakara, 155.

Bir gece sicacik yataklarimizda ve en derin uykulari-
mizda dehsetli bir sarsinti ile uyandik. Tarihler 6 Subat
2023 gininin 04.17’sini gosteriyordu. Hicri Takvimle 15
Recep 1444 giniydu. Mibarek G¢ aylarin baslariydi...

Zamanin ve saniyelerin kendi boyutu icerisinde uzatildigi
ve yireklerin agza geldigi bir andi. Hi¢ bitmeyecek gibi
uvzadikca uzayan o dehsetli sarsinti kiyametin kiicik
bir misalinden baska bir sey degildi. Eger kiyametin
yavrusu varsa bizatihi kendisiydi. Osmanli déneminde
istanbul’da meydana gelen biyik ve yikic zelzelelere
“kiyamet-i sugra” (kiicik kiyamet) denirdi. iste bu ya-
sadigimiz da Kahramanmaras Kiyamet-i Sugrasi idi.

Simdi o anin hayali bile halet-i ruhiyemizi dehsete du-
sirmeye yetiyor. Siddetli zelzelenin dehseti icerisinde
evimizin bir odasinda ailelerimizle toplanip bir yandan
kelime-i tevhid getirirken, bir yandan da sarsintilarin
korkung sesi arasinda yikilmakta olan bir sehrin cocuklarn
olarak caresizlik icinde ilahi hikme teslim olmustuk.

Bebekligimizde annelerimizin besiklerimizi salladigi
sevgili Kahramanmaras'imiz gin geldi kendisi bir besik
oldu. Kimimizi salladi, salladi, salladi, korkuttu. Kimimizi
de ecel besiginde salladiktan sonra bagrina alarak in-
sallah manevi sehid hikmuyle ebedi dleme yolcu eyledi.

Milkin sahibi olan yice Allah bizlere can ve malla-
rimizin birer emanet oldugunu ve diledigi anda ve
diledigi sekilde emanetini teslim alacagini ilme’l-yékin,
ayne’l-yékin ve hakka’l-yékin bir sekilde dgretti.

Bakara suresinin 155. ayet-i kerimesinde belirtildigi Uzere
korku, canlardan ve mallardan eksiltme ile imtihandan
gecirildik ve gecirilmeye devam ediyoruz. Ayet-i kerime
bu sirecte bir sabir imtihanindan gecirildigimizi acik-
ca beyan etmekte ve sabredenleri mijdelemektedir.
insallah vefat edenlerimizin elemli halleri ahiret saa-
detlerinin bir vesilesi olurken, biz hayatta kalanlara da
yasadiklarimiz hem dinya hem de ahirete yonelik nice
hikmetli neticelere vesile olur.

Sirekli devam eden sarsintilar icinde belki de haya-
timda ilk kez uyanik oldugum hdélde sabah namazini
kazaya biraktim. Kar ve siddetli soguk altinda ne
abdest almaya ne de namaz kilmaya bir care bula-
bildim. Ogle namazini yakinimizdaki caminin saca-
gindan akmakta olan kar suyuyla aldigim abdestle
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“We will certainly test you;

with a touch of fear and famine and loss of property, life,
and crops. Give good news to those who patiently endure”
Surah Al-Baqarah, 155.

One night, in our warm beds and in our deepest sleep, we
were awakened by a terrifying tremor. The dates showed
04:17 on February 6, 2023. It was 15 Rajab 1444 in the Hijri
Calendar. It was the beginning of the blessed three months...

It was a moment when time and seconds were stretched
out in their own dimension and hearts were in our mouths.
That terrifying tremor that seemed to go on and on as if
it would never end was nothing but a small example of
the doomsday. If the doomsday had a baby, it was the
doomsday itself. During the Ottoman period, the great
and devastating earthquakes that occurred in Istanbul
were called “kiyamet-i sugra” (small apocalypse). And
this was the apocalypse of Kahramanmaras.

Now even the imagination of that moment is enough to
terrify our state of mind. We gathered with our families in a
room of our house in the horror of the massive earthquake,
and while we were saying the word of God, we surrendered
to the divine judgment in despair as the children of a city
that was collapsing amidst the terrible sound of the tremors.

Our beloved Kahramanmaras, where our mothers rocked
our cradles when we were babies, became a cradle itself
one day. It rocked, rocked, rocked and frightened some
of us. After rocking some of us in the cradle of death, it
took us into its bosom and, God willing, sent us to the
eternal realm with the verdict of a spiritual martyr.

Almighty Allah, the owner of the property, has taught us
to “know with knowledge, to know by seeing with the eye,
to know with everything, to be knowledgeable” way that
our lives and property are entrusted to God and that God
will receive them when and how God wills.

As stated in verse 155 of Surat al-Baqgarah, we have
been and continue to be tested with fear, loss of lives
and property. The verse clearly states that we are being
tested with patience in this process and gives good news
to those who are patient. Insha'Allah, the painful conditi-
ons of those who have passed away will be a means of
their bliss in the Hereafter, and for those of us who are
still alive, our experiences will lead to many wise results
for both the world and the Hereafter.

Perhaps for the first time in my life, in the midst of the cons-
tant tremors, | left the Fajr prayer unattended even though
| was awake. | could neither perform ablution nor pray in
the snow and hard cold. When | performed the noon prayer
with the ablution | performed with the snow water flowing
from the eaves of the nearby mosque, perhaps for the first
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kildigimda abdest alabilecek temiz
suyun ne kadar biyuik bir nimet ol-
dugunu belki de ilk kez bu kadar
iyi idrék edebildim. Ya Rab! Her
hélimiz icin sana sonsuz sikirler
olsun. Bize merhamet et ve bizi
bagisla. Uzerimizdeki nimetlerini
saymaktan aciziz.

Bu zelzele ile Maras’in tarihi mirasi-
nin kism-1 killisi yikildi. $Sehir Fransiz
Harbi'nden beri ilk kez bu kadar
buyik bir yikim goérdi. Belki de bu
yikim sehrin asirlardir gérdigi en
biyik yikim oldu. 1114 depremi
Maras’l yerle yeksan eden ve tim
sehrin daha yukarilara dogru cekil-
mesine sebep olan bir yikim olmus.
O donem, sehir Hacli Senyorliginin
yonetimi altindaydi. Tarihlerin kay-
dettigi ikinci bir buyik deprem ise
1795 zelzelesi. Biyik tahribat olmus.
Kale icindeki carsilar ve Sultan Siley-
man Camii tahrip olmus. Bu yikimin
etkilerini Divanl, Nuh ve Kazanci Ca-
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mii kitabelerinde yillar énce Dr. Yasin
Kozak’la birlikte okumus ve yikimin
sehrin tamaminda etkili oldugunu
da misahede etmistik.

ik ginden itibaren sehrin muhte-
lif yerlerindeki korkunc yikimi ve
felaketin biyukligini hem isittik
hem de aracla zorlukla da olsa
gidebildigimiz yerlerde gozlem-
ledik. Agabeyimin Palmiye Sitesi
enkazinda yardim isteyen bir anne
ile kizini saatler siren caresizlik
icerisindeki kurtarma telasi ile
enistemin Divanli'nin yiksekce ye-
rindeki evinden carsilarda yikilan
binalarin giriltilerini ve gelen ci1g-
lik seslerini duyusunu anlatirkenki
gozlerinin dolusu tarihe dismis en
aci notlardan oldu.

Sevgili Kohramanmaras'imizin hél-i
pur meldalini gérdikce yireklerimiz
daglandi, hiznimuz ziyadelesti, du-
daklarimiz titredi, gézyaslarimiz sel

6 Subat Maras
Zelzelesi ile Maras’in
tarihi mirasinin kism-i

killisi yikildi. Sehir
Fransiz Harbinden
beri ilk kez bu kadar
biyik bir yikim
gordu.

oldu akti. Bu satirlari yazarken bile
gozlerimin bugulanmasina engel
olamiyorum. Tum carsilar, Seker-
dere, Sazibey, Kayabasi, Pinarbasi,
Fevzi Pasa, Sekerli, Hatuniye, Di-
vanl, Kuyucak, Kimbet, Haydarl,
Turan, isa Divanli Mahalleleri, Do-
gukent, Palmiye, Ebrar, Pentapark,
Hamidiye Siteleri hangi birini say-
sak yikim ve cenazeler ile enkaz
altindakilerin sizisi cigerlerimizi
daglamaya yetiyordu.

Bu korkunc¢ yikimdan Kahraman-
maras’in tarihi kimligini yansitan
bircok eser de nasibini aldi. Ta-
bir yerindeyse sehrin tarihi silin-
di. Tarihi camilerden neredeyse
ayakta kalan olmadi. Ulu Camii
minaresinin ana godvde Uzerinde
kalan kismi caminin Uzerine yikildi.
Bu kisim 19. yizyilda yenilenmisti.
Ayakta kalan kisim ise 16. yiuzyil
basinda Alauddevle tarafindan
yaptirilan ana govdeydi.



Some of the historical
heritage of Maras
was destroyed by the
earthquake that occurred
on February 6. The city
experienced such severe
devastation for the first
time since the French War.

time | was able to realize how great
a blessing clean water for ablution is.
Oh Lord! We thank You infinitely for
our every situation. Have mercy on us
and forgive us. We are incapable of
counting Your blessings upon us.

Some of the historical heritage of Ma-
ras was destroyed by the earthquake
that occurred on February 6. The city
experienced such severe devastation
for the first time since the French War.
Perhaps this was the biggest destru-
ction the city had seen in centuries.
The earthquake of 1114 was a de-
vastation that leveled Maras to the
ground and caused the entire city to
be pulled upwards. At that time, the
city was under the rule of the Crusader
Seignory. The second great earthqu-
ake recorded by history is the 1795
earthquake. There was massive dest-
ruction. The bazaars inside the castle
and the Sultan Suleiman Mosque were
destroyed. We had read the effects
of this destruction in the inscriptions

of Divanli, Nuh and Kazanci Mosques
years ago together with Dr. Yasin Ko-
zak and observed that the destruction
was effective throughout the city.

From the first day, we both heard
about the terrible destruction in vo-
rious parts of the city and observed
the magnitude of the disaster in the
places we were able to visit, albeit
with difficulty. My brother's hours of
desperate rescue of a mother and her
daughter in the rubble of the housing
estate Palmiye, and my brother-in-law's
eyes filling with tears as he described
how he heard the noise of the collap-
sing buildings in the bazaars and the
screams coming from his house on the
high ground of Divanli were among the
most painful notes in history.

As we saw the state of our beloved
Kahramanmaras, our hearts broke, our
sadness increased, our lips trembled,
and our tears flowed like floods. Even
as | write these lines, | cannot stop my
tears. All the bazaars, Sekerdere, Sazi-
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bey, Kayabasi, Pinarbasi, Fevzi Pasa,
Sekerli, Hatuniye, Divanh, Kuyucak,
Kimbet, Haydarli, Turan, isa Divanli
Neighborhoods, Dogukent, Palmiye,
Ebrar, Pentapark, Hamidiye housing
estates, the destruction and funerals
and the pain of those under the rubble
were enough to tear our lungs.

Many monuments reflecting the his-
torical identity of Kohramanmaras
were also affected by this terrible
destruction. The history of the city was
erased, so to speak. Almost none
of the historical mosques survived.
The part of the minaret of the Grand
Mosque on the main body collapsed
on top of the mosque. This part was
renovated in the 19th century. The
part that remained standing was the
main body built by Alauddevle at the
beginning of the 16th century.

A part of the Grand Bazaar (Below
Bedesten) collapsed. | learned that
the Sarachane Mosque collapsed and
| was devastated once again.
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Kapali Carsinin (Asagi Bedesten) bir
kismi coktl. Sarachane Camii'n yikildi-
gini 6grendim, bir kez daha yikildim.

Arasa Camii'n agir hasarli oldugunu
yanindan gecerken gérdim. Tarihi mi-
naresi ise ana gdvdesinden az bir kismi
ayakta kalmak Uzere tamamen yikilmisti.

Sazibey Camii’n tarihi minaresinin yI-
kilmasiyla 5 asirdir ayakta duran son
kalintisi da veda etti. Delil Ali Camii’'n
de tahrip oldugu haberini aldim.

103 yil dnceki istiklal Harbi'nde kub-
besi ve minaresi disman atesiyle
delik desik olan ve serefesi altina
saplanip kalan top mermisiyle Fran-
siz vahsetinin ve savasin en canl
tanigi olan Gazi Seyh Camii tim
varligi ve minaresiyle ¢coktu.

Seyh Ali Sezai Efendinin milli teski-
latlanmasinda 6nemli bir merkez

olan ve yivli minaresiyle Maras'ta
tek olma o6zelligi olan Sekerli Co-
mii yikildi. Sadece son cemaat

mahalli duvarinin ayakta kaldigini
biyik bir hizinle misahede ettim.

Nakip Camii'n Fransiz Harbi'nde
kursun yaralariyla gazi olmus to-
rihi minaresi de tum hatiralariyla
aramizdan ayrildi.

Divanh Camii Maras tarihi camileri
icerisinde cift serefe ozelligi ile
tekti. Minare yikildi. Caminin bi-
yUk kismi cokti. Giney duvarinin
bir kismi delik desik bir surette
zorlukla ayakta duruyor.

Divanli'da Kazancizéde Mesut Efendi
tarafindan yaptirilan Kazanci Camii
de Maras’a veda etmis durumda.
Minaresi ise agir hasar almis.

Divanli'da sokak arasinda kiicik
ama cok sirin bir cami olan Nuh
Camii de yikilmis. Enkazdan sokaga
bile girilemiyor. Ablamlara misafir
gittigimde vakit namazlarini Nuh
Camii‘nde kilardim. Eskiden mina-
resinde leylek yuvasi vardi. 15-20

sene var ki leylekler gelmez olmustu.

isa Divanli Camii’'n bulundugu so-
kaktan gectim. O da maddi varli-
gindan gecmis durumdaydi. Basimi
sola cevirdim. Uyuz Pinar ayaktay-
di. Kicicik bir teselli oldu.

Tarihi Kuyucak Hamami'na giden
tim yollar enkazla kapali oldugu icin
akibetini gézlemleyemedim. Ancak
onun da yikildigi bilgisini aldim.

Daha 6tedeki Bey, Durakli, Evzani-
ye, Dede Mehmed Efendi Camileri
hakkinda kesin bir bilgi alama-
dim. Haznedarlh Camii minaresi-
nin yikildigini isittim.

icinde Sitci imam tirbesinin oldu-
gu Uzunoluk'taki tarihi Cinarli Camii
minaresinin de yikildigini 6grendim.
Minarenin yari govdeden yukarisi 19.
yuzyilda yenilenmisti. O yenilenme-
ye ait elle cizilmis bir insa krokisini
ve kaydini bir dostumda gérmis ve
PDF'ini arsivime almistim.

Sevgili
Kahramanmaras'imizin
hal-i pur melalini
gordikce yireklerimiz
daglandi, hiznimiz
ziyadelesti, dudaklarimiz
titredi, gozyaslarimiz
sel oldu akti.



| saw that the Arasa Mosque was he-
avily damaged as | passed by, and
its historic minaret was completely
destroyed with only a small part of
its main body still standing.

With the destruction of the historic
minaret of the Sazibey Mosque, the
last remnant of the mosque, which
had been standing for 5 centuries, di-
sappeared. | received the news that
Delil Ali Mosque was also destroyed.

103 years ago, during the War of In-
dependence, Gazi Sheikh Mosque,
whose dome and minaret were
riddled with enemy fire, and which
was the most vivid witness of the
French atrocities and the war with
the cannonball lodged under its
balcony, collapsed with its entire
existence and minaret.

Sekerli Mosque, which was an impor-
tant center in the national organization
of Sheikh Ali Sezai Efendi and was the
only one in Maras with its grooved
minaret, was demolished. | observed

Our hearts sank when
we witnessed the
condition of our dear
Kahramanmaras; our
anguish deepened;
our lips trembled;
and streams of tears
streamed from us.

with great sadness that only the last
congregation wall remained standing.

The historical minaret of the Nakip
Mosque, which was wrecked with bul-
let wounds in the French war, also left
us with all its memories.

The only remaining historical Maras
mosque was the Divanli Mosque.

The minaret fell to pieces. A signifi-
cant portion of the mosque fell. Only
a little portion of the south wall is
standing, and it has holes in it.

Kazanci Mosque, built by Kazancizé-
de Mesut Efendi in Divanl, also bid
farewell to Maras. Its minaret is se-
verely damaged.

Nuh Mosque, a small but very cute
mosque in the street in Divanli, was
also destroyed. You can't even enter
the street because of the debris. When
| used to visit my sisters, | used to pray
at Nuh Mosque. There used to be a
stork's nest on the minaret. For 15-20
years the storks stopped coming.

evelahir s

| crossed the street where the Isa
Divanl Mosque was located. It too
was past its material possessions.
| turned my head to the left. Uyuz
Spring was standing. It was a small
consolation to me.

| couldn't observe the fate of the his-
torical Bathhouse Kuyucak as all the
roads leading to it were blocked by
debris. However, | was informed that
it too had been demolished.

| could not get any definite information
about the Bey, Durakli, Evzaniye, Dede
Mehmed Efendi Mosques further away.
| heard that the minaret of Haznedarl
Mosque was destroyed.

| also learned that the minaret of the
historic Cinarli Mosque in Uzunoluk,
where the tomb of Siitcii imam is loca-
ted, was also demolished. The minaret
was renovated from the half-body up
in the 19th century. | had seen a hand-
drawn construction sketch and record
of that renovation at a friend's house
and took the file into my archive.
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Yine Cukuroba Camii’'n yikildigi bil-
gisine ulastim. Kanlidere Koprisi
yanindan Kayabasi’'na cikan yokus
enkazla kapli oldugu icin yoldan
gecmek imkénsiz hdle gelmis. Cu-
kuroba Camii 16 Aralik 1919'da
Ermenilerin aksam vakti bomba
atip, miezzinine kursun siktiklari
bir camimizdi.

Hatuniye, Bogazkesen, Kesif Efen-
di, Carsibasi camilerinin de mi-
nareleri sehre veda etmis. iklime
Hatun (Udiirgiict) Camiin’ de agir
hasarh oldugunu duydum. Hemen
bitisigindeki Hisir Hanla ilgili bir
bilgiye ulasamadim.

Sarayalti ve Bahcelievler camileri
de zelzelenin yiktigr camilerimiz
arasina ddhil olmus. Bayazith Cao-
mii’n minaresini yari gévdesinden
itibaren agir hasarli gérdim. YI-
kilmak Uzereydi. Etrafini koruyucu
bantla cevirmislerdi. Bir sonraki
gordigimde hasarh kismi tama-
men yikilmisti. Ya kendiliginden
yikildi, ya da tedbiren yiktilar.
Cinki hem yol givenligini hem
de hemen karsisindaki jandarma
girisini tehdit eder vaziyetteydi.

Camiler ve carsilar disinda bircok
tarihi konak da ya yikildi ya da agir
hasar aldi. Dedeoglu Konagi'nin ve
Eski Amerikan Koleji olan Yedi G-
zel Adam Muzesi'nin de bir kisminin
coktigl haberi hiznimizi artirdi.
TUm bu yapilar son yillarda restore
edilmisti. Burada su soruyu sormak
bir Kohramanmaraslh olarak tari-

elhamdilillah.

hi bir vazife ve mesuliyetimiz. Bu
yapilar restore edilirken olasi bir
depreme karsi bunlarin giclendir-
mesi yapilmadi mi da hepsi birden
yikildi? Bu soru cevap bekliyor!

Bir kisim burclarinda cékmeler
olsa da her seye ragmen kale-
miz dimdik ayakta elhamdilillah.
Bolgeleri tam anlamiyla gezme
imkénim olmadigi icin gozlemle-
rim disindaki bilgilere dostlarim
vasitasiyla ulastim. Zaman icin-
de yikilan ve hasar géren tarihi
mekéanlarimizla ilgili goérinti ve
bilgiler daha da netlesecektir.

Tarihi mimarimiz insallah zaman
icerisinde asli sekline uygun olarak
insa edilecektir. Ancak orijinal do-
kulari bir daha geri gelmeyecektir.
6 Subat 2023 Kahramanmaras icin
yeni bir milat oldu. Tim sehir gibi
tarihi yapilarimiz da bu yikim ve
degisimden nasibini aldi. Maras
bir daha eski Maras olmayacak.
Bir asir 6nce kahraman ecdadi-
miz “Maras bize mezar olmadan
dismana gilizér olamaz” demisti.
Torunlari olarak bizler de diyoruz ki
ve tarih sahit olsun ki; “Maras bize
mezar da olsa, onu asla diismana
Gilizér etmeyecegiz!”

Son olarak, bu felaket nicin ba-
simiza geldi ve ecdad yadigdari
tarihi camilerimizin timuyle yikil-
masinin hikmeti nedir, sorusuna
verilecek cevap herkesin kendi
muhasebesinde gizlil

Bir kisim burclarinda cokmeler
olsa da her seye ragmen
kalemiz dimdik ayakta



'l was also informed that the Cukuroba
Mosque had been destroyed. The slo-
pe from Kanlidere Bridge to Kayabasi
was covered with debris, making it
impossible to cross the road. Cukuroba
Mosque was a mosque that Armenians
bombed in the evening on December
16, 1919 and shot its muezzin.

The minarets of Hatuniye, Bogazkesen,
Kesif Efendi and Carsibasi mosques
also bid farewell to the city. | heard
that the iklime Hatun (Udirgici)
Mosque was also heavily damaged.
| could not find any information about
the adjacent Hisir Han.

Sarayaltl and Bahcelievler mosques
were also among the mosques dest-
royed by the earthquake. | saw the
minaret of Bayazith Mosque heavily
damaged from half of its body. It was
about to collapse. They had surrounded
it with protective tape. The next time |
saw it, the damaged part had comp-
letely collapsed. Either it collapsed
spontaneously or they demolished it
as a precaution. Because it threatened
both road safety and the entrance of
the Gendarmerie just across the road.

In addition to mosques and bazaars,
many historical mansions were eit-
her destroyed or heavily damaged.
The news that part of the Dedeoglu
Mansion and the Seven Beautiful
Men Museum, the former American
College collapsed added to our
sadness. All these buildings had
been restored in recent years. It is
our historical duty and responsibi-
lity as one from Kahramanmaras

Although some of its bastions
have collapsed, our castle is
standing firm despite everything,

to ask the following question here.
While these buildings were being
restored, were they not reinforced
against a possible earthquake and
all of them collapsed at once? This
question awaits an answer!

Although some of the bastions have
collapsed, our castle is standing firm
despite everything, fortunately. Sin-
ce | did not have the opportunity to
fully visit the regions, | reached the
information other than my observa-
tions through my friends. In time, the
images and information about our
destroyed and damaged historical
places will become clearer.

Inshallah, our historical architecture
will be built in time in accordance
with its original form. However, the-
ir original textures will never come
back. February 6, 2023 was a new
milestone for Kohramanmaras. Like
the whole city, our historical buildings
also got their share of this destruction
and change. Maras will never be the
old Maras again. A century ago, our
heroic ancestors said, "Maras can-
not be a rose for the enemy without
being a grave for us". As his descen-
dants, we also say and let history be
a witness; "Maras may be our final
graveyard, but we will never turn it
into a heaven for the foe!"

Finally, the answer to the question of
why this disaster has befallen us and
what is the wisdom of the complete
destruction of our historical mosques,
the heirlooms of our ancestors, is hid-
den in everyone's own accounting!

fortunately.
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YERALTI CANAVARLARINI
DEHLEMEK

SPURRING THE UNDERGROUND MONSTERS




Sehir deyip gecmeyeceksin! isminde,
cisminde, belleginde, mazisinde neler
yiklidir; nice hayati, nice hatirayi,
emaneti, imidi bedeninde saklar da
gelecege tasir bileceksin.

"Zarfa degil mazrufa bak” derler ama bazen zarf maz-
ruftan daha kiymetli olabiliyor. Eveldhir dergisinin 13.
sayisinin yer aldigi kargo gonderisi benim icin dyle oldu.
Elim varp da bir tirli o naylon paketi acamadim. Cinki
Uzerinde gonderenin ve alicinin adresi ile bir de tarih
yaziyordu: Kahramanmaras, 3 Subat 2023.

3 Subat'ta yani o kara 6 Subat'tan 55, 60 saat 6nce Usti
yazilip yola cikarilan zarfi, mazrufuyla birlikte saklamak
boynumun borcu oldu. Tam o ginlerde Eveldhirin yeni
sayisina gondermek icin Uzerinde calistigim yazi da yarim
kaldi. Aslinda yarim kalmaktan ziyade kalakaldi. Yazinin
gidecegi yer kalmadi. Maras’tan bir haber geldi: Koca
koca sehirler yikildi, mamureler viran oldy, yazi durdy, yazgi
dondi... Yeraltinda asirlardir biriken enerji, yer istindeki
kac asirlik medent birikimi tarumar etti. O birikimin kiicik
nisanesi olarak o zarf dylece kalacak. Cinki o gecip gitmis
zamandan, yikik bir sehirden ve kaybolmus hayatlardan
bir yadigar. Siregiden, siradanlasan, alisilan, ritmini ve
kivamini bulmus bir hayattan kalan bir hatira... isminin tim
cagrisimiyla Kahramanmaras'i hatirlatiyor.

Gaziantep, iskenderun, Antakya, Adiyaman, Elbistan, Malat-
ya, Islahiye, Nurdagi, Kéhta... O isimler binlerce yillik tarih
seyrinden gecilerek hak edildi. Kimse koymadi bu adlar;
binlerce yilin cenderesinden gecerek varliklarina islediler.
Umur gordiler, zeval gordiler; istilaya, talana ugradilar,
yikildilar, yapildilar... Adlariyla sanlariyla bugine ulastilar.
insanin dar vaktinde mahvedici olan felaketler, onlarin
genis zamaninda duraksama, yalpalama olarak kayda
gecti. Bunca asirdir, sayisiz ruhu biinyesinde barindiran,
nefisleri yatistiran, kisileri yetistiren sehirlerimiz, simdi kendi
varliklarini onaracak ve tarihi seyirlerini sirdirecekler.

Sehir deyip gecmeyeceksin! isminde, cisminde, belleginde,
mazisinde neler yukludir; nice hayati, nice hatiray;, emaneti,
imidi bedeninde saklar da gelecege tasir bileceksin. insa-
nin var olma cabasi, hiineri, sanati, ihtirasi, nefsi sehirde
birikir ve zamana yiklenir. Seni de yiklenir, riyalarini da,
emellerini de, hisranlarini da... Mezarliklarinda, harabele-
rinde, késanelerinde, muaseretinde, sézliginde, yer altinda,
olay ufkunda insan yigar, insan biriktirir sehir. Agir agir
yenilenir, zamanla oynasarak Ustine koyar, secip eleyerek
hafizaya alir. Bir arz parcasina tutunur, orada yerlesir, arza
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Don't just call it a city! You shall know
how much it carries in its name, its body,
its memory, its past; how many lives,
memories, relics and hopes it holds in its
body and carries into the future.

“They say "Consider the envelope from the inside, not the
outside," but sometimes the envelope can be more valuable
than what it keeps inside. Such was the case for me with the
cargo shipment containing the 13th issue of EvelGhir mago-
zine. | could not open the plastic package because it had
the address of the sender and the recipient and the date
written on it: Kahramanmaras, February 3, 2023.

On February 3rd, that is, 55, 60 hours before that February
6th, it became my obligation to keep the envelope, together
with its inside envelope cover. Just in those days, the article |
was working on to send to the new issue of Eveldhir was left
unfinished. Actually, it was left homeless all of a sudden. The
article had nowhere to go. The news came from Maras: towns
were destroyed, cities were devastated the writing stopped, fate
turned... The energy that had been accumulating underground
for centuries destroyed centuries of civilized accumulation above
ground. That envelope will remain as a small token of that ac
cumulation. Because it is a memento of time gone by, a ruined
city and lost lives. A souvenir of a life that is ongoing, ordinary,
accustomed, has found its rhythm and consistency... It reminds
of Kahramanmaras with all the connotations of its name.

Gaziantep, iskenderun, Antakya, Adiyaman, Elbistan, Malatya,
Islahiye, Nurdagi, Kahta... These names were earned through
thousands of years of history. Nobody gave them these names;
they have been engraved into their existence through thou-
sands of years. They have been honored, they have suffered;
they have been invaded, plundered, destroyed, built... They
have reached today with their names. The disasters that were
devastating in the short time of human beings were recorded
as hesitation and wobble in their long time. Our cities, which
have been harboring countless souls, calming the souls and
raising individuals for so many centuries, will now restore their
own existence and continue their historical course.

Don't just call it a city! You shall know how much it carries in its
name, its body, its memory, its past; how many lives, memories,
relics and hopes it holds in its body and carries into the futu-
re. Man's effort to exist, his skill, his art, his ambition, his ego
accumulates in the city and is loaded with time. It also loads
you, your dreams, ambitions, frustrations... The city accumulates
human beings in its graveyards, ruins, halls, manners, vocabulary,
underground, event horizons. It is slowly renewed, it adds to it
by playing with time, it memorizes it by selecting and sifting.
You cling to a piece of land, settle there, and open up to time
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Antakya’nin,
Maras’in,
Malatya’nin
gordugu
kacinci yikim
bu? Bir kere
yikilmakla
tarihe kanisan
cinsten sehirler

degil onlar.

duydugun emniyetle zamana agcilirsin.
Katman katman doldurursun araziyi.
Yer saglamdir seni tutar, zaman dog-
rusaldir gecmisten gelecege akar.

Bu muhkem arz izerinde, bu 6ngdrile-
bilir akista yazilir sehrin hikayesi. Basi
sonu bilinmez; sayfalar cevrilir, sah-
neler degisir, karakterler girer cikar,
besikler ve mezarlar dolar. Cafcafl
veya duragan vakitler yasanir, akis géh
hizlanir géh durulur. Muhkem yerde,
emin zamanda yasanir bitin bunlar.
O mamur beldenin, o fakir semtin, o
kenar mahallenin, o isiltili caddenin,
o samatali sokagin, o lisks sitenin bir
kissalik vadesi vardir. Adlar, adetler,
gorgiler, zevkler, sahneler ise sijzile
sizile devam eder. Yeter ki zemin sabit
olsun, zaman dimdiz aksin...

Ruhlarn ve bedenleriyle, kimlikleri ve
kulturleriyle temayiz eden gizel ve
mistesna sehirlerimizin zemini sarsildl,
zaman akisi yalpaladi. Oturmus yapilo-
ra, yerlesik itiyatlara dayal rutinlerinde
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alttan alta isleyen yanlslar, carpikliklar,
kusurlar, veballer arzin silkelenmesiyle
birden ortaya doékildi. Sanki deprem,
bizim ihmallerimizden, ac go&zluligu-
mizden, 6lcisizligimizden beslenen
yer alti canavarlarini aciga cikardi da
Uzerimize saldi. Aci ve acimasiz ger-
cekler yizimize carpti. Sehre karsi
isledigimiz suclarin bedeli mi bu? Ha-
yir, sehir 6¢ almaz; onca cirmdi, hirsi,
siskinligi tasiyamaz héle geldiginde,
yavas yavas veya aniden kusar. Ya-
sanan tarifsiz aciyl, derdi, mesakkati,
siziy1 sakinleriyle birlikte ceker.

Ceker, sirikler ve hemsehrileri yeni
bir gelecege tasir. Kayiplari, kirnlma-
lari, mahvoluslar benligine yikler ve
seyrine devam eder. Enkazlara yeni bir
katman, acilara unutturucu bir merhem
ceker; kasvete soluk bir i1sik, bedbinlige
cocuksu bir Umit disirir ve gelecege
ilerler. Ayaklarinin altindan yerin kay-
digi, kedere, caresizlige, 6fkeye batmis
insanlara narin bir tutamak, anac bir si-

ginak olur sehir. Antakya’nin, Maras'in,
Malatya’nin gordigi kagincr yikim bu?
Bir kere yikilmakla tarihe karisan cins-
ten sehirler degil onlar. Matem tutmayi
da bilirler, kayip defterini tutmayi da.
Hafizayr da tazelerler, durduklan yer-
den baslamayi da bilirler.

Bu bizim depremimiz, bizim yikimimiz,
bizim buyuk sinanmamiz. Tirkiye'nin
omurgasi denebilecek bir hatta inci gibi
siralanan sehirlerimizin medent birikim-
lerini deveran ettirecegiz. O sehirlerin
tasidiklari uygarlik mirasi, enkazin altin-
dan cikarilip tekrar hayata karisacak.
Kaybettiklerimizi unutmayacagiz. Kayip-
larimizin hatirasi, kaniksadigimiz yan-
lislara dismemize mani olacak. Sehre
yaptigimiz fenaliklarin acisini bir daha
yasamayacagdiz. Cinky sehrin fena co-
cuklari degil dost sakinleri olacagiz.
Anilarin izerine yeni yasantilar kurula-
cak, hayat yeniden kivamini bulacak.
O sehirlerden yeni zarflar yola cikacak,
mazrufundan daha degerli olmayacak.



How many
times has
Antakya, Maras,
Malatya been
destroyed? They
are not the kind
of cities that
disappear into
history with one
demolition.

with the security you feel for the land. You
fill the land layer by layer. The ground is
solid and holds you, time is linear and
flows from the past to the future.

The story of the city is written on this solid
land, in this predictable flow. The begin-
ning and end are unknown; pages are
turned, scenes change, characters enter
and exit, cradles and graves are filled.
There are flashy or static times, the flow
speeds up and stops. All this happens
in a secure place at a secure time. That
prosperous town, that poor neighborho-
od, that slum, that glittering avenue, that
boisterous street, that luxurious housing
estate has a short term. Names, customs,
manners, tastes and scenes, on the other
hand, continue on and on. As long as the
ground is stable and time flows smoothly...

The ground of our beautiful and exceptio-
nal cities, distinguished by their souls and
bodies, identities and cultures, has been
shaken and the flow of time has wobb-
led. The mistakes, distortions, flaws, and
sins that had been working underneath

Fotograf: Mehmet Findik

in their routines based on established
structures and established habits were
suddenly revealed with the shaking of
the earth. It was as if the earthquake
had unleashed underground monsters
that feed on our negligence, greed and
immoderation. Bitter and cruel realities
hit us in the face. Is this the price for
our crimes against the city? No, the city
does not take revenge; it vomits slowly
or suddenly when it cannot bear all the
crimes, ambition and bloating. It suffers
the unspeakable pain, suffering, hardship
and pain together with its inhabitants.

It pulls, drags and carries its fellow citizens
to a new future. It takes the losses, frac-
tures and ruin upon itself and continues
on its course. It adds a new layer to the
wreckage, an ointment to the pain; it casts
a faint light on gloom, a childish hope
on despair, and moves on to the future.
The city becomes a delicate handhold, a
motherly refuge for people under whose
feet the ground has shifted and who are
steeped in grief, despair and anger. How
many times has Antakya, Maras, Malatya

been destroyed? They are not the kind of
cities that disappear into history with one
demolition. They know how to mourn and
how to keep a book of loss. They also
refresh the memory, they know how to
start from where they stopped.

This is our earthquake, our destruction,
our great test. We will keep the civili-
zed accumulations of our cities, which
are lined up like pearls in a line that
can be called the backbone of Turkey,
flowing. The civilizational heritage of
those cities will be pulled out from
under the rubble and brought back to
life. We will not forget what we have
lost. The memory of our losses will
prevent us from falling into the mista-
kes we take for granted. We will never
again feel the pain of the misdeeds
we have done to the city. Because we
will not be the bad boys of the city,
but its friendly inhabitants. New lives
will be built on memories, life will find
its consistency again. New envelopes
will set out from those cities, they will
not be more valuable than their inside.
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IHYA VE INSA

RECOVERING AND CONSTRUCTION

o EMRE BIiRSEN

Medeniyet, sehirle baslar. Zira sehir anlamindaki “medine”
ile “medeniyet” arasindaki etimolojik bag sdyler bunu
bize. Rasulullah'in (sav) Yesrib’i Medine'ye tahvili, insan ve
sehir iliskisinin en miicessem hdlidir. Sehirler, kurulduktan
sonra gerceklesen teknolojik yenilikler, yeni gereksinim-
ler, harp, afet vs. sebepler nedeniyle muhtelif degisim
ve doénisime ragmen yasadigi tarihi birikimi, tasavvuru
ve hafizasini yansitmaya devam eder. Bu suur nedeniyle
sehirler insanlarin inanc ve kiltirlerinden derin izler tasir.
Zira islam; emir ve tavsiyeleriyle insana dair tim sahalari
ihata eder. Mislimanlar tarafindan fethedilen cografya-
lardaki bakiye miktesebat, islam inanci dahilinde ihya/
insa edilip islam’a 6zgii bir sehir modeli ortaya konmustur.
Bu tavri sekillendirense Efendimiz'den (sav) miras, Yesrib'i
Medine yapma siinnetini ihya gayretidir.

islam’in sehirlerinin hepsinde mabed merkezli sehir plan-
lamasi gorirsiniz. Bu planlama cemiyetin birlik ruhunu
onceler ve merkeze insa edilen cami ile tim inananlarin
cem olmasinin énemini vurgular. Efendimiz'in (sav) Yesrib'i
Medine'ye donistirmesinin ilk adimi, sehri Mescid-i Nebi'nin
etrafina kurmak olmus, sehir planlamasini da merkeze mes-
cidi alarak yapmistir. Gecen zaman icinde tesekkil eden
islam sehirleri de Medine emsal alinarak insa edilmistir. Bu
medeniyet tasavvuruna gore sehirler; cami, medrese, hanlar
ve her an dinyanin geciciligini hatirlatan kabristanlarla
donatilarak devam etmis boylece islam medeniyetinin sehir
idraki cihanin doért bir yanina ulasmistir. Bahse konu tasav-

Civilization begins with the city. The etymological link between
"medina" meaning city and "civilization" tells us this. The Prophet's
transformation of Yathrib into Medina is the embodiment of the
relationship between man and city. Cities continue to reflect their
historical accumulation, imagination and memory despite various
changes and transformations due to technological innovations,
new needs, wars, disasters, etc. after their establishment. Be-
cause of this consciousness, cities bear deep traces of people's
beliefs and cultures. Because Islam, with its commands and
recommendations, encompasses all areas related to human
beings. The remaining acquis in the geographies conquered by
Muslims was revived/constructed within the Islamic faith and a
city model specific to Islam was put forward. What shapes this
attitude is the endeavor to revive the Sunnah of making Yathrib
into Medina, inherited from our Prophet.

In all of the cities of Islam, you see a city planning centered
on the sanctuary. This planning prioritizes the unity spirit of the
community and emphasizes the importance of the mosque built
in the center and the unity of all believers. The first step of our
Prophet's transformation of Yathrib into Medina was to build the
city around the Prophet's Mosque, and he made the city plan-
ning with the mosque at the center. The Islamic cities that have
been formed over time have also been built by taking Medina
as a precedent. According to this conception of civilization, cities
continued to be equipped with mosques, madrasahs,hans (caro-
vanserais) and graveyards that reminded us of the transience of
the world at every moment, and thus the city concept of Islamic
civilization reached all four corners of the world. As a result of the
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islam tasavvurunda

sehirlerin de canlilar
gibi ruhu vardir ve sehir

o ruhla mana bulur.

vurun gelisimi neticesi Islam ulemasinin
sehir ve medeniyet eksenli fikirlerinden
ciddi bir ilmi literatir olusmustur. Sehir
ve medeniyet baglaminda Farabi’den
ibn Haldun’a, Turgut Cansever'den Sa-
dettin Okten’e nice miitefekkirin tahkik
edilmesi elzem eserleri okunmay! ve
referans alinmayi beklemektedir. Mez-
kur eserlerin miisterek noktasi evvela
insanin insasini hedeflemesidir. islam
tasavvurunda sehirlerin de canlilar gibi
ruhu vardir ve sehir o ruhla mana bulur.
Sehirle insani birlestiren bu cevher; seh-
rin tarihi, kiltird, mimarisi, edebiyat,
sanati ve yetistirdigi insan hazinesidir.
Bu nedenle sehirleri sadece cografi
ve mimari hususiyetleriyle degil mazi-
den giinimize, mekénlarinin tasidigi
manevi degerleri ile canl tutmak te-
mel hedefimiz olmaldir.

Deprem neticesi sehrimizde buyuk bir
ytkim vuku buldu. Hemen hepimizin
hisim, akraba ve dostlari sehadetle
ahirete intikal etti. Cenab-1 Hakk’in ha-
yatta kalmasini murad ettigi kisilereyse
sehri ihya ve insa etme vazifesi distu.
Dini ve millt suurun yanisira ilmi, fenni
ve irfani gelenegi insaf ve idrakle sen-
tezleyerek yapilmasi gereken bir insa
ve ihya hareketi bu... Ulu Camii, Divanh
Camii, Sth Camii vs. asirlarca manevi
kimligimize taniklik etmis mabedleri-
miz, sehrin tarihine taniklk eden eski
mahallelerimiz muhafaza edilerek Turk
islam mimarisine miinasip olarak tek-
rar diriltiimelidir. Gelecek nesle Sitci
imam, Cakmaker Said, Millis Nuri ve
onlar gibi nice kahramanin yanisira
Ali Sezai Efendi, Hafiz Ali Efendi gibi
ulema ve mesayihtan bakiye hatiralo-
r unutturmamak zerimize borc¢ olup
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sehrimizin bizim Uzerimizdeki hakkidir.
Hulasa Maras’i yeniden ihya ve insa
ederken yasanmishklari ve hatiralarn
insanimizin hafizasindan silmeden ilim

ve fennin kurallarina riayet etme suur
ve idrakiyle baslamaliyiz.

Yeryiizinin Hakk Teala’nin rizasina
minasip imar ve insasinin insanin
temel mikellefiyetlerinden biri olma-
sinin ihmali neticesi; sehrimizin mane-
vi, kiltirel ve tarihi kimligini dinyevi
kaygilarla yitirmeye baslamasi, ruhsuz
apartman ve sitelerin sehrimizi ihata
etmesi gibi neticeler medeniyet deger-
lerini yasatmaya calisan Maraslilar
hep mahzun etmekteydi. Dinyevi hirs-
la baslayan bu kontrolsiz yerlesme;
uygunsuz zeminlere bina yapma ve
bu binalarda isin hakkina, hakikatine
uygun olmayan niteliksiz malzemelerin

kullanimi neticesi bizim icin cok cana
mal oldu. Hakk Teala benzeri, beteri
aféttan muhafaza buyursun.

Sehrimizin ihya ve insa sirecinde je-
olojik zemin etitlerinin yapilmasinin
yanisira ahlaki zemin etidinin de ya-
pilmasi, bina statiginin hesaplanirken
sahsiyet statiginin de hesaba katiimasi
gerekiyor. Hemsehrilerimiz, Kitabulla-
hin haber verdigi Uzere her zorlugun
ardinda bir kolaylik, her acinin ardinda
bir saadet olduguna iman ederler.
Nasil ki Mogol istilasindan sonra Is-
lam sehirleri, harp sonrasi Anadolu,
istiklal Harbi sonrasi Maras ihya oldu
ise simdi de ihya olacaktir.

Sehadet mertebesinde ahirete go-
cen tim hemsehrilerimize Cenab-i
Hakktan rahmet, geride kalanlara
sifa ve sabir niyaz ederim.



development of the aforementioned vision,
a serious scholarly literature has emerged
from the city and civilization-oriented ideas
of Islamic scholars. In the context of city
and civilization, the works of many thinkers
from Farabi to Ibn Khaldun, Turgut Canse-
ver to Sadettin Okten are waiting to be
read and referenced. The common point of
the aforementioned works is that they aim
at the construction of human beings. In the
Islamic imagination, cities, like living things,
have a soul and the city finds meaning

Cities have souls in the
Islamic imagination, just
like other living things,
and this spirit gives the
city its meaning.

with that soul.This substance that unites
the city and human beings is the city's
history, culture, architecture, literature, art
and the human treasure it raises. For this
reason, our main goal should be to keep
cities alive not only with their geographical
and architectural features, but also with
the spiritual values carried by their spaces
from the past to the present.

As a result of the earthquake, there was
a great destruction in our city. Almost
all of our relatives and friends passed
away. Those whom God Almighty willed
to survive were left with the task of rebu-
ilding the city. This is a construction and
reconstruction movement that must be
done by synthesizing religious and nati-
onal consciousness as well as scholarly
scientific and lore tradition with mercy
and comprehension... The Great Mosque,
Divanli Mosque, Sih Mosque, etc.
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Our temples that have witnessed our
spiritual identity for centuries, our old
neighborhoods that witness the history
of the city should be preserved and re-
surrected in accordance with Turkish Isla-
mic architecture. It is our obligation and
our city's right over us not to let the next
generation forget the memories of Sitci
imam, Cakmakci Said, Millis Nuri and
many heroes like them, as well as the me-
mories of scholars and legends such as
Ali Sezai Efendi, Hafiz Ali Efendi. In short,
while rebuilding Maras, we must start
with the consciousness and realization of
respecting the rules of science and wis-
dom without erasing the experiences and
memories from the minds of our people.

As a result of the neglect of zoning and
construction of the earth in accordance
with the consent of God as one of the
basic obligations of human beings; the re-
sults such as the loss of our city's spiritual,
cultural and historical identity with worldly
concerns, and the encroachment of soul-
less apartments and housing estates in our
city have always depressed the people of
Maras who try to keep the values of civili-
zation alive. This uncontrolled settlement
that started with worldly ambition; the
result of building on inappropriate grounds
and the use of unqualified materials that
are not in accordance with the right and
truth of the work in these buildings has
cost us many lives. May God protect us
from similar and worse disasters.

In the process of revitalization and constru-
ction of our city, in addition to geological
ground surveys, moral ground surveys
should also be carried out, and the sta-
tics of personality should also be taken
into account when calculating the statics
of the building. Our compatriots believe
that there is ease behind every difficulty
and bliss behind every pain, as foretold
by the Qur'an. Just as Islamic cities were
revived after the Mongol invasion, Anato-
lia after the war, Maras after the War of
Independence, they will be revived now.

| wish mercy from God Almighty to all
our fellow citizens who passed away
becoming martyrs, healing and patien-
ce to those left behind.
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@WARAS VE DEpREM

. DEPREMIN
DUSUNDURDUGE
CELISKILER

CONTRADICTIONS WHICH THE EARTHQUAKE MADE US THINK

o CAN ACER
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“Bu biricik kesinligin ve ortakhigin insanlar icin neredeyse
bir hic olmasi ve onlara bir 6lim kardesligi sagladigi
duygusundan daha uzak hicbir sey olmamasi ne go-
rip.” Nietszche’'nin bahsettigi kesinlik ve ortaklik elbette
6lum. Ortak 6limluligimizin sagladigr dayanisma firsati
hakkinda konusuyor. Deprem hakkinda sdylenebilecek
seylerin basinda bu ortak 6limlilik bilinci ve bu bilin-
cin vuyandirdidi kolektif birliktelik duygusu geliyor. Cinku
meseleye felaketi yasayan bir depremzede nazarindan
bakmak zorundayiz. Bu nazardan bakildiginda deprem
sonrasinda en derinde duyulacak ilk his baskasinin varligr-
nin o insana verdigi merhamet iklimidir, bu iklimle sarilip
sarmalanmak arzusu ve ihtiyacidir. Ayni sifatla, 8limliliok
sifatiyla herkesin birbirine benzedigi bir anda dogan bir
his. Toplum yasaminin esasi olan fakat manevi boyutunu
gundelik hayatta yitirdigimiz baskasiyla varolmak hélinin
gercek bir aidiyet duygusuyla ortaya ciktigi bir anda. Sezai
Karakoc'un Varto depremi hakkindaki yazisinda “Azrail’in
panigi” diye ifade ettigi telas ve cirpinis aninda tipki korku
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Fotograf: Mustafa Simen

"How strange that this singular certainty and commonality
means almost nothing to men, and that there is nothing
more distant than the feeling that it gives them a brother-
hood of death." The certainty and commonality Nietszche
is talking about is, of course, death. He is talking about the
opportunity for solidarity provided by our common mortality.
This consciousness of common mortality and the sense of
collective unity that this consciousness awakens is the first
thing that can be said about the earthquake. Because
we have to look at the issue from the perspective of an
earthquake victim. From this point of view, the first deepest
feeling after the earthquake is the climate of compassion
that the presence of another person gives to that person,
the desire and need to be embraced by this climate. A
sentiment that emerges at the exact instant that everyone
shares the same capacity-that of mortality. In a moment
when the state of being with another, which is the essence
of social life but whose spiritual dimension we have lost in
daily life, emerges with a real sense of belonging. In the
moment of panic and struggle, which Sezai Karakog referred
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Depremzede nazarindan
bakildiginda deprem
sonrasinda en derinde
duyulacak ilk his
baskasinin varliginin o
insana verdigi merhamet
iklimidir.

-~
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R
Fotograf:,Mustafa Simet

&

esnasinda hayvanlarin bile gos-
terdigi otekine yaklasma insiyaki
hepimizi sardi. Bir cemaat oldugu-
muzu, fanilerden ve gicsizlerden
mutesekkil bir sekilde, dogacak
bitin acilarin ilk 6znesi oldugumu-
zu hissettik. Bunu ilk basta depremi
yasayanlar hissetti elbette.

Facia hissi, depremin oldugu bolge-
lerden toplumun bitin katlarina yayil-
di. Fakat bitin cocuklarini kaybetmis
bir annenin acisini ve gercegini kim
tahayyil edebilir? Ustelik neden? Bi-
rileri binalarn gicsiz yaptigi icin. Bu
kendisinin ve topraga verdiklerinin
disinda gelismis sebebin akilalmaz
biyUklikteki sonucunun dogurdugu
absiirt duygusunu kim anlayabilir?
Tabiatin siddeti, kaderin siddeti,
toplumsal zaaflarin siddeti... Varli-
gin dissiinilebilecek bitin siddetinin
gecenin uykulu bir vaktinde kendine
ve cocuklarina yonelisindeki mantigi
hangi havsala alabilir? Bu sorularin
cevaplari o annenin kalbinde duruyor.
Biz sadece bunu sezebiliriz. lyi ki de
sadece sezebiliyoruz. Cinki toplu-
mun facia ile arasindaki bu mesafe
ayni zamanda onun eylem alanini
da olusturuyor. Oteki ile birliktelik
maneviyatinin dogdugu ama facia
ile arasindaki mesafe sayesinde ey-
leme gecebilecegi iradeyi kendinde
bulabildigi bir yer orasi.

Onumizde duran, deprem kadar
gercek sorular sunlardir: Toplum ola-
rak yukarida bahsettigim erdem hali
bizde hakikaten dogdu mu? Yoksa
tipki cenaze evinde en kati yirekli-
nin bile mahzunlastigi gibi felaketin
etkisiyle kisa sureli bir katarsis miydi
yasadiklarimiz? Gorki'nin Kiiciik Bur-
juva ideolojisinin Elestirisinde dedigi
gibi her cenazede 6ly, her diginde
damat olmak isteyenlerin ciktigi bir
sahne miydi deprem bdlgeleri? Bu
sorularin cevabini aslinda hepimiz
biliyoruz. Tipki cani pahasina cokmek
Uzere olan binaya giren kahramanlar
bildigimiz kadar acik biliyoruz aslinda.

Koltuk kavgasi yapan, dans eden,
depremzedeyi azarlayan siyasetci-
ler, biraz da secimlerin yaklasmasi-
nin verdigi istahla neredeyse biyiuk
cogunlugu saran politik hirs, deprem
sonrasinda kiralari yikselten istiha,
maddenin kudretini yitirdigini disindi-
giimiz metafizik bir anda bijtin maddi
kudretlerini bir yardim kampanyasinda
gile oynaya teshir eden zenginler...
Diger tarafta tek hayvanini infak eden
yasli bir teyze, cadirlar isgal etmemek
icin toprakta uyuyan askerler, kendi
varhgini unutarak calisan madenciler,
seferber olan bir halk...

Bu derin yarilmalarin, celiskilerin ayni
toplumda bu kadar acik bulunusu
Umitvar olmamizi engelliyor acikca-
si. Cunki Umidimiz bizi bir daha bu
tir facialardan kurtaracak rasyonel
zeminin kurulabilmesi. Toplumda ise
bu rasyonel tavrin yakalanamayacagi
bir karmasa hékim.



Fotograf: Mustafa Simen

The environment of
compassion that the presence
of another person brings to
that individual is, from the
perspective of the earthquake
victim, the first and most
profound feeling experienced
following the earthquake.

to as “panic of the angel of death” in
his article about the Varto earthquake,
the instinct to get closer to the other,
which even animals show during fear,
embraced us all. We felt that we were
a community, made up of mortals and
the powerless, and that we were the
first subject of all the pain that would
arise. Of course, those who experien-
ced the earthquake felt this first.

The sense of tragedy spread from the
earthquake zones to all levels of so-
ciety. But who can imagine the pain
and reality of a mother who has lost
all her children? And why? Because
someone made the buildings unsound.
Who can understand the absurd feeling
of the unimaginable magnitude of the
consequence of this cause developed
outside of herself/himself and those
someone buried? The violence of natu-
re, the violence of fate, the violence of
social weaknesses... How can anyone
conceive of the logic of all the concei-
vable violence of existence directed at
oneself and one's children in the sleepy
hours of the night? The answers to these
questions are in that mother's heart.
We can only intuit this. And it is good
that we can only sense it. Because this
distance between society and the tro-
gedy also constitutes its field of action.
It is a place where the spirituality of
communion with the other is born, but
where it can find the will to act thanks
to the distance from the tragedy.

The questions before us, as real as the
earthquake, are these: Did the state of
virtue | mentioned above really arise in
us as a society? Or was it a short-lived
catharsis after the catastrophe, just
as even the hardest-hearted become
dejected at the funeral home? Were
the earthquake zones, as Gorky says
in Kiiciik Burjuva ideolojisinin Elestirisi,
a stage where those who wanted to
be dead at every funeral and grooms
at every wedding appeared? We all
know the answer to these questions.
We know them as clearly as we know
the heroes who enter a building about
to collapse at the risk of their lives.
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Politicians fighting for seats, dancing,
scolding earthquake victims, the poli-
tical ambition that nearly engulfs the
majority with the greed of the upcoming
elections, the appetite that drives up
rents after the earthquake, and the we-
althy who gleefully display all of their
material power in an aid campaign at a
metaphysical moment when we believe
that matter has lost its power... On the
other side, an old aunt who donates her
only animal, soldiers sleeping on the
ground in order not to occupy the tents,
miners working until forgetting their own
existence, a a united community...

The fact that these deep rifts and
contradictions are so obvious in the
same society prevents us from being
hopeful. Because our hope is that a
rational ground which will save us
from such tragedies can be estab-
lished again. There is a confusion
in the society where this rational
attitude cannot be achieved.
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KEMAL SAYAR:

INSAN RUHU,
MAHVOLUSLARLA

ORSELENSE DE
YIKILMAZDIR.




Ben de bir depremzedeyim. Kendimi disaridan
goremiyor ve tahlil edemiyorum. Sayin hocam
biyiik felakete ugramis kisilerin psikolojisini,
davranislarini, tepkilerini merak ediyorum. Fe-
laketzedelerde ortak tepkiler oluyor mu?

Oncelikle hepinize ve tiim ilkemize gecmis olsun diyo-
rum. Bir felaketin ardindan yasamda kalan insanlarda
beklenmesi gereken misterek birkac tepki ve sirec
var gercekten de. Bunlardan ilki elbette yas sireci.
Sevdiklerini, dost, akraba ve komsularini, tanidiklar
yuzleri, asina olduklari sokaklari, sehri, yasam tarzlarini
ve dinyada emniyette olma hissini yitiren insanlar,
tum bu kayiplarin ardindan parcalanmis hayatlarini,
bu yitiklerin etrafinda yeniden tanimlamak, anlamlan-
dirmak ve kurmak zorunda kalacaktir. Bu kayiplarla
yuzlesmek, asama asama geri donislerle ve tekrarla
gecilecek bir sirec. Tanimli yas sireci, inkér, 6fke,
pazarlik, depresyon ve kabul asamalarindan olusuyor.
Bu siralamay dedigim gibi degisebilen ve tekrarla-
yan asamalar olarak disinmek gerekiyor. Yasin ilk
asamasinda sok, inanmama, reddetme, olani gercek
disi hissetme, tepkisizlik, donukluk, bellek ve bilinc ko-
pukluklar mmkin. Sonraki asamalarda Uzinti, ofke,
korku, odaklanamama, akabinde depresyon, ilgisizlik
ve yasamdan kopuk hissetmek duygulari beklenen
bir ruh halidir. En sonunda, &tke, 6zlem, kaygi- korku
ve depresif ruh hali giderek zayiflar ve kisi hayatin
sorumlulugunu almak icin durumun gerekleriyle uzlasir.

Afet durumunda beklenmesi gereken ikinci sirec, trav-
ma sonrasi stres bozuklugu; ki bu etkenin yas sirecinin
ve etkilerinin karmasiklasmasi, siddetlenmesi ve uza-
masina neden olmasi ihtimali oldukca giicli. Her iki
surecin birlesmesi, bedensel, zihinsel, ruhsal, sosyal pek
cok islevin olagandisi sekilde bozulmasina yol acabilir:
tedirginlik, kaygi, givensizlikten, uykusuzluk, halsizlik,
bedensel agrilar, carpinti, istahsizlik, yutkunmada ve ne-
fes almada giiclik, sindirim sistemi ve hormon dengesi
bozukluklarina kadar genis bir yelpazede psikolojik ve
psikosomatik belirtiler aylarca sirebilir. Kaybin yasandi-
g1 hatiralardan ve mekdnlardan sirekli kacinma veya
oradan ayrilamama gibi farkli uclarda seyreden bir
tekrarlama diirtisiine sikca rastlanir. Madde bagimliligi,
o6lime takintili alaka, intihar disiincelerinde artis tehli-
kelidir ve sirecin dogal akisinda gecmesi beklenmeden
derhal midahale gerektiren durumlardandir.

Tom bunlarin yani sira, ‘hayatta kalanin suclulu-
gu’ (survivor’s guilt) duygusu da travma sonrasi
stres bozuklugunun (TSSB) yaygin belirtilerin birisi.
‘Neden ben hayatta kaldim?’ ya da ‘Neden bas-
kalarinin- masumlarin 6lmesi gerekiyordu’ sorusu,

evelahir s

I am also an earthquake victim. | can't see and
analyze myself from the outside. | am curious
about the psychology, behavior and reactions
of people who have suffered a great disaster.
Are there common reactions in disaster victims?
First of all, I wish you all and our entire country a
speedy recovery. There are indeed a few common
reactions and processes that should be expected
from the survivors of a disaster. The first of these is of
course the mourning process. People who have lost
loved ones, friends, relatives and neighbors, familiar
faces, familiar streets, cities, lifestyles and a sense of
security in the world will have to redefine, make sense
of and rebuild their fragmented lives around these
losses. Coming to terms with these losses is a process
of gradual return and repetition. The defined mourning
process consists of denial, anger, bargaining, depres-
sion and acceptance. This sequence, as | said, should
be considered as changing and repetitive stages. In
the first stage of mourning, shock, disbelief, denial,
feeling unreal, unresponsiveness, dullness, memory
and consciousness disconnections are possible. In the
next stages, feelings of sadness, anger, fear, inability
to focus, followed by depression, apathy and feeling
disconnected from life are expected. Finally, the anger,
longing, anxiety, fear and depressive moods gradu-
ally weaken and the person comes to terms with the
situation in order to take responsibility for life.

The second process to be expected in a disaster is
post-traumatic stress disorder, which is likely to comp-
licate, exacerbate and prolong the mourning process
and its effects. The combination of both processes
can lead to unusual impairment of many physical,
mental, spiritual and social functions: psychological
and psychosomatic symptoms can last for months,
ranging from uneasiness, anxiety, insecurity, insomnia,
fatigue, physical aches and pains, palpitations, loss of
appetite, difficulty swallowing and breathing, digestive
and hormonal imbalances. A repetitive compulsion
to avoid memories and places of loss, or an inability
to leave them, is common, with different extremes.
Substance dependence, obsessive preoccupation with
death and increased suicidal thoughts are dangerous
and require immediate intervention, without waiting
for the process to run its natural course.

In addition to all these, the feeling of 'survivor's guilt'
is also a common symptom of PTSD. The question
"Why did | survive?" or "Why did others - innocent
people - have to die?" causes the person to question
the meaning of life and shake their established as-
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Daha giivenli konutlarda
yasamak, psikolojik
ve sosyal olarak
desteklenmek gibi
olgusal degisiklikler,
yasam kaygisini ve
korkusunu azaltacaktir.

kisinin yasamin anlamini sorgulamasi-
na, yerlesik kabullerinin- inanclarinin
sarsilmasina neden olur. Felaketi ilk
elden yasayan insanlar gibi, bizzat
veya medya araciligiyla sahit olan
insanlar da bu yas sirecini ve ‘Ustle-
nilmis travma’ belirtilerini sergilerler.
Bu kadar genis kapsamli ve yikici bir
felaketin ardindan tim Ulke olarak bu
sureclerin icinden geciyoruz.

Ancak bunlar kadar, aslinda daha da
6nemli olan bir baska husus, felaketi yasa-
yan insanlarin fiziksel, ekonomik, bedensel
sartlarinin ikame edilemeyecek sekilde
kinlmis olmasi. Bu degisim, kaygi, korku,
umutsuzluk, caresizlik hislerinin artisiyla,
iyilesme iradesinin felc olmasina, yasin
yasanamamasing, gémilen bu yasin ic-
ten ice tim ruhu ve yasami kemirip ifsat
etmesine neden olabilir. Bu nedenle her
seyden Once insanlarin yasam sartlarinin
elden geldigince olabildigince erken nor-
mallestirilerek onlara umut asilanmasi,
kontrol duygularinin giclendiriimesi, yalniz
birakilmayacaklari giveninin ruhlarina
zerk edilmesi gerekiyor. Tum bunlar, en
temelde yas siirecinin yasanabilmesi icin
elzem kosullar.

Hocam yikim sehirde oldugu kadar kal-
bimizde ve diigiincelerimizde de oldu.
Belki de daha fecisi insanin icindeki
yikimdi. Ayaga kalkabilecek miyiz? ici-

mizdeki enkazi nasil kaldiracagiz?
insallah. insan ruhu, mahvoluslarla &rse-
lense de evvelinde sakatlanmamis-
sa ve kirllganlasmamissa,
yikilmazdir. Istese de

yikilmaz, yasama icgidisi kendisi veya
sevdikleri icin galebe calar. insanlarin cok
biyik bir kismi travmatik, sarsici, istirap
veren olaylar yasar, hemen her hayatin
icinde saganak, firtina ve tufan gercek-
lesir, ancak pek az bir kismimiz travma
sonrasi rahatsizlik ve hastalik yasiyor.
Bisylk oranda, acilar, hayatta kalmanin
ragmina ruhumuzu giclendirir ve bizleri
olgunlastinr. Acilanmizdan 6grenebilmek,
onlari kendimiz ve baskalari icin daha iyi
bir yasam kurmaktaki ustalarimiz olarak
gormek hayatin olagan akisinda daha
sik rastladigimiz bir motif. lyilestirici
deneyimler, bir ruhu sagaltabilmeye
muktedir. Sefkat, sevgi, ilgi eylemleriyle,
dayanisma ve anlayisla, sosyal destekle
ve en nihayetinde psikolojik destekle en-
kazi kaldirabiliriz. Gecmis, gecmeyecek
maalesef, kaybettiklerimiz donmeyecek,
acllar yok olmayacak, hatiralar dlene
dek i1sigini Uzerimize dijsirecek. Bunlarin
hizinl ezgisi yeni bir aksak ritim ekle-
yecek hayata, sevincimize, nesemize,
lokmamiza bir buruk tat hep karisacak.
Ama zaman enkazi kaldiracak.

Depremi yasamis insanlar nelere dik-
kat etmeli, nelerle mesgul olmali ve
nelerden kacinmali? Daha cok yara
almaktan kacinabilir miyiz?

Maalesef. Sadece dogmamis olanlar ve
artik yasamayanlar yaralanmaktan muaf.

Yasamak, yaralanmak ve iyilesebilmekle

yirinen bir menzil. Ama hayati yeniden di-
riltebilmek icin ufak ufak bir seylerin ucun-
dan tutarak baslamak gerekiyor. Yeniden
guven hissini ve kontrol duygusunu tesis
edebilmek, insanlarla mispet, dayanis-
maya dayali iliskiler gelistirmek, anlat-
mak, hatirlamak, gizelliklerin yeniden
farkina varmak gibi seyler. Bunlara
payanda olacak yasam degisikliklerini
de gerceklestirmek gerekiyor elbette.
Daha givenli konutlarda yasamak,
psikolojik ve sosyal olarak desteklen-
mek gibi olgusal degisiklikler, yasam
kaygisini ve korkusunu azaltacaktir.

Depremzedelere nasil yaklasmak lazim?
Mesela onlan anlamak miimkiin miidiir?
Depremi yasamamis insanlarin, anliyor-



sumptions and beliefs. People who have
experienced the disaster first-hand, as
well as those who witnessed it in per-
son or through the media, exhibit this
mourning process and symptoms of
'assumed trauma'. As a whole country,
we are going through these processes

in the aftermath of such a far-reaching
and devastating disaster.

But just as important, indeed more
important, is the fact that the physi-
cal, economic and bodily conditions
of the people who experienced the di-
saster have been irreparably broken.
This change can lead to increased fe-
elings of anxiety, fear, despair, hope-
lessness, helplessness, paralysis of the
will to heal, inability to grieve, and this
buried mourning can eat away at the
soul and life from within. Therefore, first
and foremost, it is necessary to normo-
lize people's living conditions as much
as possible - as early as possible - to
instill hope in them, to strengthen their
sense of control, to instill in their souls
the confidence that they will not be left
alone. All these are essential conditions
for the mourning process to take place.

The destruction was not only in the city
but also in our hearts and thoughts.
Perhaps even more devastating was
the devastation inside the human being.
Will we be able to get better? How will
we remove the debris inside us?

Inshallah. The human spirit, even if it is
bruised by devastation, is indestructible
if it has not been crippled and made fro-
gile beforehand. It cannot be destroyed
even if it wants to, the instinct to live pre-
vails for itself or its loved ones. The vast
majority of people experience traumatic,
traumatizing, agonizing events, there is a
downpour, a storm, a deluge in almost
every life, but very few of us experience
post-traumatic illness and disease. To a
large extent, suffering, in spite of survival,
strengthens our spirit and matures us.
Learning from our sufferings, seeing them
as our masters in building a better life for
ourselves and others, is a motif we see

more often in the ordinary

course of life. Healing expe-
riences are capable of healing a soul.

Through acts of compassion, love, care,
solidarity and understanding, social sup-
port and ultimately psychological support,
we can remove the rubble. Unfortunately,
the past will not pass, the lost will not
return, the pain will not disappear, the
memories will shine their light on us until
we die. The sad melody of these will add
a new accordant rhythm to life, a bitter
taste will always be mixed into our joy,
our bite. But time will remove the rubble.

What should people who have expe-
rienced an earthquake pay attention
to, engage with and avoid? Can we
avoid more injuries?

Unfortunately. Only the unborn and those
who are no longer alive are exempt from
injury. To live is to be wounded and to
heal. But in order to resurrect life, we need
to start by doing something small. Things
like re-establishing a sense of trust and
control, developing positive, solidarity-ba-
sed relationships with people, telling, re-
membering, recognizing beauty again. Of
course, it is also necessary to realize life

Factual changes such as
living in safer housing
and being supported

psychologically and
socially will reduce life
anxiety and fear.

changes that will support these. Factual
changes such as living in safer housing
and being supported psychologically and
socially will reduce life anxiety and fear.

How to approach earthquake victims?
For example, is it possible to unders-
tand them?

It is wrong for people who have not ex-
perienced the earthquake to pretend
that they understand, and for those who
have not experienced the same losses to
empathize and say that they understand.
The stage is not ours; the nature of our
anxiety, pain and mourning is not the
same as that of the earthquake victims.
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mus gibi davranmalari, ayni kayiplari
yasamamislarin empati yaparak anladik-
larini séylemeleri yanlis bir tutum. Sahne
bizim degil; bizim yasadigimiz kayg, aci
ve yas duygusunun niteligi depremzede-
lerinkiyle ayni degil. Ancak, dinleyebiliriz.
Onlara bizim soyleyecek bir sézimiz yok,
iclerinde kilcelenen dehset ve acinin zeh-
rini akitmak icin onlarin konusma &nceligi
var. Biz, depremi yasamamislarin bunun
disinda yapabilecekleri yegane sey, ih-
tiyaclarini dngdrerek sirekli ve organize
sekilde karsilamak, yasam cevrelerini
dizeltmek, maddi ve eylemli yardimla
sessizce isimizi gérmek. Bunun icin kamu
ve sivil toplum kuruluslarin kaynaklarini
seferber etmelerini saglamak, adaletin
tesis edilmesi icin sirecleri takip etmek
gibi seyler. Sunlardan kacinmaliyiz; med-
yada etkilesim pesinde gévde gosterisi
yapmak, dezenformasyona katilmak, yapi-
lan giizel ve iyi seyleri baltalamak, destek
yerine kdstek olmak. Hayir isleyemiyorsak
ve sOyleyemiyorsak, en gizeli susmak.

Hocam Maras'ta veya Hatay'da -buralar-
da yikim fazla oldugu icin 6rnek veriyorum-
artik hayat eskisi gibi olmayacak mi? Bu
diisiince de insani iimitsizlige sevk ediyor.
Eskisi gibi olmamali zaten, ol-
mayacaktir da. Ancak yeni
sehirler ve yeni yasam-
lar kurulabilir. Eski
guzellikler koru-

Biyik oranda acilar,
hayatta kalmanin
ragmina ruhumuzu

guclendirir ve bizleri

olgunlastirir.

nup onarilarak elbette. Ziyaret ettigim
bu sehirler bir micevher gibi nice siirli
eserle bezeliydi, onlar sehrin kimligini
yasatmaya devam edecektir. Bu dehsetin
hatirasi, ister istemez zamanla solacak:
Hafiza-i beser nisyan ile malul. Belki bir-
kac yilda degil ama cok da uzun olmayan
bir siirede hayat yeniden olagan seyrine
donecektir muhakkak. Ama daha giizel bir
sehir, daha insani ve givenilir bir yasam
mekani insa etmeye de yaramayacaksa
bu acidan hicbir sey 6grenilmemis de-
mektir. Depremle yasama kiiltiri her ne-
silde bilince kazinmis bir nitelik kazanmall,
biz bir deprem Ulkesiyiz ve bu binlerce
yilda bile degismeyecek bir gerceklik.
Sehir kurma ahlakimizi tepeden tirnaga
islah etmemiz, konut ve arsa sahiplerin-
den, miteahhit, mihendis, mimar, isci,

usta, kamu gdrevlisi, denetcisine kadar
herkes, ihmal ve tamahin maliyetinin para
degil, cocuklarimizin yasami oldugunu bir
an hatinmizdan ¢cikarmamamiz gerekiyor.

Toparlama babindan, son olarak neler
soylemek istersiniz?
“Uzun vadeli soru, ne tir bir cevre istedi-
gimiz degil, ne tir bir insan istedigimiz-
dir,” demisti Harvey. Bugiin yasadigimiz
zihinsel kakafoninin bir nedeni de icinde
yasadigimiz cirkin, givensiz ve sermaye
odakli sehirler ve konutlar. Deprem bir
kader olsa da depremdeki can kayiplari
sosyo-ekonomik bir yozlasmanin insan
elinden sadir olan neticeleri. Yer kabugu
kendini onaracak ve yasam kirildigi yer-
den daha bereketli fiskiracaktir muhakkak.
Maalesef ki bu bir gercek; fay kiriklari,
taskinlar, yanardag piskirmeleri topragi
ve canliigi besler, bu nedenle insanlar et-
raflarina yerlesim alani kurmuslar binlerce
yildir. Ancak metropoller, modern sehirler
endustri ve sermaye putlari icin cektikleri
insan kitlelerini bu afetlerde kurban ve-
riyorlar. Bu, artik géze alamayacagimiz
fakat 6niin alabilecegimiz bir gerceklik.
Evlerimizi emniyetli yuva kilabilir, sehirle-
rimizi insan canini ve ruhunu esirgeyen
esenlik yurdu olarak yeniden ku-
rabiliriz. Clnki bu emin bir
cevre tasarlama degil,
emin bir insan to-
sarlama sorunu.



However, we can
listen. We don't
have anything to say
to them, they have the pri-
ority to speak in order to drain

the poison of the horror and pain that
is building up inside them. The only other
thing we, those who have not experienced
the earthquake, can do is to anticipate
their needs and meet them in a sus-
tained and organized way, to improve
their living environment, and to quietly
go about our business with material and
practical help. Things like ensuring that
public and non-governmental organi-
zations mobilize their resources for this,
and following the processes to ensure
that justice is done. What we should ne-
ver do is to show off in the media in
pursuit of interaction, to participate in
disinformation, to undermine the good
and beautiful things that are being done,
to be a hindrance instead of a support.
If we cannot do good and we cannot
say it, the best thing is to remain silent.

Will life in Maras or Hatay - | am giving
an example because there is a lot of
destruction there - will life not be the
same anymore? This thought also leads
people to despair.

It cannot and will not be the same as
before. But new cities and new lives can
be built. By preserving and restoring the
old beauties, of course. Like jewels, the

cities | visited were adorned with many
works of poetry, which will continue to
keep the city's identity alive. The memory
of this horror will inevitably fade with time:
Memory fades with time. Perhaps not in a
few years, but certainly in a not too long
time life will return to its normal course.
But if it does not help to build a more
beautiful city, a more humane and safe
place to live, then nothing has been le-
arned from this pain. The culture of living
with earthquakes should be engraved in
the consciousness of every generation, we
are an earthquake country and this is a
reality that will not change even in thou-
sands of years. We need to reform our cit-
y-building ethics from top to bottom, from
house and land owners to contractors,
engineers, architects, workers, craftsmen,
public officials, inspectors, etc. we need

To a large extent,
suffering, in spite of
survival, strengthens

our spirit and
matures us.

to remember for

a moment that the
cost of negligence and
greed is not money, but the
lives of our children.

In conclusion, what would you like to say?
“The long-term question is not what kind
of environment we want, but what kind of
people we want,” Harvey once said. One
of the reasons for the mental cacophony
we are experiencing today is the ugly,
unsafe and capital-oriented cities and
housing we live in. Although earthquakes
are a fate, the loss of life in earthquakes
is a human consequence of socio-econo-
mic degeneration. The earth's crust will
repair itself and life will surely spring up
more abundantly where it was broken.
Unfortunately, this is a fact; fault fractures,
floods and volcanic eruptions nourish
the soil and vitality, which is why people
have built settlements around them for
thousands of years. However, metropo-
lises and modern cities are sacrificing
the masses of people they attract for
the idols of industry and capital in these
disasters. This is a reality that we can
no longer afford but we can prevent.
We can make our homes safe homes,
we can rebuild our cities as places of
peace that protect human life and soul.
Because it is not a question of designing
a safe environment, it is a question of
designing a safe human being.
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CV V V THAT MOMENT

6 SUBAT 2023

A MILESTONE FOR KAHRAMANMARAS:
FEBRUARY 6, 2023

“O gece hayatim sanki masaldi
Suurum o anin icinde kald”

o MEHMET YASAR “That night my Iseemed to be like a fairy tale
My consciousness stayed in that moment”

e 5/



Birkac yil dnce yasadigimiz koronaviris salgini ile tabir
yerindeyse ev hapsi yasadik. $imdi ise ya evlerimize
giremiyoruz ya da artik girecek bir evimiz yok.

Dostlar arasinda salginin bir milat oldugunu ve haya-
timizin “salgindan 6nce/salgindan sonra” diye ikiye
ayrilacagini dillendirirdik. imtihan var imtihandan icerd.
Nereden bilebilirdik tarihin en biyik felaketlerinden

biriyle daha imtihan edilecegimizi. Hikme-
tinden sual olunmaz.

Salgin sirecinde akrabadan, esten,
dosttan pek cok insani ugurladik
ebedi yurda. En cok da iki isime
yandik. Biri, Dogu Turkistanh kar-
deslerimizin Kahramanmaras'taki
hamilerinden yigit insan ibrahim
Arikmert; digeri de Kahraman-
maras’in manevi biyiklerinden
Veli Okur Hocamiz. Yattiklar yer
nur, cennet mekdanlari olsun.

Artik deprem diye bir miladimiz var.

“Depremden 6nce/depremden sonra”
diyecegiz bundan sonra. Ve insallah bu,
yasadigimiz son afet olur. Duamiz, te-
mennimiz boyle...

Heniz 12 yasinda Adana depre-
mini tecribe ettim. Hemen bir yil
sonra 17 Agustos istanbul dep-
reminde, maisetini temin icin
istanbul’da bulunan yakinlarini
kaybetmis biriyim. Hafizamda
depremin aci hatiralari var. Fakat
6 Subat'ta yasadigimiz deprem,
hafizamda 6nceki depremlerden
kalma izleri tarumar edecek hatta
unutturacak cinstendi.

Zaman zaman konusurduk esimle, her an deprem
olabilir, diye. Her tirli ihtimale her an hazir olmaliyiz,
diye. “Neylersin 6lim herkesin basinda/Uyudun uya-
namadin olacak/Kimbilir, nerde, nasil, kac yasinda?..”
diyor ya sair. Esime ve dostlarimdan bazilarina ola ki
olirsem diye cesitli vasiyetlerde bulunmustum. Nereye
defnedilecedim, kitaplarimin ne olacadi gibi... Ozellik-
le 2020 Elazig depreminden sonra deprem meselesi
daha bir gindemimizde olmustu.

Sarsinti o kadar
siddetliydi, giriltiliydu
ve vzun surdi ki
birbirimize sarilmig
vaziyette ruhumuzu
teslim edecegimiz ani
bekliyorduk.

We were hugging one
another as we awaited
the moment when we
would pass away since
the tremor was so loud
and violent and lasted
for so long.

evelahir s

With the coronavirus pandemic we experienced a few
years ago, we experienced house arrest, so to speak.
Now we either cannot enter our homes or we no longer
have a home to enter.

We used to talk among friends that the pandemic was a
milestone and that our lives would be divided into two as
"before the pandemic / after the pandemic". How could we

have known that we would be tested with one of
the biggest disasters in history. Everything
happens for a reason indeed.

During the pandemic, many of our
friends and relatives departed from
this world. One of them is ibrahim
Arikmert, a brave man who is one
of the protectors of our brothers
from East Turkestan in Kahraman-
maras; and the other is Veli Okur,
one of the spiritual elders of Kahra-
manmaras. May they rest in peace...

We now have a milestone called earthqu-

ake. We will say "before the earthquake/after

the earthquake" from now on. And | hope this

will be the last disaster we experience.
This is our prayer, our wish...

| experienced the Adana earthqu-
ake when | was only 12 years old.
A year later, in the August 17th
earthquake in Istanbul, | lost my
relatives who were in Istanbul for
a living. | have painful memories
of the earthquake in my memory.
But the earthquake we experienced
on February 6 was such as to destroy
and even make me forget the traces of
previous earthquakes in my memory.

My wife and | used to talk from time to time that an
earthquake could happen at any moment. We should be
ready for any possibility at any time. "Whatever you say,
death is on everyone's head / You woke up, you couldn't
wake up / Who knows, where, how, how old?..." the poet
says. | had made various wills to my wife and some of my
friends in case | died. Such as where | would be buried,
what my books would be... Especially after the 2020 Elazi§
earthquake, the earthquake issue was more on our agenda.
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Insan ne kadar aciz. Sevdiklerin karsinda beton

bloklarin altinda ve sen hicbir sey yapamiyorsun,
elinden hicbir sey gelmiyor.

Neticede “Arz o dehsetli sarsintiyla
sarsildiginda”, pek coklar gibi biz de
ailecek uyku halindeydik. Sarsintinin
etkisiyle dehset icerisinde yataktan
firlayip kendimi cocuk odasina attim.
Esim, kizimin yaninda -zannediyorum
ona hikdye okurken- uyuyakalmis.
Esyalar UstUmize devrilmesin diye
cocuklari alip hizli bir sekilde kori-
dora gectik. Kizim ve biyik oglum
aglamakli, heniz ¢ bucuk yasindaki
kicik oglum ise ne oldugunu anla-
maya calisan saskin gozlerle bize
bakiyordu. Memleketten bizi ziyarete
gelen annecigim, yattigi odadan bize
dogru saga sola yalpalayarak gel-
meye calisiyordu. O esnada elektrik-
ler kesildi ve isiklar sondu. Karanlik,
korku dolu kalbimize daha cok korku
saliyordu. Ailecek bir yandan bagira
bagira kelime-i sehadeti tekrar edip
duruyor bir yandan tevbe istigfar edi-
yorduk. Sarsinti o kadar siddetliydi,
guriltiliydi ve uzun sirdiu ki birbi-
rimize sarilmis vaziyette ruhumuzu
teslim edecegimiz &ni bekliyorduk.
Mutfak ve banyo duvarlarindan pat-
layip firlayarak yere disen ve kirilip
sangirtilar cikaran fayanslarin, devri-
len dolaplarin, esyalarin ve kitapliklo-
rin sesleri ile birlikte bina aksaminin
sallandikca gacir gucur eden sesi
sanki 6limin dehsetli sesi seklinde
kulaklarimizi yirtarcasina Urkitiyordu.
O ani kelimelerle izah etmek hakika-
ten mUmkin degil. Derken sarsinti
azalmaya basladi. Yavas yavas azo-
liyordu ama binanin sallanmasi, her
an yikilabilme hissi de veriyordu. Ve
sonunda durdu sarsinti.
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Evet yikilmadi bina ve sukirler ol-
sun yasiyorduk. Sonrasi hamdeleler,
salveleler... Hizlica evden cikmak
icin hazirlanmaya basladik. Birkac
dakika sirdi. Tam evden cikacak-
ken tekrar sallanmaya basladik. Ve
tekrar ayni sekilde birbirimize sarilip
bekledik. Ecelden kacmak imkénsiz-
di. Bu defa bina yikilacak herhalde
diye disinirken sarsinti azaldi ve
gecti. Bu sarsintinin siddeti daha
azdi ve kisa sirdi. Hemen kendimizi
disariya attik ve arabaya bindik.

Hava cok soguktu ve karla karisik
yagmur yagiyordu. Bir middet ne
yapacagimizi, nereye gidecegimizi
bilmez bir halde apartmanin 6niinde
arabada bekledik. Ortalik adeta
mahser yeri gibiydi. insanlar
arabalarina binmis bir yerlere
gitme telasindaydi. Yollar tra-
fik yogunlugundan tikaliydi.
Bu arada yakinlarimizia te-
lefonlasmaya, iyi haberler
verip iyi haberler almaya
calisiyorduk. Fakat hatlar
yogunluktan arama yap-
maya misaade etmiyordu.
Onlarca defa denedikten
sonra agabeyime ulasip iyi
oldugumuz bilgisini verdim.
Kag¢ dakika gecti bagka kim-
lerle konustum bilemiyorum
ama o sirada KSU ilahiyat Fa-
kiltesi talebelerinden kiymetli
kardesim sair Davut Uysal aradi.
Okuldan arta kalan vakitlerde co-
listigl, zaman zaman bizim de oturup
cay ictigimiz ve evime yakin sayilacak

mesafedeki kafede oldugunu, aile-
cek oraya gelebilecegimizi soyledi.
Dogruca oraya vardik. Arabayr park
edip iceri girdigimizde bizim gibi pek
cok ailenin oraya sigindigini gordik.
Burasi bir parkin icinde ahsaptan ya-
pilma tek kath bir mekéndi. icerde
soba yaniyordu, sicakti ve birkag¢ gin
idare edecek kadar gida malzemesi
ve yakacak da vardi.

Fotograf: Haadi Mousavi-« -
A W
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How helpless we are as humans. You are helpless;

there is nothing you can do while your loved ones are
concealed beneath concrete blocks in front of you.

After all, we were asleep as a family,
like many others, when "the earth sho-
ok with that terrible tremor". | jumped
out of bed in terror and threw myself
into the children's room. My wife fell
asleep next to my daughter - | think whi-
le reading a story to her. We grabbed
the children and rushed to the hallway
so that things wouldn't fall on us. My
daughter and my older son

were crying, and my younger son, who
was only three and a half years old,
was looking at us with puzzled eyes,
trying to understand what had happe-
ned. My mother, who had come to visit
us from her hometown, was trying to
wobble her way to us from the room
where she was sleeping. At that mo-
ment, the electricity was cut off and
the lights went out. We became much
more frightened as the darkness fell.
As a family, we were shouting and re-
peating the Shahadah and praying
for repentance. We were hugging one
another as we awaited the moment
when we would pass away since the
tremor was so loud and violent and
lasted for so long. The sound of the
tiles exploding off the kitchen and
bathroom walls and falling to the
floor and breaking and clanking,
the sounds of cabinets, furnitu-
re and bookshelves toppling
over, and the rattling sound
of the building's components
as they shook were like the
terrifying sound of death,
startling us to our ears. It's
incredibly difficult to put that
moment into words. Then the
tremor began to subside. It
was gradually diminishing,
but the swaying of the building
gave the feeling that it could
collapse at any moment. And
finally the shaking stopped.

Yes, the building didn't collapse
and thank God we were alive. We
quickly started getting ready to leave

the house. It took a few minutes. Just
as we were about to leave the house,
we started shaking again. And again
we hugged each other and waited. It
was impossible to escape death. This
time | thought that the building would
collapse, but the shaking subsided and
passed. This shaking was less intense
and lasted a short time. We immedi-
ately ran outside and got into the car.

It was sleeting and really cold. We wao-
ited in the car in front of the apartment
building for a while, not knowing what
to do or where to go. It was like an apo-
calypse. People were in their cars and
in a hurry to go somewhere. The roads
were blocked with heavy traffic. In the
meantime, we were trying to make pho-
ne calls to our relatives, to give good
news and receive good news, but the
lines were too busy to make calls. After
trying dozens of times, | reached my
brother and informed him that we were
fine. | don't know how many minutes
passed and who else | talked to, but at
that moment my precious brother, poet
Davut Uysal, a student at KSU Faculty of
Theology, called. He said that he was at
the café where he worked in his spare
time from school, where we sometimes
sat and drank tea and which was close
to my house, and that we could come
there as a family. When we parked the
car and went inside, we saw that many
families like us had taken shelter there.
It was a one-story wooden building in
a park. The stove was burning inside, it
was warm and there was enough food
and fuel to last a few days.
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Fotograf: Haadi Mousavi

Bu arada dostlardan

haber almaya calisirken
goénlime hemen kiymetli biyu-
gim Ahmet Dogan ilbey disti. Ne
kadar aramaya calistiysam da bir
turld hat dismiyordu. Ben WhatsApp
vb. uygulamalar ya da sosyal medya
kullanmadigim icin sag olsun Davut,
dostlardan gelen haberleri bana ak-
tariyordu. O esnada Cineyt Cesur
abi aradi. Cineyt abi Karamanoglu
Mehmet Bey Universitesinde vazi-
fe yaptigi icin Karaman’da ikamet
ediyor. Dostlari sorduktan sonra Kizi
Aybala’nin 6gretmen olarak vazife
yaptigi Islahiye’de gécik altinda
kaldigindan bahsetti ve orada bir
tanidik olup olmadigini ya da oraya
Maras’tan birilerinin gidip gideme-
yecegini sordu. Ben de islahiye’de
tegmen olarak vazife yapan “Ali
Dost” nédm Muhammed Ali Yildirim

kardesimizin oldugunu, onunla goéri-
sip haber edecegimi sdyledim. Ali
dost, sag olsun ilgilendi. Bu arada
Cineyt abinin ahretligi Murat Yicel
abiyi bilgilendirdim. O da hemen yola
cikmis ve Aybala’nin enkazina intikal
etmis. Turk askerinin insanisti gayre-
tiyle Aybala’miz sikir enkazdan sag
olarak 11 saat sonra cikariimis. Ha-
lasinin refakatinde Gaziantep'teki bir
hastaneye sevk edildigini 6grendik,
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Giinlerce bir hayirli haber
duymak icin enkazlarin
basinda arkadaslarla
tirbedar olup bekledik.

icimiz rahatlamisti. Aksam vakitlerinde
Cuneyt abi tekrar aradi. Aghyordu ve
zor konusuyordu. Uzun ve mesakkatli
bir yolculuktan sonra Aybala’yr yogun
bakimda gérme imkani bulmuslar fo-
kat Aybala anne babasi geldikten
kisa bir sire sonra ruhunu teslim et-
mis. Mekdéni cennet olsun.

Cineyt abiyle ilk gérismeden sonra
Ahmet Dogan ilbey abiyi aramaya
devam ettim. Ararken bir anda hat
distu ve telefon calmaya basladi.
Davut’la birlikte cok heyecanlan-
dik. Ve telefon acildi. Ben hemen
“Alo, Ahmet abi!” diye Unledim
ama karsimda bir hanim kisi konu-
suyordu. “Beyefendi Ahmet abiniz
kim bilmiyorum. Ben bu telefonu
enkazin yaninda buldum.” dedi.
O an Davut’la goz goze geldik ve
gayri ihtiyari hickirarak aglamaya
basladik. Sonra ailemle helalles-

tim ve Davut'la birlikte
yuUriyerek Ahmet abinin
evine yoneldik. O vakte kadar

Kahramanmaras’tan herhangi bir
yikim haberi almamistik. Bu haber
bizi resmen yikmisti. insallah enkaz-
dan sag cikmistir diye dua ederek
distigimiz yolda sagh sollu pek
cok apartmanin yikilmis oldugunu
gormek yasadigimiz afetin biyuk-
16gUnU anlamamiza yetti.

Giderken nice dostlar, arkadaslar
distU aklimiza lakin ulasmak mim-
kin olmadi. Davut’'un dahil oldu-
gu WhatsApp gruplarindan gelen
bilgilerle yetiniyorduk. Ve sonunda
Ahmet Dogan ilbey abinin enkazi-
na vardik. Bir yandan aghyor bir
yandan sesleniyoruz acaba sesi-
mizi duyar mi ya da sesimizi duyan
olur mu diye ama nafile. Koskoca
apartman kicicik bir moloz tepe-
cigine donismuis durumdaydi. Ah-
met abinin iki evladi vardi. Oglu
Alpaslan Bosna’da yasiyordu. Kizi
Bilge hanim ise enkazin basinda
feryat figan icindeydi. Ne yapaca-
gimizi bilemiyorduk. Enkazin etrafin-
da dort doniyor bir hayat emaresi
ariyorduk. Bu esnada Davut iki koti
haber verdi. Fazli Bayram ve Fer-
hat Agca... Bu iki dostun da enkaz
altinda oldugunu d8grendik.




In the meantime, while trying to get
news from friends, my precious elder
Ahmet Dogan ilbey immediately flas-
hed through my mind. No matter how
much | tried to call, the line would not
drop. Since | don't use applications
such as whatsapp or social media,
thanks to Davut, he was transferring the
news from friends to me. At that mo-
ment, Ciineyt Cesur called. Cineyt re-
sides in Karaman because he works at
Karamanoglu Mehmet Bey University.
After asking about friends, he mentio-
ned that his daughter Aybala had been
buried in the wreckage in islahiye, whe-
re she was working as a teacher, and
asked if we knew anyone there or if
anyone from Maras could go there. |
told him that we had a brother called
"Ali Dost" aka Muhammed Ali Yildinm
who was serving as a lieutenant in
Islahiye and that | would contact him
and let him know. Ali Dost took care
of it. In the meantime, | informed Mu-
rat Yicel, brother Ciineyt's ride or die,
who immediately set off and arrived
at the wreckage of Aybala. Thanks to
the extraordinary efforts of the Turkish
soldiers, Aybala was rescued from the
rubble alive after 11 hours. We learned
that she was transferred to a hospital
in Gaziantep in the company of
her aunt, and we were re-
lieved. Cineyt called
again in the eve-

ning. He was crying and could hardly
speak. After a long and arduous jour-
ney, they were able to see Aybala in
the intensive care unit, but she passed
away shortly after her parents arrived.
May her place be heaven.

After the first call with brother Ciineyt,
| continued to call Ahmet Dogan ilbey.
While | was calling, the line suddenly
dropped and the phone started rin-
ging. Davut and | were very excited
excited. Then he answered. | immedia-
tely exclaimed, "Hello, brother Ahmet!"
but there was a lady talking to me.
She said, "Sir, | don't know who your
brother Ahmet is, | found this phone
next to the rubble." At that moment,
Davut and | locked eyes and started
sobbing involuntarily. Then | said go-
odbye to my family and Davut and |
walked to Ahmet's house. Until then,
we had not heard any news about the

For days, we waited
at the rubble with our
friends to hear any
good news.
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destruction in Kahramanmaras. This
news devastated us. We prayed that
God willing, he would come out of
the rubble alive, but seeing that many
apartment buildings had collapsed
left and right on the road was enough
for us to realize the magnitude of the
disaster we had experienced.

As we were leaving, we thought of
many friends, but it was not possible
to reach them. We were content with the
information coming from the whatsapp
groups that Davut was a part of. And
finally we arrived at the wreckage of Ah-
met Dogan ilbey. We were crying and
calling out, wondering if he would hear
our voices or if anyone would hear our
voices, but in vain. The huge apartment
building had turned into a tiny mound
of rubble. Ahmet had two children. His
son Alpaslan was living in Bosnia. His
daughter Bilge was wailing at the rubb-
le. We didn't know what to do. We were
circling around the rubble, looking for
signs of life. Meanwhile, Davut gave
us two bad news. Fazli Bayram and
Ferhat Agca... We learned that these
two friends were also under the rubble.

Oh my God! How helpless human beings
are. Your loved ones are under concrete
blocks in front of you and you can't
do anything, there is nothing
you can do. It is an in-
describable pain.




¢ Velahir

Aman Allah‘im! in-

san ne kadar aciz.

Sevdiklerin karsinda

beton bloklarin altinda

ve sen hicbir sey yapamiyor-
sun, elinden hicbir sey gelmiyor.
Tarifsiz bir aci.

Ahmet abinin enkazinin basinday-
ken Fazli Bayram’dan kot haber
gelince dogru onun enkazina var-
dik. Bir yandan yagmurda sirilsiklam
vaziyetteyiz bir yandan aglamakh
ve caresiz. Fazli abinin kardesi ib-
rahim’i aradim hemen ve ulastim.
ibrahim, Gaziantep’te komiser.

Ailesiyle birlikte iyi oldugunu du-
yunca sevindim ama agabeyin-
den heniz haberi yoktu. Nasil
sOyleyecektim bu durumu, bu kara
haberi nasil verecektim? Hasili,
dilimden o an ne cikti hatirlamiyo-
rum ama ikimiz de hickira hickira
aghyorduk telefonda.

Ve Ferhat Agca. Giizel Ferhat. Can
Ferhat. Dost Ferhat. ilk giin gideme-
dim onun enkazina hep telefonla bil-
gi almaya calistim akrabalarindan
ve o tarafta oturan arkadaslardan.
Ancak ikinci gin gidebildim.
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Sonrasi enkazlar arasinda mekik
dokuyarak gecti. Acaba bir yardim
gelebildi mi, acaba bir calisma
basladi mi diye. Ailemin bulundu-
gu kafe, Fazli abiyle Ahmet abinin
enkazinin mesafe olarak ortasina
denk geliyordu. Gidip gelirken on-
larin yanina da ugruyor hallerini
tetkik ediyordum. Elbistan merkezli
ikinci biyik depremi de o anda
yine ailemle birlikte yasadik. Fazl
abiden dénerken ugramistik. Sonra
Davut’la tekrar Ahmet abinin bu-
lundugu enkaza dogru yola ciktik.
Yolda sabahki depremde yikilma-
yan bazi binalarin yikilmis oldugunu
gordik. Hele biri vardi ki yiregimizi
ciz ettirdi. Sabah namazini Ahmet
abinin yanindan Fazli abinin yanina
giderken yol Ustindeki Hamidiye
Camii'nde kilmistik. O esnada yine
siddetli bir artci olmustu, namazi
terketmemis ve tevekkiil etmistik. ikinci
depremde yikilan binalardan biri cami-

nin hemen yanindaki

binaydi ve caminin is-

tine devrilmis vaziyettey-
di. Takdir dedik, sukrettik.

Kahramanmaras koskoca bir enkaza
dénmisti. Her yerden aci haberler
gelmeye basladi. Hangi bir ismi sa-
yayim ki simdi. Gunlerce bir hayirli ha-
ber duymak icin enkazlarin basinda
arkadaslarla tirbedar olup bekledik.
Besinci guniin seher vaktinde Ahmet
abi, gurib vaktinde Ferhat ve altin-
¢l ginin aksami 3 cocugu (Ali Fuat,
Zeynep, Meryem) ve esi ile birlikte
Fazh abi cikti enkazdan. Ruhlarn séd,
mekdnlari cennet olsun.

Bundan sonrasi ayri ayri hikéyelerle
dolu. Her enkaz ayri bir romanin hiké-
yesi olur. Binalarin yikilma seklinden
enkazlardan sag cikanlara, Tirkiye'nin
dort bir tarafindan arama kurtarma
faaliyeti icin gelen goéndillilerin gay-
retlerinden afetzedeler icin yardim
seferberligine kosan arkadaslara,
mezarliktaki hengdmeden cenazelerin
teshis ve definine kadar neler neler...
Anlatacak, yazacak o kadar cok sey
var ki... Ya nasip!... Nice giizel insanlar,
nice hatiralar birakip gittiler... Gidenle-
re rahmet, kalanlara sabir ve selamet...



While we were at
the wreckage of bro-
ther Ahmet, when we
received bad news about
Fazli Bayram, we went straight
to his wreckage. We were drenched
in the rain, weeping and helpless.
I immediately called Fazl's brother
ibrahim and reached him. ibrahim
is a commissar in Gaziantep. | was
happy to hear that he and his fa-
mily were fine, but he had no news
about his brother yet. How was |
going to tell him, how was | going
to break the bad news? In short, |
don't remember what came out of
my tongue at that moment, but we
were both sobbing on the phone.

And Ferhat Agca. Beautiful Ferhat.
Dear Ferhat. Friend Ferhat. | couldn't
go to the wreckage that he was under
on the first day, | always tried to get
information by phone from his relatives
and friends who lived on that side. Only
on the second day | was able to go.

After that, | spent the rest of my
life shuttling between the rubble.
| wondered if any help had arri-
ved, if any work had started. The
café where my family was located

was in the middle of the rubble of
Fazli and Ahmet. At that moment,
| experienced the second big eart-
hquake centered in Elbistan with my
family. We had stopped by on our
way back from brother Fazl. Then
Davut and | set off again towards
the rubble where brother Ahmet
was. On the way, we saw that some
buildings that had not collapsed in
the morning earthquake had col-
lapsed. There was one in particular
that made our hearts ache. We had
performed the morning prayer at
the Hamidiye Mosque on the way
from brother Ahmet to brother Faz-
li. At that time, there was a strong
aftershock again, but we did not
leave the prayer and we trusted
in God. One of the buildings that
collapsed in the second earthquake
was the building right next to the
mosque and it had fallen on top of
the mosque. We said it was the will
of Allah, and praised Him.

Kahramanmaras had
turned into a huge
wreck. News of great sor-

row began to spread around.
| can't name a single name now.
For days, we waited at the rubble with
our friends to hear good news. Brot-
her Ahmet e at dawn on the fifth day,
Ferhat at dusk and brother Fazli was
found under the wreckage with his 3
children (Ali Fuat, Zeynep, Meryem)
and his wife on the evening of the sixth
day. May their souls rest in peace and
their places be in heaven.

What follows is full of different stories.
Each wreck is the story of a different
novel. From the way the buildings col-
lapsed to the survivors who came out
of the rubble, from the efforts of the
volunteers who came from all over
Turkey for search and rescue to the
friends who rushed to mobilize aid for
the disaster victims, from the turmoil in
the cemetery to the identification and
burial of the bodies... There are so
many things to tell and write about...
It's written in the stars!... So many
beautiful people have left behind so
many memories... Wishing mercy to
those who have gone, patience and
peace to those who remain...
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Disinsem bu kadar
etkilenebilecegimiz
aklima gelmezdi,

soyleseler inanmazdim.
Oylece aklimizin 6tesinde,
her seyin icinde bulduk
kendimizi.

evelahir s

If they had told me,
| never would have
believed that we could
be so severely affected.
We suddenly found
ourselves everywhere,
beyond reason.

insan neyi ne zaman son kez yaptigini bilemiyor.
Hepimiz cogu seyi kontrol edebilecegimizi saniyoruz.
Oysa her seyin degismesi cok kisa sirebilir. Disin-
sem bu kadar etkilenebilecegimiz aklima gelmezdi,
soyleseler inanmazdim. Oylece aklimizin 6tesinde,
her seyin icinde bulduk kendimizi. 6 Subat 2023 bi-
zim icin bu cimlelerle hatirlanacak bir tarih oldu.
Oncesinde bu tarihte ders secimi yapabilecegimi
saniyordum. Kdydeki evimizde telefon basinda saa-
tin 00.00 olmasini bekledim. Arkadaslarimla sadece
bunu konusuyorduk, neredeyse tek gindemimiz buydu.
Sistem yogunlugundan ne kadar beklesem de ders
secimi yapamadim. Oylece uyuyakalmisim. Saat 04.17
oldugunda evde hepimiz sallantiya uyandik. ilk hafif
sallantilarda deprem olabilecegi aklima bile gelmedi.
Koyde cok siddetli firtina oldugu zaman da catidan
sesler gelirdi. Basta boyle bir firtina sesiyle uyandigimi
sandim ama bunun deprem oldugunu anlamam uzun
sirmedi. Peki depremse niye bitmiyordu?

O an bize ¢cok uzun geldi, kardesimle yatakta birbirimize
sarilmis depremin bitmesini bekliyorduk. Yer degistir-
mek mimkin gelmiyordu. Soba borularinin Uzerimize
devrilmesiyle baska bir késeye kactik. O an evden
cikabilecegimizi disinmuiyorduk, dylece yikilacaksa
bile yikilmasini bekledik. Yikilmadi, deprem bittigi anda
evden cikmaya calistik. Hepimizin ilk hamlesi yirime
engelli ablama yénelik oldu. Disarida ¢ok yogun kar
yagisi vardi. Kardesim baska hicbir seyi disinmeden
karda yalin ayak ablami arabaya tasidi, biz de arabaya
gectik. Sevdiklerimize ulasmaya calisiyor, iyi haberlerini
alinca seviniyorduk. Hatta yakin cevremizden kéti ha-
berler almayinca olayin aslinda sandigimiz gibi biyik

You are unaware of when and what you are doing for
the last time. We all think we can control most things. But
it can take a very short time for everything to change.
If they had told me, | never would have believed that
we could be so severely affected. We suddenly found
ourselves everywhere, beyond reason. February 6, 2023
became a date to be remembered with these sentences.
| thought | would be able to make course selections on
this date. | waited by the phone in our house in the village
for the clock to strike 00.00. My friends and | were only
talking about it, it was our only trouble. No matter how
long | waited, | couldn't select a course because of the
system. | just fell asleep. At 4:17 a.m., we all woke up
twith the quake. At the first slight shaking, | didn't even
think that it could be an earthquake. During the times
of severe thunderstorms in the village, we would hear
noises coming from the roof. At first | thought | had woken
up to the sound of such a storm, but it didn't take me
long to realize that it was an earthquake. But if it was
an earthquake, why didn't it stop?

That moment seemed too long for us, my brother and |
were huddled together in bed waiting for the earthquake
to end. It was impossible to move. When the stove pipes
fell on us, we ran to another corner. We didn't think we
could get out of the house at that moment, we just waited
for it to collapse even if it was going to collapse. It didn't
collapse, we tried to get out of the house as soon as
the earthquake was over. The first move of all of us was
for my sister, who is disabled to walk. It was snowing
heavily outside. Without thinking about anything else, my
brother carried my sister barefoot in the snow to the car
and we all got in. We were trying to reach our loved
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Normalde duymaya
alisik oldugumuz “lyi
misin?" sorusunun yerini o
sirada “Yasiyor musun?”
sorusu aldi ve biz bunu
garipsemedik bile.

bir sey olmadigini disinme gafle-
tinde bulunduk. Zaten kisa bir siire
sonra sebekeler gitti, ne kimseden
haber alabildik ne de birilerine
haber verebildik. Sabaha kadar
arabada kaldik. Biz yine kendimizi
sansl saylyorduk. En azindan sigi-
nabilecegimiz bir arabamiz vardi
ama kdyin cogunun bdyle bir im-
kani bile yoktu. insanlar firtinada
disarida kaldi. Bunlar icinde cok
yaslilar ve bebekler de vardi. Gin
aydinlaninca endiselerimiz daha
da artti. Hemen hemen herkesin
besledigi biyik bas hayvanlar
vardi. insanlar onlarla ilgilenmek
icin ahirlara girmek durumunda
kalhyordu. Neyse ki yakinlarimiz-
da bu durumdan kot etkilenecek
kadar agir hasar alan ev ve ahir
yoktu. insanlar azami élciide hay-
vanlariyla ilgilenebildi.

Ogle oldugunda firtina daha da
artmisti, kar araliksiz yagmaya de-
vam etti. Boylesi sogukta elbette
bir seyler almak icin eve girmek
zorundaydik. Tabii bu sire uzun
olmuyordu. Artcilarin korkusuyla
birkac dakika sonra solugu yeni-
den disarnida aliyorduk. Bu hava-
da bdyle devam edemeyecegimizi
disindik. Cunky insanlarin cogu
disarida kalmisti, siginabilecek bir
yer yoktu. O sirada gidebilecegimiz
en givenli yer komsumuzun prefab-
rik eviydi. Hepimiz toplanip oraya
gittik. Ev sahibi kdyde bile degildi
ama evini bize acmisti. Orada da
iIsinmak biyiuk problem oldu. Ev
bu vakte kadar hep yazlik olarak
kullanildigi icin soba kurabilecegi-
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miz bir yapida degildi. Elektrikler
olmadigi icin isitici calistirmak da
mUmkin olmadi. Elimizde bir tane
jenerator vardi, o da isiticiyr calis-
tirmad bile. lyi koti bir sekilde o
geceyi orada gecirdik. Sabah hala
kar yagiyordu, hava cok soguktu.
Cocuklar hasta olmaya baslamisti.
Zaten iletisim kurmak cok zordu,
sehirden biraz haberimiz olmustu
ve acikcasi sehir bu haldeyken bi-
zimkini dertten bile saymiyorduk. O
yuzden ikinci gin herkes az hasarl
evlere tekrar yerlesti. Kbye cadir
gelmesi yaklasik bes gin sirdd. O
siirecte evine giremeyen insanlara
komsulari destek oldu.

Yasadigimiz bunca sey hepimizde
derin izler birakti. Kimimiz canin-
dan daha cok sevdigi yakinlarini

kaybetti, kimimiz kaybetmedi-
gi icin sevinmeye bile utandi
ki mevcut durumda yakin ol-
masa dahi herkesin kayiplari
oldu. Ben bir sire bunca yikim
arasinda neden ayakta kaldim
diye sordum kendime. Hepimiz
az-cok evimizin, yasadigimiz
yerin harabe olusunu izledik.
Ustelik bunlarin iki dakikadan
daha kisa bir sirede olmasini
basta hic kabullenemedim. Bir
daha duysam inanmayacagim
seylerdi yasananlar. Normalde
duymaya alisik oldugumuz “lyi
misin?” sorusunun yerini o si-
rada “Yasiyor musun?” sorusu
aldi ve biz bunu garipsemedik
bile. Her sey aklin 6tesinde bir
o kadar da olagandi.




The question "Are you
alive?" replaced the
usual “Are you okay?”
and we didn't even find
it strange.

ones, rejoicing when we received
good news. In fact, when we didn't
receive bad news from our acquain-
tances, we made the mistake of thin-
king that the incident was not as big
as we thought. Anyway, after a short
while the networks went down and
we didn't hear from them. or inform
anyone. We stayed in the car until the
morning. We considered ourselves
lucky anyway. At least we had a car
where we could take shelter, but most
of the village didn't even have such
a possibility. People were left outsi-
de in the storm. Among them were
very old people and babies. As the
day dawned, our worries increased.
Almost everyone had cattle. People
had to go into the stables to take
care of them. Fortunately, our acqu-
aintances did not have any houses
or barns that were badly damaged.
People were able to take care of
their animals to the maximum extent.

By noon the storm had intensified
and the snow continued to fall in-
cessantly. In this cold, of course, we
had to go into the house to get so-
mething, but not for long. We were
afraid of the aftershocks and after
a few minutes we would go outside
again. We thought that we couldn't
go on like this in this weather. Be-
cause most of the people stayed
outside, there was nowhere to take
shelter. The safest place we could
go at that time was our neighbor's
prefabricated house. We all gathe-
red and went there. The owner was
not even in the village, but he ope-
ned his house to us. Heating was
a big problem there too. Since the

house had always been used as a
summer house until then, it was not
in a structure where we could set
up a stove. Since there was no ele-
ctricity, it was not possible to run a
heater. We had only one generator,
but it didn't even turn on the heater.
For better or worse, we spent that
night there. In the morning it was
still snowing, it was very cold. The
children started to get sick. It was al-
ready very difficult to communicate,
we had heard a little bit about the
city and frankly, when the city was
in this state, we didn't even consider
ours a problem. So on the second
day, everyone settled back in the
houses with little damage. It took
about five days for tents to arrive in
the village. During that time, people
who could not enter their houses
were supported by their neighbors.

evela

All these things we have been
through have left deep scars on
all of us. Some of us lost relatives
whom we loved more than our
lives, some of us were even asha-
med to rejoice that we did not lose
them, and in the current situation,
everyone has suffered losses, even
if they are not close. For a while
| asked myself why | survived all
this destruction. We all more or
less watched our homes and the
place where we lived in become
ruins, and | could not accept the
fact that it all happened in less
than two minutes. It was something
| would never believe if | heard it
again. The question “Are you ali-
ve?” replaced the usual “Are you
okay?” and we didn't even find it
strange. Everything was so ordi-
nary that it was beyond reason.
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YIKILMAK

RUNNING, FALLING AND COLLAPSING

0 SINEM BOZHOYUK




Sarsinti... Dusten habersiz, disiinceyi yersiz kilacak denli
karanlik sarsinti. Sozde sarsinti; disiince karanlik, disince
karanliga. Sézde karanlik... Yeterli degil; ifade, kuvvet, zifiri,
dehset... Bu zifiri dehset kuvvetli sarsintiyr anlatmaya hicbir
ifade yeterli degil. Gaiplerden gelen ses, kosturuyor agirlig
ense kokinde sehrin. Ensesi yerle bir sehrin... Agirlik biniyor
gozlerine sehrin. Disiyor koca sehir, yercekimine yenik. Dis
Uriiny s6zde karanliklar oyuyor gézleri. Gaiplerden gelen
sesin agirhgi kulaklarn tirmaliyor. Ve kosup disip yikiliyor
koca sehir. Bir, koca sehir dismiyor ki; kol kola tutustugu
dostlari da disiyor. Kollar kinliyor ve tedavisi mimkiin
degil 6limin. Onlarnn distikleri yerde tutusuyor hayatta
kalanlar. Olimin distigi yerden alevler yikseliyor gége.
Sehri s6zde karanlik bulutlar sarmaliyor.

Gozler aninda acildi. Uykudan eser kalmadi. Kanepenin ya-
nindasin. Bir ayagindan iki elinle tutunmussun tekli koltuga.
Daha durmadi deprem. Ve bina yikilmadi. Ama nasil sallani-
yor nasil! Besik desem besik degil, salincak desem salincak
degil, gondol desem o da degil. Benzetmeler de sdzdeligini
koruyor. Bu arada durmuyor ki deprem. Hani durmadi. Ne
zaman duracak ki acaba? Duracak mi ki? Allah'im litfen
dursun. Neden durmuyor hald. Allah’im sen durdurursun.
Durdu duracak, dayan, az kaldi! Durdu evet. Acele, montlari
giydik. Cantami kaptim. Herkes ciglik ¢igliga apartmanda.
Biz dérdiinci katindayiz. insanlar soka girmis olmal ki ilk
inen bizim aile oldu. Merdivenler cok uzun geliyor, yukaridan
beyaz sivalar dokiliyor. Vay be, asansore binerdik hep. Sahi,
asansorde kalsaydim ne olurdu acaba deprem dninda? Uzun
zaman sonra merdivenleri bitiriyoruz. Kapiya kostuk, disar attik
kendimizi. Diyorum ki ben acaba gicli miyim? Aglamiyorum,
dehsete kapilmadim. Diyorum ki icimden. Gecti, gececek,
dizelecek her sey. Sag kurtulduk ya agir hasarli binadan.
Umut her zaman vardir. Gercekten de; nasil dayandi o sid-
detli sarsintiya yedi katli apartman. Zemini mi saglammis?
Temeli mi iyi atilmis? Helal be! Sonra disiiniyor insan. lyi de
agir hasarli. Her yerinde catlaklar olusmus. Kullanilacak hali
kalmamis. Yikarlar burayi. Oyle de oldu. Yikilacak karari cikti.
Bir seyleri atlamis olabilir miyim acaba? Ne diyordum en son?

Daha durmadi deprem.
Ve bina yikilmadi. Ama
nasil sallaniyor nasil!

Besik desem besik
degil, salincak desem
salincak degil, gondol

desem o da degil.

evelahir s

The tremor... A tremor so dark as to render thought irrelevant, unaware
of the dream. The so-called tremor; the thought is dark, the thought to
darkness. The so-called darkness... Not enough; expression, force, pitch,
horror... No expression is enough to describe this pitch black, terrifying,
powerful tremor. The voice coming from the faraway places runs its
weight on the nape of the neck of the city. The nape of the neck of the
city ravaged... The city's eyes are heavy. The enormous city is falling,
succumbing to gravity. The darkness of the so-called dream carves the
eyes. The weight of the voice coming from the distant scratches the
ears. And the big city runs, collapses and falls to bits. Not only the big
city falls, but also the friends with whom it holds arms. Arms break and
death is incurable. The survivors catch fire where they fall. Flames rise
to the sky where death falls. So-called dark clouds envelop the city.

Eyes opened instantly. No trace of sleep. You are next to the sofa. You
are holding on to the single seat with both hands on one leg. The
earthquake hasn't stopped yet. And the building hasn't collapsed.
But how it shakes! It isn't exactly such as a cradle, neither a swing
nor a gondola. The metaphors also remain verbal. By the way, the
earthquake doesn't stop. It hasn't stopped. When will it stop? Will it
ever stop? Oh God, please let it stop. Why doesn't it stop? God, you'll
make it stop. It will stop, hang on, it's almost there! It has stopped,
yes. Hurry, we put on our coats. | grabbed my bag. Everyone is scre-
aming in the apartment. We're on the fourth floor. People must have
been in shock because our family was the first to come down. The
stairs are very long, the white plaster is falling from above. Wow, we
always used to take the elevator. Really, what would have happened
if | had stayed in the elevator during the earthquake? After a long
time we finish the stairs. We ran to the door and throw ourselves
out. I wonder if I'm strong. I'm not crying, I'm not terrified. It's
okay, it's okay, it's going to be okay. We survived the heavily
damaged building. There is always hope. Indeed; how did the
seven-story apartment building withstand that violent tremor?
Was the ground strong? Was the foundation well laid? Well
donel! Then you think. Okay, but it's severely damaged. There
are cracks everywhere. It's unusable. They'll tear it down. And
that's what happened. It's been ordered to be demolished.
Could | have missed something? What was | saying last time?

Oh, we were out of the apartment building and on the main road.
And then another round of tremors began! We were about to fall

The earthquake hasn't
ended yet. And the
building hasn't collapsed.
Yet, how strongly shakes!
It isn't exactly such as a
cradle, neither a swing
nor a gondola.
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Ha, apartmandan kurtulmus ana yola
cikmustik. ikinci dalga da gelmesin mil?
Dismek izereydik ki tabelaya tutunduk.
insanlar sokakta, saatler 04.22'yi goste-
riyor. Vay be, cok hizli inmisiz asagi. Her
yer karanlik ve sisli. Arabaya bindik, bes
kisiyiz. Universitenin kiz 6§renci yurdun-
da agir hasar varmis sanirim. Birkaci da
kapinin sikistigini ctkamadiklarini yazmis
sosyal medyaya. “Litfen bizi kurtarin!”
diyor herkes. Simdi ne oldu, simdi ne
olacak? Yalnizca soru isaretleri var ka-
famda. Ve biraz da durgunluk. Yagmur
fena yagiyor. Hava é Subat’'in Maras
sogugunu icimize isliyor. Biz arabada-
yiz evet, daha az Usiyoruz. Ya sokakta
kosturanlar? Bir kiz gérdim. Battaniyeyi
sarinmis Uzerine, kosuyor. Birkac insan
daha gordim, ayaklari ciplak. Hem de
bu sogukta, bu yagmurda. Allah’im di-
yorum, sen yardim et onlara.

icimde bir seyler kinimaya basliyor. Dep-
remden hemen sonraki umutlu bekleyi-
simin yerini kara bir umutsuzluk alyor.
Allah’im simdi ne olacak? Ne

oldu bize? Biz ne olduk da

ne olacagiz bundan son-

rasinda? Sorular durmu-

yor kafamin icinde. Ara-

“Lutfen bizi kurtarin!”
diyor herkes. Simdi
ne oldu, simdi ne
olacak? Yalnizca
soru isaretleri var
kafamda. Ve biraz
da durgunluk.

ba calisti ve gidiyoruz. Trafik cok yogun
bu saatte. Sabahin kér gozlerini araba
farlar acmaya calisiyor. Yollar bozul-
mus, direkler devrilmis. Telefon trafigi
de cabasi, insanlar yakinlarini ariyor;
hayatta misiniz, diye. Arkadaslarimdan
haberler geliyor. Enkazdan cikarilmis,
kafasina bir seyler dismis, dahasi 8lmis
arkadaslarim var. Haberler yiregimi
yakiyor. Dehsetin bilincini daha da idrak
ediyor saskin zihin pusulasi. Kahrolasi bir
felaketle kahroluyor insanlar. Bilmiyor
muyduk sanki gelecegini? Bilmiyorduk
gelip bu denli siddetle vuracagini?
Kahramanmaras gin gibi karanhk
artik diyor ic ses. Kafasi karismis
halde oldugunu da kabul etmiyor.
Diyor ki; 04.17, diyor ki giin dogacak-

ti hani. Dogdu ve giin gibi karanlik

bir giin bugiin. Sozdeligini koruyan

bir giin ve karanliklar...

Rasathaneye baktim. Gaziantep’i gos-
teriyordu. Deprem orada olmus sandik.
Sonrasinda diizeltme yapti rasatha-
nemiz. "Pazarcik" dedi. Konumu nasil
sasirabilirdi ki? Kafamda sipheci bir
akrep dolasiyor. Siphe ise yerini 6f-
keye birakiyor genelde. 7.7'ymis. Kimi
7.9 diyor. Bir profesor de cikiyor, diyor
ki; “Aslinda hissedilen 11 siddetiydi.”
Hangisi acaba? Karismiyor degil kafa.
Zaten sosyal medya calkalaniyor bu
calkantili andan sonra. Kirli bilgi sari-
yor etrafini, caresizlikten her tir bilgiye
inanabilecek insanin. Séyleyin ayip degil
mi? Her kafadan cigliklar... Dogrulugu
tespit edilemeyen koyu kirli yalanlar.
insan o dehseti yasadiktan ve cogu seyi
kaybettigi gercegini idrak ettikten sonra
caresizce tutunmak istiyor. Yasadigina
inanmak istiyor yakinlarinin. Yasayan
oliler kaphyor her hicresini sehrin. Di-
zelecek mi her sey? Unutacak miyiz yo-
sadiklarimizi? Kahramanmaras'a az katl
binalar mi yapacaklar bundan sonra?
Mekansal hafizam beni yaniltacak mi?
Hayir. Gin gibi karanlik giini gin gibi
hatirlayacagim. Unutulmaz! Unutursam
hatirlarim, unutursam fisildar gaipler-
den gelen sézde karanliklar. Beni
yari yolda birakmazlar!




when we grabbed the sign. People are on
the street, it's 04.22. Wow, we went down so
fast. Everything is dark and foggy. We get in
the car, there are five of us. | guess there was
heavy damage to the university dormitory for
girls. Some of them wrote on social media
that the door was stuck and they couldn't
get out. "Please save us!" everyone says.
"Please save us!" everyone says. What did
just happen, what will happen next? | only
have question marks in my head. And a
foziness. It's raining hard. The air feels like
the Maras cold of February éth. We are in
the car, yes, we are not as cold now. What
about those running on the street? | saw a
girl running with a blanket wrapped around
her. | saw a few other people with bare feet.
In this cold, in this rain. | say God, help them.

Something inside me starts to break. My ho-
peful expectation immediately is replaced by
a dark despair after the earthquake. My God,
what will happen now? What has happened to
us? What have we become and what will we
be after this? The questions don't stop in my
head. The car starts and we drive off. Traffic
is very heavy at this hour. Car headlights are
trying to open the blind eyes of the morning.
Roads are broken, poles are down. Not to
mention the phone traffic, people are calling

"Please save us!"
everyone says. What
did just happen, what
will happen next? |
only have question
marks in my head. And
a foziness.

their relatives to see if they are alive. News
are coming from my friends. | have friends
who are rescued from the wreckage, who
have fallen on their heads, and even more
who have died. The news breaks my heart. The
confused compass of the mind comprehends
the consciousness of the horror even more.
People are devastated by a disaster. Didn't
we know it was coming? Didn't we know it
would come and strike with such violence?
Kahramanmaras is as dark as day, says the
inner voice. And it doesn't admit that it is
confused. It says; 04:17, it says the day was
supposed to dawn. It did, and it is a dark
day. A day and darkness that maintains its
verbiage...

| checked the observatory. It was showing
Gaziantep. We thought

the earthquake hap-

pened there.

evelahir

Then the observatory made a correction.
It said Pazarcik. How could it have gotten
the location wrong? There is a skeptical
scorpion in my head. And doubt usually
gives way to anger. It was 7.7. Some say
7.9. Then there's a professor who says,
"Actually, it was 11." Which one is it? It's
not that they are not confused. Social me-
dia is already buzzing after this turbulent
moment. Wrong information surrounds the
environment, people can believe any kind
of information out of desperation. Isn't it a
shame? Dialogues of the deaf... Lies that
cannot be verified. After experiencing that
horror and realizing that you have lost so
much, you desperately want to hold on.
One wants to believe that his relatives are
alive. The living dead cover every cell of
the city. Will everything be okay? Will we
forget what we went through? Will they
build low-rise buildings in Kahramanma-
ras from now on? Will my spatial memory
deceive me? No, it won't. | will remember
the day as dark as day, unforgettable! If
| forget, | will remember, if | forget, the
so-called darkness from the unseen will
whisper. They won't let

me down!
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6 Subat 2023 sabahi saat 05.00 civar telefonum caldi.
Ekranda ‘babam’ yaziyordu. Kéti bir haber oldugu kesin-
di. Kendimi aklima gelen k&t senaryolara hazirlayarak
telefonu actim. Telefondaki babamin sdyledigi cimle
aynen su idi, “Kizim Kahramanmaras’ta deprem oldu.
Her yer yikildi. Etraf zindan karanhgina birindu. Biz iyiyiz,
arabadayiz." Hazirlandigim senaryolar arasinda deprem
yoktu. Aglamaya baslamamla birlikte ev halki uyandi.
Televizyonu actik. Malatya gorintileri ve “Turkiye'nin 11 ili
7.7'lik depremle sallandi” alt yazisi ile karsilastik. Malatya,
Kahramanmaras, Adiyaman, Hatay, iskenderun, Adana,
Gaziantep, Osmaniye, Kilis, Sanliurfa, Elazig, Diyarbakir...

Biz evde bir taraftan Kahramanmaras’t gérebilmek icin
tim televizyon kanallarini dolasiyor, diger taraftan es
dost akraba kim varsa telefonla ulas-

evelahir s

On the morning of February 6, 2023 at around 05:00, my phone rang.
It said 'my father' on the screen. It was definitely bad news. | answe-
red the phone, preparing myself for the bad scenarios that came to
my mind. The sentence my father said on the phone was exactly the
following, "My daughter, there was an earthquake in Kahramanma-
ras. Everything collapsed. The surroundings have turned dark like a
dungeon. We are fine, we are in the car". The earthquake was not
among the scenarios | had prepared for. The household woke up
when | started crying. We turned on the television. We saw images of
Malatya and the subtitle 11 provinces of Turkey were shaken by a 7.7
earthquake." Malatya, Kahramanmaras, Adiyaman, Hatay, iskenderun,
Adana, Gaziantep, Osmaniye, Kilis, Sanlurfa, Elazig, Diyarbakar...

At home, on the one hand, we were watching all the television
channels to see Kahramanmaras, and on the other hand, we were
trying to reach out to our friends and relatives by phone. However,
Kahramanmaras was all but absent from the

maya calisiyorduk. Lakin ekranlarda
Kahramanmaras’in adi var kendi yoktu.
Tim cabamiza ragmen hicbir haber ve
goruntl alamadik. Bu sireg bize ilk dnce
sunu disindirdi. “insallah Kahraman-
maras’ta fazla yikim yok, onun icin mi
gorunti verilmiyor acaba?” dedik. Mem-
leket sevdasi iste, konduramadik kadim
sehre bu kadar yikimi, aciyi, 6limd...

Sadece biz degil, istanbul ve Ankara’dan

Kahramanmaras'ta
yasanan depremlerin
ardindan 5 bin 300
bina yerle bir oldu. Acil
yikilacaklarla birlikte
sayi 9 binden fazla idi.

screens. Despite all our efforts, we could not
get any news and images. This process first
made us think. "Hopefully, there is not much
destruction in Kahramanmaras, is that why there
are no images?" we said. That's the love of the
country, we couldn't put such destruction, pain
and death on the ancient city...

Not only us, but also friends who called from
Istanbul and Ankara said that they thought there
must not be much in Kahramanmaras.

arayan dostlar da Kahramanmaras'ta
fazla bir sey yok herhalde diye disiin-
diklerini belirtiyorlardi.

Bilemedik! Depremin iizerinden gecen her
dakikanin, her sirecin bizi daha fazla yo-
ralayacagini, yiregimizi yakacagini... Bile-
medik! Bogazimiza digimler dizecegini...

ilk depremden 9 saat sonra 7.6'lik ikinci bir
deprem daha oldu. Bélge ikinci bir ylkima
ugradi. Felaketin biyukligi depremin se-
viyesinin uluslararasi yardim gerektiren seviye olan 4. seviye
olarak belirlenmesi ve Tirkiye'nin tek basina Ustesinden
gelemeyecegi bir deprem olarak ilk gisn diinyaya bildiriime-
sinden anlasiliyordu. Peki Kahramanmaras ne durumdaydi?

Aci gergekle yizlestigimizdeki manzara...

Kéagit gibi Ust Uste disen katlaryla enkaz haline, daha da
otesi kum yiginina dénisen -eski, yeni- apartmanlar, is yerleri
dev yariklar olusan araziler, yollar ve tabi ki enkazlardan
yikselen yardim cigliklari...

Deprem sabah saat 04.17'de meydana gelmisti. Uykunun en
derin zamaniydi. Disarida kar ve dondurucu soguk vardi. Ciplak
ayaklar, pijamalaryla sokaga firlayan insanlar kendi caresiz-
liklerini unutmus, yikilan evlerinde biraktiklar canlarin derdine

After the earthquakes in
Kahramanmaras, 5,300
buildings were destroyed.
Together with those to be
demolished immediately,
the number was more
than 9 thousand.

We didn't know! We didn't know that every
minute, every process that passed after the
earthquake would hurt us more, would burn
our hearts... We didn't know! We didn't have
a lump in our throats...

Nine hours after the first earthquake, a se-
cond 7.6 earthquake struck. The region suf-
fered a second devastation. The magnitude
of the disaster was evident from the fact that
the level of the earthquake was determined
as Level 4, the level requiring international
assistance, and that it was reported to the world on the first
day as an earthquake that Turkey could not overcome on its
own. And what was the situation in Kahramanmaras?

Oh the conditions when we faced the bitter reality...

The old and the new apartment buildings and workplaces
that have turned into sandpiles, land and roads with giant
cracks, and of course the cries for help rising from the rubble...

The earthquake struck at 4:17 in the morning. It was the dee-
pest time of sleep. There was snow and freezing cold outside.
People in their bare feet and pajamas had forgotten their
own helplessness and were worried about the lives they had
left behind in their collapsed homes. Their tears had turned
into budding ice on their cheeks as the cold hit their faces.
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Bilemedik! Depremin iizerinden gecen
her dakikanin, her siirecin bizi daha fazla
yaralayacagini, yiregimizi yakacagni...

dismislerdi. Yuzlerine vuran sogugun etkisiyle gdzyaslari
yanaklarinda tomurcuklanan buz parcasina déniismusti.

Kahramanmarasta arama kurtarma calismalar iki-ic gin
sonra baslayabildi. O vakte kadar belki bir boslukta sag
olarak bekleyenler icin umut azalmaktaydi. Halk kendi
imkanlariyla molozlarin arasinda biraktiklari canlar bu-
labildikleri alet-edevatla, elleriyle cikarmaya calisiyordu.

Kahramanmaras yaklasik 13 bin, belki daha fazla insanini
depremde kaybetti. Yaklasik 500 kadar da kayip bildirimi
bulunuyor. Enkazdan sag cikan her cana sevindik sevinme-
sine fakat bu kadar cirik insa edilen binalarin altinda can
verenlerin, canini orada birakanlarin tesellisi yok.

GSM operatorleri cokmisti. Birakin sehirlerarasi haberles-
meyi sehir icinde bile kimsenin kimseden haberi yoktu. E
tabii, GSM sirketleri baz istasyonlarini (depreme dayanikl
bagimsiz bir direk dikmeyi masraftan sayip) getirip evlerin
iizerine kurarsa bu son kacinilmazdir. ikinci giinin aksamin-
da SMS yoluyla bir kisim yakinlarimizin arabada, bir okulun
bahcesinde olduklarini ve birer bardak sicak corbaya
ulastiklari haberini aldik. Herkes gibi onlar da dondurucu
sogukta sehirde yasanan yakit sikintisi nedeniyle, arabalarin
klimalarni aralikli yakarak isinmaya calisiyorlardi.

Yiyecek, barinma, tuvalet, su gibi temel ihtiyaclarin karsilan-
masinda sikintilar olustu. Depremin merkezi Kohramanmaras
olmasina ragmen diger illerin sesi bizden daha fazla ciktig
icin memleket yine tipki 12 Subat Kurtulus micadelesinde
oldugu gibi kendini kurtarma pesine dismiisti. ilk giinlerde
tim illerdeki yikimin biyikligu konusuldu, sanki Kahraman-
maras yikilmamis gibi... Tum Ulke yardim icin ayaga kalkti.
Sagolsun, varolsunlar! Fakat yardimlar génderilirken 6ncelik
yine diger illerin oldu. Ta ki cevval bir gazeteci ekranlardan
“Kahramanmaras cok fena durumda, sehrin girisinden Kéker
sitesine kadar yikilmis 500 bina saydim,” demesine kadar...
Bu cimle yikimin biyikliguni anlamak icin yeterliydi.

Kahramanmaras'ta yasanan depremlerin ardindan 5 bin
300 bina yerle bir oldu. Acil yikilacaklarla birlikte sayr 9
binden fazla idi. Sehrin kalbinin attigr yer olan Trabzon,
Hikimet ve Azerbaycan caddeleri gibi bircok cadde ve
sokak, aksam saatleri sonrasinda adeta deprem sessizli-
gine birindi. Oysa gecen yil ayni tarihlerde bu caddeler
12 Subat Kahramanmaras'in Kurtulus Ginu etkinlikleriyle
sesleniyordu tim Turkiye'ye...

Evet, Kahramanmaras 500 yil sonra yeniden agir bir fela-
ketle karsi karsiya kaldi. Canlar kaybetti. Bircok manada
Ustesinden gelmesi gereken zorluklarla yeniden yizlesti.
Fakat gecmiste oldugu gibi bugiin de, tarihi kahramanlik-
larla dolu bu kadim sehir yeniden ayaga kalkar evvellah...

Kahramanmaras kaderine birakilamayacak kadar
asil bir sehirdir...



Search and rescue operations in Kahramanmaras could only
begin after two or three days. By then, hope was fading
for those who had been waiting, perhaps alive, in a void.
The people were trying to pull out the lives they had left in
the rubble with whatever tools and equipment they could
find, with their own hands.

Kahramanmaras lost about 13 thousand people, maybe
more, in the earthquake. There are about 500 reports of
missing people. We rejoiced for every life that came out
of the rubble alive, but there is no consolation for those
who perished under such flimsily constructed buildings, for
those who left their lives there.

GSM operators were down. Nobody knew anything about
anyone else even within the city, let alone between cities.
Of course, this is inevitable when GSM companies bring
their cell towers (without bothering to erect an independent
earthquake-resistant pole) and install them on houses. In
the evening of the second day, we received news via SMS
that some of our relatives were in the car, in the garden of
a school, and that they had access to a cup of hot soup.
Like everyone else, they were trying to keep warm in the
freezing cold by intermittently turning on the air conditioners
of the cars due to the fuel shortage in the city.

There were problems in meeting basic needs such as food,
shelter, toilets and water. Although Kahramanmaras was the
epicenter of the earthquake, other provinces were more vocal
than us, so the country was once again trying to save itself, just
like in the struggle for liberation on February 12. In the first days,
the magnitude of the devastation in all provinces was talked
about, as if Kahramanmaras had not collapsed... The whole
country stood up for help. Much thanks to them. But when aid
was sent, other provinces were again prioritized. That is, until
a brave journalist said on the screens, "Kahramanmaras is in
very bad situation, | counted 500 destroyed buildings from the
entrance of the city to the housing estate Kdker"... This sentence
was enough to understand the magnitude of the destruction.

After the earthquakes in Kohramanmaras, 5,300 buildings
were destroyed. Together with those to be demolished
immediately, the number was more than 9 thousand. Many
streets and avenues, such as Trabzon, Government and
Azerbaijan avenues, where the heart of the city beats,
have fallen into earthquake silence after the evening hours.
However, on the same dates last year, these streets were
calling out to the whole of Turkey with the events of the
Independence Day of Kahramanmaras on February 12...

Yes, after 500 years, Kahramanmaras faced a severe disas-
ter again. It lost lives. In many ways, it faced challenges that
it had to overcome. But today, as in the past, this ancient
city, whose history is full of heroism, will rise again...

Kahramanmaras is too noble a city to be left to its fate...
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We didn't know! We didn't know that
every minute, every process that passed
after the earthquake would hurt us more,

and tear our hearts out...
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YOU'RE IN MY HEART, MY DEARS

“ EROL GOKA

“Kahramanmaras’i sevdiniz mi? Kahramanmaras'ta sizi
sasirtan seyler oldu mu? Nelerdir?

Maras sevilmez mi, Marasli sevilmez mi, niye ‘kahraman’
dedigimiz gercegi, dostlarimin cogunun Kahramanma-
rasl olmasi hakikati, sonra gelip benden hesap sormaz
mi? Kahramanmaras, kahramanligiyla, dondurmasiyla
zaten Ulkemizde herkese asikdr olan bir olgudur. $Sehrin
sanat ve edebiyat hayatinin tim Ulke icin ana kaynaklar-
dan birisi oldugunu da bilmesi gerekenler bilir. Benim
icin hadld muamma olan sey ise Maras kdkenli sair ve
yazarlarin yeni Turkceye, dilde arllasmaya olan ilgi ve
meraklaridir. Sehre ziyaretim sirasinda ‘Yedi Gizel Adam
Edebiyat Mizesi'ni gezerken bu soru zihnimde tekrar
depresti. Kohramanmaras eski carsisinin aynen koruna-
rak yasatiimasi ve halkin kurtulus giinine cani gonilde
sahiplenmesi ve katilmasi en sasirdigim hususlardandi.
Sasinp Uzildigum sey ise Kahramanmaras’in cok gicli
bir gastronomi kiltirine ve dogal gizelliklere sahip
olmasina ragmen bunun ¢ok bilinmemesi... Ama inaniyo-
rum ki, bunlar kolayca asilacak. Kahramanmaras, tarihi
sehri azami lcide koruyarak sehri tanitacak, benim hala
tadi damagimda kalan ‘eli bégrinde’ gibi lezzetlerini,
tipki dondurmasi gibi diinyada bilmeyen kalmayacak...”
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"Did you like Kahramanmaras? Were there things that surp-
rised you in Kahramanmaras? What are they?”

How could anyone not cherish Maras and its people? Fact why
we call it 'hero', the fact that most of my friends are from Kahra-
manmaras, won't they come and call me out? Kahramanmaras,
with its heroism and ice cream, is a phenomenon that is already
obvious to everyone in our country. It is also known to those who
should know that the city's artistic and literary life is one of the
main sources for the whole country. What is still a mystery to me
is the interest and curiosity of poets and writers of Maras origin in
the new Turkish language and in the simplification of the langua-
ge. During my visit to the city, this question resurfaced in my mind
while visiting the 'Seven Beautiful Men Literature Museum'. One of
the things that surprised me the most was the preservation of the
old bazaar of Kahramanmaras and the people's wholehearted
embrace and participation in the Liberation Day. What surprised
and saddened me is that although Kahramanmaras has a very
strong gastronomic culture and natural beauties, this is not well
known... But | believe that these will be easily overcome. The
historical city of Kahramanmaras will be preserved to the fullest
extent possible in order to promote the city, and no one in the
world will be unaware of its flavors, such as "eli bégrinde (meal),"
which | am unlikely to forget the taste of just like its ice cream..."
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6 Subat sabahi bu kez ikinci haber geldi
Maras’'tan. Ben daha Ulu Camii’'nde bile
namaz kilamamisken, giizeller giizeli
sehrimizi deprem vurmustu.

On the morning of February 6, the second
news came from Maras. Before | could
even pray in the Grand Mosque, an
earthquake had struck our beautiful city.
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Bu satirlar Eveldhir dergisinin gecen
yaz yayinlanan 10. sayisindan Omer
Yalcinova kardesim ile yaptigimiz ko-
nusmadan alinma. Tam uzun yillar bir-
birimizi gérmemenin acisini cikartmak
isteyen, hasret gideren yoldaslar gibi
olmustuk Kahramanmaras'la son yillar-
da. Firsat buldukca kosup gidiyordum.
Dostlarla soylesiyor, kucaklasiyorduk.
Kahramanmaras, zihnimde acilan yeni
bir pencereydi, bakildiginda yepyeni
manzaralar gérilen bir pencere...

Mesela Kahramanmarasl yazarlarin
Tirkce dijskinligu Uzerine cok fazla
kafa yormaya baslamistim...

Mesela yazar dostlarimin haricinde
yore insanini tanidikca onlardaki
derinlik hissinin ve gizelligin ince
yanlarini gérmeye basliyor, oradan
yeni disinceler Uretmeye yaklasi-
yordum. Son yilda ise iki Maras'tan
gelen iki haberle yikildim ben de
herkes gibi. ilki sevgili Mevlana
idris’in &nce hastalik sonra vefat
haberiydi, hala icim acir, héala yo-
narim... “Keske Mevlana idris 6lme-
seydi, kirilaydi elim kolum...”

Mevlana’nin acisini genc sairlerin soh-
betiyle, Kahramanmaras insanin zara-
fetiyle asmaya calistim ve son olarak
Aralik ayinin sonunda “Edebiyat kalbe
iyi gelir mi?” sorusuna birlikte cevap
aramaya calistik. Pek hos olmustu.

6 Subat sabahi bu kez ikinci haber geldi
Maras'tan. Ben daha Ulu Camii'nde bile
namaz kilamamisken, gizeller gizeli
sehrimizi deprem vurmustu. Belki arala-
rinda taniyip goristugim ama adlarini
bilmedigim bircok kardesim de olan
yizlerce canimiz vefat etti. Allah’tan
hepsine rahmet diliyorum.

Acisini dile getirebilenlerden degilim.
Rahmetli Mevlana icin yazdigim yazida
da bdyle olmustu. Kelimeler, bogazimda
digim diigim oluyor yazamiyordum.
Hatiralarn gdstermekten, hafizama ka-
zilisiniz, kalbimdesiniz ey canlarim de-
mekten baska bir sey yapamiyordum...

/8

Sen de kalbimdesin gizel Kahra-
manmaras... Aralik ayinda son ge-
lisimde sanki vedalasir gibi sabah
erkenden dolastigim caddeler, so-
kaklar, Maras evleri, hizinli gozlerle
bakistigimiz Ulu Camii... Siluetiniz
hep zihnimde, dilimde dualariniz...
Siz de beni unutmayin olmaz mi?

«  Tweet

@ erolgoka
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Kahramanmaras, gizel sehir, gized insankar... Biz sadece yedi tanesini

taniyoruz, hemen hepsi Syle.




These lines are taken from the 10th issue of
Eveldhir magazine published last summer,
from a conversation with Omer Yalginova.
In recent years, Kahramanmaras and |
had become like comrades who wanted
to pay back for not seeing each other for
so many years. | would run and go whe-
never | had the opportunity, we would talk
to friends and embrace. Kahramanmaras
was a new window that opened in my
mind, a window through which brand new
landscapes could be seen...

For incident, | started to think a lot about
Kahramanmaras' writers' fondness for
the Turkish language.

Apart from my writer friends, as | got to
know the local people, | started to see
the subtle aspects of depth and bea-
uty in them, and | was getting closer to
producing new thoughts from there. Like
everyone else, | was devastated by two
news from Maras in the creating year.
The first was learning of my beloved
Mevlana idris's illness, followed by his
passing. It still aches and tears my heart.
"' wish Mevlana Idris hadn't died, but
rather | was broken-armed..."

| tried to overcome Mevlana's pain with
the conversation of young poets, with the
grace of the people of Kahramanmaras
and finally, at the end of December, we
tried to find an answer to the question
altogether: "Is literature good for the
heart?" It was very nice.

On the morning of February 6, the se-
cond news came from Maras. Before |
could even pray in the Grand Mosque,
an earthquake had struck our beautiful
city. Hundreds of our dear ones have
passed away, perhaps including many
of my brothers and sisters whom | knew
and met but whose names | did not
know. | wish them all mercy from Allah.

| am not one of those who can express the-
ir pain. This was the case with the article |
wrote for the late Mevlana. | couldn't write,
| could do nothing but show the memories
and declare, you are deeply ingrained in
my heart and mind, my dears...

You are in my heart too, beautiful Kahra-
manmaras... The streets, alleys, Maras
houses, the Grand Mosque, where |
wandered early in the morning as if
saying goodbye on my last visit in De-
cember... Your silhouette is always in
my mind, your prayers on my tongue...
Don't you forget me too?

« Tweet
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| could do nothing but
show the memories and
declare, you are deeply

ingrained in my heart

and mind, my dears...

Kahramanmarag’ta kardegim @ndvantulum sordu,
ben dilim déndigince anlatmaya ¢aligtim. Arada siirler okudum. Sair bir
maoderator, ilgili ve zarif bir dinleyici toplulugu olunca keyifle ve uzunca

sohbet ettik.
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KUL BASIMA!
TORPAH BASIMA!

OH WOE IS ME!

“ MELIHA Oz

Oyle yekpare bir aci ki... Oyle ciplak... Oyle tarifsiz...

Nasil yazilir? Nereden baslanir? Ne yazayim simdi ben,
yikim cok buyik mi diyeyim, insanlar cok aci cekti mi, -19
dereceyi gordim, cok kar yagiyordu, ayaklar ¢iplakti... Hangi
birini nasil séyleyeyim, séylesem hangi aciyr sagaltirrm? En
dogru cimleleri dizsem pes pese kime cati, kime sifa? Hangi
Oksiziin basi oksanmis, hangi annenin yiregine su serpilmis
olur, kalabaliga sirtini dénerek aglayan kac babanin gozyasi
silinir? Hangi metin sitemi ve tevekkily, feryadi ve tekbiri
hayat kadar essiz bir ahenk ile sunabilir. Evi basina yikilmis
birine ne denir? Toprak ayaklarinin altindan kaymissa, gu-
vendigin daglar yarnimis, taslar catlamissa ne anlatilabilir?

Haddizatinda hayat, gipgizel yazilmis bir metindir.

Bunlar dissinerek baslayamadigim fakat kirmaktan korktu-
gum o gizel hatir icin yazmak zorunda hissettigim bu metne,
yikilmis duvarlarda gérdigim yazilar sayesinde cesaret
edebildim. insan yikilmisken bile yaziya muhtac, dil séyle-
meye mecbur. Anasini, atasini, su ictigi bardagi, agladigi
yastigi birakip giderken bile insan, yikilmis bir duvara geri
dénecegini yaziyor cinki. Cinki insan konusmak, anlatmak
istiyor ve konusacak kimse kalmadiginda, konusacak kimse
kalmadigini dahi yikik bir duvara not disiyor.

Bir sabah anladik ki insan durup dururken en basa déne-
biliyormus. Saniyeler icerisinde anne karnina dénip cenin
gibi kivrihyor, o halde giinlerce kalabiliyormus. Tipki atalar
gibi yalin ayak topraga basarken, havaya ve suya sikran
duyabiliyormus. Karin doyurmanin haz degil ihtiyac oldugunu,
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It is such a solid pain... So unvarnished... So indescribable...

How to write? Where to start? What should | write, should | say
that the devastation was too great, that people suffered too much,
that it was -19 degrees, that it was snowing heavily, that the feet
were bare... How can | say, which one, what pain can | heal if |
say it? If | string the most accurate sentences one after the other,
who will be roofed, who will be healed? Which orphan's head
would be caressed, which mother's mind at rest would be set, how
many fathers' tears would be wiped away by turning their backs
to the crowd? Which text can present reproach and repentance,
wailing and takbir in a harmony as unique as life itself? What
do you say to someone whose house has collapsed? What can
be said when the earth has shifted beneath your feet, when the
mountains have split and the stones have cracked?

In fact, life is a beautifully written text.

| couldn't start this text with these thoughts in mind, but | felt
compelled to write it for that beautiful memory that | was afraid
of breaking, and | dared to write it thanks to the writings | saw
on the destroyed walls. Even when one is very miserable, one is
in need of writing, language is compelled to speak. Even when
one leaves one's mother, one's ancestors, the glass from which
one drinks water, the pillow from which one cries, one writes on a
destroyed wall that one will return. Because people want to talk,
to tell, and when there is no one left to talk to, even when there
is no one left to talk to, they write it down on a destroyed wall.

One morning we realized that you can go back to square one
in an instant. He could return to his mother's womb in seconds,
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Olimi
beklerken
yetimlerin

parasini vasiyet
eden Fatma
Kurt'un ahlakini
anlatmak
isterim.

oyle cok resim var ki hafizamda, gozleri-
mi kapatmaya korkuyorum nicedir. Ate-
sin basinda, bitkin yizlerdeki istiraba
dalmis, su gordiklerimle bundan boyle
ne yapacagimi, nasil devam edecegimi
disiinirken, “Kova lazim, kova bulun,”
sozleriyle irkildigimi hatirliyorum. “Ara-
ma kurtarma ekipleri istiyor,” dediler.
Herkes bir tarafa kosusturdu, nereden
bulunacaksa kova. Neye lazim onu da
kimse bilmiyor ama ne denmisse yap-
mak lazim, &yle bir zaman, dyle bir ruh
hali. Tepe lambam var Allah‘tan, tipki
yakacak arayan ihtiyar gibi, herkesle
beraber ben de kosusturuyor, kovaya
benzer bir seyler ariyorum yikintilarin
arasinda. Bir tava gérdim o sirada,
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suyun ne kadar da milbarek oldugunuy,
temel ihtiyaclarin aslinda az olup sabit
kaldigini bir afetle hatirliyormus. Felake-
tin alip géturdiklerinin yaninda bu hatir-
layislarimiz teselli gibi dursun burada.

Arama kurtarma calismalari sirerken,
enkaz baslarinda yakinlarini bekleyen
insanlarin hélini nasil anlatalim... Gin-
lerce, gecelerce, yasadigi sarsintiyi hi¢
unutmadan ayni korkuyu tekrar tekrar
duyarak, olan bitene akil sir erdire-
meyip hayrete diserek, kayiplarina
aglayip talihine kiserek, gordikleri
karsisinda dehsete kapilarak, gidenleri
ozleyerek, kalanlara simsiki sarilarak
surip giden acikli bekleyisler. Atesler

dedim ki bunu goétireyim, kirek gibi
kullanirlar hic degilse. Gétiremedim,
ne yaptimsa cikaramadim o tavayi,
incecik tava, cekince siyriip gelmesi
lazim, insan mi bu celikten nihayet; in-
cinecek, kirlacak degil, asilayim iste,
gétireyim bir ise yarasin. Hicbir ise ya-
ramadim! Karanligin icinde, gé¢iklerin
ortasinda, toz bulutlan savurarak coken
binalar gibi cokip agladim, bitin care-
sizliklerimiz icin, cekip cikaramadigimiz
herkes ve her sey icin...

insanin caresizligi anlatilarak devam ede-
bilir bu yazi ama zaten felaketlerin bize
soyledigi ik sey bu degil mi? Acilar, kayip-
lar, feryatlar anlatilabilir ama zaten her

basinda battaniyelere sarinmis hélde,
acikan, susayan, tir tir titreyen bekleyis-
ler. Toz ve isin tipki 1stirap gibi, kahir
gibi, korku gibi, sok hali gibi suratlar
kapladigi bekleyisler... Her yer soguk,
her yer ates, her taraf toz duman...

O bekleyis gecelerinin birinde, Ebrar
Sitesi C blokta hummali bir arama
kurtarma calismasi siriiyordu. Is ma-
kinelerinin asap bozucu gicirtilarinin
icinde ekipler canla basla calisirken
beli bikilmis bir ihtiyar, ayni enkazdan
yakacak seyler cikartip etraftaki atesleri
besliyordu. Acikan yer ayriydi ¢inkd,
Usiiyen yer ayri, aciyan yer apayri. Co-
reyi ve caresizligi boyle sert ifade eden

sey biz yasarken olmadi mi? Bitin o
caresizligin icinde insanin daglar kadar
vakur, ulu ve saglam bir varlik oldugunu
anlatmak isterim. Cinki ben her seye
ragmen insana inanmak, daglara ya
da duvarlara degil insana yaslanmak
isterim. Enkazdan cikarilirken “Abi Usti-
miz cok kot kokuyor,” diyen Muham-
med’in nezaketine akil sir erdiremeyisi-
mi, 6limi beklerken yetimlerin parasini
vasiyet eden Fatma Kurt'un ahlakina
gipta edisimi, Server‘in alicenaphgini,
“Acele etmeyin biseyimiz yok,” diyen Sa-
re’nin digerkdmligini anlatmak isterim.
Tirkiye'nin her yerinden kosup gelmis,
neyi varsa alip gelmis, dlkem kadar
giizel gondillileri anlatmay: isterim.



curl up like a fetus and stay in that state for
days. Just like his ancestors, he could step
barefoot on the ground and be grateful
for air and water. A disaster reminds them
that food is not a pleasure but a necessity,
how blessed water is, and that basic needs
are actually few and constant. Let these
reminders stand here as a consolation
next to what the disaster has taken away.

How can we describe the situation of pe-
ople waiting for their relatives at the rubble
while search and rescue operations con-
tinue... Pathetic waits that go on for days
and nights, never forgetting the trauma
they experienced, feeling the same fear
over and over again, unable to compre-

state of mind. Luckily | had a headlamp, just
like an old man looking for fuel, | was run-
ning around with everyone else, looking for
something like a bucket among the ruins.
That's when | saw a pan, | thought | should
take it with me, at least they could use it as
a shovel. | couldn't take it away, no matter
what | did, | couldn't get that pan out, it's a
thin pan, it should come off when | pull it, is
this a human being, it's made of steel, it's
not going to break, I'll just hang on to it,
I'll take it away and make it useful. | was
useless! In the darkness, in the middle of
the cave-ins, like buildings collapsing in
clouds of dust, | collapsed and cried, for
all our helplessness, for everyone and
everything we couldn't pull out...

hend what is happening and bewilde-
red, weeping for their losses and resen-
ting their luck, horrified by what they see,
missing those who are gone, clinging
tightly to those who remain. Waiting by
the fires, wrapped in blankets, hungry,
thirsty, trembling. Waiting with dust and
soot covering their faces like sorrow,
anguish, fear, shock... Cold everywhere,
fire everywhere, dust everywhere...

On one of those nights of waiting, a hard
search and rescue operation was un-
derway in Block C of the Ebrar Compound.
While the teams were working hard amidst
the annoying creaking of construction equ-
ipment, a helples old man was digging out

This article could go on and on about the
helplessness of us as humans, but isn't
that the first thing that disasters tell us?
The pain, the losses, the cries can be told,
but hasn't everything happened while we
were living? | would like to tell you that in
all that helplessness, man is as dignified,
great and strong as the mountains. Beca-
use despite everything, | want to believe
in human beings, | want to lean not on
mountains or walls but on human beings. |
would like to tell the story of my inability to
comprehend the kindness of Muhammed
who said, "Our clothes stink" while ," being
pulled from the wreckage, the admiration
| have for the morality of Fatma Kurt who
bequeathed money for orphans while wai-

evelahir s

firewood from the same rubble and stoking
the fires around. Because where one was
hungry was one thing, where one was cold
was another, where one was hurting was
quite another. | have so many pictures in
my memory that express desperation and
helplessness so harshly that | am afraid
to close my eyes. As | stood by the fire,
immersed in the anguish on exhausted
faces, wondering what to do next, how to
go on with what | had seen, | remember
being startled by the words, "We need a
bucket, find a bucket." "Search and rescue
teams want it," they said. Everyone rushed
to one side, wherever to find a bucket. No
one knows what we need it for, but we have
to do what we are told, such a time, such a

| would like to
tell you about
the morality of
Fatma Kurt, who
bequeathed
money to
orphans while
waiting for
death.
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Yoksa oralarin perisanhgi anlatila-
maz. Dagilanlari, parcalananlari,
savrulanlari ard arda siralasaniz ki
bu imkénsiz yine de anlatilamaz.
Gogsimize bastirdigimiz fotog-
raflar, gézimizden sakindigimiz
anilar, kasalara emanet edilen
paralar... Koynumuzda, yastik alt-
larinda sakladigimiz ne varsa hepsi
ortaliga sacilmisti. Yikilan yalnizca
duvarlar degildi, yalnizca catilar
cokmedi, her seyle birlikie mahrem
alanlar da kaybolmustu. Distopik
desek hadsizlik olur, felaket filmi
sahnelerine benzetsek aciy hafife
almis oluruz, kiyamet gibi demekten
sahsen imtina ederim. Sokaklara
sacilan dosyalardan, senetlerden,
tapulardan bahsetsek, her biri 6z-
nesini yitirmisken ne anlami var?
Soyle denebilir belki, insanlar, hay-
vanlar, evler ve esyalar ve arabalar
ve cicekler ve neredeyse herkes ve
her sey 6lmusty, kalanlar da yasiyor
gibi degildi. Bir tek perdeler, yalniz-
ca perdeler, her sey yolundaymis
gibi nazh nazli savruluyordu.

Bir vedalik zaman tanimadan, hak-
kim sana helal olsun demeye kalma-
dan evler, hayatlar, hayaller yikilmig
iken kotU bir s6z, hayirsiz bir bakis,
kaknem bir durus eklemekten 6dim
kopar. Varsa iyilik ki Allah sahit ora-
lara gékten yagmis gibidir, onlardan
s6z edelim. Kim varsa orada iyilik
olsun diye var, kim kalmissa geri-
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Yikilan yalnizca
duvarlar
degildi, yalnizca
catilar cokmedi,
her seyle birlikte
mahrem alanlar
da kaybolmustu.

de iyilik etmek icin, kim gelmis, kim
baska @lemlere gitmisse hepsi iyi ve
gizel olduklar icin. Ben bu olan bi-
tene boyle bakmak isterim. Art niyeti
olanin, ihmal edenin, inkar edenin,
suistimal edenin, suyu bulandiranin,
aclyl somirenin, kotiligl yayanin,
kin duyanin... adi batsin dilerim. Her
sey sirayla, litfen dnce aci cekenler
soylesin, feryat edilecekse 6nce yU-
regi yananlar etsin, isyan edilecekse
de once evi basina yikilanlar etsin.
Kizsinlar bize, kissinler, bir séyleyip
bin ah etsinler. Biz susalim.

Kahramanmaras ve Hatay’'da bulun-
dugum ginler icinde karsilastigim bu-
tin depremzedelerin, “istanbul’dan
bizim icin mi geldiniz!” deyip hayret
ve minnet duymalarina Uzilsem mi
sevinsem mi hala bilemiyorum, evle-
rinde agirlayamadiklarn, bir ikramda
bulunamadiklari icin mahcup oluslari-

ni anlayamiyorum. Dilimiz donijyorsa
bunlar anlatalim, gicimiz yetiyorsa
gidelim oralara, kamburlasmis bir
sirti sivazlayalm, bir cocugun basini
oksayalim, gozlerinin icine bakarak
dinleyelim onlari, “Keske elimden bir
sey gelse,” bakisi, bazen elimizden
gelen tek seydir ve belki de o sira-
da en cok ihtiyac duyulan seydir. Bu
insanlarin yalniz olmadigini bilmeye
ihtiyaclan var. Yasadiklari o biyik
dehseti anlatmaya ihtiyaclarn var.
“Sana sarilabilir miyim?” deyip hic-
kirarak aglayan kadinlar var orada.
Aglamaya dahi siginamayan adam-
lar var. Bir gecede basinda tek bir
siyah tel kalmayan, akli basindan
gidenler var. Gidelim ve dinleyelim,
sarihp aglasalim, bdyle boyle iyile-
siriz belki, boyle boyle birini elinden
tutup ayaga kaldiririz. Cinki orada
babalar 6ksiz, anneler yetim.

Aglayan bir adama asla dayana-
mayan kim varsa aramizda, ben
rahmetli babami bir kere aglarken
gordim, oldim. Sanirdim babalar
aglamaz. Aglarmis. Aglayan babalo-
ra hic dayaniimazmis, dert babanin
girtlagina kadar yiikselince baba
ne yapsinmis! Elhasil su dinyada,
aglayan hakiki adamlardan daha
acikh pek az sey varmis...

Not: Bu metnin yazari, depremzede
cocuklari anacak cesareti bulama-
mistir. Strc-i lisan ettiysem affola.
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ting for death, Server's magnanimity Sare's
altruism who said; "Take your time, we
do just fine". | would like to tell about the
volunteers who came from all over Turkey,
who came with everything they had, who
were as beautiful as my country.

Otherwise, the misery of those places
cannot be described. If you were to list
one after the other what was scattered
and shattered, which is impossible, it still
cannot be described. The photographs we
had pressed to our chests, the memories
we cherished, the money entrusted to safe
boxes... Everything we kept in our bosoms
and under our pillows was scattered all
over the place. It was not only the walls
that collapsed, not only the roofs, but the
personal boundaries were lost along with
everything else. To call it dystopian would
be presumptuous, to liken it to scenes from
a disaster movie would be underestimating
the pain, | would personally refrain from
calling it doomsday. What is the point of
talking about the files, promissory notes
and deeds scattered on the streets when
each of them has lost its subject? Maybe
we could say that people, animals, houses
and furniture and cars and flowers and
almost everyone and everything was dead,
and what was left didn't seem to be alive.
Only the curtains, only the curtains, were
gently fluttering as if everything was fine.

| am afraid of adding a bad word, an un-
kind look, an unkind stance, while houses,
lives and dreams are destroyed, before |
have time to say goodbye, before | can say

It was not only the
walls that collapsed,
not only the roofs,
but the personal
boundaries were
lost along with
everything else.

| give you my blessing. If there is a thing
such as goodness, as God witnesses, it is
as if it rained from the sky, let's talk about it.
Whoever is there is there for good, whoever
is left behind is there to do good, whoever
has come and whoever has gone to other
worlds is there because they are all good
and beautiful. This is how | would like to
look at all this. | wish those who have ulte-
rior motives, who neglect, who deny, who
abuse, who muddy the water, who exploit
pain, who spread evil, who hold grudges...
may be ruined. First things first, please let
those who have suffered say it first, let those
who are heartbroken say it first, let those
whose homes have been destroyed say it
first. Let them be angry with us, let them
resent us, let them say one thing and do a
thousand sighs. Let us keep silent.

| still don't know whether to be sad or hap-
py that all the earthquake victims | met
during the days | was in Kahramanmaras
and Hatay said, "Did you come from Is-

tanbul for us?" | still don't know whether
to be sad or happy, | can't understand
their embarrassment for not being able
to host them in their homes, for not being
able to offer them a treat. Let's talk about
it if we can, let's go there if we can, pat
a hunched back, stroke a child's head,
listen to them by looking into their eyes,
that look of "I wish there was something
| could do," is sometimes the only thing
we can do, and maybe the thing that is
needed the most at that moment. These
people need to know that they are not
alone. They need to be told about the
horror they have experienced. There are
women there sobbing and asking; "Can |
hug you?" There are men who cannot even
take refuge in crying. There are those who
have lost their minds overnight, without
a single black hair on their heads. Let's
go and listen, let's hug and cry, maybe
this is how we heal, this is how we can
take someone by the hand and lift them
up. Because there, fathers are parentless
and mothers are fatherless.

For those of us who can never stand a man
crying, | saw my late father cry once and |
died. | thought fathers don't cry. They do cry.
Weeping fathers are unbearable, and what
can a father do when the grief is up to his
throat! In short, there are few things in this
world more tragic than real men crying...

P.S.: The author of this text did not have
the courage to remember the children of
earthquake victims. If | have done any,
excuse my slip of the tongue.
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TO MAKE A FRESH START
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Zor zamanda konusmak, sadece
konusulanlarin ne olacagina dair
degil, etkisinin hesabina dair degil,
dinleyenlerin ya da dinleme ihtimali
olanlarin héletiruhiyelerine dair bir
hesap da gerektirdigi icin 6nem-
li bu siralar. Siz kocaman laflar
soylediginizi zannederken incecik
bir si1zi bile sozlerinizi hGkimsiz
kilabilir. Kas yapmaya calisanin
g0z cikarmasina kimin tahammili
kaldi? Sonraya dair konusalim de-
mek simdiyi incitebilir. Simdiye dair
konusmak simdinin gecmise dogru
yuriUmesine engel olabilir kimileri
icin. Yas bu yizden mi var acaba?

Uzginim demenin de bir anlami
yok. Biliyorum. Ama belki de bir an-
lami olsun diyedir, izginim demek.
Dedikce, bunu sézle, eylemle ak-
tardikca bir anlami oluyordur. Bazi
seyler dilde kalmaz, insanin icine

akar. Acinin aktigi gibi. Aci var,
kati, ama umut da var. Bunu rahat
bir sandalyede otururken séylemek
utancg verse de var. Ben soyliyorum
diye var degil, var diye var. Sigin-
mak istedigim nice s6z arasindan
geciyorum son zamanlarda.

Tasiyamayacagim yikleri sirtlan-
mis insanlar gériyorum. Dag gibi
degiller. Ama daglari tasiyor gibi
yirUyorlar. Allah yeniden basla-
yanlarin yardimcisidir diyorum
kendi kendime sik sik. Sanki biri-
leri duyacakmis gibi. Belki duyar
birileri. Belki benim gibi siginmak
istedigi nice s6z arasindan gecen
bir insana ulaslr miriltim. Kendi s6-
zini bir baskasindan da duymak
ona iyi gelir belki. Biz, inanir ve
sOyleriz. Biz, bazen de soyler ve
inaniniz. Allah yeniden baslayan-
larin yardimcisidir.
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Siz kocaman
laflar soylediginizi
zannederken incecik
bir sizi bile sozlerinizi
hiikimsiz kilabilir.

Even a dull ache might
make what you are
saying meaningless,
however how
important you may
think it is.

Speaking in difficult times is impor-
tant nowadays because it requires
not only a calculation of what will
be said, and not only of its impact,
but also of the state of mind of those
listening or those who might listen.
Even a dull ache might make what
you are saying meaningless, however
how important you may think it is. Who
can tolerate those who sow dragons'’s
teeth? Talking about the aftermath can
hurt the present. For some, talking
about the present may prevent the
present from walking towards the past.
Is this the reason there is mourning?

There's no point in saying sorry. | know.
But maybe saying sorry means somet-
hing. The more you say it, the more
you convey it in words and actions,
the more it means something. Some
things aren't only uttered, they flow
into you. Like pain flows. There is pain,

certainly, but there is also hope. It is
embarrassing to say this while sitting
on a comfortable chair, but there is
hope. It exists not because | say it
exists, but because it exists. Lately |
have been passing through so many
words | want to take refuge in.

| see people carrying burdens | can't
carry. They're not like mountains. But
they walk as if they are carrying moun-
tains. | often say to myself that God
helps those who start again. As if
someone will hear. Perhaps someo-
ne will hear. Maybe my murmur will
reach a person like me who is going
through many words wants which he
wants to take refuge in. Perhaps he-
aring his own words from another
person will be helping him. We be-
lieve and we say. Sometimes we say
and believe. Those who make a fresh
start are assisted by God.

37
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0 MUSTAFA CIFTCI

Bir memleketi anlamak icin orayi sevebilmek lazimdir.
Sevebilmek de sabir isidir. Kabiliyet gerektirir. Ben
Marasli arkadaslari taniyinca bu sevmek kabiliyetini
ve sabrini gordim. Baska memleketlerden de arka-
daslarim var. Hepsinin yasadigi yerle alakasi farkli.
Bazisi yasadigi yeri elestirerek yasamanin yolunu bul-
mus. Bazisi yasadigi yerden kendini soyutlamis, bunu
minzevilik saniyor. Bazisi yasadigi sehri “marka sehir”
yapmak sevdasina dismis. Ama tanidigim Maraslhlar
oyle degildi. Onlar Maras’t esirgemek gerektigini
disiintyorlardi. Tirkiye gizel ama Maras da kiymetli
diyorlardi sanki. Nadide bir eseri muhafaza eder gibi,
emanete sahip cikar gibi seviyorlardi. Benim sehir kil-
tir konusunda miktesebatim yetseydi de bu tespitimi
sosyal bilimler ile destekleseydim keske. Gergi bir
yeri sevmeyi tarif etmek sosyal bilimlerin boyunu asar
ama ne yapahm ortada muazzam bir muhabbet var.

Maraslilardan hep gizel haberler aldim. Ama bu sefer
o tirkide soyledigi gibi “Maras’tan bir haber geldi,”
dediler. Benim tembelligimden olacak ben sabah
sekizden sonra haber aldim. Ve ne yalan sdyleyeyim
ilk basta afetin boyutunu tahmin edemedim. Merakimi
gidermek icin haber seyrettikce. Ve telefondan me-
sajlar geldikce anladim ki Marastan gelen deprem
Maras’i ve daha on tane ili anaforuna almisti.

ilk basta anlamakta zorlaniyorsunuz. Ama &zellikle
havadan cekilen gorintilerde. Felaket filmle-
rinden sahneleri solda sifir birakacak bir yikim
oldugunu goriyorsunuz.

To understand a country, it is necessary to love it. And
being able to love is a work of patience. It requires
ability. When | got to know my friends from Maras, |
saw their ability to love and patience. | have friends
from other countries as well. They have different bonds
with the places they call home. Some have found a
way to live by criticizing where they live. Some have
isolated themselves from where they live and think
this is asceticism. Some of them are passionate about
turning their city into a "brand city". But the people
from Maras | knew were not like that. They thought
that Maras should be spared. It was as if they were
saying that Turkey is beautiful but Maras is also pre-
cious. They cherished the city as much as they would
guard a priceless jewel or relic. | wish | had enough
knowledge about urban culture and supported this
observation with social sciences. Even though it is out-
side the scope of social sciences to describe a place's
love, they have a great fondness, so what can we do?

| always received good news from the people of
Maras. But this time, as they sang in that folk song,
"There is news from Maras," they said. | received the
news after 8 a.m. And frankly, at first | couldn't guess
the extent of the disaster. As | watched the news
to satisfy my curiosity and as | received messages
on my phone, | realized that the earthquake from
Maras had engulfed Maras and ten other provinces.

It's hard to understand at first. Especially from
aerial footage.
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Tanidigim Maraslhlar nadide
bir eseri muhafaza eder gibi,
emanete sahip cikar gibi
seviyorlardi Maras'i.

Boyle anlarda insan aramak, sor-
mak istiyor. Ama telefonlar mesgul
edilmesin deniyordu. Ama esasen
ben telefonda alacagim haberden
de korkuyordum.

Oyle bir felaket ki yollarinizi, me-
totlarinizi, bildiginiz afete mida-
hale yontemlerinizi felc etmis.
insanlarin mecalleri kalma-
mis. Ve anlyorsunuz ki bir
konuda aldiginiz egitimin
de yetersiz kaldigi anlar
" oluyormus. Hastaya mu-
dahale edecek, enkaz
kaldiracak, yardim
gotirecek kim var-
sa once onlarin
kafa ve yirek
olarak saglam
- olmasi lazim-
At ken onlar bile
. 4 mefluc halde
saga sola kos-

v turuyorlar.

Felaketten son-
v ra insanlar ya-
vas yavas da olsa
kendilerine geldiler.

Ben o zaman Maras-

I dostlari korka korka
aradim. Sikir pek cogu
ayaktaydi ama yitirdiklerimiz

de vardi. Demek ki bu felaket damar
damar niifuz ediyor. Gegen her saate
yeni bir kesik, yeni bir yara acihyor.

Depremden sonra benim yasadi-
gim yere de depremzedeler geldi.
Bir kere daha anladim ki biz biyik
milletiz. Herkes yardima gelenle-
rin hikéyelerini dinledi. Ellerinden
geleni yaptilar ve yapiyorlar. Onca
hikéye icinde herhalde depremden
canlarini kurtarmis ama fakirlikten
kurtulamamis olduklari belli bir
ailenin yardim alirken sergiledigi
mahcubiyeti ve sadece ihtiyaclari
kadarini almak istemesini hic unut-
mayacagim. Disin o ailenin daha
sekiz, dokuzlu yaslardaki ogluna
mont veremedik. “Evde montum
var, siz bir baskasina verin,” dedi.
“Vay bel” dedim. Demek ki o kan
ayni kan. Harplerde, darplerde, kit-
lik kiranda ayakta duran milletimin
mayasi bu cocukta héléa dipten, de-
rinden akmaya devam ediyor.

Felaket yillara sari bir dert olarak de-
vam edecek, belki o iller ve Maras hic
eski halini alamayacak. Ama basta
da dedim ya Maraslilarin sehre so-
hip cikma kudretine inancim tamdir.
Dualarimiz onlarladir. Allah yér ve
yardimcilari olsun cimle depremze-
delerin ve memleketimizin...
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The people of Maras
cherished the city as much as
they would guard a priceless

jewel or relic.

You see a destruction that would leave
scenes from disaster movies in the dust.
At such moments, one wants to call and
ask. But it was said to clear the line.
But | was actually afraid of the news |
would receive on the phone.

A catastrophe so severe that it rendered
all of your known means of disaster
response ineffective. People have no
strength left. And you realize that there
are times when the training you have
received on a subject is insufficient.
Whoever is going to intervene in the
patient, remove the debiris, deliver aid,
they must first be strong in head and
heart, but even they are running left
and right in a puzzled state.

After the disaster, people came to the-
ir senses, albeit slowly. At that time,
| called my friends from Maras with
fear. Thank God, many of them were
still alive, but there were also those we
had lost. This means that this disaster
penetrates gradually. Every hour that
passes opens a new cut, a new wound.

After the catastrophe, earthquake sur-
vivors arrived to my neighborhood. |
realized once again that we are a great
nation. Everyone listened to the stories
of those who came to help. They did
and are doing their best.

Among all these stories, | will never
forget the embarrassment of a family
who had probably survived the eart-
hquake, but who were obviously poor
and wanted to receive only what they
needed. Think about it, we could not
give a coat to the son of that family,
who was only eight or nine years
old. "l have a coat at home, give

it to someone else," he said.

| was very touched. So it is

the same blood. The origin i 3 v
of my nation, which has : ﬁ

CEER
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survived wars, beatings,
famine, still hold over
deeply in this child. -

The catastrophe will
continue for years
as a problem,
maybe those ' =
provinces and -
Maras will never

a LE YAS R, 2
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KURUMLARA

be the same.
But as | said at
the beginning, |
have full faith in
the power of the
people of Maras to
protect the city. Our
prayers are with them.
May God help the earthqu-
ake victims and our country...




DORT DUVAR
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Yeryiizi biyik bir sarsintiyla
hareketlendiginde ve kiyameti hatirlatir gibi
sallandiginda cokti dort duvarimiz.

Dort duvar... Yalnizca dort adet nesneyi ifade etse de ba-
rindirdigr anlamlar kelimelere sigmiyor. Mahremiyettir dort
duvar; givendir; sicaklik ve korunmadir dort duvar; aile, sevgi,
mesafedir dort duvar. Nereye gidersek gidelim, onun ihtiyaci
ve yoklugu her daim ruhumuzu arayis izerine kilar.

Kaledir kimi zaman dért duvanmiz. Sokakta, is yerinde veya
yolda karsilastigimiz ne kadar aksilik ve zorluk olursa olsun bir
umut vardir icimizde. Her seyimiz olan evimize varacagiz ve
kapimizi kapattigimiz an, bitin Uzinti ve sikintilan disarida
birakmis olacagiz. Sicak 1siginin altinda gecirdigimiz her dakika,
yaralarimizi sarmakla kalmaz, kasveti de anbean kiciltir, ta ki
bir toz zerresine donustirene kadar. Boyle zamanlarda hicbir
topun sarsamayacadi bir kaledir dort duvarimiz.

Atolyemizdir kimi zaman dort duvarimiz. Dinyayla bas etmeye
calistigimiz ya da edemedigimiz zamanlarda sanatin dninde
diz ¢coktigimiz yerdir. icimizdeki firtinalan sadece orada dindi-
rebilir, ruvhumuzu sadece orada iyilestirebiliriz. Ciinki givendik
ve inandik dort duvarimiza. Onlara sahip olmak icin calistik,
kostuk, yorulduk ama asla onlardan ihanet beklemedik.

Oysa bir gece vakti, ansizin ihanet ettiler bize. Yeryizi biyik
bir sarsintiyla hareketlendiginde ve kiyameti hatirlatir gibi
sallandiginda ¢okt dort duvarimiz. Korkulu anlarda zaman
genisledigi icin, hastalikta geceler uzadigi icin sandik ki o sani-
yeler saatlere hatta sonsuzluga doénistu. Biz uzaktakiler, heniiz
kendi dort duvarimizia baris icerisinde yasayan habersizler
bir huzursuzlukla uyandik. Sarsintiyl bélgeden uzakta yasadig
halde hisseden dostlarimizdan égrenene kadar her seyden
habersizdik. Ve bir anda sevdigimiz, bildigimiz, gérmeyi arzu-
ladigimiz sehirler bir bir yok olurken dért duvarimizi sorguladik.

Felaketin iizerinden haftalar gecti. Ulkenin yansi koca bir enkaza
doniismisken o sehirlerde yasayan insanlari yavas yavas hatirlo-
mama sasiryorum. Unutkanlik degil bu, duyacagim gercege hazir
olmamak sadece. Gidenler oldu, gecici sireligine go¢ edenler
oldu ama birkac¢ kahraman topraklarini terk etmemekle kalmadi,
yeniden sanata sarnldi. Ciinki insan, yasamakla yikimliydd.

insanlar ayaga kalkacak, sehirler yeniden insa edilecek, herkes
yeniden dort duvarini dizmek icin calisacak diinya dondikce.
Bizler dort duvarimiza artik tedirginlikle bakarken her seyi
disarida birakamadigimizi gorecegiz. Sikintyl, Uzintiyd diso-
rida birakmis olsak da sevdiklerimizi ve onlarin Uziintilerini
dort duvarimizin icine almaktan korkmadik. Cinki dért duvar,
insanhigimizi en gizel sekilde yasadigimiz yer ayni zamanda.

evelahir s

Our four walls collapsed in as the
ground trembled violently and shook
like the end of the world was near.

Four wallls... Although it refers to only four objects, the meanings it inholds
do not fit into words. Four walls are privacy; four walls are trust; four
walls are warmth and protection; four walls are family, love, distance.
Wherever we go, its lack or necessity always sends our spirits on quest.

Sometimes the four walls around us are fortresses. No matter how
many setbacks and difficulties we encounter on the street, at work
or on the road, there is hope. When we get to our house, which
is everything to us, we will close the door and leave all of our
problems and sorrows outside. Every minute we spend under its
light not only heals our wounds, but shrinks the gloom moment by
moment, until it is reduced to a speck of dust. At times like these,
our four walls are nothing but a fortress which no force can shoot.

It is our workshop at times. It is where we kneel in front of art
when we try or fail to cope with the world. Only there can we
calm our inner storms, only there can we heal our souls. Because
we trusted and believed in our four walls. We worked and tired
to possess them, but we never expected betrayal from them.

Yet they betrayed us suddenly, one night. Our four walls collapsed
in as the ground trembled violently and shook like the end of
the world was near. We believed that those seconds had turned
into hours or maybe an eternity because we believe that time
lengthens in moments of terror and that nights lengthen in illness.
We who were far away, those unaware yet living in peace with
our own four walls, woke up with a sense of unease. We were
unaware of everything until we learned from our friends who felt
the tremor even though they lived far away from the region. And
suddenly we questioned our four walls as the cities we loved,
knew and longed to see disappeared one by one.

Weeks have passed since the disaster. With half of the country
reduced to rubble, | am surprised that | am slowly remembering
the people who lived in those cities. It is not forgetfulness, it is
just not being prepared for the truth | am about to hear. There
were those who left, those who migrated temporarily, but a few
heroes not only did not leave their land, they embraced art
again. Because man was obliged to live.

People will rise up, cities will be rebuilt, everyone will work to
rebuild their four walls as the world turns. We will realize that
we cannot simply leave everything outside as we uncomfortably
peer at our four walls. We may have left boredom and despair
outside, but we had no problems about bringing our loved ones'
sorrow within our four walls. Because we live our humanity in
the most beautiful way within those four walls.
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ACIYI
ANLATABILMEK

TO SPEAK OF ANGUISH

o SUAVI KEMAL YAZGIC

6 Subat sabahi sosyal medyadan 6grendim felaketi. Ancak facianin boyutlarini
o6grenmem bir-iki ginimi aldi. Zannedersem deprem bdélgesi disindaki pek
cok insan icin de durum farkh olmamistir.

Simdi kurmaktan cok évindigim cimlelerim cok anlamsiz gériniyor bana. Bu
yaziyl tamama erdirebilirsem tam bir acizlik itirafi olarak kayitlara dismis olacak.

Her hikayenin bir evveli bir de ahiri var. Konuya evvel zamandan baslamam
lazim belki de...

17 Agustos'ta 1999'dan cok kisa bir siire 6nce is buldugum icin istanbul‘a tasindim. 17
N Agustos’da evim tamamen yikildi. Evimin konumunun cok eskiden bir bataklik oldugu
konusulurdu ve depremden sonra da zemin kattaki otomobil tamirhanesinin iceride
\ yer acilsin diye kolon kestigini 6grendim. Evin bulundugu caddeden yiikli bir kamyon
gecti mi salondaki vitrinin camlari zangirdardi. Yani yikim bir sirpriz degildi. Komsularim

hayatini kaybetti. Depremden sonra senelerce yasadigim mahallemi taniyamadim.

On the morning of February 6, | learned about the disaster on social media. However,
it took me a day or two to learn the extent of the disaster. | guess it was no different
for many people outside the earthquake zone.

Now my sentences that | was so proud of forming seem meaningless to me. If
| can complete this article, it will be recorded as a confession of incapacity.

insan kendi basina
gelen aciyi bile acinin
bizzat kendisi olarak

degil acinin etkileri

Every story has a beginning and an end. Maybe | should start from
the beginning... | moved to Istanbul shortly before August 17,
1999 because | found a job. On August 17, my house was
completely destroyed. My home's site was rumored to have

Uzerinden anlatabilir. formerly been a swamp, and after the earthquake | dis-
covered that the ground-floor auto repair shop had

Even one's own agony cut columns to create more space. The windows
can be described of the showcase in the living room would rattle

whenever a loaded truck drove by on the

by its consequences ,
street where the house was situated.

rather than by the
actual pain itself.
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Komsumun annesi depremde vefat
etti ve enkazdan cikarken bir kolunu
kaybeden ogluyla konusurken hayati-
min en zor anlarindan birini yasadim.
Arkadaslarnim vefat etti. Oyle hallac
pamugu gibi dagildik ki sag olan ar-
kadaslarimla da yillarca gériseme-
dik veya hakkindaki haberlere cok
cok uzun zaman sonra ulasabildim,
hatta kimileri hakkinda halé haber

Binlerce yildir devam
eden bir yerlesim
birimi olarak Maras;
daha gizel, daha
insani, daha direncli
bir sekilde ayaga
kalkabilir.

mmm— 04

sahibi degilim. Buna karsilik deprem
bir tema olarak siirime yaklasik 10-15
sene sonra sizmaya basladi. 17 Agus-
tos’un acisini anlatabildim mi? Bence
hayir. Acinin bizzat kendisini anlatamao-
dim. Anlatmak, anlatabildigimi iddia
etmek en hafif ifadesiyle gayri samimi
bir tutum olur. Peki, acilar hic mi konu
edinilmez. Bir bence hayiri da buraya
eklemek durumundayim. Acilar degil
acinin biraktigr etki anlatilabilir. insan
kendi basina gelen aciyi bile acinin
bizzat kendisi olarak degil acinin etki-
leri Uzerinden anlatabilir. Cinki “aci”
kelimelerin acz icinde oldugu bir sok
durumudur. Bu yizden anlatilamaz. Bir
acz hélidir, aci ceken insanin héli. Hal-
buki “etkiler” nispeten daha dolaylidir
ve ic asagi bes yukari “séze gelebil-
me” ihtimalini barindirir. Ayrica her
edebiyatcinin kendine mahsus

bir “ic-demlenme”

héli vardir ve bir eser ortaya koymasi
farkl zaman dilimlerinin gecmesini ge-
rektirir. Biliyorum anlik tepkiler ustin-
den ilerleyen sosyal medya caginda
kuracagim cimle cok arkaik ve hatta
anakronik gérinecek ama sdylemek
zorundayim. Bazen anlaml tek cimle
icin yillar boyu susmak gerekir. Bir
fabrikanin Uretim hatti gibi planlan-
maz edebi metinler. Her eserin kendi
zamani ve kaderi vardir.

Gelelim séziin ahirine ve sadedine.
17 Agustos 1999 ile 6 Subat 2023’ iki
sebeple karsilastirmak istemem. Birin-
cisi ates distigi yeri yakiyor. ikincisi
de 17 Agustos 1999'un kat kat Ustinde
bir afet ile karsi karsiyayiz. Dolayisiyla
ben de yasadim, biliyorum diye ahkém
kesebilecegim bir konu degil afet.

Kahramanmaras, beni edebiyatci kim-
ligimle en cok misafir eden sehir. Has-
belkader 2022'de iki kez sehre misafir
olabildim. Hatta zamanlama uymadigi
icin Uclncu bir daveti de reddetmek
zorunda kaldim. Simdi en son gittigim-
de oturdugum sahafi disiniyorum

mesela. Konusabilecek, cimle ku-

rabilecek durumda degilim.

Kahramanmaras, yeniden

ayaga kalkacak gice ve

kiltire sahip. Binlerce yil-

dir devam eden bir yerle-

sim birimi olarak Maras;

daha gizel, daha insani,

daha direncli bir sekilde

ayaga kalkabilir. Yeter

ki bugiinin muhasebesi

artisiyla eksisiyle iyi ya-

pilabilsin. 6 Subat 2023

Depremi, sadece deprem

bdlgesini ilgilendiren bir

facia degil. Aksi takdirde

hemen hemen her sehrimizi

bekledigini bildigimiz, bildigi-

miz icin de hepimizin sorumluluk

hanesine yazilmasi gereken afet

tehlikesi, bir potansiyel risk olmaktan

citkacak ve “vahim olan vuku buldu”
soziyle tecelli edecek maalesef.



So the destruction was not a surprise.
My neighbors lost their lives. After

the earthquake, | didn't recog-

nize the neighborhood | lived

in for years. My neighbor's

mother died in the earthqu-

ake and | had one of the

most difficult moments of

my life talking to her son

who lost an arm while

cutting from the wrecka-

ge. My friends died. We

were so scattered that |

couldn't meet my survi-

ving friends for years, or

| didn't hear about them

until much, much later, and

| still don't know about some

of them. On the other hand,

the earthquake started to seep

into my poetry as a theme about

10-15 years later. Did | express the
pain of August 17th? | think no. | could
not describe the pain itself. To descri-
be it, to claim that | could describe it
would be, to put it mildly, an insincere
attitude. So, is pain never a subject? |
have to add the answer "no" here. It is
not the pain, but the effect of the pain
that can be described. One can even
describe even one's own pain through
the effects of pain, not the pain itself.
Because "pain" is a state of shock in
which words are helpless. Therefore
it cannot be described. It is a state of
helplessness, the state of the suffering
person. On the other hand, "effects" are
relatively more indirect and have the
possibility of "coming to words" more
or less. In addition, each literator has
a unique state of “internal formation”
and it takes different periods of time to
produce a work. | know this sentence
will seem archaic and even anachronis-
tic in the age of social media, which is
based on instant reactions, but | have
to say it. Sometimes it takes years of si-
lence for a single meaningful sentence.
Literary texts are not planned like the
production line of a factory. Each work
has its own time and destiny.

Let's come to

the end and the

point. | do not want to com-

pare August 17, 1999 with February
6, 2023 for two reasons. First, an em-
ber burns where it falls. Second, the
tragedy we are currently confronting
exceeds the catastrophe of August 17,
1999. Therefore, disaster is not a sub-
ject that | can pontificate on because
| have experienced it and | know it.

Kahramanmaras is the city that has
hosted me the most as a literary critic.
Accidentally | was only able to visit
the city twice in 2022. | even had to
decline a third invitation because the
timing didn't work out. Now | think
about the bookseller where | sat the
last time | was there. | am in no con-
dition to speak or form sentences.

Kahramanmaras has the power and cultu-
re to stand up again. As a settlement that
has been going on for thousands of years,
Maras can stand up in a more beautiful,

As a settlement that
has been going on for
thousands of years,
Maras can stand up
in a more beautiful,
more humane, more
resilient way.

more humane, more resilient way. As long
as today's accounting can be done well
with its pros and cons. The February 6,
2023 earthquake is not a disaster that
concerns only the earthquake zone. Ot-
herwise, the danger of disaster, which we
know awaits almost every city, and which
should be written in the responsibility of
all of us because we know it, will cease to
be a potential risk and will unfortunately
be manifested with the words "the gloom
and doom has happened".
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DERYADA

BIR DAMLA

A DROP IN THE SEA

o SEYHAN ARSLAN

Omer (Yalginova) arayip yazma gérevi verince cesitli
acilardan anlatilacak bir siri seyin ortasinda buldum ken-
dimi. Tanistigim, bundan bdyle tanis oldugum insanlarin
hiké&yelerini anlatmak icime sinmedi. Aci, gecici olarak
ihtiyac sahibi olmak, cok mahrem bir durum. Herkesin
aklinda yer eden o fotograflara, laf aramizda, cok of-
kelendim ben. Evi barki yikilmis, sevdiklerini kaybetmis
hic kimseye, hic ama hic kimsenin, misal enkazmis veya
sanatsal herhangi bir figirmis muamelesi yapmaya hakki
yok. Aciya, aci cekene saygi duymayi, merhametli olma
becerisini topyekin kazanmamiz gerekiyor acilen. Acimak
degil, merhamet. Zira merhamet ¢6zim Uretmeye sevk
ederken, acimak, ise yaramaz bir hdlde aglanmaktir.
Aglanmanin bencilce tembelligin, ben ne yapabilirim ki
bahanesinin arkasina saklanmanin alemi yok.

1992 yilinda cenaze adabi Uzerinde ilk kez disinmek zorunda
kaldim. Babamin cenazesinden bir ay kadar énce, babamdan
daha genc olan kasap Ali aniden 6lmusti. Bize bassagh-
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When Omer (Yalcinova) called and gave me the task of
writing, | found myself in the middle of a lot of things to tell
from various angles. | didn't feel comfortable telling the
stories of the people | have met and will meet from now
on. Pain, and being in need temporarily, is a very private
situation. | was very angry at those photographs that stuck
in everyone's minds, so to.speak. No one has the right to
treat anyone whose home has'been destroyed, who has lost
loved ones, as if they were debris‘or an artistic figure. We
urgently need to gain the ability to be compassionate, to
respect the pain and the suffering. Not pity, but compassion.
Because while compassion leads to solutions, pity is crying
in a useless state. There is no purpose in using the defense
of tears, self-centered sloth, or "what can | do?"

In 1992 | had to think about funeral etiquette for the first time.
About a month before my father's funeral, the butcher Ali, who was
younger than my father, had died suddenly. When they came to
pay their condolences, the mother and daughter cried so much



Antalya’dan gelmis
bir polis arkadas,
AFAD GONULLUSU
yazan bir sapka
gecirdi basima.
Eve girinceye kadar

sapkay! cikarmadim.
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gina geldiklerinde, anne kiz o kadar
cok aglamislardaki kasap Ali icin; iki
yil kadar énce babamin ilk agir kalp
krizinden birkac gin sonra taziye ver-
meye gittigimiz cenaze evinde salya
simik aglamalarimin ne kadar incitici
oldugu kafama dank etti. Anlasilir bir
sey aslinda. “Herkes kendi acisini ag-
lar,” demisti babam, “Ben niye o kadar
agladim ki acaba,” diye sordugumda.

11 Subat 2023'te uzun bir tren yolculu-
gunun ardindan iskenderuna’a ulastigr-
mizda aklimdaki sadece buydu: Cenaze
evine geldik; rol calmak, kapris yapmak,
sinirlenmek, ses yiikseltmek, 6fkelenmek,
elestirmek, 6ne cikmaya calismak yasak!
Cenaze evine girdigin andan itibaren
cenaze sahiplerinin emrine amadesindir.
Maskelerimizi taktik. Heniz ceset kokusu
yoktu. Ceset kokusu zannedilen lagim,
cOp ve moloz kokusu vardi. Sirtlarimizda
cantalar yiriyoruz. Gruptan kopmadan,
tek basima yurimeye gayret ettim. Fazla
hassasiyet zannedebilir fakat aksini yap-
mak icimden gelmedi. Koyu renk siradan
kiyafetler, alyans ve giines gozligi dahil,
sUs izlenimi verecek hicbir sey alma-

s |00

mistim yanima.
(Birkac giin sonra
Antalya’dan gelmis bir
polis arkadas, AFAD GO-
NULLUSU yazan bir sapka gecirdi
basima. Eve girinceye kadar sapkayi
cikarmadim.) Yine babamin cenazesinde
bir hafta boyunca normal bir ginmis,
digine, gezmeye gidiyormus gibi mak-
yajli ve sik bir sekilde evimize gelen
insanlara ne kadar génil koydugumu
unutmadim ciinki. Gar'dan iskenderun
Teknik Universitesi'ne dogru yiriiyoruz.
Giinlerdir ekranlardan film gibi, kurgu-
sal bir belgesel gibi izledigimiz gorin-
tiler gézimiin 6niinde. Dehsete dise-
cegimi bilerek yola cikmistim. Gofret
veya tost hdline gelmis apartmanlar...
17 Agustos'ta televizyona bakip, “Al-
lah’im ne yaptin sen!” demelerimden
yillar sonra, 6 Subat'tan beri, “Yapma
artik Allah’im!” demelerim.

insanlarin yiizindeki ifadeyi kelimelerle
anlatabilme yetenegim yok, olmasin da
aslinda. Goz temasi kurmaya calisiyorum.
Goz goze gelebildiklerimle selamlasip
alcak ve sanirm mahcup (caresizligim-
den duydugum mahcubiyetle) bir sesle,
"Gecmis olsun,” diyorum. Cumartesi sa-
bahi her yerde yemek, su, cay ikrami
yapmaya cahlsan insanlar ve kurumlar

Aklimizda hep, bir ise
yariyor muyuz, SOrusu:

Deryadaki bir damla,
Hz. Ibrahim icin su
tasiyan karinca.

var. Her kdse basinda bir seyler ikram
ediliyor. Kiminle selamlassak, “Hos gel-
diniz,” cevabini aldik. Hos bulamamis
olmak ne biyik acziyet.

Trende, sabah olsun diye beklerken, ge-
len gidenler arasinda, “Bosuna geldiniz,
burada yapabileceginiz hicbir sey yok,
biz geri doniyoruz, siz de geri donin,”
diyen insanlar oldu. Geri mi donelim....
Geldigimiz trenle hem de! lyi niyetle mi
sOylenmisti bu sdzler, emin degilim. Ama,
acaba yapabilecegim hicbir sey yok mu
gercekten, diye icime disen siphe yok
oldu, yolda rastladigim bir anneyle iki
anne olarak sarildigimizda. Sirf bu so-
rilma icin bile gelmissem buna degerdi.

Ahmet Tor Kislasi'na yénlendirildik. D6-
ninceye kadar kislada barindik, agirlan-
dik desem yeridir hatta. Yardim torbalari,
yardim cuvallar, yardim kolileri... ilk giin-
ler génderilen yardimlar alelacele, hizl
hizli paketlenip génderilmis. Eldivenlerini
takip ise koyulduk. Diizgiin bir dagitim
yapilabilmesi icin esyalar ayikladik, si-
niflandirdik. Aklimizda hep, bir ise yariyor
muyuz, sorusu: Deryadaki bir damla, Hz.
ibrahim icin su tasiyan karinca. Tahmini-
miz, 20 tir bosaltip dizenledigimiz yoniin-
de. ilk giinden sonra &yleki, bir tir ne
kadar doldurulabilir, nasil bosaltiimalidir
yani siniflandirmanin zannettigimizden de
6nemli oldugunu 6grendik.

En zoru eve geri dénmekti. Yapilacak, ya-
piimasi gereken cok sey varken, evladini
geride birakmislik hissiyle ayaklarim geri
geri gitti. Siz bunlari okurken Maras'ta
mi olacagim, Hatay'da gdrevlendirilen
o6gretmen olarak mi bulunacagim, bil-
miyorum... Basimda génilli sapkamla.



for the butcher Ali that it dawned on me
how hurtful my sobbing had been at the
funeral home where we had gone to pay
condolences a few days after my father's
first severe heart attack two years earlier.
It's understandable, actually. "Everyone cries
over their own pain," my father had said
when | asked him, "Why did | cry so much?"

On February 11, 2023, when we arrived in
iskenderun after a long train ride, this was
all I had in mind: We have arrived at the
funeral home; it is forbidden to steal roles,
to be capricious, to get angry, to raise your
voice, to rage, to criticize, to try to stand
out! From the moment you enter the funeral
home, you are at the disposal of the funeral
directors. We put on our masks. There was
no smell of corpse odor yet. There was
the smell of sewage, garbage and rubble
that was mistaken for the smell of corpses.
We walk with bags on our backs. | tried to
walk alone, without breaking away from the
group. It might be considered too sensitive,
but | didn't feel like doing otherwise. | was
wearing ordinary dark clothes, a wedding
ring and sunglasses, but nothing that would
give the impression of adornment. (A few
days later, a police friend from Antalya
put a cap on my head that said Disaster
and Emergency Management Presidency
VOLUNTEER. | didn't take it off until | got
home.) | have not forgotten how much |
resented the people who came to our house
for a week at my father's funeral wearing
make-up and dressed up as if it was a
normal day, as if they were going to a wed-
ding or a trip. We walked from the station
towards iskenderun Technical University.
The images we have been watching on
the screens for days like a movie, like a
fictional documentary, were in front of my

The question in our
minds is always, are
we of any use? A

drop in the seqa, an
ant carrying water for
Prophet Ibrahim.

eyes. | had set out knowing that | would be
horrified. Apartment buildings had turned
into wafers or toasts...Years after | looked at
the TV on August 17 and said, "God, what
have you done!", since February 6, | have
been saying, "Don't do it anymore, God!".

[ don't have the ability to describe the expres-
sion on people's faces with words, nor should
I. Itry to make eye contact, greet those | can
make eye contact with and say, "Get well
soon," in a low and, | guess, in an embarras-
sed voice (embarrassed by my helplessness).
On Saturday morning, there are people and
institutions everywhere trying to offer food, wa-
ter, tea. Something is being offered on every
corner. Whoever we greeted, we received the
reply, "Welcome." What a helplessness it was
to not be glad of being there.

On the train, while we were waiting for
the morning to come, there were people
who said, "You have come in vain, there
is nothing you can do here, we are going
back, you should go back too." Should we
go back.... These comments may or may not
have been said with good intentions. But
after we hugged another mother | met while
traveling, | no longer had any con-
cerns that there was nothing
| could do. It would have
been worthwhile if |
had come just for
this hug.

evelahir s

We were directed to Ahmet Tor Barra-
cks. | can even say that we were shel-
tered and hosted in the barracks until
we returned. Aid bags, aid sacks, aid
parcels... The aid sent in the first days
was packed and sent in a hurry. We
put on our gloves and got to work. We
sorted and classified the items for a
proper distribution. The question in our
minds is always, are we of any use? A
drop in the sea, an ant carrying water
for Prophet Ibrahim. We estimate that
we unloaded and organized 20 trucks.
After the first day, we learned that how
much a truck can be filled and how it
should be emptied, that is, classification
is more important than we thought.

Returning home was the hardest part. Des-
pite the fact that there was plenty to do, |
felt as though | was leaving a child behind
as my feet retreated. I'm not sure if I'll be
in Maras or on assignment as a teacher
in Hatay when you read this.

I'm wearing my volunteer hat.With my vo-
lunteer hat on my head.
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EVET BASKENT

YES, THE CAPITAL

o NUHAN NEBi CAM

“Her yil subat ayinin on ikisinde Maraslilar’in ve Maras’in
bayrami vardir.” (226)

“Ben 1943 Subat’inda ilk defa bu bayrama sahit oldugum
zaman sasirmistim. Bitin sehir altistti. Takvimin disinda
bir zaman yasaniyordu.” (227)

Yukaridaki cimleleri Maras milletvekili vasfi da bulunan
sair, romanci ve hikéyeci Ahmet Hamdi Tanpinar, Yasadigim
Gibi adini tasiyan denemeler cimbiisi kitabinda kuruyor.
Ve 6 Subat'tan 12 Subat’a ne vardi ki? Bitin evlerin sandik
odalarindan cete elbiseleri cikarilir bu ayin biri dedigi zo-
man, ginler. Utiilenir, duvardaki civilere ve varlikli ailelerde
en liks gardroplara asilirdi. Mahalle kahvehanelerinde
agabeylerin, yandancarklilarin énciliginde taa 12 Subat’in
bir 6nceki gecesine kadar toplantilar, atesli tartismalar yo-
pilir; Marasli ceteler kim olacak, Fransiz ve satiimis Ermeni
birliklerini kimler canlandiracak kavgalar yapilirdi...
Sessizlik... 6 Subat sabahi.

Maras'ta deprem oldu. 6 Subat’'in sabahinda gin agar-
madan biyiik bir giriltiyle Marash edelerin, bacilarin ve
cocuklarin Uzerine tonlarca agirliginda kistleler dokildi.
Ug yirmi siralarinda uyaniktim. Bir riya héaliydi. Oyki cimle-
leri gelip geciyordu hafizamdan. Sonra bu cimleler dudakla-
rnmda kelimelere donijsti. Tim bilincimle bedenim uyanmisti.
Beser hafizasi, unutur disiincesiyle calisma masama gittim
ve ilk cimleyi yazdim: “istanbul, dylece bakiyordu.”
Tekrar bir uyku haline uzanmak. Bes on sularinda Zibeyir
aradi. Hayirdir, dedim, bu saatte. Telasliydi. Sesi korku do-
luydu. Islahiye’den kayinvalidem aradi, Maras’ta deprem
olmus, karsiligini verdi. Boylece aci, yerinde ve kalibinda
durmuyor, dort bir yana yayiliyor. Bir telefon trafigi basladi.
Ese, dosta; yakin uzak akrabalara, mahalleden kahve ar-
kadaslarima ulastim. O saatte bitin sebekeler calisiyordu.
Merak ettigim herkesi aradim. Hepsi canliydi. ilerleyen
saatlerde telefonlarin hicbiri cekmedi.

Simdi ne yapabilirim sorusu kocaman bir yumaga doénusty.

"Every year, on the twelfth of February, Maras, and the people
of Maras have a feast." (226)

"I was surprised when | witnessed this feast for the first time
in February 1943. The whole city was upside down. It was
a time out of the calendar." (227) Ahmet Hamdi Tanpinar,
a poet, novelist and storyteller who was also a member of
parliament for Maras, states the sentences above in his book
of essays entitled Yasadigim Gibi.

And what was it from February 6 to February 12? When the
first day of this month approached, local clothing was taken
out from all of the households' storerooms.

They were ironed and hung on nails on the wall and, in wealthy
families, in the most luxurious wardrobes. In the neighborhood
coffeehouses, under the leadership of older brothers, meetings
and heated discussions would be held until the night before Feb-
ruary 12th; fights would take place over who would be the gangs
from Maras, who would revive the French and Armenian troops...
Silence... The morning of February éth.

There was an earthquake in Maras. On the morning of February
6, before dawn, masses weighing tons fell on the ladies, sisters
and children of Maras with a great noise. | was awake around
3:20 a.m. It was a dream state. Sentences for a short storys were
passing through my memory. Then these sentences turned into
words on my lips. My body was awake with consciousness. |
went to my desk with the thought that human memory forgets
and wrote the first sentence: “Istanbul was just looking on.”
Lying in a state of sleep again. Zibeyir called around 5.10
a.m. | hope nothing's wrong, | said. He was in a hurry. His
voice was full of fear. My mother-inlaw called from lIslahiye,
there was an earthquake in Maras, he replied. Thus, the pain
does not stay in its place and mold, it spreads all around.

A phone traffic started. | reached friends, relatives, close and dis-
tant relatives, coffee friends from the neighborhood. All networks
were working at that hour. | called everyone | was worried about,
they were all alive. In the following hours, none of the phones wor-
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Sehir, bizi bekliyordu ama

ne yapabilirdik? Meshur

ama ici bos yardim ku-

rulusunun sertifikali Uyesi
olmadigimiz igin hicbir gru-

ba, hicbir time bizi almadi-

lar. Uglinci giinin arahginda
Maras’i bilen, insanini, yollarini
taniyan birini ariyordu Eyip Milli
Egitim. Bir yardim tiri hazirlanmis; tip-
ler, dev ocaklar, kazanlar ve kevgirler
ayarlanmis ve aracin dorsesine yuk-
lenmisti. Bu ani bekliyordum. Zweig
yildizlardan ve onlarin pariltil ginle-
rinden s6z eder, “G6zimU kirpmadan
ben gider, kaptana yolu gosteririm,"
goniillist oldum. Istanbul Maras ara-
si on iki, bilemedin on bes saat. Ama
biz yirmi dérdinci saatin gecesinde
Maras’a, belirledigimiz okula ulastik.
Yollar sadece uzun araclarla doluydu.
Kapali dorse tasiyan tirlar, konteynir
tasiyan tirlar, is makinalarini sirtlarina
atmis deprem bodlgesine akin akin
kosan araclar... Tum Tirkiye gorev
emri gelmis, seferberlik emrini cebine
koymus eski askerlerin birligine teslim
olmak icin kosmasi gibi, Anadolu’nun
yaral bagrina yiriyordu.

s | (04

Ve 6 Subat'tan 12 Subat’'a
ne vardi ki? Bitin evlerin
sandik odalarindan cete
elbiseleri cikarilir
bu ayin biri dedigi
zaman, ginler.

Yollarda kar vardi. Yapraksiz agaclarin
altinda upuzun beyazliklar. Kalbimi-
ze bir bicak saplanmasaydi, biz bu
manzaranin tadini bir cay esliginde
cikarirdik. Ama eskisi gibi hicbir sey-
den tat alamadim. Korku ve panik her
hicreme islemisti. Bir saniye gec kal-
mamalydik. Mutfagimizi kurup deprem
vurgunu yemis yaral ceylanlara sicak
yemek cikarmahydik.

Bes gin Maras'ta kaldim. Sehir yok-
tu. Panjurlarn cekilmis bos bir evdi
her yer diyecegim ama ortalarda
ev yoktu. ilk geceyi Cukurova Elektrik
Okulu'nun depoya cevirdigimiz spor
salonunda gecirdim. Sabahinda tiri
bosalttik ve gelen bitun tirlari. Strekli
calistik. Araliksiz bir sekilde yaralara

merhem sirdik. Kapimi-
za gelen, kilometrelerce
kuyruk olusturan deprem-
zedeleri bos cevirmedik.
insanlarin dramina sahit
olmak soézciklerimizi agzi-
miza tikiyordu. Konusamiyor-
duk. Ayazda, bir atesin etrafina
daire kurup sonsuzca ona baki-
yorduk. Hep ayniydi sdylenenler:
Aci ve gozyasi... Annemiz, babamiz,
cocuklarimiz, yengemiz, halamiz,
evimiz... Arabamiz... Ayakkabi al-
maya gelenler. Esyalarini evde bi-
rakip can havliyle sokaklara kosan
insanlarin bitmeyen ve azalmayan
ihtiyaglar. Bazi zamanlar zincirde
esya indirenler géz goze geliyor ve
biz bu sehri tekrar kurariz, diyor.
“Maras, kendi kendini kurtardi.” (S.
Karakog, Farklar, 147)
Maras, Milli Micadele yillarinda isgal-
ci Fransiz'a karsi kendini kurtardi. Simdi
de doganin verdigi tahribata karsi ken-
dini kurtaracak ve kiillerinden yeniden
dogacak. Ben buna inaniyorum. Biz
buna inaniyoruz. Marasli buna inaniyor.
Allah, yeniden baslayanlarla beraberdir.
Yeniden basliyoruz...



ked. The question of what to

do now turned into an huge
uncertainty. The city was wai-
ting for us, but what could we
do? Since we were not certified
members of the famous but func-
tionless aid organization, we were
not accepted into any group. By the
third day, Eyip National Education was
looking for someone who knew Maras, its
people, its roads. An aid truck was pre-
pared; gas cylinders, cookstoves, cookers
and colanders were arranged and loa-
ded onto the trailer of the vehicle. | was
waiting for this moment. Zweig talks
about the stars and their shining days,
and | volunteered, "l will go and show
the captain the way without blinking an
eye." Istanbul to Maras is twelve, maybe
fifteen hours. But we reached Maras,
the school we had chosen, on the night
of the twenty-fourth hour.

The roads were filled only with long ve-
hicles. Trucks carrying enclosed trailers,
trucks carrying containers, vehicles with
construction equipment rushing to the
earthquake zone... The whole of Tirkiye
was marching to the wounded bosom
of Anatolia, like soldiers with orders for
duty, with mobilization orders, running to

And what was it from February

6 to February 12? When
the first day of this month
approached, local clothing
was taken out from all of the
households' storerooms.

surrender to their units.

There was snow on the roads. Long stret-
ches of white under the leafless trees. We
would have enjoyed this view with a cup
of tea if a knife hadn't been stabbed into
our hearts. But | couldn't taste anything
like I used to. Fear and panic had seeped
into every cell. We shouldn't have been
a second late. We should have set up
our kitchen and prepared a hot meal for
the wounded people that had been hit
by the earthquake. | stayed in Maras for
five days. There was no city. | would say
it was an empty house with the shutters
drawn, but there weren't any houses. |
spent the first night in the gymnasium of
the Cukurova Electricity School, which we
turned into a warehouse. In the morning
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we unloaded the truck and
all the trucks that arrived.
We worked continuously. We
applied ointment on wounds
without interruption. We did
not turn away the earthquake
victims who came to our door
and queued for kilometers.
Witnessing the tragedy of the peop-
le closed up our mouths. We couldn't
speak. We stood in a circle around a
fire in the frost, looking at it endlessly. It
was always the same: Pain and tears...
Our mother, father, children, aunt, hou-
se... Our car... People who came to take
shoes. The endless and unending needs
of people who left their belongings at
home and ran for their lives to the streets.
Sometimes those who unload come
eye to eye and said to each other,
"We will rebuild this city."
"Maras saved itself." (S. Karakocg, Fark-
lar, 147) Maras saved itself against the
occupying French during the War of Inde-
pendence. Now it will save itself against
the destruction of nature and be reborn
from its ashes. | have faith in it. We have
faith in it. The people of Maras firmly be-
lieve in it.God is with those who make a
fresh start. We're beginning over again...
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“Meded meded yikildi cihénin bir yani” diyor ya sairl Aziz dostum,
hemsehrim 6 Subat'ta cihanin bir yani yikildi. Ustelik ikimizin de
tasini topragini cok iyi bildigimiz bir yani. Maras’la beraber bircok
vilayet o giin yerle bir oldu. Kicik kiyamet koptu. Beton yapilarin
altinda kalan milyonlar canhiras bir sekilde canlarini kurtarmanin
yolunu aradi o gece. Her yer ana baba giinine dondi. Mahseri
andiran adeta kiyamet giiniiniin bir provasi yasandi. Uyariimadi
daha dnce insanlar, kimseye haber de verilmedi. Herkes bir
tanidigini aradi, ondan bir ses ve nefes duymak istedi. Gecenin
karanligina karisan cigliklar her seyi bastirdi. Kizilca kiyametin
ardindan ortalik agardiktan sonra da devam etti feryad u figén.
Maras'ta degildim o gece ancak 1999 depreminde Adapazar’nda
oldugum icin bilirim zelzelenin insanlari nereden nereye savur-
dugunu. Haydlet gibi ortalikta dolasan insanlarin elinin kolunun
baglanip acziyetine sarildigi o caresizligi. Yikintilar arasinda
asina bir cift géz ve tanidik bir yiz arayisini. Yerin altindan biter
gibi insanlar ve canlilarin sigindiklari evlerden ve binalardan
kendilerini can havliyle disan zor atislarini. Herkesin kendine gére
bir mesgalesi vardi o giin. Kim bilir kendini disari atamayan ne
kadar can birbirine sarilmis, bir yakinini ariyor! Kucak kucaga
can vermis anneler ve yavrulari.. Kardesine elini uzatmaya cali-

MEKTUP

As the poet says, "One side of the world has collapsed"! My dear
friend and compaitriot, on February éth, a part of the world collapsed.
Moreover, a part of the world that we both know very well. Many pro-
vinces along with Maras were destroyed that day. All hell broke loose.
Millions of people trapped under the concrete structures desperately
tried to find a way to save their lives that night. The whole place tur-
ned into a pandemonium. It was like a rehearsal for the apocalypse.
People were not warned beforehand, no one was notified. Everyone
called an acquaintance, wanted to hear a voice and a breath from
them. The screams mingling with the darkness of the night drowned
out everything else. The wailing continued even after it was dawn.

| was not in Maras that night, but since | was in Adapazarn during the
1999 earthquake, | know where the earthquake throws people. The
helplessness of people wandering around like ghosts, their hands
tied and clinging to their helplessness. The search for a familiar pair
of eyes and a familiar face among the ruins. The way people and
other living things were compelled to leave the homes and structures
they had sought refuge in, for their life, as if they were emerging from
below the ground. Everyone had their own occupation that day. Who
knows how many souls who couldn't get out were hugging each other,
looking for someone close to them! Mothers and their babies dying in
each other's arms... Twins trying to reach out to their brother...
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san ikizler.. Korumak icin yavrusunun iizerine abanan babalar..
Rahmindeki cocugu dogurup kendisi can veren anneler.. Sessiz
can veren nineler ve dedeler.. Sesini duyurmaya calisan fakat
duyuramayan niceleri..

Kiyamet de ansizin kopacak, biliyorum. 04.17'deki sarsintinin
aniden ve ansizin geldigi gibi. Kimseye geliyorum, hazirlikli olun
demedi. Yeryiizinin bu bélgesi o gece iistinde ne varsa silkeledi
sOyle. Yakasindan tuttu, kendine gel dedi. Benim 6niime cikarsan,
hirpalanim seni dedi. Oniine kim ve ne ciktiysa ya yikti ya da
serseme cevirdi. Yerin altinda biriktirdigi 6fkesini kustu, serha
serha yardi topragi.

Peki ders aldik mi? Simdiye kadar ders almadigimiz icin basimi-
za bu geldi. “insan” oglu ayni kokten gelen “nisyan” ile malul.
Psikolog ve pedagoglar uzun sire depremin verdigi sikintidan
ve travmadan kurtulmak icin olup bitenleri “unutmamizi” tavsiye
ediyor. Unutun ki insan oglu bu agir yiki uzun sire tasiyamaz.
Gel de bunu o gece yasayanlara anlat! Yine Yunus'un kapisini
calalim: “Menzili irak bu yolun, bu yola kim varasi?/Miiskili cok
bu yolun, bunu kim basarasi?” Kal saglicakla!

Hiiseyin Yorulmaz
Uskiidar, 11 Mart 2023, Cumartesi

AR -15

Fathers leaning over their babies to protect them. Mothers who
gave birth to the child in their wombs and died themselves...
Grandmothers and grandfathers who died in silence.. Many others
who tried to make their voices heard but couldn't...

| am aware that the end of the world will occur suddenly and unex-
pectedly, just like the earthquake at 04:17 did. It didn't tell anyone to
get ready. This part of the earth shook off everything on it that night.
It seized by the collar and told to wake up. If you stand in my way,
| will beat you up, it said. It either annihilated or stunned anything
and everyone that stood in its way. The earth was torn to pieces as it
spilled out the anger that had been building up beneath the surface.
But have we learned? This is what happened to us because we haven't
learned any lessons so far. "Nisyan" is an illness that "insan" (human beings)
are prone to because the word comes from the same root. Psychologists
and pedagogues advise us to "forget" what happened in order to recover
from the distress and trauma of the earthquake for a long time. Forget
that human beings cannot carry this heavy burden for a long time. Come
and tell this to those who lived through that night! Let us remember Yunus
again: “This path is far from its destination, who can reach it? / this path
is very difficull, who can achieve it?” Take care of yourselfl

Hiiseyin Yorulmaz
Uskiidar, 11 March 2023, Saturday
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Kiyamet de
ansizin kopacak,
biliyorum.
04.17'deki
sarsintinin
aniden ve
ansizin geldigi
gibi.

Degerli dostum,

Omriin uzun olsun.

Hizin bazen kendiliginden geliyor. Hic-
bir sey yokken. Durup dururken.

Bir aydan fazladir kitap okuyamiyordum.
Bahsettigin nedenlerden dolayi.
Hizin elbette bir nimet, bir armagandir.
Sonunda masaya oturabildim. iste ya-
ziyorum.

Ben aci kavrami izerine disinidyorum
bazen. Aci cekmekten bahsettigimizde
gercekten hepimiz, herkes ayni seyden
mi bahsediyor diye fikrediyorum. Bazi
insanlar acinin bitin insanlar icin ortak
duygu oldugunu saniyorlar, dyle inani-
yorlar. Biliyorsun Mevlana Celaleddin-i
Rumi Fih-i Ma Fih kitabinda “istigrak
hali”“nden bahseder. Séyle bir 6rnekle
anlatir bunu: Aslanin pencesine disen
caresiz ceylan hicbir kacis imkdaninin
olmadigini anlamis ve dylece duruyor.
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Kendinden gecmis bir sekilde aslana
teslim olmus. iste, diyor Mevlana, mi'mi-
nin héli budur. Kendini hakikate boyle
teslim etmelidir. Aci maci yok olmus.
Teslimiyete aci da teslim olmus. Sehit-
lerin aci cekmedigine inaniriz. Ruhlarini
teslim ederken hicbir aci duymaziar.
Bir sinek 1sirmis kadardir hepsi. Yani
acl, ugradigr gévdeye, o govdedeki
ruhun kendisi ile kurdugu iliskiye gore
muamele ediyor. Bir genc Oyle diyordu,
ginler sonra Maras'ta yikintilar ara-
sindan, gocik altindan cikarildiginda:
ag degilim, bize yemek verdiler. isken-
ceye dayanma taktiklerinin varhigr da
biliniyor.

Aci da yaratilmis bir kuldur. Canlilarla
iliskisine kendi basina karar vermiyor-
dur.

Mektuplar bence kalbimizin ovalaridir.
(Simdilerde coraklasmis olsa da) Ge-

nis, rahat ve mimbit. Onu herhangi bir
metne donistirmedigimiz sirece boy-
le. Mektupta sadece “0” ve “0” vardir.
“Baskalari” yoktur. Safligin temsilcisidir
bunun icin. Hem varligi hem icerigi itiba-
riyle. Baskalari araya girdiginde mektup
bir “hesabilige” kurban gidebilir.
“Baskalar” derken sadece kisiler an-
lasiimasin. Varhigini dayatan kimi duy-
gular da pekala bir “baskasi”nin yerini
alabilir ve biz farkina bile varamayiz.
insaniz, duygudan ibaret bir varligiz.
Haller mahseriyiz.

Aklima, dilimin ucuna kadar bir sey
gelip duruyor, ginlerdir, yazmam icin
kendini dayatiyor. Gelecek sefer belki
kayitlara gecerim. Simdilik dursun.
Hos kal.

Muhabbetle kal.

Mustafa Aydogan
Turkuaz, Mart, 2023



| am aware
that the end
of the world
will occur
suddenly and
unexpectedly,
just like the
earthquake at
04:17 did.

Dear friend,

May you live long.

Sadness sometimes comes by itself. When
there's nothing. Out the blue.

| haven't been able to read for over a
month, for the reasons you mentioned.
Sadness, of course, is a blessing, a gift.
| finally sat down at the table. Here |
am writing.

| occasionally contemplate the concept
of suffering. When we talk about suffe-
ring, | wonder if we are really all talking
about the same thing. Some individuals
hold the belief that suffering is a com-
mon feeling experienced by humanity.
You know, Mewldna Jalaluddin Rumi
talks about the "state of wistfulness" in
his book Fih-i Ma Fih. He describes it
with the following example: A hapless
gazelle trapped between a lion's teeth
recognizes there is no way out and
simply remains there. It surrendered

to the lion in ecstasy. This, says Mew-
lana, is the state of the believer. This is
how he should surrender himself to the
truth. The pain has disappeared. Pain
has also surrendered to surrender. We
believe that martyrs do not suffer. They
feel no pain when they pass away. It
is like a fly bite. In other words, pain
treats the bodly it visits according to the
relationship that the soul in that body
establishes with itself. That's what one
young man said days later in Maras,
when he was pulled from the rubble,
from under the cave-in: I'm not hungry,
they gave us food. The existence of ta-
ctics to withstand torture is also known.
Pain is also a created being. It does not
decide its relationship with living beings
on its own.

Letters are, for me, the plains of our heart,
wide, comfortable and fertile (though
nowadays barren). As long as we don't
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turn it into any kind of text. In a letter
there is only "he" and "she". There are no
"others". That is why it is the representative
of purity. Both in its existence and content.
When others intervene, the letter can fall
victim to "accountability". When | say
"others", | don't mean only people. Some
emotions that impose their existence may
very well take the place of an "other" and
we don't even realize it. We are human
beings, we are a being of emotions. We
are the great crowd of states.
Something keeps coming to my mind,
to the tip of my tongue, and for days it
has been imposing itself on me to write
it down. Maybe next time | will record
it. Let's leave it for now.

So long!

Take care of yourselfl

Mustafa Aydogan
Turkuaz, March, 2023
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ARDINDAN

AFTER




MARAS’IN CICEKLERI:

FERHAI

THE FLOWERS OF MARAS: FERHAT AGCA

Ferhat Agca...

Ferhat cok gizel yirirdy; cok sevdigi biri gibi... Kametini hafif egerek yiridigini
dostlan fark ederdi. Maras'in sokaklar adimlarinin sesine alisikti. Yiiridigi yollardaki
cakil taslart onun adimlarinin ahengini tanirdi. Yirirken “Ne yeri yarmaya, ne de
daglarla boy éiciismeye calismazd..” Giizel yirirdi Ferhat...

Cok gizel konusurdu Ferhat. Séze baslamadan énce bir tebessiim gelir yerlesirdi yizine.
Kendi tebessim etmek icin filan da ugrasmazdi. Tebessim yiiziinin her zamanki sisiy-
dii onun. Dikkatli dostlar o giilisin gdzlerinin icinden, gozlerinin icine de yireginden
geldigini bilirdi. O, o tebessim karsisindakinin, karsisindakilerin yizlerini de aydinlatirdi
kisa zamanda. Sonra bir sikinet, bir yumusaklik yayilirdi bulundugu mekéna.

Ferhat cok giizel gilerdi. Bazen aklina eski, giilinesi bir olay gelir gilerdi. Sonra durur,
biraz daha durur tekrar gilerdi. Ardindan gildigi olay anlatir herkesi gildirird.

Caliskan biriydi Ferhat... Ziraat yiksek mihendisiydi. Doktor olmustu. Her bir ise kosardi.
Derneklerde gérev alir, dgrencilere 6gretmenlik ederdi. Degirmende un 6giitir, bulgur
cekerdi. Goristigu herkes tarafindan sevildigini bilirdi. Simarmasin diye zaman zaman
nefsini de bugdayla birlikte degirmen tasinin altina serer, tasi izerinde bir iki tur don-
diirirdu. Dervis mesrepliydi Ferhat. Tambur calardi ama calmaktan ziyade onu severdi.

Ferhat heniz otuzundaydi. Maras'in ciceklerini yaziyordu. Kaya simbilini, giz ¢ig-
demlerini yazmigti. Yizlercesi icin hazirlik yapiyordu. Daglarda kayalarin ve agaclarin
golgesinde kalmis cicekleri gin yiiziine cikaracakt. Bitkilerin boylarini giizel bir seye,
yapraklarini daha giizel bir seye ve ciceklerini en gizel bir seye benzeterek yazacakt.
Ben yiiksek mihendisim, ben doktorum demeden gérdigi her bitkiye gilimseyecek,
yanina codmelecek resmini cekecek ve nesli tikenmek Uzere olan ciceklerin yetimligine,
oksizliigiine ortak olacaktl. "Aziz dost, ciceklerin ruhunu ve evsafini dergilere anla-
tacaksin oyle mi? Biz mahzun géniiller sizin dilinizden ciceklerin kalbini, evsafini,
hayatlarini, aidiyetlerini ne zaman dinleyip dinleyip sifayab olacagiz? Siradayiz...
daim muhabbet...” diye, Ahmet Dogan ilbey’den yazilarina évgiler alacakti.




Ferhat Agca...

Ferhat would walk very beautifully; like someone he loved very much... His friends would notice that he
walked with his back slightly hunched. The streets of Maras were used to the sound of his steps. The
pebbles on the roads he walked on would recognize the harmony of his steps. When he walked, “he
neither tried to break the ground nor to compete with the mountains.” Ferhat would walk beautifully...

Ferhat would speak very beautifully. His face would be wreathed in smiles before he started speaking.
He would not even try to smile himself. A smile was the usual adornment of his face. Attentive friends
knew that smile came from inside his eyes, and inside his eyes from his heart. That smile would soon
light up the faces of those in front of him. Then a calmness, a softness would spread over the place.

Ferhat would laugh very beautifully. Sometimes an old, laughable incident would come to his mind
and he would laugh. Then he would pause, pause again, and chuckle. Then he would tell what
he laughed about and make everyone laugh. Ferhat was a hard worker... He was an agricultural
engineer. He had become a doctor. He would wear too many hats. He took part in associations
and taught students. He would grind flour and bulgur in the mill. He would know he was loved by
everyone he met. From time to time, he would lay his ego under the millstone along with the wheat
so that it would not be spoiled, and he would turn the stone over one or two turns. Ferhat was like
a dervish. He played the tambur, but he loved it more than playing it.

Ferhat was only thirty. He was writing about the flowers of Maras. He had wrote about hyacinth
and autumn crocuses. He was preparing for hundreds more. He would reveal the flowers in the
mountains that were shrouded in the darkness of the rocks and forests. He was going to write down
the height of the plants by comparing them to something beautiful, their leaves to something more
beautiful and their flowers to something most beautiful. Without saying, “I am a engineer msc, | am
a doctor,” he would grin at every plant he saw, crouch down next to it, snap a photo of it, and share
the orphanhood of flowers that were on the verge of extinction. He would receive praise for his wri-
tings from Ahmet Dogan ilbey: “Dear friend, you are going to tell the soul and characteristics of
flowers in literary magazines, right? When will we, the grieving hearts, be able to hear you talk
in your language about the hearts, traits, lives, and possessions of the flowers and be healed?
We are in line... Warm regards..."constant conversation...”
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Cok giizel
konusurdu Ferhat.
Soze baslamadan
once bir tebessim

gelir yerlesirdi
yizine.

Kac zamandir notlar aliyordum. Uygun bir
zamani kolluyordum. “Ferhat” diyecektim
“su bizim yazin yaptigimiz sebze bahceleri
var ya.” Ferhat “Eee Emmil” diyecekti bana.
“O bahcelerin kenarlarina cesit cesit, renk
renk cicekler ekilir, Evelghirin bir sayisina
da onlari yaz." Ferhat “Sizin yazmaniz daha
uygun olmaz mi Emmi?” diyecekti. “Hayir”
diyecektim, "Ben ciceklerin dilinden anla-
mam. Ustelik kaba saba biriyim ben, onlarin
kalbine gdnline giremem. Sen kalplere gi-
den yolu en iyi bilensin.” Ferhat giilerdi. Ben
de gilerdim. Sonra “Eyvallah Emmi,” derdi.

Mekke'den, Medine’den davet almisti.
Umre yapmisti Ferhat. Saraybosna’ya
gitmis Mostar Koprisi’'nden gecmisti.
Ulkemizin bircok sehrini gezmis, manevi
biyyiklerimizin évgilerine mazhar olmustu.
“Efendim Rabbiil Glemin fakire nasil bi-
yiik bir devlet nasip etti anlatmak istesem
anlatamam... En son 128 yil evvel Sultan
II. Abdiilhamid'in emri ile degistirilen Hz.
Mevléné’mizin merkadindaki puside, bu-
giin 'Tecdidi Puside' téreni ile degistirildi,
yerine yenisi kondu. Téren 6ncesi sikkeyi
yerine koyarken yardim etmek nasip oldv.
Takdiri hida...” diye yazmisti, Konya'dan.

Deprem oldu...

Bir ugursuz 1sik yayildi yeryizine. Yer
yerinden oynadi. Ovalar, daglar yarildi.
Apartmanlar ¢cokti. Evler yikildi. Yikilan
evlerde yanginlar cikti. Sehirlerin sebe-
ke sular evleri basti. Yollar yarik yarik
yarildi. Daglardan kayalar yuvarlandi.
Barajlar calkalandi. Derelerin yerleri,
yataklari degisti. Agaclar devrildi.

Her kelime bogazimizi yirtarak cikiyor dostlar.
Keske, keske kalbimizde kalsaydi gordikle-
rimiz, bildiklerimiz. Ferhat'la ayni giin yola

s |4

cikan tirkidanmiz, sairimiz

Fazl Bayram, Ferhat Agca’ya
ithaf ettigi ve adini “kar beyazi yag-
mas!” koydugu siirinde,

“bak ben pek severim

hem sever hem éliiye dénerim

yolumuz acik

ben gelemezsem bu ben sana

sen gelirsin

devran déner

hem kirlarda cicek acariz yeniden” demisti.

Ferhat da Fazl'ya “Ucsuz bucaksiz bir
célde sonsuzluga dogru, sonsuzlugun
sahibine dogru yiirimek isterim. Dili-
mizde tirkiler, tabakamizda tiitinler,
bagira bagira deli gibi yiirimek... Biz
hakikate Gsik iki asigiz.” diyordu.

"Ya Rabbi Biz éliirsek de bayram olsun.
Amin...” diye yazmisti Ferhat bir kurban
bayrami mesajinda. Bayram olmadi!
Oliim, slimden fazla geldi sehre...




Ferhat would speak
very beautifully.
His face would be
wreathed in smiles
before he started
speaking.

I've been taking notes. I've been
looking for a good time. “Ferhat,”

| was going to say, “you know tho-

se vegetable gardens we have

in the summer?” “Well, brother!”
Ferhat would say. “Various kinds

of colorful flowers are planted on

the edges of those gardens, write
about them in an issue of EvelGhir.”
Ferhat would say, “Wouldn't it be
more appropriate for you to write it?”
“No,” | would say, “I don't understand
the language of flowers. Moreover, | am
a rude person, | cannot get into their he-
arts. You know the way to hearts the best.”
Ferhat would laugh. | would laugh too.
Then he would say, “Thank you, brother.”

He had received invitations from Mec-
ca and Medina. Ferhat had performed
Umrah. He went to Sarajevo and cros-
sed the Mostar Bridge. He traveled to
many cities of our country and was
praised by our spiritual elders.
“Sir, if 1 wanted to tell you
what a great state Rabbul
Alameen has bestowed
upon this poor man, |
cannot... The last time
it was changed was
128 years ago with
the order of Sul-
tan Abdilhamid
II. The pushede
on the merkad
of our Prophet
Mevldnd was
changed today
with the "Tecdidi
Pushede" cere-
mony, and a new
one was put in its
place. Before the

Sezai Karakoc
Ferhat Agca

evelahir

ceremony, | was fortunate enough to
help put the coin in its place. It's the
will of Allah... he wrote from Konya.

| am unable to sufficiently express what
a wonderful state God has placed upon
us. The cover on the tomb of our Prop-
het Mevléané, which was last changed
128 years ago with the order of Sultan
Abdiilhamid Il, was replaced today with
a "Tecdidi Puside (renewal)" ceremony
and a new one was put in its place.
Before the ceremony, | was fortunate
enough to help put the coin in its place.
Volition of God..." he wrote from Konya.

An earthquake occurred...

An ominous light spread across the earth.
The earth shook. Plains and mountains
split. Apartment buildings collapsed. Hou-
ses collapsed. Fires broke out in destroyed
houses. Mains water of the cities flooded
the houses. Roads were ripped open.
Rocks rolled down from mountains. Dams
were shaken. Streams were moved and
their beds changed. Trees fell down.

Every word comes out tearing my th-
roat, friends. | wish, | wish that what
| saw and what | am aware of would
remain a secret in my heart. Our folk
singer and poet Fazli Bayram, who set
out on the same day as Ferhat, in his
poem dedicated to Ferhat Agca and
named it “snow white snowing”;

"Look, | can love to bits

I can love and turn into the dead

the way is clear

If I cannot come, me, to you,

you'll come

the worm will turn

and we will bloom once more in the fields

Ferhat said to Fazli, “I would like to walk
in a vast desert towards eternity, towar-
ds the owner of eternity. Ballads on our
tongues, tobacco in our case, walking
madly, shouting... We are two lovers in
love with the truth.”

"Ya Rabbi! Let it be a feast even if we
die. Amen...” Ferhat wrote in a message
on Eid al-Adha. There was no Eid! Death
was more than death in the city...
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Fotograf: Dursun Cicek

Yasar Alparslan’in yanina en son Eveléhir sdylesisi icin gitmistim.
Kendisiyle 12 Subat Etkinlikleri kapsaminda Maras-Fransiz Harbi'ne
dair bir sdylesi gerceklestirmek istiyordum. Kahramanmaras Arastirma
Merkezinde o giin rahmetli Cevdet Alperen ve tarihci-romanci Meh-
met Isik da vardi. Hoca teklifimi kabul etmemisti. “Ben televizyona
ctkmam,” demisti. Benim iste 7 Giizel Adam Edebiyat Mizesi'nin kon-
ferans salonunda, cok degil yirmi-otuz kisiden olusacak bir topluluga,
soru-cevap seklinde, diger ifadeyle sohbet havasinda, birkac saat
konusacagimizi séylemem ve israr etmem neticesinde hoca ikna ol-
mus, “Seni severim, hayir diyemiyorum,” diyerek teklifimi kabul etmisti.
Sohbeti kayit altina alacaktik. ileriye déniik, kalici bir is cikaracaktik
ortaya. Rahmetli Cevdet bey ve Mehmet Isik da onaylamislardi.

Cok sevinmistim buna. Heyecanla hemen hocanin yaninda calisan
kisilerden sosyal medya ve bilboardlarda kullaniimak izere fotograf
da istemistim. Fakat icimde bir sikinti da yok degildi. Bu sikintinin
sebebi; hocanin benim zorumla istemedigi bir seyi yapacak olmasiydi.
Baska ifadeyle hocayr miskil bir duruma soktugumu dissindyordum.
Hoca hicbir zaman kalabaliklara oynamamisti. Oyle kitleler taro-
findan begenilmek, dvilmek gibi kaygilar tasimamisti. O, sadece
Allah nzasi ve ilim askiyla hareket ediyordu. Kur'an okuyan birini
duydugunda mutlu oluyordu mesela. Ya da degerli bir alimin kiymetli
bir eseriyle karsilasinca heyecanlaniyordu. O eseri hemen yayina
hazirlayip istifadeye acmak onun tek dilegiydi. O eser izerinden para
kazanmalk, isim yapmak gibi dertleri yoktu. Bu yiizden yayimladigi

The last time | went to Yasar Alparslan was for the Eveldhir Interview.
| wanted to have an interview with him about the Maras-French War
within the scope of February 12 Events. The late Cevdet Alperen and
historian-novelist Mehmet Isik were also present at the Kahramanma-
ras Research Center that day. The master did not accept my offer.
"I don't appear on television," he said. As a result of my insistence
that we would talk for a few hours in the conference hall of the 7
Beautiful Men Literature Museum, in the form of question-answer,
in other words, in a chat atmosphere, to a community of twenty
to thirty people, the master was convinced. He said; "l love you, |
can't say no," and accepted my offer. We were going to record the
conversation. We were going to create a permanent work for the
future. The late Mr. Cevdet and Mehmet Isik also approved.

| was very happy about this. With excitement, | immediately asked the
people working with the master for photos to be used on social media
and billboards. But | also felt concerned internally. This was difficult
because | was going to make the master do something he did not want
to do. To put it another way, | believed | was placing the master in an
unpleasant circumstance. The master had never joined the crowd. He
was never concerned about being liked and praised by the masses.
He acted only for the sake of God and the love of knowledge. For
instance, he was happy when he heard someone reciting the Qur'an.
Or he was excited when he came across a valuable work by a valuable
scholar. His only wish was to publish that work immediately and make
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Kur'an okuyan birini
duydugunda mutlu
oluyordu mesela.
Ya da degerli bir

alimin kiymetli bir

eseriyle karsilasinca
heyecanlaniyordu.

kitaplari satmiyor, hediye ediyordu. Onun
yanina kim gitse, o ay icinde yayimlanmis
Uc bes kitapla geri dénerdi.

Kalp kalbe karsidir. Bu gercegi en cok
Yasar hocayla yasadim. Aklimdan gegir-
sem, karsima cikardi hoca. Ayni seyi ken-
disi de soylerdi: “Gonlim ¢ekmisti seni.”
Sarilamazsak eger, basimi egip dperdi.
Yasar Alparslan bu yizden benim icin
sadece bir hoca, biyik bir alim, ulasil-
masi gic bir bilge degil baba sicakhg:
duydugum biriydi. Kalbim daraldi mi
onun yanina giderdim. Yizimin goélge-
sinden her seyi anlardi sanki.

Sonra kendi tecriibelerinden bana érnekler
anlatirdi. O, ne anlatirsa anlatsin, kalbimin
ferahladigini hissederdim. Hani seyh-mi-
rit iliskisinde de Oyledir; seyh efendinin
nefesi, sesi, hdli, hareketi yeter. Onun ne
sdylediginden ziyade bunlar mirit Uzerinde
etkilidir. Yasar hoca da benim icin dyleydi.
Bir giin ona “Hocam hic cok kazanmak,
s6hret olmak istemediniz mi?” diye sormus-
tum. “Ne kiymeti var! istesek olurdu ama
icimden gelmedi, hem bize yakismaz,” diye
cevap vermisti. Cevabi cok samimiydi. Hic
bobirlenmemis, atip tutmamisti. Ben bu
soruyu sorarken oysa sunu biliyordum: ilim
erbabi icinde zaten hoca séhret sahibiydi.
Maras'ta hocayi herkes tanr, bilir, severdi.
Sadece Maras'ta degil Tirkiye'nin gene-
linde ad sahibiydi o. Ve eklemisti hemen:
“Ben bugiine kadar ¢cok sukir, paraya hi¢
daralmadim, neye ihtiyacim varsa, Cenab-i
Allah karsima cikardr.” Oyleydi gercekten,
hoca cok bonkdrdiy; yedirmeyi, icirmeyi,
yardim etmeyi severdi.

Olmad, Yasar Alparslan’la soylesiyi ger-
ceklestiremedik. Bunun sebebi;

onun 6 Subat Maras

Depremindeki

sehadeti degil. Goristigimiz ginin ertesin-
de beni aramis, darlmamam, kirnlmamam
gerektigini soyleyerek, programdan vaz-
gectiginin haberini vermisti. “Biliyorsun ben
resmi tarihe uygun konusmam. O da seni
zora sokar,” demisti. Yine beni disinmus-
ti. Sonra da telefonda bana érnek birkac
olay anlatmisti. “Ben bunlari nasil anlatirim
orada? infial olur.” diyerek génlimi almaya
calismisti. Ben de isin dogrusu ferahlamistim.
Hocaya hatir gonill, istemedigi bir seyi yap-
tirmaktan kurtulmustum. “Hocam génliniz
ferah olsun, ne darildim, ne de kinldim.
Siz nasil uygun gorirseniz dyle yapalim.
En yakin zamanda yaniniza gelecegim,”
demistim. Memnun olmustu. “Gdzlerinden
Sperim,” diyerek telefonu kapatmisti.

Depremin ikinci giniydi saninm, Mehmet
Isik'la goristim. Mehmet, “Yasar hocayi
defnettik,” dediginde hickiriklara bogul-
mustum. Yasar hoca bir giin bana “Demek
sen beni tarih hocasi saniyordun,” deyip
gulimsemisti. 2020'de Diinya Bizim internet
platformunda yayimlanan “Sadece Allah’in
Rizasini Gozeten Bir ilim Adami” baslikl yo-
zima goénderme yapiyordu. Bir yandan da
yaziyl gérdiim, sag olasin demek istiyordu.
“Degil misiniz, tarih hocasi diye biliyorum
ben sizi,” diye cevap verince, “Gadasi,
ben din kiltiri 6gretmeniyim, ilahiyat oku-
dum,” demisti. Ben de ona sasiriyordum
zaten; Maras tarihini bu kadar ayrintili bilip
diger yandan nasil oluyor da tefsir, ke-
lam, tasavvuf ve hadis alanlarinda da
sasirtacak dizeyde bilgili oluyordu?
Diyorum ya, o benim tanidigim en
biiyiik alimdi. ilim onda bir bitiin-
di. Edebiyat, tarih, teolojj, felsefe,
sosyoloji hatta el sanatlari onda
bitinlik olustuyordu. O tam bir
kiltir adamiydi. Kiltir, cinki bu
bitinlige verilen addir.

Hocanin yazim dolayisiyla tesek-

kir ederkenki yumusakhgi, zara-

feti, glilimsemesi hélé gdzlerimin
éniindedir. Oyle de hatirlamaya
devam edecegim Yasar Alparslan
hocami. Gizel insandi, cok giizel in-
sandi. Allah‘tan (cc) niyazim, hocanin
obir dinyada da giizel karsilanmasidir.



For instance, he
happy when he hea
someone reciting the

Qur'an. Or he was

delighted to discover a
valuable work from a

valuable scholar.

it available for use. He did not worry
about making money or making a
name for himself through that work.
That is why he did not sell the books he
published, but gave them as gifts. Who-
ever went to him would come back with
three or five books published that month.

Great minds often think alike. With the mas-
ter Yasar, | realized this reality the most. At
times when | thought of him, he would ap-
pear in front of me. He would say the same
thing himself: "My heart was drawn to you." If
we couldn't hug, he would bow his head and
kiss me. That's why Yasar Alparslan was not
only a master, a great scholar, an unapproa-
chable sage for me, but also someone | felt
the warmth of a father. When | got bored, |
would go to him, as if he could understand
everything from the shadow of my face.
Then he would tell me examples from his
own experience. No matter what he told
me, | would feel my heart lighten. You know,
it is like that in the relationship between a
sheikh and a disciple; the sheikh's breath,
voice, mannet, gesture is enough. These
things have an effect on the disciple rather
than what he says. Master Yasar was like
that for me. One day | asked him, "Master,
didn't you ever want to earn a lot, to be
famous?" He replied, "What's the point! It
would have happened if we wanted to, but
| didn't feel like it, and it doesn't suit us,"
he replied. His answer was very sincere.
He didn't boast or brag. When | asked this
question, | already knew this: Master was
already famous among the scholars. Everyo-
ne in Maras knew and loved him. Everybody
in Turkey was aware of him. "Thank God, |
have never been short of money, whatever
I needed, God Almighty provided," he said

right away. The master was
indeed quite generous; he enjo-
yed giving food, drink, and help.

We could not conduct the interview with Ya-
sar Alparslan, not because of his martyrdom
in February 6 Maras Earthquake. The day
after our meeting, he called me and informed
me that he had canceled the program, sa-
ying that | should not be offended. "You know
| don't speak according to official history.
That would put you in a difficult situation." He
thought of me again. Then he told me some
examples on the phone. He tried to make me
feel better by saying, "How can | tell these
things there? There would be outrage." As
a matter of fact, | was relieved. | was saved
from making the master do something he
didn't want to do. "You can be sure that |
am neither offended nor upset, master. Let's
proceed how you see fit. | will visit you as
soon as | can.”, | said, he | kiss your eyes,"
he said and hung up the phone.

| think it was the second day of the eart-
hquake, | met Mehmet Isik. When Mehmet
said, "We put Master Yasar to rest," | burst
into sobs. One day he said to me, "So you
thought | was a history teacher," and smiled.

Yasar Alparslan
Omer Yalcinova

He was referring to
my article titled “Sadece
Allah’in Rizasini Gézeten Bir ilim Adami”
published on the Dinya Bizim internet
platform in 2020. On the one hand, he
wanted to say thank you, | saw the ar-
ticle. When | replied, "Aren't you, | know
you as a history teacher," he said, "l am
a religious culture and moral knowledge
teacher, | studied theology." | was surpri-
sed about that; how could he know the
history of Maras in such detail and yet
be surprisingly knowledgeable in the fiel-
ds of tafsir, theology, Sufism and hadith?
| am telling you, he was the greatest
scholar | have ever known. Knowledge
was a whole for him. Literature, history,
theology, philosophy, sociology and
even handicrafts formed a unity in him.
He was a man of culture. Culture is the
name given to this wholeness.

His softness, grace and smile when he
thanked me for my article are still in front
of my eyes. | will continue to remember
Yasar Alparslan like that. He was a be-
autiful person, a very beautiful person.
My wish from God (swt) is that he will be
well received in the afterlife.
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AFTER

YAGMURLU
BiR SAFAKTA

ISLANDI
SEHRIN KiTABI

ON A RAINY DAWN, THE BOOK OF THE CITY GOT WET

Bir sabah uvyanip hayata basladigimiz-
da sirtimizda ne kadar yik oldugunun
farkina varabiliyor muyuz? Yagmurly,
soguk, titrek... Guzel bir aksam yeme-
ginden sonra ik bir dus alip erkenden
yataga uzandigimizda yarini daha gi-
zel bir sekilde karsilamak icin gozlerimi-
zi kapatinz. Ne kadar biyik bir nimet
bu degil mi? Ama titreyip kendimize
gelmeden bu nimeti hatirlayamiyoruz.
Bu nimetin ardindan gézlerimizi acmak
nasip olduysa ne aksam yemeginin
gizeli, ne aldigimiz dusun 1likligi ne de
erken yatmamizin faydasini titremeden
yine anlayamiyoruz. Cinky dinlerimiz-

0 HUSEYIN BURAK US

de biriken; 6fke ve hiddet, kin ve nefret,
biyuklenme, zulim ve haksizlik, inat
yollu micadele, cimrilik, baskasina eza
ve cefa etmek, saygisizlik, insafsizlik,
kot huy ve fena ahlak gibi asagilik
yukler bizim yasam hizini ve kalitesini
sekteye ugratiyor. Bu yikleri sirtimizdan
atamiyoruz. illaki titrememiz gerekiyor.
Titreyip bu yuky sirtimizdan atmamiz
gerekiyor. Heyhat bu yikleri ic gin
kenara koyabiliyoruz. Uc giinden sonra
tek tek yeniden sirtimiza aliyoruz. Ney-
lersin oluklar cift. Birinden nur akarsa
digerinden kir. Allah nur akan oluklarin
altinda bulugsmayi nasip etsin hepimize.

Ya uyanmak nasip olmazsa? Sirtimizda
bu kadar asagilik yik oldugu halde
uyanamazsak? Aramakla bulunur mu
go6nil adresimiz? Ozir dileyecek ke-
limeler gelir mi aklina insanin? Seni
seviyorum dedigimiz zaman asil anla-
mini kavrar mi o iki kelime? Fotograf
cektirirken elini omzuna attigin adam
fotograflarda cikmazsa tozlu bir ayna-
dan ne farki kalir o kagit parcasinin.

Titremeden seviyordum ben Dok-
tor Bey, titremeden 6zir diliyordum.
Ama yine de islandi sabah nama-
zim. Ezan buz tuttu kulaklarimda.
Sehrin kitabi kaldi enkaz altinda.



When we wake up one morning and start
life, do we realize we have a deadweight
on our back? Rainy, cold, shivering... When
we take a warm shower after a nice dinner
and go to bed early, we close our eyes to
welcome tomorrow in a better way. What
a blessing, isn't it? But we don't remember
this blessing until we shiver and come to
our senses. If we are blessed to open our
eyes after this blessing, we cannot unders-
tand the beauty of the dinner, the warmth
of the shower we took, or the benefit of go-
ing to bed early without shaking. Because
the vile burdens accumulated in our yes-
terdays, such as anger and rage, hatred

and resentment, arrogance, cruelty and
injustice, stubbornness, stinginess, cruelty
to others, disrespect, inhumanity, bad
habits and bad morals, interfere with
the speed and quality of our lives. We
cannot get these burdens off our backs.
We have to tremble. We need to tremble
and throw these burdens off our backs.
Alas, we can put these burdens aside
for three days. After three days we pick
them up again one by one. Whatever,
there are two choices. If light flows from
one, dirt flows from the other. May God
grant us all the opportunity to meet under
the gutter where light flows.

What if we are not destined to wake up?
What if we have a deadweight on our
back and we cannot wake up? Will our
heart address be found by searching? Can
one think of words to apologize? When we
say | love you, do those two words realize
their true meaning? What difference does
that sheet of paper make from a dusty mir-
ror if the man you put your hand on while
getting your picture taken does not appear
in the pictures? | loved without trembling,
Doctor, | apologized without trembling, but
still my morning prayer got wet. The call to
prayer froze in my ears. The book of the
city was left under the rubble.
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Neyi okuyup ta yasayacagiz simdi
Doktor Bey? Kirklansak da giizellik-
ler gérinmuiyor artik hayatimizda.

Karsilassak belki boyle bir cimle kurar-
dim selamdan sonra cumartesi giind.
O da bana "Yine imge yine imge! Ne
anlamam gerekiyor bu kurdugun cimle-
den bari onu sdyle?" diye cikisirdi. "Se-
nin eserlerini seviyorum ama cok bir sey
de anladigim sdylenemez" derdi he-
men arkasindan. "Doktor, ben sevdigim
bircok seyi anladim ama bir faydasini
goérmedim. O yizden sen anlamadan
sevmeye devam et litfen!" derdim.

iki glinim esit olmasin diye bu ka-
dar cok imge kullaniyorum ben. Her
gind ayni kelime anlamiyla yasa-

Herkes bu sehirde
herhangi bir art niyet
olmadan yetenegine
gore isini yapsa altin
degerinde bir Maras

cikar ortaya.

cayi cok sevdigini sdyliyordu. Bir
bardaktan fazla cay icmemesine
ragmen benim demledigim caydan
Uc dort bardak icerdi. Derdim ki
"Ben demledigim cayi yedili hece
Slcisine goére demliyorum. Benim
cayimin tadi yedi bardaktan sonra
Yunus Emre tadinda olur. Yedi gizel
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mak bana Steden beri ters geliyor.
Sen sanslisin Doktor Bey! Koca bir
sehrin tarihiyle yasiyorsun. Oyle ki
bu sehirde hangi dénemde evlerin
balkonlarinda hangi cicekler olur
onu bile sdyleyebiliyorsun. O kadar
hékimsin bu sehre. O ginleri andigin
zaman senin bir haftan cepte. Artik
istedigin gibi kullan ginleri. Ama
ben dyle degilim. Maras’ta dogdum,
gencligimi gurbetlere sevdirdim. Yas-
laninca tekrar déndim. Bu sehre
senin kadar hakim degilim ben. Bir
dakika ipin ucunu kacirsak bir hafta
kendimize gelemiyoruz. Sukir ki seh-
rin kitabinin adresini biliyoruz. ipi tut-
mak icin de yanina geliyoruz. Senin
var olmanla biz de sansli oluyoruz.

adami saymiyorum daha!" Her ayin
ilk cumartesi gilusirdik.

Ka¢ cumartesi gecti kac cumartesi
gececek... Kadim Maras’t hatirlatan
insanlar, kadim Maras’la birlikte sir
oldular. Anilar anacak yer, selam
verecek yiz, selam alacak bosluk
birakmadan cekip gittiler. Hem do-
gudan gittiler hem batidan gittiler.
Sabah namazi gibi gittiler. Durmadan
gittiler. Aksam sabah gittiler. Anam
gitti, babam gitti. Doktorum gitti, has-
tam gitti. Hocam gitti, dostum gitti.
Ogretmenim gitti, 6grencim gitti. O
kadar cok dldiler ki yasayacak bir
metre yer kalmadi koca sehirde. iki
harf kaldi geride ‘AH!’ iki harfle bir
omir nasil yasanir Doktor Bey? Co-

Anlasilir ya da anlasilmaz herhangi bir
isle istigal etmek insanlar gizellestirir.
Senin tiyatro ile ugrasiyor olman ve Mao-
rash yizlerce gencin sahneye ilk defa
seninle cikmis olmasi alkislanacak bir
olay. Dert etmeden, sikayet etmeden
bu yolda yirimen takdire sayan. Her-
kes bu sehirde herhangi bir art niyet
olmadan yetenegine gore isini yapsa
altin degerinde bir Maras cikar ortaya.
iste biz bunun icin ugras veriyoruz. Bir
genci kazanirsak ne mutlu bize!

En son bu minval iizere sohbet etmistik
Doktor Bey ile. (Rahmetli Oguz Alp Pa-
koz ile yalniz oldugumuz zamanlar ben
kendisine Doktor Bey diye hitap eder-
dim) Mart ayinin ilk cumartesi bulusmak
icin sozlesmistik. Benim demledigim

listig1 yerden cikmadi diye kime ag-
layacagini dahi bilemedi goézlerim.
Zaten hangi harfle aglayacaksin ki?
Agitlarin Ustinde bir seydi bu....

Yaklasik otuz yillik bir tanisikhgimiz
vardi Doktor Bey ile. Alkis dergisin-
den daha eski dostlugumuz. Alkis
dergisi onun sehirdeki kalesiydi. Eli
kalem tutan herkes elini kolunu salla-
yarak o kaleye girebilirdi. Bilen bilir
dergi cikartmak cok zor bir is. Blyuk
bir yik maddi manevi olarak. Ama
bitin yikiu birkac kisiyle birlikte yirmi
bir yildir tasimaktan geri kalmadi.
Kimler geldi kimler gitti o kaleden...

Sehrin tarihi 8lir mi Doktor Bey? iste
bak bu da oldu!



What are we going to read and live now,
Doctor? Even if we are cleansed, beauty
does not appear in our lives anymore.

If we had met, maybe | would have
said something like that on Saturday
after the greeting. And he would say
to me, 'Using imagery again, huh?
What am | supposed to understand
from this sentence of yours?" 'l love
your works, but | can't say | understand
much," he would say right afterwards. |
would say, 'Doctor, | understood many
of the things | love, but | didn't see
any benefit, so please continue to
love without understanding!

| use so many images so that no two
days are the same for me. Living every

day with the same meaning has always
been against me. You're lucky, Doctor!
You live with the history of a whole city.
So much so that you can even tell which
flowers were on the balconies of houses
in which period in this city. You know
this city that well. When you remember
those days, one week is granted to you.
Now you can enjoy the days as you
wish. But | am not like that. | was born
in Maras, | spent my youth in expatri-
ation, | came back when | got older.
| don't know this city as well as you
do. If we lose control for a minute, we
can't recover for a week. Fortunately, we
are aware of where to find of the city's
book. And we come to you to pull our-
self together. We're lucky to have you.

city did their job according to their ability
without any ulterior motives, Maras worth its
weight in gold would emerge. This is what
we are striving for. Even one young person
is a victory for us! The last time we had a
conversation in this manner with the Doctor.
(When | was alone with the late Oguz Alp
Pakoz, | used to call him Mr. Doctor.) We
agreed to meet on the first Saturday in
March. He said he liked the tea | brewed
very much. Although he never drank more
than one cup of tea, he would drink three
or four cups of the tea | brewed. | would
say, 'l brew my tea according to the seventh
syllable meter. My tea tastes like Yunus Emre
after seven cups. I'm not even counting The
Seven Beautiful Men! We used to laugh on
the first Saturday of every month.

How many Saturdays have passed and
how many Saturdays will pass... The pe-
ople who reminded us of the ancient
Maras became a mystery along with
the ancient Maras. They left without le-
aving a place to commemorate, a face
to greet, a space to receive greetings.
They left both from the east and the west.
They left like morning prayers. They left
endlessly. They left in the evening and
morning. My mother left, my father left.
My doctor is gone, my patient is gone.
My teacher gone, my friend gone. My
student gone. They died so many times
that there is not a meter of space left
to live in the whole city. There are only
two letters left, /AH!" How can you live a
lifetime with two letters, Doctor? My eyes
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Engaging in anything, understandable or
incomprehensible, makes people beautiful.
The fact that you are engaged in theater
and that hundreds of young people from
Maras are on stage with you for the first
time is an event to be applauded. It is ad-
mirable that you walk on this path without
worrying or complaining. If everyone in this

didn't even know who to cry to becau-
se they didn't take the ball before the
bound. How can you cry anyway? This
was something above laments...

We had a nearly thirty-year acquaintance
with the Doctor. Our friendship is older
than the Alkis magazine. Alkis magazine
was his castle in the city. Anyone who
is able to write could enter that castle
freely. As everyone knows, publishing a
magazine is a very difficult job. It is a
great burden material and nonmaterial.
But for twenty-one years, he and a few
others have carried the whole burden.
That castle was visited and left by many.

Does the history of a city die, Doctor? And
that happened too!
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Aklin ve kalbin ve vicdanin yigit atlsi
Ahmet Abi,

kac zamandir ak kagttlara ve dahi bil-
gisayar ekranlarina disen “toplu email”
baslikli letafetli ve bilge sozlerinizi oku-
maktan hasa telvine yikselmis dervisler
gibi halden hale giriyorum. O seckin ve
o6zgiin ifadelerinizin altindaki yarali gonli-
niizle temas ettigimden midir nedir; an be
an dem be dem huzur kinlmasina benzer
bir sekilde dalga dalga sesler ve hareketler
isitmekte ve gérmekteyim.

O aziz ve Allah vergisi simaniza duldalanip
zihnimi ve hayallerimi muhafaza etmeye
calismaktayim. Efendim “Turkci” seklinde
nitelenen zevatin zihninin, Batili milahazat
ve fikriyatla malul oldugu konusunda israrli
oldugunuz anlasiliyor. Aciz de meselenin
bu tarafinin bulunduguna kanidir. Fakat
acaba bunlarin kalbi de mi Batilidir ve is-
portadir? Velevki veyahut faraza dyledir.
Oyle ise bunlar ne yapacagiz? Ve dahi bu
zevatin etrak-1 biidrak ile ve beyaz Tirklerle
minasebeti nedir? Asabiyet-i beseriyenin
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Ahmet Abi “Tirkuilerle
de huznimiz
Allah’a"dir diyerek
bize istikamet gosteren
latif sozlerinizle
dimaglarimiza derc
ettiginiz.

islam'daki nispetini tayine meyyal olan bir
kisi de “Tirkci” olarak adlandirilabilir mi?
Bu baptan olmak tzere “Tirkilerle de hiiz-
nimiiz Allah’a”dir diyerek bize istikamet
gosteren latif sozlerinizle dimaglanmiza derc
ettiginiz, derunumuzdaki yiice acilan teganni
eden “tirki”lerin adina mesela “nagamat-
islamiye” demek miimkiin olabilir mi?

Efendim “tirki” bahsinin ince kalbinizi gize
ermis dal yaprak gibi titrettigini biliriz. Fakat
acaba delisi divanesi oldugunuz bazi Bek-
tasi tiirkilerinin, Nesimi nagmelerinin deru-
nundaki isyan ve mijcadelenin manalarini

ewvel emirde sofiyane mi sakiyane mi bul-
maktasiniz? Yahut her ikisinin arasinda hem
muzdarip hem mesrur olan asabiye ruhu
olarak mi duymakta ve disinmektesiniz?

Bu sorularimiz asla ve kat’'a zati
alinize bir muhalif zihnin sorulari
degildir. Aksine soru sahibi sizin
hizninizin, zevk-i selimizin ve te-
cessisinizin daima miridi ve tale-
besidir. Muradim odur ki bendeniz
olan bu aciz, acaba “Tirk” ve” tir-

ki” babhislerinin neresine geldiginde
hayirli bir susmaya yonelsin? Hamis...

Efendim gonil defterinizden adimizi

silmeniz veya ki toz altinda kalmasina

misaade etmeniz, yarali génlimizle
golgesine kivrildigimiz mekani ve yaziyi
darmadagin eder; génlimizi de c¢ole
cevirir. Litfedip yerli bezirganlara ben-
zeyen yanlarimizi gézinizden siliniz ve
daima af iizere olunuz. Bendenizi eskiya
baskinlarinda yapa yalniz birakmayiniz.
Hurufatimizi “dilim bagl gézlerim kan

canagl” baglantisiyla okuyunuz.

Zatiniza ve sevgili dostlarimiza bilvesile
ve daima hirmet muhabbet.

Dil ve ask yolunuzda mukim Narlizade

Efendim, yizini ve gonlind hakir siiri-
me ceviren Ahmet Abi!



Brother Ahmet, the Valiant Cavalier of
the Mind and Heart and Conscience,

For a long time now, | have been
going from a state to another like a
dervish who has ascended to telest-
hesia from reading your tender and
wise words titled "collective email” that
have fallen on white paper and even on
computer screens. Perhaps it is that | am in
touch with your wounded heart under your
distinguished and original expressions;
moment by moment, | have been hearing
and seeing wave after wave of sounds and
movements in a way that is disquieted.

| try to preserve my mind and imagination
by gazing at your saintly and God-given
face. Sir, it seems that you insist that the
minds of those who are called "Turkists" are
infected with Western considerations and
ideas. Inability is also convinced that this
is the case. But | wonder if their hearts are
also Western and commercialized? Even if,
or even presumably, they are. If so, what
are we to do with them? And even more,
what is the relation of these people with
the inconsiderate Turks and the white Turks?
From this point of view, is it possible to call
the "folk songs" that you have engraved in
our minds and that sing the sublime pains
in our souls with your kind words that guide
us by saying "Our sorrow is to God even
with folk songs", for example, "nagamat-
[slamiye"? We know that the mention of
"folk song" makes your heart tremble like

a leaf in autumn. But | wonder if you find
the meanings of rebellion and struggle
in some Bektashi folk songs and Nesimi
songs, which you are crazy about, to be
primarily sophisticated or pagan? Or do
you hear and think of them as the spirit
of asabiyyah, which is both afflicted and
exhilarated between the two?

These questions of ours are never, ever
the questions of an opposing mind. On
the contrary, the questioner is always a
disciple and student of your sadness, de-
licacy and curiosity. It is my wish that this
incapable person, who is me, should turn
to an auspicious silence when he reaches
the point of "Turk" and "folk song".

Postscript

Sir, if you erase our name from your heart or
allow it to remain in the dust, it will shatter
the place and the writing in whose shadow
we curl up with our wounded hearts; it will
turn our hearts into a desert. Kindly erase

Please hide from your sight the parts of

us that resemble local merchants, and

always forgive us. Please do not leave me

alone during the bandit raids.Read our

scripts with the relation; "my tongue is tied

and my eyes are bloodshot". Always the
utmost respect and warm regards to
you and our beloved friends.

Narlizade, resident on your path of
language and love

Brother Ahmet, who turned his face and
heart to my humble poetry!

Your venerable and God-given face has
been lingering in my imagination since
yesterday. Your blessed name has been
traveling in my mind. And | was saying to
myself, "Well, if you don't express your res-
pect and regards, of course there will be
situations like this in your imagination and
mind. That is why your e-mail, which | saw
in the middle of this longing night, made
me both ashamed and extremely happy.

The talented of the mind and heart,

The fact that you speak against me (how
much he loved this expression in the context
of the dhikr of friends) and mention the name
of me, the helpless on your tongue is | a
salve for my distraught heart. It would be
a pity for me if | fall to the outskirts of the
circle of the real 'against'. Thankfully, you
have always spoken against me since | have
been dragged with a willow branch from the
shadow of this world. But | am able to com-
prehend the hesitations of our friends, who
are essentially in the storeroom of wisdom
and in the tennura of ariphate, about my
being a poet in a state of heart throb. And
| am undoubtedly working hard to eliminate
their hesitations. However, | am incapable
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Dinden beridir hayalimde aziz ve Al-
lah vergisi simaniz dura duruyor. Zihnim-
de, mibarek isminiz seyr U sefer ediyor.

Ben de kendime diyordum ki "Eh boyle
bilvesile ve daima hirmet muhabbet
icinde oldugunu beyan eylemezsen,
hayalinde ve zihninde buna benzer hal-
ler olur tabii." Bundandir ki su hasret
gecesinin yarisinda goérdigim elekt-
ronik postaniz acizi hem mahcgup hem
ziyadesiyle mesrur eyledi.

Efendim, aklin ve kalbin atlisi,

Aleyhimde (bu tabiri, dikkén ehli dost
zikri baglaminda ne cok sever idi) s6z
sOyleyip acizin adini dilinize degdir-
meniz, perisan goénlim icin merhem
kabilindendir. Asil aleyh dairesinin tas-
rasina disersem yazik bana. Su dinya
goblgesinin bir dal s6git ile siriklenip
geldigimden beri siikir ki hep aleyhim-
de kelam buyurdunuz. Fakat bilgeligin
zulasinda esasen ariflik tennuresine
meftun dostlarimizin, helacan icinde
sair olmakligimla alakali cosmus hélde-
ki tereddutlerini idrak edebiliyorum. Ve
siphesiz tereddiitlerini bertaraf etmek
icin kendimi paralamaktayim. Lakin
bu bazi dostlarimizin sairligim konu-
sunda ahd U vefanizin kaybolmasi
icin nicin kendilerini paraladiklarini
anlamaktan ve serh etmekten aci-
zim. Hele hele Karesi vilayetimizdeki
bir akademik toplantimiza katilarak
bizi sevindiren fakat derunumuzun hdél
ve hikéyesine pek de yakin olmayan
bir kardesimizle sairligim hakkinda ke-
lam tokusturmanin zevkini ve faydasini
kesinlikle anlamadim.

Velevki yahut faraza siir vadilerinden ake-
demyanin hatt- sathina striklendik diyelim.

Bunu “kirk giin deli demek” benzeri bir
nakarata donistirmek nicin? Efendim
“Boyle yapmiyoruz; héli beyan ediyoruz
seklindeki” yarim mitebessim bir ifade,
“ahval-i hakikatten hic olmazsa bir fer-
sah uzaktir. Hakikat niyet ve temennide
degil midir efendim? Fakat ikimiz de an-
liyoruz ki bu émurleri mubarek, aleyhleri
sifali dostlar, sizin siirime duydugunuz
muhabbet ve emniyet sebebiyle sizi
acizden birazcik kiskaniyorlar. Eminim
ki hocam da “Memmet aynen dyle”.

Ahmet Abi simdi mijsaade buyurursan
“zilf U kakullerin amber misali” dinleyip
bir virgil misali kivrilasim geliyor.

Zatiniza ve dostlarimiza bilvesile ve da-
ima hirmet muhabbet.

Efendim, aklin
ve kalbin atlisi,
aleyhimde so6z soyleyip
acizin adini dilinize
degdirmeniz, perisan
gonlum icin merhem
kabilindendir.

Daimi muhibbiniz Narlizade

Yizi Dostlugun Defteri Olan Ahmet Abi,
insanin kendi evinde, kendi yurdunda kendi
sokaginda sdyledigi tirkiyl aslinda yalniz
sdylemedigini Kahire'de 6grendim. Ayni dilin
cocuklar tirkilerini yalniz séyleyemezler. Ka-
hire’de, evde veya disarida séyledigim her
tirkd, bir kuyuya soylenmis gibi. Ruhumun
derinliginden salinarak gelen tirkd, dilime
deger degmez tatsizlasiyor; bakirsilasiyor;
irkeklesiyor. Yine de eglesip durdugum her
mekdanda bir tirki geliyor aklima.

“Yusuf memleketinde yazdigin siir sadece
Kahire Divani mi?" diye hafif yollu bir ta-
rizde bulunuyorsun. Ne edeyim, nasil dile
geleyim? Soyle fikirli caylarimizi ruberu yu-
dumlasaydik, hdlden kéle lizum kalmazdi.
Sanki sureti ve sesi olmayan bir gic, go-
rinmez parmaklariyla, dilimle oynuyor ve
onun mimkin olabilen inceliklerini kaba bir
hiclige ceviriyor. Bununla yetinse iyi, bitin
bu kaba hicliklerin altina, dalga gecer gibi,
siirden, tirkiden asktan tozlar serpistiriyor.

Gonil fatihi agabeyim, “kér hanesine
ne yaziyorsun” diyorsun. Fikirli caylarini
Omiir boyu ben demleyeyim, bana bdy-
le sorular sorma. Benimkisi yeryizinde
Oylece tedbirsiz bir yolculuk diyelim.
Zatiniza ve hiiziinlere denk durmaya
gelen taze turnalara selam olsun.
Yarali ruhlarinin sirrina eremedigimiz
dostlara da selam olsun.

Nasibi dostlugunu olan Narlizade



of understanding and commenting on why
some of these friends of ours are working
hard for the loss of your covenant and loyalty
regarding my being a poet. | certainly did
not understand the pleasure and benefit of
exchanging words about my poetry with a
brother who made us happy by attending
one of our academic meetings in Karesi
province, but who was not very close to the
state and story of our depth.

Let's say we have drifted from the valleys
of poetry to the line of academia. Why turn
this into a refrain similar to "calling someo-
ne mad for forty days" Sir, a half-smiling
expression such a "we are not doing this;
We are declaring the state of affairs," is far
from the truth. Isn't the truth in intentions
and wishes? But both of us understand

that these friends, whose lives are
blessed and whose detriments are

cured, are a little jealous of you be-

cause of your love and trust in my

poetry. | am sure that my teacher

is also "Memmet, just like that".

Brother Ahmet, now, if you will ex-
cuse me, | feel like listening to “zijlf
U kakillerin amber misali” and curling
like a comma.

The utmost respect and warm regards to
you and our beloved friends, always.

Your abiding companion Narlizade

The folk song one sings in one's own home,
in one's own nation, or on one's own street
is not actually performed alone, | discove-
red in Cairo, Brother Ahmet, whose face
is the reflection of friendship. Children of
the same language cannot sing their folk
songs alone. Every folk song | sing in Cai-
ro, at home or outside, is like singing into
a well. As soon as the ballad that comes
swaying from the depths of my soul touches
my tongue, it becomes tasteless, coppery
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and timid. Nevertheless, a folk song comes
to my mind in every place | linger.

"Is Cairo Divan the only poetry you wrote in
the hometown of Prophet Yusuff?' you ask
in a light way. If we had sipped our teq,
there would have been no need for words.
It is as if a power without form or voice is
playing with my tongue with its invisible fin-
gers and turning its possible subtleties into
a crude nothingness. Better yet, underneath
all this rough nothingness, as if in mockery,
he sprinkles dust from poetry, folk songs and
love. My brother, the conqueror of hearts, you
say, "What do you add on your bottom line?"
Let me brew your teas for the rest of your
life, don't ask me such questions. Let's say
mine is just an imprudent journey on earth.
Greetings to you and to the fresh cranes who
have come to stand equal to the sadness.

Greetings also to the friends whose woun-
ded souls we cannot reach the secret of.

Narlizade, who is blessed with your
companionship
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6 Subat 2023'te yasanan felaketin
sonuclarini anlatmaya ne rakamlar
ne de kelimeler yeter. Kohramanma-
ras Pazarcik ve Elbistan merkezli 7.7
ve 7.6 biyikligindeki depremlerde
can kaybinin 50 bini astigr aciklan-
di. On bir ilde biyik yikima neden
olan afetin artci sarsintilar felaketin
40. gininde haléd devam ediyor.
insanlar halad cadirda, barakada
kaliyor. Konteynerler yavas yavas
istklanmaya baslasa da insanlarin
yaralar héla acik. Kime dokunsam
kaniyor. Henlz depremin yaralarini
sarmadan sel ve dolu afeti vurdu
yarali sehirlerimizi. Bolgede kar kis
kiyamet devam ederken ekranlarin
gindemi yavas yavas degismeye
basladi. Herkes mali hasara odak-
lanmis goriuniyor. Bazilan ise fay
hatlarini konusuyor. Oysa bu dep-
rem, sadece binalar yikmakla kal-
madi. Maras’ta ve diger sehirlerde
disunsel, zihinsel, entelektiel haya-
ta deger katan yetismis bircok ismin
goc¢ etmesine neden oldu.

Deprem, sadece
binalan yikmakla
kalmadi. Maras'ta
ve diger sehirlerde
disunsel, zihinsel,
entelektiel hayata

deger katan
yetismis bircok
ismin goc¢c etmesine
neden oldu.

Maras’in yetistirdigi 6nemli hikéyeci-
lerden Recep Sukrii Gingor toprakla,
tabiatla barisik bir yasami isledigi
eserlerinde, sanki bu aci ginleri isa-
ret ediyor. "Kayip Ruhlar Kiraathane-
si" adli eserindeki “Bahcedeki Ev”
hikéyesinde, 17 Agustos depremini
vurguluyor. Topraktan ve tabiattan
uzaklasip demirden ve cimentondan
calan, insani degerleri yitirmis, tabi-
ata kargl acimasiz tutumu elestiriyor.
2010 yilinda yayimlanan bu hikdyede,
goge tecaviz eden bir miteahhit ile
bahceli evinde direnen Diriye teyze-
nin hikayesini anlatan Recep Sukry:
“insan topragin sesini dinlemeli. Bu-
ralara iki kattan yukarisi fazla. Altimiz
su. Tas gibi mibarek, yer az sarsilsa,
titremeye basliyor. Depremi unutup,
sarsintiyr unutup bes kat yapilir mi
yavrum? Toprakla barisik yasamazsak
basimiza daha ne agustos felaket-
leri gelir!” diyor. Depreme, tabiata
kulak kesilen Recep Sikri, maalesef
Marmara Depreminden 24 yil sonra 6
Subat 2023'te Maras depreminde 52
yasinda dér-1 bekaya gog etti.

Yazi hayatina Maras'ta cikan Tarihi
Uzunoluk Dergisi‘nde yayinla-
nan “Minbit Sehir” adl yazi-

siyla baslayan Recep Sukri
Gingor; 1971'de Kahra-
manmaras‘ta dogdu. ilk

ve orta 6grenimini bura-

da tamamladi.

Cumbhuriyet Universitesi Edebiyat
Fakultesi Turk Dili ve Edebiyati Bo-
Itmi’'nde bitirdi. Bu sirecte Marti
(1995-1998) dergisini cikaran kadro
icinde yer aldi. Ogretmenlik yaptigi
dénemde Yitik Dusler (2001-2004)
kadrosunda yer aldi. Hikayeleri Hece
Oyki, insan Saati, Yalnizardic, Sihan,
Kasgar, Yedi iklim, Tiirk Edebiyati, Bir
Nokta dergilerinde yayimlandi. Oykii
elestirileri, dyki gindemi, dykiciler
hakkinda yazilar yazdi.

Hikayeleriyle Tirk edebiyatinda
6zgiin bir yer edinen Recep Sukri
Gingor, yedi hikaye kitabi olmak
Uzere on besten fazla eser birakti
geride. ilk hikaye kitabi Yiregimin
Mevsimi ile 2001'de okurla bulustu.
Usta hikayeci, ayni yil Maras’in dis-
man isgalinden kurtulusunu isleyen
Kurulus/Kurtulus adh piyesini cikardi.
2003'te Husin ile Ask kitabini yayim-
ladi. 2005 yilinda ise Adem ile Hawa
adli kitabi ve Yas Ayini adli eserleri
yayimlandi. 2007 yilinda Can Agrisi
adl hikaye kitabi okurla bulus-

tu. 2010°'da Kayip Ruhlar



The consequences of the ca-
tastrophe that occurred on Feb-
ruary 6, 2023 cannot be adequately
expressed in numbers or words. It was
announced that the loss of life in the 7.7
and 7.6 magnitude earthquakes centered
in Pazarcik and Elbistan in Kahramanma-
ras exceeded 50,000. The aftershocks
of the disaster, which caused massive
destruction in eleven provinces, are still
continuing on the 40th day of the disaster.
People are still staying in tents and bar-
racks. People's wounds still exist despite
the containers slowly beginning to light
up. Everyone | touch bleeds. Floods and
hailstorms hit our wounded cities before
the earthquake had healed its wounds.
While the snow and winter continue in
the region, the agenda of the screens
has slowly started to change. Everyone
seems to be focused on the financial
damage. Others are talking about fault
lines. The earthquake did not only destroy
buildings, but caused a large number of
educated individuals who contributed to
Maras and other towns' intellectual and
ideational life to leave.

Recep Sikri Giingér, one of the important
storytellers raised by Maras, seems to

point to these painful days
in his works in which he deals
with a life at peace with the land and
nature. In the story" Bahcedeki Ev " in his
work "Kayip Ruhlar Kiraathanesi ", he em-
phasizes the earthquake of August 17th.
He criticizes the ruthless attitude towards
nature, which has moved away from the
soil and nature and stole from iron and
cement, lost human values. In this story
published in 2010, Recep Sukri tells the
story of a contractor who damages the
sky and Aunt Diriye who resists in her
garden house: "One should listen to the
voice of the land. More than two storeys
is too much here. We are under water.
Like a bowl, if the ground shakes a little,
it starts to be shaken. Can we forget the
earthquake, forget the tremor and build
five floors? If we don't live in peace
with the earth, how many more August
disasters will befall us!" Unfortunately,
Recep Sikry, who listened to the eart-
hquake and nature, passed away at
the age of 52 in the Maras earthquake
on February 6, 2023, 24 years after the
Marmara Earthquake.

Recep Sikri Gingdr, who started his wri-
ting career with his article titled "Munbit
Sehir" published in the Tarihi Uzunoluk
Dergisi of Maras, was born in Kahra-
manmaras in 1971. He completed his
primary and secondary education here.
He graduated from Cumhuriyet University,
Faculty of Literature, Department of Turkish
Language and Literature. During this peri-
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od, he took part in the staff that published
the magazine Marti (1995-1998). During
his teaching period, he took part in the
staff of Yitik Diisler (2001-2004). His stories
were published in Hece Oykj, Insan Saat,
Yalnizardig, Siihan, Kasgar, Yedi iklim, Tuirk
Edebiyati, Bir Nokta magazines. He wrote
essays on short short story criticism, story
agenda and storytellers.

Recep Siikri Giingor, whose stories have
gained him a special position in Turkish
literature, has written over fifteen works,
including seven short story volumes. His
first short story book, Yiregimin Mevsimi,
was published in 2001. In the same year, he
published the play Kurulus/Kurtulus, which
deals with the liberation of Maras from
enemy occupation. In 2003, he published
the book Hisiin ile Ask. In 2005, his book
Adem ile Hawa and his works titled Yas
Ayini were published. In 2007, his story
book Can Agrisi was published. In 2010, he
addressed the readers with Kayip Ruhlar
Kiraathanesi and in 2012 with book Mem-
leket Meselesi. Recep Sikri's seventh story
Kayip Kahramanlar was published in 2017.
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Recep Sikru
Gingor 6 Subat
Kahramanmaras

Depreminde

geride on bes
kitap, Uc yetim
birakip gitti.

Kiraathanesi, 2012'de ise Memleket
Meselesi adli hikaye kitabiyla ses-
lendi okura. Recep Sikri'nin yedinci
6yki kitabi Kayip Kahramanlar 2017
yilinda okurla bulustu.

Recep Sikri Gingoér'd tanimlayan
hikéyeci kimligi olsa da edebiyatin
farkl tirlerinde eserler verdi. Evimizin
Diregi Babam adli ani tirinde eseri
2013'te okurla bulustu. Cocuk edebi-
yati alaninda da eserler veren Re-
cep Sikrl, 2013'te GSk Maceramiz,
2016’da ise Kirmizi Sapkalilar adl
eserlerini yayimladi. 2014'te Yiiksek
Ucus adli bir roman ve ayni yil Dag-
lar Hey adli deneme kitabi okurla
bulustu. Bazi dergilerde “ihsan ilkin”
imzasiyla denemeler yazdi.

Hikéye, piyes ve roman tirinde
eserler veren Recep Sikry, akade-
mik calismalarinda klésik dénem
edebiyatina egildi. Senih-i Mev-
levi'nin kayip siir defterini bulan
Recep Sikrd, 2012'de “Sileyman
Senih-i Mevlevi’'nin yayinlanmamis
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elyazmasi siirleri” adh tez calis-
masiyla yiksek lisansini tamamladi.
2017'de ise “Nazmi-Z&de Hiseyin
Murtaza'nin Tezkire-i Evliyé-i Bag-
dad isimli eseri” adli calismasiy-
la doktorasini tamamlayan Recep
Sukry, klasik halk hikéayelerinde
postmodern unsurlarin izini sirdu.
Klasik halk hikayeleri ile ginimiz
hikayelerinden ornekleri karsilastir-
mali olarak inceledi. Ozellikle son
donemlerde klasik edebiyatimizin
temel kaynaklarindan tezkirelere
odaklandi. Ancak Recep Sikri’'nin
nereye odaklanirsa odaklansin yo-
luna hep hikéye cikardi.

Edebiyatin tirlerini 6ykiyu zenginlesti-
ren bir imkan olarak géren Recep Sik-
ri; deneme, ani ve siirin imkanlarini
kullanarak hikéyede kendine 6zgi bir
tarz olusturdu. Yogun bir yasanmislik
duygusuyla 6rilen hikayelerde, cev-
re betimleri ve kisilerin &zelliklerini
titizlikle isledi. Cicek, bocek, bitki,
agac ve balik tirleriyle zenginlestir-
digi hikayelerde dili gorsel bir sélene
donisirdi. Anadolu’yu ve Anadolu in-
sanini yakindan taniyan Recep Sukri,
hikayelerini deyimler, atasézleri, halk
deyisleri, yoresel sozciklerle zengin-
lestirdi. Turkcenin bitin imkéanlarini
kullanmayi denedi. Sohbet havasinda
akici anlatimiyla ari, duru, damitilmis
6zgiin bir dil kurdu hikdyede.

Recep Sukri, ginimiz

hikayesinin en temel prob-

lemi olarak goérildigim mekén
sorununu asmis bir yazar. Yasadigi se-
hirleri ve mekénlari hikayelerine tasiyan
Recep Sikry; eserlerinde Anadolu’yu ve
Anadolu insanini anlatir. Hikéyelerinin
mekdni daha cok Kahramanmaras, is-
tanbul ve Sakarya Gicgeninde yogunla-
sir. Medeniyetleri, dinleri, kiltirleri, farkl
renkleri isler. Kentin kalabalik, giiriltili
ve kargasasina ragmen hdélé birbirini
selamlayan insanlarin yasadigi sokak-
larin sesini tasir hikayelerine. Kisilerin
portrelerini 6zenle ve ayrintili bicimde
ortaya koyar. Hikayesinde anlattigi so-
kaklar adeta ezberletir okuruna.

Recep Sikrl, 6 Subat Maras Depre-
minde geride on bes kitap, Uc yetim
birakip gitti. Recep Sikry, son zaman-
larda yazdigr hikayelerin ilk hélini kizi
Esra Eylil ile paylasiyordu. Esra Eylil
simdi Maras'ta kardesi Ayse Nur ve
Omer Vehbi'ye bakiyor. Onlari teselli
etmeye calisiyor. Bir cocugun birden-
bire biyiyip dinyanin yikini omuz-
larinda bulmasi. Belki de asil hikéye
burada basliyor. Ama bunu yazacak
oykuciler goc edip gitti aramizdan.



Although Recep Sikri Giingdr's iden-
tity as a storyteller defines him, he has
produced works in different genres
of literature. His memoir, Evimizin Di-
regi Babam, was published in 2013.
Recep Sikrl, who also works in the
field of children's literature, published
his works titled G6k Maceramiz in
2013 and Kirmizi Sapkalilar in 2016. In
2014, a novel titled Yiiksek Ucus and
in the same year, a book of essays
titted Daglar Hey were published.
He wrote essays in some magazines
under the signature "ihsan flkin".

Recep Sikri, who wrote stories, plays
and novels, focused on classical period
literature in his academic studies. Re-
cep Sukry, who found Senih-i Mevlevi's
lost poetry notebook, completed his
master's degree in 2012 with his thesis
titted “Siileyman Senih-i Mevlevi‘nin ya-
yinlanmamis elyazmasi siirleri”. In 2017,
Recep Sikri, who completed his docto-
rate with his work titted Nazmi-Zade
Hiseyin Murtaza'nin Tezkire-i Evliyd-i

Bagdad isimli eseri”, traced post-

modern elements in classical folk
tales. He comparatively analyzed
examples from classical folk tales and
contemporary stories. He concentra-
ted on a collection of biographies,
one of the key sources of our ancient
literature, particularly recently. Recep
Sukri worked on a variety of things,
but the story always took center stage.

Recep Sukry, who sees the genres of
literature as an opportunity that enri-
ches the story, created a unique style
in the story by using the possibilities
of essay, memoir and poetry. His vo-
cabulary turned into a visual feast
in stories that he supplemented with
flowers, insects, plants, trees, and fish
species. Recep Sikry, who had inti-
mate knowledge of Anatolia and the
Anatolian people, filled his tales with
regional idioms, proverbs, folklore,
and vocabulary. He made an effort to
use every Turkish option possible. With
his fluent narration in a conversational
atmosphere, he created a pure, clear,
and unique language in the story.

Recep Sukri is a writer who has over-
come the problem of place, which is
considered to be the most fundamental
problem of today's stories. Recep Sikrd,
who carries the cities and places he
has lived in to his stories, tells about
Anatolia and Anatolian people
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in his works. The locations of his stories
are mostly concentrated in the triangle of
Kahramanmaras, Istanbul and Sakarya.
He deals with civilizations, religions, cul-
tures and differences. He refers the voice
of the streets where people still greet
each other despite the crowded, noisy
and chaotic city. He painstakingly and in
detail reveals the portraits of the people.
He almost makes his readers memorize
the streets he describes in his stories.

In the Maras Earthquake on February
6, Recep Sukri left fifteen books and th-
ree orphans behind. Recep Sikri and
his daughter Esra Eylil were discussing
the first chapters of some recent works
that he had written. In Maras, Esra Eylul
is currently looking after her sister Ayse
Nur and Omer Vehbi, in an effort to
comfort them. How a child suddenly
matures and is forced to carry the wei-
ght of the world... This could be where
the actual narrative starts. However,
the storytellers who would have written
it are now deceased.
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Baz yazilar baslamadan biter. Bazi yazilara hic
baslanamaz. Bazi yazilar baslar, bitirilemez. Bu
yazl icin tamamen farkli bir séylemde bulunmak
gerekKir, zira yazinin konusu deprem sehitlerimiz-
den; dostum, yazar, cevirmen ve gonul insani
Abdulkadir Ozkan.. Ne denmeli, nasil denme-
li bilmiyorum. Bu yazi onun aziz hatirasini bir
omur tastlyamasa da bir kosede hep okunmayi
bekleyecek, okundukca onu ne kadar erken vyi-
tirdigimizi yineleyecek ve sonrasinda ise bizlere
Kahramanmaras'in bir gecede nasil Kapkarama-
ras oldugunu animsatacak.

Abdulkadir Ozkan ile 2004-2007 yillar arasinda
Hoca Ahmed Yesevi Lisesi'nde birlikte oku-
duk. Okumaya ve yazmaya merak salmis, bu
ugurda elinden geleni ardina koymadan vaktini
yazi dunyasinin sézcukleri icinde gegirmeye
baslamisti. Bu istekle Osmaniyede Universite
ogrencisiyken ilk dergi ¢cikarma deneyimini
tatti. Dergiye Ayikhane adini koydu.

Some writings end before they begin. Some
writings can never be started. Some writin-
gs start but cannot be finished. It is necessary
to make a completely different statement for
this writing, because the subject of this writing
is Abdulkadir Ozkan, one of our earthquake
martyrs; my friend, writer, translator and man
of heart... | don't know what to say, how to say
it. This writing will always wait to be read in a
corner, reminding us of his early passing and
how Kahramanmaras was destroyed in a single
night, even though it cannot hold his beloved
memories for a lifetime..

Abdulkadir Ozkan and | studied together at
Hoca Ahmed Yesevi High School between 2004
and 2007. Because he had a passion for reading
and writing, he began to spend time around
words and the written word. With this desi-
re, he had his first experience of publishing a
magazine while he was a university student in



Firsat buldukca degil
dizenli olarak okur,
yazardi. Okuma
ve yazma seriveni
ilerledikce yeni seyler
ogreniyor, icinde
yeni seyler kesfetme
arzusu kabariyordu.

Cunku ayik olunmaliydi, zaman
bir yerlerde sessiz sedasiz akar-
ken insan vaktini bosa harca-
mamaliydi. Bu nedenle ki firsat
buldukca degil duzenli olarak
okur, yazardi. Okuma ve yazma
seruveni ilerledikce yeni sey-
ler &6greniyor, icinde yeni seyler
kesfetme arzusu kabariyordu.
Nitekim Azerbaycan Turkgesi-
ne yoneldi. Azerbaycan'in Baku
sehrinde uzun bir sure yasadi. Bir
Azerbaycan Turk'U gibi 6grendi
oradaki agiz ve lehgeyi. Bununla
da yetinmedi, Azerbaycan Ede-
biyatinin gunumuz isimlerinin
yapitlarini Tarkiye Turkgesine
aktarmaya basladi. Azerbaycanli
yazarlarin 6yku ve denemeleri
Hece Dergisi basta olmak Uze-
re gesitli dergilerde yayimlandi.
Abdulkadir'in bu cabasi bir za-
man sonra Azerbaycan-Turkiye
arasinda yeni bir génul képrusu
kurulmasina yetti. Mayis 2022'ydi.
Bir okur-yazar bulusmasi duizen-
ledi. Azerbaycanli soydaslarimi-
zI Kahramanmarasa buyur etti
ve onlara ev sahipligi yapti. O
gun programda yine depremde
kaybettigimiz yazarlarimiz Oguz
Pakdz ve Recep Sukru Gungor
de vardi. Azerbaycandan gelen
yazarlar ile hemserimiz olan ya-
zarlarin bu bulusmasi bir anlam-
da hasret giderme gibiydi.
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O program sonunda Abdulka-
dir'in mutlulugu gézlerinden ve
sézlerinden okunuyordu: “insal-
lah Kahramanmarasli yazarlari-
mizla Bakude de bir program
yapariz," demisti. Ne yazik ki
bu dilegin gergeklesmesine
omru vefa etmedi.

Abdulkadir Ozkan, Onikisubat
ilcemizde yer alan Hayrullah
mahallesinde ikamet ettigi Al-
tinkdsk apartmaninda, 6 Subat
gecesi yasanan ilk depremde
ailesiyle birlikte sonsuz aleme
gogtu. Otuz iki yillik kisacilk &m-
runde basta Azerbaycan Turkce-
sinden Turkiye Turkcesine aktar-
digryirmiye yakin kitap, derledigi
Elbistan Masallari ve yazdigi
onlarca yaziyla edebiyatimizin
olumsuzleri arasinda yerini aldl.
Onu ciddiyeti, yorulmak bilmez-
ligi, samimiyeti ve efendiligiyle
hatirlayacagiz. Dostumuz, karde-
simiz Abdulkadir Ozkan'in ardin-
dan sosyal medya hesabi
mesajla doldu tasti.

Bu veda mesaji ise Azerbay-
can'da edindigi dostlardan
Svetlana Turan yazdi:

“Nega gundur Urayim gan aglasa da,
he¢ ne yazmirdim burada, sadecs,
dua edirdim dagintilar altinda galmis
har kas Ugun, amma an ¢ox sanin
Ucun dua etmisem, na yalan deyim...
Azarbaycana, dilimize hadsiz bagl,
madani, axlagli, savadli bir ganci,
yazigini, tercimagini itirdik, son defa
yazismamizda fevral ayinda Bakiya
gealacayini, birmiddst burada galib
Azerbaycanla bagli elmi isini yazaca-
gini demisdi. Tale yazisini basga cur
yazdl.. Kahramanmarasda yasadigi
binanin dagintilari altindan cansiz
halda c¢ixarilib bu gun Abdulkadir.
Azsrbaycanin ziyalilari, yazicilari,
tercimacileri sani heg¢ vaxt unut-
mayacaq, aziz dost! Daha hayatda
olmasan da, Azarbaycan adabiy-
yatinin en yaxin dostu galacagsan.

Allah rehmat elasin..”



He read and wrote
regularly, not just
whenever he could. As
his adventure of reading

and writing progressed,
he was learning new
things and the desire to
discover new things was
rising in him.

Osmaniye. He named the magazi-
ne Ayikhane (House of the Sober).
Because one had to be woke, one
should not waste one's time while
time was quietly flowing somew-
here. For this reason, he read and
wrote regularly, not just whenever
he could. As his adventure of re-
ading and writing progressed, he
was learning new things and the
desire to discover new things was
rising in him. As a matter of fact, he
turned to Azerbaijani language. He
lived in Baku, Azerbaijan for a long
time. He learned the dialect like an
Azerbaijani Turk. Not content with
this, he started to translate the
works of contemporary names of
Azerbaijani literature into Turkish.
Stories and essays by Azerbaijani
writers were published in various
magazines, especially Hece Ma-
gazine. After some time, Abdulka-
dir's efforts were sufficient to crea-
te a new emotional bond between
Turkiye and Azerbaijan. It was May
2022. He organized a reader-writer
meeting. He welcomed our Azer-
baijani compatriots to Kahraman-
maras and hosted them. Our wri-
ters Oguz Pakdz and Recep Sukru

Gungor, whom we lost in the eart-
hquake, were also in the program
that day. This meeting between
the writers from Azerbaijan and
our fellow countrymen was like

a meeting of longing. At the
end of that program, The de-
light in Abdulkadir's eyes and
words could be seen: "l hope
we will meet in Baku with the
writers from Kahramanmaras.'
He couldn't live long enough to
fulfill this dream, unfortunately.

Abdulkadir Ozkan passed away
with his family in the first eart-
hquake on the night of February
6 in Altinkdsk apartment where
he resided in Hayrullah neigh-
borhood in our Onikisubat dist-
rict. In his short life of thirty-two
years, he took his place among
the immortals of our literature
with nearly twenty books he
translated from Azerbaijan lan-
guage to Turkish language, com-
piled Elbistan Tales and dozens
of articles he wrote. He will be
remembered for his seriousness,
tenacity, sincerity, and courteous
behavior. Following Abdulkadir
Ozkan, our fellow and brother,
his social media accounts were
flooded with messages.Svetla-
na Turan, one of the friends he
made in Azerbaijan, wrote this
farewell message:

Despite being extremely sad
for days, | was unable to write
anything on this site. | can't lie; |
just prayed for those who were
under the rubble, but | prayed for
you the most. We lost a young
guy who was cultured, moral,
educated, a writer, a translator,
and someone who was deeply
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dedicated to Azerbaijan and our
language. In our final correspon-
dence, he promised to visit Baku
in February, remain for a while,
and begin writing his scholarly
works on the country. His fate
was sealed differently.. Today,
Abdulkadir was cut from the
wreckage of the building where
he lived in Kahramanmaras. The
intellectuals, writers and transla-
tors of Azerbaijan will never for-
get you, dear friend! Although
you are no longer alive, you will
remain the closest friend of Azer-
baijani literature. Rest in peace..”
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THE PRAYER OF A FRIEND

Ailesi idil Ovgiin’tn adini koyarken, onun ne denli icten,
saf, temiz, dvgilere layik bir insan olacagini sezmisti
muhakkak. Annesinin ve babasinin ilk géz agrisi, gonil
senligi; evinin nesesi; kardeslerinin biricigi; 6gretmen-
lerinin kiymetlisi; dostlarinin vefalisi oluvermisti idil.

Nezaketiyle tanidik onu. Konusmasinin akicihgina gipta
ettik. Ozenle sectigi kelimelerden anladik génlinin
guzelligini. Azmini hayranlikla seyrettik. Gecesini gin-
diiziine katip calismasina sahitlik ettik. Biz idil‘in dost-
lariydik. Ondan feyz aldik.

Adini duyan herkes, “Ne kadar gizel bir isim,” derdi. O
da tesekkir edip gilimserdi. Ona bu anlamli ismi layik
goren ailesine mitesekkir gibiydi. Kendisi de ismi kadar
gizeldi. Bir ismet Ozel siirinden milhem ‘hiisnyusufun
yanagl’ gibiydi. Giler yuzliydy, nazikti, ahlakhydi.

Aile terbiyesi alan idil, annesine ve babasina ictenlikle
bagliydi. En biyik korkusu, bu fani dinyada onlarsiz
kalmakti. “Ya ben 6nce gideyim Hakk’in huzuruna ya
da beraber gidelim. Annemin ve babamin acisina
dayanmak agir gelir génlime,” diyordu. Allah kuluna

0 FEYZA NUR EMIROGLU

When naming idil Ovgiin, her parents surely sensed how
sincere, pure, clean and worthy of praise she would be. idil
became the first love of her parents, the joy of her heart, the
joy of her home, the one and only of their siblings, the precious
one of her teachers, and the truehearted one of her friends.

We recognized her kindness. We envied the fluency of her
speech. We understood the beauty of her heart from the
words she carefully chose. We admired her determination.
We witnessed her working day and night. We were idil's
friends. We were inspired by her.

Everyone who heard her name would say: "What a beautiful
name." And she would thank them and smile. She seemed
grateful to her family for giving her such a meaningful name.
She was as beautiful as her name. She was like “the petal
of a sweet william”, as an ismet Ozel poem calls it. She
was smiling, kind and moral.

idil, who was a well-behaved person, had a genuine love and
devotion for her parents. Her biggest fear was to be left without
them in this mortal world. "Either | should meet death first or
we should meet death together. It would be too much for my
heart to bear the pain of my mother and father." Does Allah
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Nezaketiyle tanidik onu.
Konusmasinin akicihgina gipta
ettik. Ozenle sectigi kelimelerden
anladik gonlinin gizelligini.

kaldiramayacagi yiuki hic yukler
mi? Belki de hissetmisti idil, &lu-
min bile onu ailesinden ayri di-
sirmeyecegini...

Takvimler 6 Subat 2023’U, saatler
04.17'yi gOsterirken asrin felaketi
denilen sarsici bir depremle uyan-
dik derin uykumuzdan. Gézlerimizde
korku ve telas, enkazlardan yikselen
cighklar dinledik. Caresizdik. Ese
dosta ulasmaya calisirken 6gren-
dik idil'in enkaz altinda kaldigini.
Kara Maras’in en kara gecelerinde
umutla bekledik. Bir gece, iki gece,
Uc, dort, bes, alti gece... Yilmadik.
Biz idil'in dostlariydik. Allah’tan Gmit
kesmek yakismazdi bize. Mucizelere
inanan insanlardik. “Allah bes,”
deyip elimizi semaya kaldirdik.
Uyku girmedi gozlerimize. Lok-
malar bogazimizda digumlendi.
Kar yanigi doldu cigerimize, yakt
icimizi. YUregimizin alevinde isit-
tik buz kesen ellerimizi. idil'e su
olmak istedik, idil'e ekmek olmak
istedik, idil'e 1sik olmak istedik. Gi-
cUimiiz yetseydi, enkazi ellerimizle
kazacaktik. Biz idil'in dostlariydik.
Yaralarini sarmak icin hazirdik...

12 Subat Pazar giing, idil'in ic¢ er-
kek kardesinin cansiz bedeni cika-
rildi enkazdan. Dosta ulasmaya az
kalmisti. Umitsiz degildik. idil sag
cikacaktl citkmaya lakin bu aciya
nasil dayanacakti? Onun yerine biz
aglasak, onun yerine biz sizlasak, o
Uzilmesin diye ne yapabilirsek onu
yapsak... acisini hafifletebilir miydik?
Biz idil'in dostlariydik fakat Allah
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bizden iyi taniyordu onu. Allah’in
merhameti bizden 6te bizden ziya-
de... idil'in bir duasi vardi ve Rabbi
onu isitmisti. Rahmani nefes ona
ulasmisti. Dinya siirgiini uzamadan
bitmisti. Ardindan annesi ile babasi
da enkazdan cikarildi. idil, biitin ai-
lesiyle beraber Rahmeti Rahman’a
yuridu. Biz geride kalanlara tevek-
kil ve teslimiyet disti. Sehre yagan
yagmur yanaklarimizdan sizdldd.
Biz idil'in dostlariydik. isyan etmek
yakismazdi bize. Amentiye inandik
bir kez daha. Ahiret giinine biraktik
dostlugumuzu. Hakk’in sonsuz rah-
metine emanet ettik onu...

Biz sahidiz ki idil Ovgiin Hak dostu
idi. Sehit Ogretmenler Projesi icin
gece giindiz calisti. Safahat sairinin
“Bekayi hak taniyan sa'yi vazife bilir;
/ Calis, calis ki bekd sa’y olursa hak
edilir.” dizelerinde belirttigi gibi, sa'y
ile bekdya ulasti. Sehit 6gretmenleri-
mizin hayat hik&yelerine hayranlikla
bakti. Heniz yirmi sekiz yasinda se-
hadet serbeti icen Dilay 6gretmenin
hikayesini annesiyle beraber okuyup
duygulandigini anlatirdi. Belki de
hissetmisti idil, onunla ayni yaslarda,
en sevdikleriyle beraber ebediyete
ugurlanacagini.

idil Ovgiin... icten, temiz, saf, dvgi-
lere layik... Biz onun dostlariydik...

idil Ovgiin... icten, temiz, saf, dvgi-
lere layik... Onu cennete ugurladik...
idil Ovgin... icten, temiz, saf, dvgi-

lere layik... Sehit kabul eyle EI-Mu-
cib, EI-Halk...
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We appreciated her generosity. We
coveted her speech’s fluidity. Through the
words she carefully chose, we were able

to recognize the beauty of her heart.

ever trouble a servant with a burden
more than one can bear? Perhaps
idil felt that even death would not
separate her from her family...

As the calendars showed February 6,
2023 and the clocks struck 04:17, we were
awakened from our deep sleep by a
shocking earthquake called the disaster
of the century. With fear and panic in our
eyes, we listened to the screams rising
from the rubble. We were desperate.
We learned that idil was trapped under
rubble while we were trying to reach our
friends and relatives. In Maras's darkest
nights, we waited with a sense of hope.
One night, two nights, three, four, five, six
nights... We did not give up. We were
idil's friends. It was unbecoming of us to
give up hope in God. We were people
who believed in miracles. “God is great,"
we said and prayed. We could neither
sleep nor eat. Snow burn filled our lungs
and burned us. We warmed our freezing
hands in the flame of our hearts. So to
say, we wanted to be water for idil, we
wanted to be bread for idil, we wanted
to be light for idil. If we had the strength,
we would have dug through the rubble
with our hands. We were Idil's friends,
we were ready to heal her wounds...

On Sunday, February 12, the lifeless bo-
dies of idil's three brothers were pulled
from the rubble. We were close to reac-
hing our friend. We were not hopeless.
idil would come out alive, but how could
she bear this pain? If we cried instead
of her, if we whimpered instead of her,
if we did whatever we could so that she
wouldn't be sad... could we ease her
pain? We were idil's friends, but God

knew her better than us. God’s mercy is
beyond us, more than us... idil had a pra-
yer and God had heard it. The merciful
breath had reached her. Her exile in this
world was over before it was prolonged.
Then her mother and father were also
cut from the wreckage. idil, together with
her entire family, reached to the Mercy
of God. We, who were left behind, were
left with hope and submission. The rain
that fell on the city ran down our cheeks.
We were idil's friends, rebellion would
not befit us. We believed testament once
again. We left our friendship over for
the hereafter. We entrusted her to the
infinite mercy of God...

We are witnesses that idil Ovgiin was
a companion of Allah. As the poet of
Safahat states in his lines, “but only if
man must know that work is an indispen-
sable duty. / Work so that the hereafter
is deserved with labour and effort", she
reached permanentness with work.

She looked at the life stories of our mart-
yred teachers with admiration. She would
read the story of Dilay, a teacher who was
martyred at the age of twenty-eight, with
her mother and tell her how moved she
was. Perhaps Idil felt that she would be
sent off to eternity at the same age as her,
together with those she loved the most.

idil Ovgin... Sincere, clean, pure, worthy
of praise... We were her friends...

idil Ovgiin... Sincere, clean, pure,
worthy of praise... She was sent her
off to Heaven...

idil OVgUn... Sincere, clean, pure, worthy
of praise... O al-Mujib, al-Khalig, accept
her as a martyr...
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“Sen goreceksin duyacaksin/ Paril-
dayan bir sevi sicaklgi,/ Uyuyacak,
uyanacaksin...”

Ozdemir Asaf

Kara Lise’de ders aldigim cok kiy-
metli Mahmut Hocamin kizi. Yillar
sonra idil ile tanistgimizda bu detay
ikimizi de sasirtmis ve gildirmustu.
Mahmut hocamin derslerde Turk ta-
rihini anlatirken bizlere hissettirdigi o
gururlanis, kizinin isminde hayat bul-
mus gibi. idil; Volga Nehri‘ne Tirk-
lerin verdigi isim. Ovgiin; villmeye
deger, nitelikli kimse. ismi karakte-
rine yansimisti gizel arkadasimin.

idil, yaptigi her iste basar goster-
mis ve her daim ailesi, hocalari ve
cevresi tarafindan takdir gérmustir.
Yiksek lisansi tamamladigi gini ha-
tirhyorum da, Adiyaman‘dan heye-
can icinde beni aramisti. Cok emek

RTEMIZ BIR DOST:
IDIL OVG

A FRIEND PURE IN HEART: IDIL OVGUN

insanlann birbiri ile
anlasmasinin giclesmis
oldugu su donemde
biz karsilasmamizi
hep buyik bir sans
olarak gorduk.

vermis, cok ugrasmisti. Ayni basariyi
doktorada da devam ettirecekti. Emi-
nim ki sonuc yine basari olacakti.
Adiyaman’dan dénisinde bulustuk
ve kutladik. Gozleri her zamanki
gibi 1s1l 1s1l, sicacik sarildik. Kahvel!
idil ile sohbetlerimizin vazgecilmezi
olan yegéne icecek... Ne sansliyim.
Her kahve kokusunda idil‘i hatirlayip
onu aniyorum. Kahvenin hatiri kirk
yil derler, bizim icin ise her kahve
Oomurluktu. Ben sirtimda, o kolunda
bilgisayar cantalarimizla sirekli bir

yogunlukla oradan oraya kosturur-
duk. Birbirimize kiyamaz, sabahlara
kadar telefon acik, bilgisayar karsi-
sinda birlikte cahlisirdik. Bu calisma-
lara kahkahalarimiz eslik ederdi.
Yorgunlugumuzu unutup keyif alarak
devam ederdik hep. insanlarin birbi-
ri ile anlasmasinin giclesmis oldugu
su donemde biz karsilasmamizi hep
buyik bir sans olarak gordik. Yasa-
ma dair ne varsa, mutluluklarimizi da
gozyaslarimizi da paylasabildik. Biz
birbirimize hep hos geldik...

Givenilir, dirust, yardimsever, ahlakl,
zeki, basarili, 6zverili, icten ve samimi,
kalbi tertemiz bir dosttu. Hani derler
ya, hayatimdaki yeri cok farkl. Fark
ettim ki, idil benim hayatimda degil
kalbimde yer etmis. Hala benimle ve
hep var olacak. Sicacik, gizel kalbine
selam olsun... Hos geldin Idil...



"You will see, you will hear/ A warmth of
love that shines,/ You will sleep, you will
wake up..."

Ozdemir Asaf

She is the daughter of my precious Mahmut
teacher, whom | took lessons from at the
Kara High School. When we met idil years
later, this detail surprised and made us
both laugh. It was as if the pride that Mr.
Mahmut made us feel when he was telling
us about Turkish history in his classes had
come to life in his daughter's name. Idil is
the name the Turks gave to the Volga River.
Ovgiin; a qualified person, worthy of praise.
Her name was reflected in her character.

idil succeeded at all she made and her
teachers, family, and neighborhood were
always proud of her. She called me from
Adyaman on the day she received her mas-
ter's degree, | recall, all excited. She had
exerted a great deal of effort and worked

At a time when it is
difficult for people to
get along with each
other, we always saw
our meeting as a
great chance.

very hard. She intended to continue having
success in her doctoral studies. | was sure
that the result would be success again.
We met on her return from Adiyaman and
congratulated. Her eyes were as bright as
ever and we hugged tightly. Coffee! The
only beverage that was indispensable in
our conversations with idil... How lucky |
am. Every time | smell coffee, | remember
idil and reminisce about her. They say the
memory of coffee lasts forty years, but for
us, every cup of coffee was a lifetime. With

evelahir

our computer bags; mine on my back and
hers on her arm, we used to run from one
place to another with constant intensity. We
would work together in front of the computer
with the phone on until the morning. Our
laughter would accompany these works.
We would consistently forget our exhaus-
tion and carry on with our enjoyment. We
always viewed our gathering as an ex-
cellent chance during a time when it was
challenging for individuals to get along with
one another. We were able to share ever-
ything about life, our happiness and our
tears. We always welcomed each other...

She was a reliable, honest, helpful, moral,
intelligent, successful, selfless, and since-
re friend who was pure in heart. As the
saying goes, her place in my life is very
different. idil is not in my life; rather, she
is in my heart, | came to discover. She is
still here and will always be. Salutations
to her lovely, kind heart... Welcome idil.



TURKU ve HALK SEVDALISI

GENC BIR YAZAR:

FATMA

AYOUNG WRITER WITH A PASSION FOR
FOLK AND FOLK SONGS: FATMA VISNE

0 AZIZE BATI

“insan dogar bir kere daha dogar sonsuz dogu-
su yasar.”

Onu tanidigimda kdinatin en degerli hazinesini
bulmustum. Bin bir renge bezenmis bir ruhta mer-
hametin, sevginin, nesenin tilsim olarak nasil var
olabilecegini gordim. Vakitsizce bir ayriligin ge-
tirdigi aciyla ugurladik Fatma Visne'yi. Ben bir yol
bilirim bir de Visne’nin yoldaslgini; o, her bir yolla
bir tirkU armagan eder, tirkilerle cevresindekilerin
hiznindl ve sevincini yasar ve yasatirdi. Vedasindan
sonra sevenlerini dmir boyunca bir hasret tirkisiyle
yalniz birakacagini bilmiyorduk. Tam bir tirki ve
halk sevdalisi... Hangi tirki onun vedasindan sonra
geriye kalan bizlere merhem olur bilemiyorum.

Her gin farkh bir pencereden etrafindaki insanlara
1sik olurken insanlarin derdini dert edinir, tUm benli-
giyle size varligini hissettirirdi. Mutlu ve neseliyseniz
niktedan kisiligi yizinizdeki gulisi coskusuyla
sonsuz kilar; dertliyseniz zamani durdurur, saatlerce
yaraniza merhem olur. Ailesinin ilk g6z bebegi ola-
rak sairler iklimi olan Kahramanmaras'ta 1996 se-
nesi 10 Ekim Persembe gini giz mevsimini bahara

VIS

"Man is born, born once more, and born again eternally."

When | met her, | found the most precious treasure of the
universe. | saw how compassion, love and joy could exist
as a talisman in a soul adorned with a thousand and
one colors. We sent Fatma Visne off with the pain of an
untimely separation. | know a road and | know Visne's
companionship; with each road she would present a folk
song, and with folk songs she would keep the sadness
and joy of those around her alive. We didn't know that
after her farewell, she would leave her loved ones alone
with a ballad of longing for the rest of her life... She was
a lover folk songs and folk... | don't know which ballad
will be a cure for those of us left behind after her farewell.

She would illuminate the people around her from a diffe-
rent perspective each day, concern about their challenges,
and make you feel her presence with all of her being. If
you were happy and cheerful, her witty personality would
make the smile on your face infinite with her enthusiasm;
if you were troubled, she would stop time and heal your
wounds for hours. As the first child of her family, she was
born in Kohramanmaras, the climate of poets, on Thursday,
October 10, 1996, turning autumn into spring.
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Nuktedan tavriyla
butun engeller
karsisinda
"Genciz, gizeliz,
hallederiz,”
sozcikleriyle
karsihik verirdi.

cevirerek dinyaya gelir. Mitevazi
ve icten bir ailenin micadeleci ve
kiymetli buyik kizidir. Aileye ilk g6z
agrisi ve mijdesi olduktan sonra
kiz kardesi Sidika daha sonra Si-
nan dogar. Uc evlat sahibi olan
annesinin ve babasinin fedakar kizi,
kardeslerinin manevi koruyucusu
ve yol gosterenidir. Her tasi siirle
islenen, her evde bir sairin yetistigi
Kahramanmaras’ta egitim hayatini
surdirmis, daha sonra genc bir
akademisyen ve yazar adayi ola-
rak Kahramanmaras Siitcii imam
Universitesi‘nde Yiksek Lisans 6g-
renimine baslar. Fakiltede goris-
tugumiz ginlerde calismalarinin
yogunlugu ve yorgunlugunu anlat-
sa da bos durmaz hem calisma
hayatini hem de egitimini birlikte
yUritirdi. Yorgun ama zorluklarla
yllmayan savasci bir ruhla her gini
anlamh yasadigi bir gercektir.

Fatma Visne ile ilk defa Sehit
Ogretmenler Projesi vesilesiyle
tanismistim. Azmi ve caliskanhgi
samimiyetiyle birlesir, ictenligiyle
de sizleri biyiler, ruhunuzda yeni
ufuklar acardi. imkansizlar yoktu
ligatinde. Niktedan tavriyla bi-
tin engeller karsisinda “Genciz,
giizeliz, hallederiz,” sozcikleriyle
karsilik verirdi. Onu taniyan her-
keste gizel bir iz birakmistir. Fikir
ve ruh ikliminde vatan ve millet
asi1g1 idealist bir ruhla yasardi.
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Vatani ve milleti sevdigi ka-

dar “dava ve siar” sézcikleri
onun hayatinin mihenk taslariydi.
Onu cogu zaman insanlara hak
yolunda hakkaniyetle yaklasarak
cevresini iyilestirme cabasi icin-
de gorirdiniz. Kainata farkh bir
cift gozle inceledigi giunlerde iyi-
ligin ve gizelligin koprisi olarak
yasar, “Aman biz iyi olahm da,”
derdi. Kalemiyle hakkin davasini
UlkU edinerek yazardi, sade bir
dille ve incelikle disincelerini
aktardi. Karmasikliktan vzak bir
Uslubu vardi; yazilariyla sarip sar-
malardi okuyucusunu. Davasi iyi-
lik Uzerine oldugundan naif olan
kalbi kirllsa da hayatta gilmeyi,
hayal kurmayi ihmal etmeden hep
umutla yasadigina cogu zaman
sahit olmusuzdur. Ayni masada
hayallerimize eslik eden cay ve
kahvelerimiz olurken vazgece-
medigi cayin sicak samimiyetiy-
le hayati sorgular, muhabbetin
sonunda mutlaka yeni, kendine
has bir fikir Uretirdi.

Kahramanmaras’taki deprem fe-
laketinden sonra yaralarimizin adi
farkl olsa da hepsi ayni yerden

kaniyor. Kolay degil, bu
yaranin merhemi s6zde de-

gil sukottadir. Fatma Visne'nin
gidisiyle bizde acilan yaranin
kabuklanmasi aylar yillar ala-
caktir fakat kapanmasi mimkin
olmayacaktir. Visne'nin adi her
anildiginda onu seven kalpler
gilusind, nesesini, sesini, azmini
ve miucadeleci ruhunu hatirala-
riyla yasatacaklardir. Yasanan
felaketle kaybettigimiz sevdikle-
rimizin 6zlemi, asrin vedasi bir
Oomre sigar mi hic? Tek tesellimiz
bir gin hic ayrlik olmadan ebe-
di bir sekilde kavusacak olma-
mizdir. Bizde bir kelam bir selam
birakan akraba, es dost, arka-
das bir anda ebediyete ugurlan-
dilar. Sairin dedigi gibi “Olim
Allah’in emri, Ayrilik olmasaydi.”
Bir de 6zlemek olmasaydi.
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She is the struggling

and precious eldest

daughter of a modest and

sincere family. After she became
the first love and good news for the
family, her sister Sidika was born and
then Sinan. The devoted daughter of
her mother and father, who had three
children, is the spiritual protector and
guide of her siblings. She continued
her education in Kahramanmaras,
where every stone is engraved with
poetry, where a poet is raised up in
every house. Later, as a young aca-
demician and writer candidate, she
started her master's degree at Kahra-
manmaras Sitci imam University. She
would not be idle and would pursue
both her professional and academic
goals at the same time, while telling
us about the rigor and exhaustion of
her studies on the days we met at
the faculty. It is a fact that she lived
every day meaningfully with a warri-

or spirit that was tired
but did not give up with
difficulties.

| met Fatma Visne for the first time
through the Martyred Teachers Proje-
ct. Her determination and diligence
combined with her sincerity would
captivate you and open new hori-
zons in your soul. Impossibilities did
not exist in her vocabulary. With her
witty demeanor, she would respond
to all obstacles with the words; "We
are young, we are beautiful, we can
handle it". She left a beautiful mark
on everyone who knew her. In her
climate of ideas and spirit, she lived
with an idealist spirit that loved the
homeland and the nation. As much
as she loved her homeland and na-
tion, the words "cause and honor"
were the cornerstones of her life. You
would often see her in an effort to
improve her environment by approa-
ching people with justice in the way
of truth. In the days when she looked
at the universe with a different pair
of eyes, she would live as a bridge of
goodness and beauty and say, "Let
us be alright." She wrote with his pen
for the cause of truth, conveying her
thoughts in a simple language and
with grace. She had a style far from

complexity; she enveloped her rea-
ders with her writings. We have often
witnessed that even though her naive
heart was broken because her cause
was about goodness, she always lived
with hope without neglecting to laugh
and dream in life. While we had tea
and coffee accompanying our dreams
at the same table, she would question
life with the warm sincerity of the tea
she could not give up, and at the end
of the conversation, she would always
produce a new, unique idea.

Even if our wounds from the Kahra-
manmaras earthquake calamity have
different names, they all bleed from
the same spot. It is not easy, the salve
for this wound is not in words but in
silence. It will take months and years
for the wound opened in us by Fatma
Visne's departure to scab over, but it
will not be possible to close it. Whene-
ver Fatma Visne's name is mentioned,
the hearts that loved her will cherish
the memory of her smile, her joy, her
voice, her determination and her figh-
ting spirit. Can the longing for the loved
ones we lost in the disaster and the fa-
rewell of the century fit into a lifetime?
Our only consolation is that one day
we will be eternally reunited without
any separation. Relatives, friends and
acquaintances who left us a word and
a greeting were sent off to eternity in
an instant. As the poet says, "Death is
God's command, if there were no se-
paration." And if there were no longing.
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KAHRAMANMARA

Acil durumlarda korku ve panigi

onlemek amaciyla givenli ya-

sam alani olusturulan bélgedir.

Lakin ne depremde ne de sal-

ginda insanlarin bulamadigi ya
da yerini unuttugu bir konumdur.

EARTHQUAKE GLOSSARY

It is an area where a safe living
space is created to prevent
fear and panic in emergencies.
However, it is a location that
people forget or cannot find

neither in an earthquake nor
in an epidemic.



CESET TORBASI: TERMAL KAMERA:

Ortada somut bir sarsinti yokken
ansizin gelen korkuyla sallaniyor
hissine kapilmak. Kanepede otu-
rurken, yataga yatildiginda fazla-
siyla hissedilir. Yer surekli sarsiliyor
hissi yasanir. Bu durumda care,

\. odadaki lambaya bakmaktr.
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PHANTASMATA EARTHQUAKE
SYNDROM

ST BRTHOUMG ‘ﬁSS!Bt‘HH!NN;Qt

Proof that people's names and
tittes no longer matter. The sh-
rouds of bodies pulled from the
wreckage when they were only
referred to as "corpses". Even
the zippered camouflage that
many bodies cannot be put into.
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TEYITLI BILGI:

The list of vital needs for thousands
of people in the aftermath of the
earthquake. Resilience to provide
need-based aid despite sensati-
onalized news coverage. An un-
giving effort to reach desperate
people and verified addresses.

N
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Saniyeler icinde cokmis bina
yiginlaridir. Tirkiye'de enkazin
anlami; bogazlarda digim,
kalplerde yumruktur. insanlarin
hayalleri ve hayatlarinin gri toz
bulutuna doénismesidir.

DEBRIS:

A device that works based on
body temperature in case there
is a live person under the collap-
se. A piece of hope where the
voices of earthquake survivors
cannot be heard before they
pass away.
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HiPOTERMI:

"I wonder if I'll die of the cold."
is its description. It is the smell
of minus temperatures under the
concrete jungle.




KEPCE, VINC:

While in daily life they are divided
into two categories as crawler and
tire machines, during earthquakes
they are the machines that go back
and forth between life and death.
While some diggers carry the accep-
tance of prayers, others cannot carry
the dusty eyelashes of withered faces.

Depremi dogrudan ve dolayl yaso-
yan insanlar olarak ikiye ayrilirlar.
Hayatini kaybeden binlerce insan
depremi dogrudan tek seferde
yasadilar. Depremi dolayli yoldan
yasayanlar ise kalpleri ve vicdanlari
moloz yiginina ddnmis insanlarla yo-
sam micadelesini birlikte verenlerdir.

TAHLIYE KARARI:

Clinging to tiny hopes as large
towns go down in flames. The
living have to leave the dead to
create a new living space.

EARTHQUAKE VICTIM:

GONULLU:

Tonlarca bina yigininin arasin-
da canhiras tek nefes icin kendi
canini hice saymak. Yagmur, kar
demeden akrep ve yelkovanin
tersine calismak. Gri toz bulutlo-
rinin icinde fosforlu yeleklerle umut
aramak, mijdeci olmak istemek.

SEARCH AND RESCUE:

Numerous international organizations
that are dedicated to goodness and
value "human beings" above all else,
regardless of ethnicity, religion, or lan-
guage. Some of them serve hot soup,
some of them try to clean the smell of
death in the city, and some of them hold
the hands of those waiting with their
hearts in their mouths at the rubble. But
no matter what they do, they leave their
smiling faces and traces, not their names.

YARDIM KONVOYU:

Vehicles with license plates and flags
you may see for the first time, carrying
life. Those who coming over the moun-
tains despite the collapsed viaducts,
cracked asphalt and collapsed tunnels.
The renewal of our faith in goodness
despite all the evil and suffering in the
world. The endless journey of altruism
that carries from nail clippers to cotton
swabs, and blankets to stoves selflessly.




MADENCILER: CADIR:

Tukenmis nefesleri, duyurulamayan
sesleri, gecmisin anilarini, 6limiin
tam ortasindan gectigi hayalleri
velhasil yarim kalan hayatlan tasi-
yan kamyon. Binlerce insanin dini

\. bugini ve yarininin umarsizca se-
\ hirden uzaklastinimasi.

EARTHMOVING TRUCK

A shelter that tries to give pe-
ople the warmth of a home. A
house trying to reach people
whose hands and hearts are in
the frost. Room longing that still
does not reach many earthqu-
ake victims.
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EBRAR SITESi:

Hundreds of meters un-
derground, digging for bread
and butter, this time, for lives.
The black-eyed diamonds of this
geography with their coal-scen-
ted hands.
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Kullanilamaz demir ve beton par-
calarinin arasinda aglayan yillarin
emegi. Kaybolmus hayatlarin bir hic
ugruna belirsizce mezar tasi olusu.
Altinda kalan insanlarin ardinda
biraktigi fotograf albiimleri, son kez
yavrusunun Uzerini Orten bir anne,
ayni yastiga basini kiss koyan esler,
sabaha bulusma plani yapan seven-
ler... Kisacasi hepsinin yok olusu.

SIREN:

AU W
RUBBLE:

The cry of tears and pain. The sounds

of people with the smell of cement
in their lungs. A warning comment
intertwined between life and death.
Perhaps the last sound heard by pe-
ople being pulled from the wreckage.

A mass grave for thousands
of people built on agricultural
land with inadequate rebar and
weak concrete.
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