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Unstraight Museum olarak norm disi bir perspektifle
hikayeler toplayarak LGBTQ+'lari giiclendirmeyi
amacliyoruz. Uluslararasi sergiler ve kamusal
etkinliklerle LGBTQ+ hikayeleri dijital ve fiziki olarak
erisilebilir kiliyoruz.

Unstraight Museum, isveg merkezli, kdr amaci
glitmeyen ve goniilliler tarafindan yonetilen bir
LGBTQ+ kurulusudur ve kiiresel capta bir degisim araci
olarak kiilttirle calismaktadir. Calismalarini diinyanin
dort bir yanindaki LGBTQ+ orgiitleri ve aktivistleriyle
isbirligi icinde yiritilmektedir.

Unstraight Museum 14 iilkede yurittigi calismalarla
25'ten fazla sergi hazirladi ve miizenin ruhuna uygun
olarak ¢alismalarini siirdiiren cok sayida yerel projenin
ortaya ¢ikmasini sagladi.

Agirlikli olarak dijital koleksiyonla calisiyoruz ve Isveg
merkezli fiilen faaliyet gosteren bir miize olusturmayi
hedefliyoruz.

The Unstraight Museum's goal is to amplify the LGBTQ+
community by collecting stories from a non-normative
perspective. Our mission is to make them accessible
digitally and physically through exhibitions and other
public expressions internationally.

The Unstraight Museum is a Swedish non-
governmental, non-profit, volunteer-run LGBTQ+
organization that works with culture as a tool for
change, globally. This work is done in collaboration
with LGBTQ+ organizations and activists around the
world.

The Unstraight Museum worked in 14 countries,
created more than 25 exhibitions, and spawned several
local initiatives that continue the work in the spirit of
the museum.

We mainly work with the digital collection, but the long
term goal is to create a physical museum with a base
N
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Ondeki SOz
Neayuk

Bu kitabin yolculugu 2022 sonbaharinda gelen kutuma disen bir
e-posta ile basladi. Maill Unstraight Museum'dan geliyordu.
Turkiye'dekl lubunyalarin hikayelerine dair bir calisma
yapma niyetleri ic¢in yerelden bir irtibat arayislarina
heyecanla yanit verdim. Boylelikle D ile tanistim ve
birlikte Unstraight Stories from Turkey projesinin nastl
sekillenebilecegine dair ihtimaller Uzerine disindik.

0 zamanlar Llubunyalara yonelik acik cagrili Oykl cember-
leri dizenliyordum. Belirli araliklarla bir cay bahcesinde
bulusup, cagrisimlardan ve alintilardan esinlenerek kisa
oykliler yaziyorduk. Sonrasinda Oyktleri sesli okuyup bir-
birimize olumlu yansitmalar yapiyorduk. Cemberlerde bazen
yeni yuzler, bazen de midavimler olurdu. O midavimler, bu
kitabin olusmasina zemin hazirlayan ilk atélyeye geldiler.

10 Aralik 2022'de kokusu, dokusu, sesi, tadi ve gorintl-
style ig¢imizdeki kuir kivilcimlarin aciga ciktigt anlart
hatirladigimiz atélyeyil d¢ lubunyanin katilimiyla ger-
ceklestirdik. Canlanan duyularla bu antilari birbirimize
anlattik.

Ilk atdlyeden hemen &énce Istanbul'da bir bomba patladt,
ardindan 2023'te 6 Subat Depremleri oldu. Iki asamalil bir
genel secim 2023'ilin ortasina kadar Istanbul'u golgeledi.
Atdlye fikri bu sarsintilar sirasinda uykuya daldi ve son-
ralari D ile i1letisime gecip Turkiye'nin farkli sehirlerine
gidip hikaye attélyeleri dizenleme hayalleri kursak da proje
uzun bir slre uykusuna devam etti.



Subat 2024'te D ile tekrar haberlestik ve projeyi yeniden
canlandirmaya karar verdik. Atélyeyi birlikte kurgulamak
ve yurdtmek ic¢in sevgili Nazli 1le calismaya basladim. Bu
sefer, yasadigimiz karanliga ragmen “Sikidr Lubunyayim!”
dedigimiz anlara odaklanmaya karar verdik ve bu sézl atol-
yenin temastl olarak belirledik. Atélyeleri tasarlarken
“umutlu olmak politiktir” siariyla hareket ettik ve sadece
olumlu anlart dedil, ayni zamanda zor zamanlarin i¢inden
gecmenin verdigl glci hatirlatan anlart da kucakladik.
Dolayilsiyla, buradaki yazilar varolusumuzu kutlamanin
farklt boyutlarini yanstitiyor.

Hikayelerini kesfetmek isteyenlere acik cagri yaptik ve
Cizgidist Hikayeler adini verdigimiz atélyelere davet
ettik. 28 Mart 2024'te altt lubunyanin katilimiyla ikincti
atolyeyl gerceklestirdik. 29 Haziran'da ise sekiz Llubun-
yayla atdlye serisinin sonuncusunu gerceklestirdik. Her
ikil at6élyede de 6nce duyularimizla baglantt kurduk. Arduin-
dan tema baglaminda varolusumuzu kutlamak ve onurlandirmak
i¢in hikayelerimizi kesif yolculuguna ciktik. Son atélye
calismamiza digerlerinden farklt bir yazma egzersizi ekle-
dik ve birlikte kolektif bir siir yazdik.

Bu atdlyeleril dizenlerken niyetimiz zorluklarin orta-
sinda soluklanmak, hikayelerimizi kesfetmek, anlatmak ve
arsivlemenin yollarint distnmek oldu. Boylelikle lubunya
koklerimizi hatirlamak ve gelecede dogru uzatmak. Kitapta
atolye katilimcilarinin hikayelerini bir araya getirdik
ve son atolyede yazilan kolektif siiri de kitaba ekledik.

Bu derlemedekil yazilarin bir kismu oykl, bir kismi deneme.
Uslup ve icerik olarak farklilar, ancak bir sekilde hepsi
birbirine bagli. Zamir ve kiclik harf kullaniumlart yazarla-
rin tercihi. Dolaytisiyla, Uslupta da cesitlilik oldugunu
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géreceksiniz. Kitapta yer alan yazilar mimkin oldugunca
yazarlar tarafindan aktarilan orijinal haliyle korundu.
Atdlyelerde ates, cocukluk ve degisen mevsimler gibi tema-
larin siklikla ortaya c¢iktigint fark ettik. Bu temalar
yazilarin siralanmasina ve bu kitabin kurgulanma strecine
de yanstidt.

Cizgidist Hikayeler baslikli kitabimiz, Tirkiye'deki
lubunyalarin deneyimlerini ve seslerini yanstitan yaztilart
bir araya getiriyor. Siz de kitabin sayfalarin cevirirken
kendinizi dirayet, nese ve lubunyaligini taviz vermeden
yasayanlarin ruhuyla orilmis hikayelere birakin. Her bir
hikaye, her bir deneme, Llubunya camiamizin glcinin ve
yaraticiliginin bir kanitidir.

Umariz bu anlatilar size ilham verir, soluklanmaniz ic¢in
bir dinlence yeri olur, kendil hikayenize daha sikil sartil-
maniz, onu kutlamaniz i¢in i¢inizde bir kivilcimi atesler.
Dileriz bu kitap, hepimize ortak yasanmisliklarimizin
glizelligini, glcinl ve de bu yasanmisliklarti gelecek gln-
lere tasimanin 6nemini hatirlatan bir isik olur.



Baglarken
Nazl1

Kolaylastiricilik yaparken ve atdlye tasarlarken en sev-
digim seylerden biri, bu slreci biriyle beraber yliritmek.
Hele ki bu insan Nayuk ise! Bana bu davetle ilk geldi-
ginde, ne kadar heyecanla ‘evet’ dedigimi hatirliyorum.
Canim Nayuk, davet i¢in, strecteki yarenligin, acikligun,
yaraticiligin, varligin i¢cin tesekklir ederim. Ve bu atol-
yelerde bulustugum arkadaslarim, iyi ki geldiniz ve iyi
ki bulustuk.

Lubunyalar i¢in sukredilecek, kutlantilacak anlar, antilar
bulmanin cok kolay olmadigint biliyorum. En ¢ok da ken-
dimden. O ylzden de atélyelerin temasini Stkir Lubunyayim
olarak belirlerken cekincelerimiz oldu. Nasil duyulabi-
lecedi, nasil karsilanacagina dair uzun uzun konustuk.
Her atdlyede de bu durumu teslim etme ihtiyactl duydum.
Belkil biraz nailf algilanabilecegim endisesinden ama en
cok da benim i¢in bu kutlama halinin politik olarak nereye
denk diUstlgunt paylasmak istedigimden. Hedef gdsteri-
1ip, yalnizlastirilip, yok sayilirken kuir varoluslarimizti
kutladigimiz, glvende, belki glc¢li, desteklenmis his-
settigimiz, sonsuz micadelelerin i¢inde dayanistigimiz,
guldagumiz, mutlu oldugumuz "Sikir Lubunyayum!" anlaruimiza
donmenin, hikayelerimize sahip ¢ikmanin cok politik ve cok
hak edilmis oldugunu kalpten biliyorum. Bunun ne demek
oldugunu, bu hikayelerde bir kez daha gordim.

Yazdiklariyla biricik hallerine, kirilganliklarina, zor-

lanmalarina, neselerine, anilarina bizleri davet eden
sevgili yazarlar, cok tesekkirler her birinize.
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Cesaretiniz, acikliginiz, comertliginiz bu kitabi okuyacak
herkese, hepimize cok glzel bir hediye!

En son yaptigimiz atélyeden birkac gin sonra “tim slrecin
bende canlandirdiklari, karsilastigim ruhlarin, duyduk-
larimin bendeki yansimalariyla bunlar da benden c¢ikanlar”
diyerek yazdiklarimi paylasmistim. Buraya da tasimak iste-
dim.

Iste bunlar da benden c¢ikanlar:

Atolye oncesinde Nayuk bize kahvaltiya geldi. Elinde bir
kitap: Baglar, Kae Tempest. Bana verdi. Birkac tane daha
almis hatta arkadaslarina hediye etmek ic¢cin. Simdi ben
de aynisinti yapiyorum. Iki arkadasimla paylastim. Benzer
duygulardayiz kitabil okurken, belli dokunuyor igceride bir
yerlerimize. Yaraticiligt ylceltmeden yaraticilik hakkinda
yazanlara rastlamak cok sik olmuyor. Kae kuir, haliyle
hayata ve yaraticiliga bakisi da kuir. Makbul sanat anla-
yisinin o6tesinde, yaraticiligin hem icsel hem de dissal
baglantilar kurmak ve 6zginligl kesfetmek ic¢in vazgecilmez
oldugunu 6ne siriyor. Ve tam da bu noktadan; yaraticilik ve
baglar, baglarimiz arasinda ortaya koydugu iliski cok car-
pict geldi bana. Bazt sorulart, 6zellikle en temel olanlart,
bize bastan sorduracak kadar da gtcli: Yaraticilik neye
yarar? Ve nasil, neden paylasilir ortaya c¢cikanlar?

Fatih Akin’in, Istanbul Hatirasti: Képriyi Gegcmek filmini
izledim gecen gin. Bu sehrin cok sesli, cok renkli zenginli-
gini ne kadar 6zledigimil yine yeniden fark ettim. Burnumun
diredi sizladi. Vuslat acist oldu Istanbul bizlere, hem
de i¢inde yasarken. Siya Siyabend ile olan boélim ayrica da
dokundu i¢ime. Tam cimleyi dogrultamiyorum su an. Sokak hem-
zemindir diyor, herkesil esitler. Sokakta mizigi paylasmanin
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ise onlar ig¢in buradan gelen gic¢liu bir sebebi, arzusu var.
Bunun bir tercih oldugunu baskalarina anlatmakta ne kadar
gicliuk cektiklerinil de ekliyor. Ertesi gliin, Baglar't tekrar
elime aldigimda su satirlart okuyorum: "Iste bu yiizden siir
salonu hemzemin eyler. CUnkl gizlenmis ruhsal gerceklere
hitap eder." Ve bir anda simsekler cakiyor zihnimde;
sokaklar

onur yuruyusu

bir gin dncesinde gerceklesen atélyemiz

birlikte yazmak

hikayelerimiz

paylasmak

baglar, baglar, baglar...

Iste hikayelerimiz de bizi ve geriye kalan herkesi ve her
seyl hemzemin eyler cimlesil ¢ikiyor benden de.

Bag kurmak, her seye ragmen kendimizle, birbirimizle,
hayatla bagiumizt kurmak i¢in boylesi zeminlere ihtiyac var.
Ve stkir ki sokaklart da, kendimizi, birbirimizi ve hika-
yelerimizi de se¢iyoruz lubunya.



Kiillerj

Yeseren

Jesc



Bize kis eylilde gelirdi ve yarim yil bizimle kalirdt.
Okullarin acildigil ve sokaklarda, bahcelerde gecen tatilin
bittigl aydt eylil. Hava sogumaya baslayinca agir, kare
yorganlarimizin altinda uyumaya baslardik. Yorganlarin dst
Uste kondudu rengarenk ama insana bl tir rahatsizlik veren
Ust Uste katlanmis yorgan gorintisinden kurtulduk diye bi’
tik sevinirdim. O agir yorganin altinda uyurken yorganlarin
bir bir azalmasiyla bosalan yorgan dolapsizligina bakarduim.

Yine boyle bir sabah uyanip ceviz adacinin altina kostum,
oh yerler ceviz doluydu. Belli ki kuzenim daha uyanmamistt,
gurur duydum kendimle.

Yapraklara basinca bi glzel koku ve hisirti duyulurdu, duy-
dum. Arkaml bir déndim ki ablam. Bi’ garip bakiyordu. Hig
zaman kaybetmeden ben de ona en garip bakisimi attim.

- Okula gidicez bu gin dedi, senil ben gotiricem.
- Tamam da simdi mi séylenir. Evin kic¢iglu olmak cok zor,
hicbir sey i¢in plan yapmama zaman kalmuyor.

Minimalist bir kahvalti yaptik. Ekmek agirlikli. Sonra
elimden tutup benil okul binasina gétirdu ablam. Of, benden
sekilz yas biylktl ama dogru binayt bilmiyordu, tek katlt iki
siniflt bir yere gétirdu beni. Burast okul degildi ki. Icimde
cok biytk bir insan vardi, her seyi herkesten iyi biliyordum.

Sonra kapida 1-C yazdigini goérdim. Yaziyt gorince dogru
yerde oldugumuzu anladim ve bir kez daha kictldim, benden
biytk altl kardesime bir bir yenildim. En son kendime geldim.
Iceri girdik herkes agliyordu. Aglamadim, her giin oyun oyna-
digium yerdeydim. Evime lc¢ dakika uzak, her yerde toplar ve
cocuklar var.



Sonra igceri biri girdi sonradan 6grendim adi Hece’ymis.
Kivircik, sart sacli, beyaz tenli kendine 6zgl bir glizel-
1igi vardi. Hemen yanimdaki acik pencereden riizgar esiyordu.
Once sirtima sonra Hece’nin saclarina degdi. Saclarint dyle
sikt toplamisti ki sankil saclariyla ilgili yanlis giden
bir seyl degistirmeye calisiyordu. Sika sika, acita actita.
Sonradan bunun ne demek oldugunu daha iyi anlayacaktim.
Sesler azaldi, o da bakti. Hem de utaniyordu. O an bir sey
oldu, aramizda BIR SEY, sonraki yedi yil boyunca Kafka’nin
Milena’ya mektuplarti kivaminda mektuplastik. Duygu pale-
timil boyle saha kaldiran, béyle coskuyla dolup tasiran bir
seydl bu karsilasma. Suren arkadaslik, sevgil. yedi yilun
sonuna dogru uyumadan 6nce Hece’yil dislnmeye baslamistim,
sadece distnmek mi. Bu duygularla ne yapacagimi bilemeyip
sirayla bildigim tim ergen yanlislarini yaptim. Sonra bir
gin ceviz agacinin altuinda tim mektup zarflarini yaktuim.
Lubun yanimi, sair yanimi, utanc ve act dolu tim yanlarimu
yok etmek istedim. Uzerinden yillar gecmis, kiillerimden
dogmusum. Hatta o killerimden yesermis, cigceklenmisim.
Simdi dinyaya Hece ile kurdugumuz derin, sefkatli, yaraticti
zarfin arasindan bakiyorum ve “Iyi ki lubunyayim” diyorum.
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Mekan bir sahil kasabasi, Ege kiyilarindayiz. Yazin sicagdu
burada hissedilmiyor, havanin etrafi kucakladigt ilik bir
sabah rizgart gibi. Evin hemen arkasindaki denizden artik
sikilmis olmaliyim ki top oynayan cocuklart izliyorum. Ben
oynamiyorum. Benden Uc¢ dért yas blUylk olan bu gencler bir
arada benil kucakliyor gibi. Gézlerim birbirlerini itip
kakislarinda, cekistirdikleri t-shirtlerde, baldirlarindaki
killarda. Havada adeta bir heyecan var. Ugultunun i¢inde
kaybolarak, gereksiz gérinen detaylara sabitlenerek kavga
kiyamet i¢imdeki seslerle izliyorum bu heyecanlt kalabaligt.

Ben hig¢ oynamiyorum. Kulaguimdaki ugultu, gdzledigim bu
anl bir resim karesine déniistiriyor. Icinde olmadigim bu
sahnenin bir yodnetmeni olsaydi ben olurdum. Burnumda tuz
kokusu. Kimsenin gdrmeyecedl sekilde kolumu agzima gotiri-
yorum. Dilimi koluma goétirlp orada biriken tuz tanelerini
yaliyorum. G6gsim kabariyor. Ugultu daha da blyldyor. Aksam
Ustl saatlerine gére hava cok aydinlik. Evde kuzenlerim ve
halam ne yapiyor? Babaannem muhtemelen balkondaki kdésesinde
oturuyor. Oturdugum kaldirima oylece uzanip arkamda top
oynayan c¢ocuklarin bagrismalarina kendimi birakmak isti-
yorum. Yapamiyorum. Ben hi¢ oynamiyorum. Ev hemen arkada.
Ara sokaktan gecip kendimi bahce kapisinin o6ninde bulaca-
gun. Halam terast yikiyor olacak hortumla. Halam hem denize
giriyor, hem temizligi yapiyor, hem bizi eglendiriyor, hem
mangal yaptyor, hem de balik¢iyla pazarlik yapiyor. Cipura
icin genelde 30 lira istiyorlar. Biz 20 liraya aliyoruz.
Balikla doymuyorum. Ama yanindaki coban salatanin suyuna
ekmedimi bantyorum. Gitmiyorum yine de eve. Merak etmeyin,
kagcmayacagum. Dogrudan eve gitmek yerine yolumu uzatiyorum.

Ana caddeye dogru lc¢ dort sokak yUrlylp gerisin geri bir

‘u’ ¢iziyorum. Aslinda kuzenim de benimle olmalt ama onu
yanimda hatirlamiyorum. Her sey cok parlak. Kulaklarimda
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hala bir ugultu. Eve dogru donip bahge kapisinin oldugu
karavani geride biraktiktan sonra bir zakkum agactl ile kar-
stlasiyorum. Tek hatirladigum cok ¢irkin oldugu. Zakkumun
zehirli oldugunu biliyorum. Kokusunu merak ediyorum ama
zarar verebilecedinden endise duyarak bundan kaginiyorum.
Halamin cekmecesinde sabit duran biber gazuint yanlislikla
ylztme siktigim glinden beri boyle seyleri koklamak, elle-
mek beni UrkUtlyor. Eve girdigimde beklentimin aksine bir
kargasa yok. Halam, kuzenlerim, babaannem hepsi uzaniyor-
lar. Tekrar hatirliyorum glinesi. Terasa ¢ikip elimde koca
bir tabak c¢ilekle batmakta olan ginesi izliyorum. Ugultu
azaliyor. Ama yalniz hissediyorum. Siarekli replay eden
kasetten aklimda kalan dizeler dudaklarima geliyor yine.

Stkildim, stkilduim.

Ucmak istiyorum, yalin ayak yere basmak istiyorum.
Ne eksigimiz var cilcekten boécekten

Tabiat gibi cosmak istiyorum.
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Aynada bikinime bakiyorum séyle bir. Sirkeci'den aldigi-
miz bu bikini hayatimda sahip oldugum i1lk bikini aslinda.
Desenlerindekil renkler gézlerimi kamastiriyor. Boyle kendi
kendime dalip gitmisken annemin sesiyle uyanir gibi olu-
yorum. Ustiind hala giymedin mi diye séyleniyor. Bu esnada
kendisi de doldurdukca doldurdugu cantaytl kapatmaya calis-
makla mesgul. Gelip sunun kenarindan tutsana diye bagiriyor.
GUnubirlik bir deniz tatiline koca bir haftanin esyasinti
sigdirmaya calistiginin farkinda bile degil. Elindekl can-
taya kiyafetler, havlular, gines kremleri ve koca bir glne
yetecek kadar nevaleyi koymayil ihmal etmemis. Ellerimle
fermuarlart birlestirmeye calisirken heyecanimin yerini
yetisme panigi aliyor nedense. Annemi sakinlestirmek ic¢in
onunla paniklemeye basliyorum.

Evden c¢ikarken sanki 6nemli bir seylerin unutulduguna
dair bir his var. Bu his 6zellikle boyle glinlerde hep cok
daha oyunbaz oluyor. Her seyin bir sekilde o cantanun
icinde yerini aldigint fark ettigimiz anda yola koyulu-
yoruz. Fatih'ten Eminéni’ne kisa ancak can sikict bir yol
var. Istanbul’un yaz gelince bosalan yollarina radmen bir
sekilde bu yolda hep bir trafik var. Ginlerden Pazar ve
sabahin bir kért olmast dahi yolun yogunlugunu azaltmiyor.
Her seferinde “evden c¢ikarken bu saatte ancak biz sokak-
taylzdir” diye dusinmeme ragmen yaniliyor oluyorum. Bir
sekilde Eminént iskelelerinin siralandigt yolu Yeni Cami-
i1’nin 6nldnden yirirken gérmeyi basariyoruz.

Iskeleye yaklasirken adimlarimiz hizlaniyor. Sanki hayatin
her bir zerresine devamli ge¢ kaliyor gibiyiz annemle.
Iki iskelenin arasina demirlemis bitin gemilere soéyle
hizlica bir g6z gezdiriyoruz ve bizi gétirecek olant bir
¢irpida buluveriyoruz. Annem gizli bir toplantiya katilir
misalil geminin girisinde duran adamla g6z géze geliyor ve
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anlasiyor. Benil slriklercesine iceri dogru cekip geminin
Ust glvertesine tirmandigimizda koca bir nefes alviyorum.
Onumdeki giverteye gdz attigimda irili ufaklt bir sird
kadin gorlyorum. Genciyle yaslisiyla bir sirt kadin ve
cocuk geminin yeni boyanmis oturma yerlerine kurulmus,
kocaman kahkahalarla gilisliyor sohbet ediyorlar. Glvertenin
basindan sonuna dogru ylridrken bizi saran panik yerini
eglenceye birakiyor gibi. D&énlp annemin ylzine baktigimda
az evvel bizi etkisine alan acelenin eseril kalmamis. Su an
sadece yorgun bir kadinin ylzine bakiyorum.

Oturulacak iyl yerleri kaybetmemek adina givertenin orta
yerlerindeki goérece daha kuytu olan kisimlara gec¢iyoruz.
Oturup yerlesmeye baslamamiz ile geml de zincirlerin-
den kurtuluyor ve yol almaya basliyoruz. Gemide bir sire
sadece kadinlarin sesi duyuluyor. Uskidar’1l ge¢ip bogazin
aciklarina ilerlerken isaret verilmiscesine tim gemi-
nin i¢ine yayilan bir mizik basliyor bir anda. O zamanlar
Kral TV'de dinledigim hit sarkilar bogdazin ikil yakasini
inletmeye ant icercesine son ses ic¢inde oldugumuz kadinlar
gemisinde calviyor. Annemin benim yizimdeki ifadeye hin-
zlrca g6z gezdirdiginil fark ediyorum. Ylizimden bedenime
yayilan saskinlik etrafimdaki kadinlarin kendi aralarinda
baslattiklart kicik dans hareketlerini gdrmemle yerini
ciddi bir meraka birakiyor. Annem usulca kulagima egilip
“Hadi, sen de oyna. O arada ben de cantayti toparlarim.”
diyor. O an ne diyecedimi ne yapacagumi bilemez bir halde
kus yutmus gibi bir sire bekliyorum. Hizla etrafimdaki
kadinlart zihnime islemeye calisiyorum. Etrafta basortdlia
teyzeler, babaanneler, bir tirliu bitmeyen enerjileriyle
ortalikta kosusturan kicik erkek cocuklarinin pesinde
anneler, glvertenin sonunda carsaflari rizgarla dans eden
bir grup genc kadin var. Ben etrafimdaki bu tatli curcu-
nanin ig¢inde kaybolmusken burnuma dolan deniz kokusunun
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arasina simdi de bérek kokulari katiliyor. Bizimki gibi
tika basa doluymus gibi goérinen cantalarin ic¢inden renk
renk cesit cesit borcamlar ¢ikmaya basliyor. Borcamlarin
icindeki mercimek kéfteleri, dolmalar, sarmalar elden ele
once cocuklara sonra ese dosta dagilmaya basliyor. O esnada
ben de karnimda minik bir gurultu hissediyorum ve annemin
yanina dodru sedirtiyorum. Annemin yantina geldigimde kar-
sisinda oturan ikl genc¢ kadinla sohbet ettigini g6riyorum.
Kadinlart gizli gizli sltzerken bas baglama stillerinin
ne kadar da anneme benzedigini fark ediyorum. Kuiyafetleri
duruslart da diger kadinlara benzemiyor. Annemin onlarla
konusurken nastil da heyecanlandigint gériyorum bir yandan.
Sonug¢ta kendisini 6ncl gériyor biraz. Yillardir sacint 3
numara kestiriyor, pantolon giyiyor, sirt cantast takiyor.
Karsisindaki iki kadin da gorianisleri ve hareketleriyle
onun gibil biraz siradisilar. Hemen bulmus kendine gore
birilerini diye aklimdan geciriyorum. Benim aklim hala
mercimek kéftesinde.

Gemi, adi Menekse Plajil olan issiz sahile yaklasirken az
evvelkil tatlut curcuna yerini kicik caplt bir kaosa bira-
kiyor. Kadinlar ellerinde yolculuk boyunca sisirdikleri
sisme yataklar, piknik sepetleri, bir ellerinde cocuklar
diger ellerinde cantalarla sahile dogru iniyorlar. O koca
gemi neredeyse on dakika i¢inde sahile dagiliveriyor. Biz
de kaostan nasibimizi almamak i¢in neredeyse tim glvertenin
inmesini bekliyoruz ve yavasca sahile variyoruz. Indigimiz
gibi annemin akli basina geliyor ve beni hizla sitrikle-
meye basliyor. Sahildeki cok gines gérmeyen o kuytu yerini
kimse kapmadan ulasmak istiyor. Bu yeri buraya ikinci
gelisimizde cok glnesli bir glinde bulmustuk. Annem her ne
kadar benil glnes kremi boca ederek tim gin glnesin yaktict
etkilerinden korumaya calissa da o gin yaptigtl kesif onun
i¢in bu gunibirlik tatile katlanabilme yoluydu sanirim. Bu
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sakin koésede ¢bir kadinlarin edlencesinden ve curcunasin-
dan uzakta kendi basina kalmak istedigini biliyordum. Hem
burada mayosuyla kaldiginda daha rahat hissediyor, ikimize
kurdugu klglk dinyayl burada da slUrdirmeye devam ediyordu.
Tdm bu gelislerimiz arasinda konustudumuz tek kadin aynti
zamanda bana ylzmeyl de 6greten ve sahilde cankurtaranltik
yapan 60’larindaki teyzeydi. Her geldigimizde dubalara
kadar onu gérmek ic¢cin gider, onun eski sporcu ginlerin-
den kalma anilarint dinlerdim. Ustindeki sporcu mayosuyla
oyle korkusuz dururdu ki kendisine hayran olmamam mimkin
degildi. Herhalde o gline dek basoértild halini goérdugumde
en sasirdigum kadin oydu. Bitin o kaslarint giydigi uzun
tunidgin altina nasil sakladigint hep merak ederdim.

Bu gelisimizde de ilk olarak onun yanina dogru ylzmeye
yelteniyorum. Ona yeni bikinimi g6sterecedim diye heyecan-
liyim. Dubalara yaklastikca arada arkama bakiyor ve ginidn
en sevdigim zamant oldugunu fark ediyorum. Az evvel gemide
g6érdigim onca kadin Gstlerindekil yiklerinden, kuiyafetle-
rinden kurtuluyorlar ve denize girmek i¢in hazirlaniyorlar.
Kimisi mayolu, kimisi hasemalvi. Yaslilar genelde sadece i¢
camasirlart ile duruyorlar hatta bazen sadece donlariyla.
Cocuklar rengarenk sisme kolluklariyla denize kosarken ben
de dubalara dogru yizmeye devam ediyorum. Vardigimda onu
bulamiyorum. Biraz dubalar boyunca geziniyorum ama yok.
Tum sahil boyunca gézlerimle onu tariyorum ama géremiyorum.
Icimi kicik bir korku kapliyor. Hemen geri dénip anneme
sOoylemek istiyorum. Sahile vardigimda nefes nefeseyim.
Anneme yarim yamalak ikil Uc¢ nefes arasti teyzeyi bulamadi-
giumt anlatiyorum. Annem de korkmamam gerektigini belki de
daha suya girmemis olabilecegini soyliyor. Bu arada da son-
rasinda catlamayayim diye yaptigi peynirli sandvici elime
tutusturuveriyor. Ben elimde sandvig¢ bir ayagum denizin
diger ayagim kumun Ustinde sankil bir cankurtaran gibi plr
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dikkat etrafi izliyorum. Bu sirada gemide annemle konu-
san ikil kadin bizim oldugumuz alana yaklasiyor ve annemle
konusmaya basliyorlar. Sanirim kendilerine bir yer bula-
mamislar i1lk gelisleri oldugu ic¢in, gec¢ kalip ylrimeye
baslamislar. Annemin ilk defa sevindigini gériyorum. Bu
gizli mabedini birileriyle paylasma karart ilgil cekicti.
Ben g6zim semada sandvigimi tikinirken kadinlar da yerles-
meye ve Ustlerinil dedismeye basliyorlar. Kafami onlardan
yana cevirdigimde esmer olanin yansiyan ginesle parlayan
viicuduna bakakaliyorum. Uzerinde bikini var. Bir an biitin
dikkatim dagiliyor. Bu sahilde ilk defa bir kadinin Ustinde
bikini gériyorum. Hem de Oyle siradan bir bikini de degil.
Bronz renkli bikinisiyle podyumdan firlamis gibi duruyor.
Hafta sonu magazinlerinde izledigim Unlilerden hicbir farkt
yok sanki. Bonesinin altindan ¢ikardigt topuz sagint agti-
ginda iyice taninmaz bir hale geliyor benim i¢in. Bir an
yanindaki tedirgin arkadasina Ustidnl ¢ikarmast konusunda
yardimct oluyor. Annem ve o diger kadina cesaret veriyor-
lar ve sonunda iki geng¢ kadin el ele suya atliyorlar. O an
icimde tarif edilemez bir his olusuyor. Iki arkadas duba-
lara dogru yizerken cankurtaran teyzeyil dubalarin yaninda
goruyorum. Anlamlandiramadigim bir nedenden gézlerim dolu-
yor. Elimdeki peynirli sandvig¢in son lokmasinil agzima atip
ben de kendimi suya atiyorum. Arkada annemin bagrismalart:
“Dur yenil yemek yedin, catlayacaksin.”

Becerebildigim son hizla bata ¢ika dubalara dogru ylziyo-
rum. O gin itibariyle favorim olan t¢ kadin yan yana sohbet
ediyorlar. Cankurtaran teyze benil goérdiginde hemen laf
atiyor. “Bak nasil da ilerlemissin kisacik zamanda,” diye
beni gaza getiriyor. Ben de daha cok kendimi gésterebil-
mek adina hizlanmaya calisirken karnimda korkung bir agru
hissediyorum. Iki kulac daha atsam yanlarina varacagim ama
yapamiyorum sadece klcik bir inleme sesi ¢ikarabiliyorum.
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Bunu fark eden kaduinlar hemen yanima geliyor ve beni duba-
nin yanina dogru cekiyorlar. Teyze tim glclyle benil suyun
Ustinde tutmaya calisirken mideme giren kramp yavas yavas
azaliyor. Suyun ig¢inde kendi basima durabilip gbézlerimi
actigimda dGclnln de ytzindeki korkuyu fark ediyorum. “Cok
su yuttun herhalde,” diyorlar. Sandvic¢ ylzinden catladum
diyemiyorum. Bu vesileyle dubalara tutunup sohbetlerini
dinliyorum. Bir ara cankurtaran teyze bana dénlp. “Bu yasa-
digin aramizda kalsin. Annene soéylemeyelim ki korkmasin
kadincagiz. Sen de bundan sonra daha cok dikkat et olur mu!”
diyor. Bir noktada bunu anneme itiraf edecedimi bilmeme
ragmen basimt salliyorum. O an bizi gizli bir grup olarak
dustnmek hosuma gidiyor. Sonra beni de sohbete katiyorlar.
Bikinili glUzelin bir Universitede arastirma goérevlisi oldu-
gunu 6greniyorum. Cekingen arkadasiysa 6gretmenmis. Onlar
konustukca ben de cesaret buluyor gelecede dair hayallerimi
anlatiyorum. Konu bir noktada bikinilere geliyor. O ana
kadar tamamen neden oraya varmaya calistigimi unuttudumu
fark ediyorum. Konu a¢ildigt gibi suyun i¢inden yikselmeye
calisarak bikinimi géstermeye calisiyorum. Bikinili glizel
Uzerindeki desenleri ne kadar begendigini sdyliyor. Ben de
aceleyle karsiliginda onu ne kadar bedendigimi séyliyorum.
Gulustyorlar. Gunesten yanmis yanaklarim mahcubiyetimi
gizliyor ne mutlu ki. Sonra bana doénip benim de cok glizel
bir gen¢ kiz oldugumu séyliyorlar. Artik mahcubiyetimi
gizleyemeyecegimi anlayip yanlarindan ayrilmak i¢in izin
istiyorum ve hizla annemin yanina dénlyorum. D&ndiugimde
annemi bir elinde sigarasti bir elinde kitabiyla glneslenir-
ken buluyorum. Ben daha az 6nce yasadidim her seyil anneme
dokilemeden iki genc¢ kadin denizden ¢ikip yanimiza geliyor
ve glneslenmeye basliyorlar. Ben glneslenmekten hi¢ haz-
zetmiyorum bu ylzden artik kaginct kat oldugunu bilmedigim
glnes kremini strintp bizim mabedi saklayan buyik taslarin
Ustiine tindyor ve insanlart izlemeye basliyorum. Ilk gézime
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carpan sahilde boylu boyunca yatan yasli teyze oluyor.
Altinda pacalt donu Ustinde sadece sisme simidiyle kiyida
yatmis vuran dalgalarla guresiyor. Yaslilarin bu hali ina-
nilmaz hosuma gidiyor. Gittigim hamamlarda da burada da
g6érdigim kadinlar hi¢ kimseyi umursamadan keyiflerine bakt-
yorlardi. Hicbiri de ¢iplakliktan cekinir gibi degillerdi
hani. Kafami biraz daha cevirdigimde denize korka korka
giren hasemaltl bir kadini gorlyorum. Annem sanki ne taraf
baktigimt anlamis gibi buraya da hasemayla gelmeyi anla-
miyorum diyor. Ogretmen olan anneme dénip yanlis anlamayin
ama ben anliyorum diyor. Codumuz ic¢in mayo almak bile cok
zor. Annem cekingen bir sekilde hak veriyor. “Ama insanin
vicuduna deniz degmeden nasil..” diye de soylenmeyil ihmal
etmiyor. Bense yavastan batmakta olan glnesi izliyorum.
GUnUn bitisi yakuin. Birkag¢ saate aynt gemil ufuktan yaklasip
bizi alacak ve Emindni’ne geri birakacak. Saat ilerledikcge
sabah olan ritidelin benzeri basliyor. Kadinlar usul usul
gilyinip etraftaki daguinikliklart topluyorlar. Herkes yor-
gun oldugundan midir bilmem sahilde derin bir siklnet var.
Sessizligil arada bir giyinmek istemeyen bir erkek cocugunun
¢igliklart bozuyor sadece.

Gemi yaklasirken hepimiz hazir yola koyulmusuz. Ustimde
tatlt bir yorgunluk burnumda saclaruimdan yayilan tuzun
kokusu var. OnlUmizde usulca yiriyen iki kadini izliyo-
rum. Icimde hala o tanimlayamadigim his ile gemiye binip
glvertedekil kuytu kosemize cekiliyoruz. Dénerken sanki
az evvel yorgunluk UstUmlzde gezmiyor gibi kadinlar yine
dans etmeye, gobek atmaya hatta halay cekmeye basliyorlar.
Yizlerindeki 6glen glinesil yaniklari ve islak kiyafetle-
riyle tim gemiye doluveriyorlar. Annemler sohbet ederken
ben tim o sese ragmen artik neredeyse yarisi bosalmis can-
tayl kendime yastik yapip uyuyakaliyorum. Geminin iskeleye
demirlemesiyle annem beni uyandiriyor. Uyandigimda yanti-
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mizda kimse yok. Nereye gittiklerini sordugumda onlarin
Usktudar’da indiklerini 6greniyorum. Icim bir garip olu-
yor. Gizli grubun bu sekilde dagilmasini beklemezdim diye
distntyorum. Beni uyandirmaya kiyamadiklarini ama bana
kicik bir hediye biraktiklarini soéyliyor annem. KicglUk
bir deniz kabugu uzatiyor bana. Bunu denizde daldiklart
bir anda bulmuslar ve bana vermek istemisler. GUnubirlik
komsulugumuzdan bir hatira olarak. Elimdekil deniz kabu-
gunun giazelligil i¢ime doluyor o an. Daha hi¢ acilmamis da
uykudaymis gibi sapasaglam. “Belki i¢inde incil vardir, ne
dersin?” diyor annem. Arayip tarayilp ac¢ik bir kése bakiyo-
rum ama bulamiyorum. “Olsun,” diyorum “bu hali de glzel.”
Elimde kirilmasin diye onu bir peceteye sariyor ve cantama
koyuyorum. Eve dénerken ic¢imde gecirdigim ginden kalan
bir yorgunluk ve huzur bir sonrakil ginibirlik tatilimizi
dusltyorum.
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Henliz okula baslamamisim. Mahallede en sevdigim duva-
Tin Ustdnde oturuyorum. Uyandigimdan beri neler yaptigimi
distniyorum. Daha kimseler uyanmamisken ¢iktim sokaga.

Salih Abi kapinin 6ntnd suplriyor, cierci maydonozlarti
ayitkliyor. Yardima gidiyorum. Maydonoz ayiklama cemberi
blylyor, bakkal Piroz Teyze de bize katildtv.

“Gecen balkonda kendine ne yapilyordun oyle?”
“Ne zaman?” diyorum.

Piroz teyze giriyor araya.

“Babasinin tras képuguni striyordu.”

“Tras mi olmak istiyorsun? Gel senil berberde tras edelim,”

diyor cigerci usta.

Kahkahalar havada... Utanmali miyim, gilmeli miyim emin
degilim. Sadece puc¢ olan maydonozlar kaldi. Cocuklar yavas-
tan uyanmaya basladi. Gérevim de bitti zaten. Yoévmiyemi

eskimo olarak veriyorlar.

Tam ikinci eskimomu yerken “o0” gec¢iyor. “Ulan,” diyorum
“kesin agzim ylzim hep turuncu olmus”. Kalbim carpiyor ama

caktirmiyorum.
“Niye ayaga kalkmuiyorsun?” diyor bana.

“Tabii, kalkmaliyim. Haklisin. Sen geldiginde kalkmaliyim”

diyorum kisik bir sesle.

”

“Yok, yok. Elimde Kuran var. Kuran gecerken kalkman lazim.
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Yine bir gin bana bir sey 6gretiyor. Oylece arkasindan
bakiyorum, omuzunda yesil tilbent, kafasinda Kuran gide-
rek uzaklasviyor.

Tam hilyalardayken annem cagiriyor.
“Acsin? Ne yedin bugin?”
Akabinde salca ekmedim sepetle asagil iniyor.

Cocuklar geldi. Birkac¢ el taso oynuyoruz. Hepimizin bir
lakabt var. Benimki ‘’Yenilmez Exodia’’. Bu isin hakkini
veriyorum. Ceplerim tasolarla dolu.

Bu sefer kolalt bir eskimo aldim. Kirarak yiyecem. Herkes
eve gitti, 6glen uykusuna. Benim uykum gelmiyor. Hava 45
derece, zar zor buldugum gélgede oturuyorum.

Ne zaman gelecek? Ka¢ zamandir bekliyorum... Ne zaman gele-
cek? Allahim Lldtfen artik gelsin. O iksir Piroz Teyze’ye
gelsin artik. Gelsin ve artik bu hayat bitsin. Iceyim ve
erkek olayim. Erkek olursam onunla evlenebilirim. Erkek
olursam artik highir sikinti kalmaz. Tras da olurum, okulda
pantolon da giyerim. Litfen artik gelsin!

24



\Ba bipi
M odi

(1C1E/N
//



Gliclendigim spesifik anlari bulmaya calistigimda biraz
zorlaniyorum. Yaslt bir Lubunyayim belkil ya da o kadar cok
ant var ki aralarindan spesifik bir tanesini cekip almak
¢cok zor. Her ne kadar Llubunya dinyanin ic¢indeki catisma-
lara kizsam da dondp dolasip suna geliyorum: Evet, ben bizi
cok seviyorum. Ister politik bir yerden, ister sosyal bir
yerden dusidnlince toplum normlarint ve bizi sekillendirmek
adina tdm yaratilan o makul vatandasti tekrar tekrar Ureten
bir yerde bulunmaktansa hayatim boyunca dteki olmayt ve
micadele etmeyl tercih ederim.

Kendime tutunuyorum.

Dislndikce daha da netlesiyor. Kendim dedigim yer neresi?
Nedir kendim? Kokulart ve dokulart diasiniyorum. Nasil glcg-
lendim, nasil “ben” oldum.

Anaokulundayim ve bana soruyorlar. “Hadi bakalim style bize
kimden hoslaniyorsun?”

Durup disdniyorum.

Alti yasinda olmama ragmen hissettigim duygularin yogun-
lugundan iclenip sinifca cektirdigimiz fotograflarda onu
buluyor ve dakikalarca bakiyordum. Ismi Basak’ti. Fakat
son zamanlarda aklimda Mehmet de vardi. Kafasina cok blylk
gelen kulaklart ve kocaman gézleriyle bir tatlilik abidesti.

Klicik bir sire duraksadiktan sonra bir ¢irpida c¢ikiyor
agzimdan “Basak’tan ve Mehmet’ten hoslaniyorum.”

BlUyiuk bir kahkaha patlatiyor bizimkiler. Sanirim boéyle

bir yanit beklemiyordu kimse. Bitin romantik iliskile-
rimi, bakis acimi sekillendiren bir an bu. Sonrasinda hic
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sorgulamadan, bizl ayiran cinsiyetleri 6nemsemeden asik
oluverdim istedigime, diledigime. Her sey benim ic¢cin cok
netti. Cinsiyetlere dedil insanlara asik oluyordum. Bazen
en yakin arkadasima ablamdan caldigim ylzikleri hediye
ediyor, bizl birbirimize baglayan sembolleri yaratiyor-
dum. Bazen sinifin yakisiklt ama farkliliklart sebebiyle
zorbaliga ugrayan cocugunu korumak i¢in herkesle yumrukla-
siyordum. Daha kendime ac¢ilmadan yasadim her ne istediysem.
Cinkld ic¢imdeki askil baslarina gésterirken sinirlamalarin
ve kavramlarin ayrimciligini gbézetmem bana empoze edil-
memisti

Higbir tanim beni glc¢lendiren bir yerde durmadi. Tam ter-
sine tanumsizlikti aslinda 6zglrligim. Ben herkes gibi
biricigim ve kendi taniumimi yalnizca o an ben, kendim
Uzerinden yapabilirim.

DUstndikce bu ayrimlarin ve ikicikli olan hichir seyin
bana islemedigini fark ettim. Kadin parfimleri cok c¢iceksti
ama ben baharatlt kokulart seviyorum. Neden c¢icekli koku-
lar kullanmak zorundayim? Vajinam var diye mi?

Kadin reyonlarinda buldugum her t-shirt gene ideal beden-
lerin bir yansimast ve benim bedenim o ideallerin ic¢ine
s1gamayacak devasalikta. Kiyafetler ya belime yapisiyor ya
goéguslerime yapisiyor ya da devasa kalcam sigmak ic¢in tim
kumaslart zorluyor. Neden diz kesim kiyafetler yalnizca
erkek reyonlarinda var? En sevdigim renk petrol mavisi ve
turkuaz. Neden bu renkleri kadin bélimlerinde bulamiyorum?
Hep yavruagzil ve tozlu renkler mi sevmeliyim?

Utana sikila gittigim alisverisleril erkek reyonuna kaca-

rak ve kendime goére cinsiyetsiz, sinirlamasiz kiyafetleri
alarak astim. Goglslerimi ve kalgcami, beni sekstel olarak

27



tanimlayan her seyi kumaslarin ve kesimlerin ic¢ine sokarak,
saklayarak kendimi var ettim.

Ikinci ismim Fatma’ydi. Bana Erkek Fatma dediler. Utan-
dim, sikildim, ismimi saklayabildigim her yerde saklamaya
calistum. Simdi 35 yasindayim. Daha kavramlarti bilmeden
Tomboy olarak adlandirildigim i¢in gurur duyuyorum. Hala
once erkek reyonlarina gidiyorum, sonra géguslerimi ortaya
citkartmak istiyorsam kadin bélimine bakiyorum. Kalgamti
ortaya ¢ikarmaktan korkmuyorum. Likralil hareketlerimi
kisitlamayacak kumaslar olduktan sonra vicuduma yapilsan
hicbir sey beni rahatsiz etmiyor. 15 senedir kullandigim
baharatlt “erkek” kokum ile gurur duyuyorum. Herkes beni
kokumla taniyor. O koku erkek kokusu dedil, o artik benim
kokum.

Biz1l sekillendiren iyl ya da kotl, rahatsiz edici her ne
anl varsa onu alip donitstirecek gicte olmaktir iyl ki
lubunyayim dememi saglayan.

Biliyorum ki su an bana k&étlu hisler veren bir anum bile
yarin doénidsebilir, bunlara ragmen hayatta kalabildigim

i¢in kendimle, lubunyaligimla gurur duymama sebep olabilir.

Anilarima dedil kendime, lubunyaligima tutunuyorum.
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2012 yilinin bir bahar ayinda, tipki su andaki gibi ensenize
vuran ginesin ic¢inizde sicakligini hissettirdigi bir glndd.
Cizim atélyesinden yeni ¢ikmistuim.

0 dénem, Universitede okudugum bolimi yarim birakmistim. Bir
sanat bolumine girebilmek i¢in ¢izim sinavlarina hazirla-
niyordum. Gittigim atélyedeki herkes ya o yi1l ya da gelecek
yilllarda sinava girecekti. Yalnizca bir kisil sadece ¢izimini
gelistirmek i¢in oradaydi. Bir slUre sonra llkeden ayrila-
cak olan bir kadindi. Donemin sonlarina dodru katilmisti ve
gelecek egitim doénemil baslamadan gidecektti.

Atolyede genelde neselil bir sohbet havast vardi, bu ortamun
etkisiyle yabancilik hali kisa slrede yerini rahatlamaya
birakiyordu. Ben molalarda cogu vaktimi bu arkadasimla
geciriyordum. Bir sire sonra atdlye sonralarti disarida da
vakit gecirmeye basladik. Baslarda yaptigimiz calismalarti
degerlendirdigimiz konusmalarimiz bir slire sonra atdlyeyi
sohbetimizin disinda biraktigimiz bir yere evrilmisti. Gegir-
digimiz vakitlerden cok hoslaniyordum. “Cok kafa dengi, keske
gitmese’’ diye geciriyordum i¢imden. Zaman, kum saatinden
akan kumlar gibi akip gidiyor; icimden ge¢irdigim bu cim-
lelerin sayist da giderek artiyordu. Bu kisilye karst bir
seyler hissedip hissetmedigimi distniyor; emin olamiyordum.
Bu zamana kadar, kendi hislerimin pesine cok dismemistim.
Platonik duygularim favorim olan tUnliler haricinde, en fazla
birka¢ insant daha iceriyordu. Romantik olmanin &tesinde
bir hayranlik duyuyor, hos buluyordum. Ne birilerine ne de
kendime hislerimi acmadan gec¢irdigim romantik hayatim boyle
tzetlenebilirdi. Icimde giderek biylyen ve beni de icine alan,
anlamint bilemedigim bir seyler doguyor gibiydi.

Atdlye bu zamana kadar bulunmadigum bir “6teki alan” gibiydi.
Kendimi ilk kez bu denli rahat hissediyordum; burada her
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sey “normaldi”. Ilk defa acik kimlikli queer bireyler
ile birlikteydim. Bana farkli insanlarin, duslncelerin
ve hayatlarin bir arada olabilecedini gdsteren ilk yer
olmustu. Ortamin bu halinden besleniyordum. Ha bir de
belli olmayan gontl durumum da eklenince, motivasyonum
epey saglamdt.

Atolyede “memuriyet dénemine” gecils yavas yavas baslamistt.
Gecirilen saatler, mesal saatleri gibiydi. Hatta bazen
daha da uzayabiliyordu. Atdlyede calistigimiz glnler &nce
Uc-dort gine, editim doéneminin bitimine yakin haftada alttu
gline kadar c¢ikmisti. Program yogunlasiyor, sinav glinlne
kalan vakti gosteren iki haneli sayilar her gin hatirlatict
olarak duvarlara yaziliyordu. Artik mesail hig¢ bitmiyor;
evde yapilan cizimlerle de devam ediyordu. “Memuriyet
donemi” bitmis, “esnek calisma saatlerinde” uyuyana kadar
calistigimiz bir déneme girmistik. Istiklal Caddesine
bakan bir ara sokaktaki bu atdélyede zaman bdyle hizla akip
gidiyor; kum saatinin kumlarti azaliyordu.

Kendimi caddenin o zamanlar var olan agaclarinin ve buglne
kiyasla daha mutlu halde dolasan insanlarinin golgelerinin
birbirine dolandigt ve mizik seslerinin salinan agaclara
eslik ettigl meydaninda buluyorum. Glnesin enseme deddi-
gini hissediyorum... Yazin denizden ¢iktiktan sonra klglk
su damlaciklarinin kurumast i¢in bedenil hos bir sekilde
1sitan ve insanda glzel hisler uyandiran o sticaklik gibi.

Ensemde glnesin sicakligi, parmaklarimda gidecegil gint
saydigim sayilarla Istiklal’de yiriyorum. O zamanlar zemini
yver yer bozuk olan meydanin ylrlyls yolunda ayadim takilt-
yor. Sendeliyorum, &ne dogru kivriliyorum ama dismiyorum.
Basimt yukart kaldirip dogruluyorum. Dik durarak yirimeye
devam ediyorum.
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Ama ig¢imde htzin hissediyorum. Ondan hoslaniyorum. Bir
slire sonra gidecedini distnerek ve bu hisle ne yapacagdimi
bilemez bir halde dik bir sekilde yUriyorum.

Glnes, bina aralarindan meydana belirli belirsiz siziyor.
Tipkl benim Istiklal’e sizmam gibi. O giin meydanda, hisle-
rimle ve kimligimle ilk yUrdylsim. Ensemde glines, kalbimde
sevgl ve Uzuntl, Llubunyaligima-kendime dogru o ilk ylrs-
yusum.

Dik bir sekilde, glnesi ve sicakligt hissederek yilrdyorum.
Golgem diger golgelere karisiyor.

32



Bir Plastilﬁn 1

asa%



Carsinin terasina kivrilan yokusu hafif hafif adumliyo-
rum. Tek basima miylm acaba? Hatirlamiyorum. Buzla kaplt
yolda kayip dismemeye odaklandigimdan, Mert’le oturacagti-
miz masaya nasil vardigimi bilemiyorum. Saniyorum bir pazar
glnlydd, 6glenin hemen ertesi. Hakl renkteki plastik masa-
larla uyumlu yesil bir parka var Uzerimde. Neredeyse masa
ile bir 6rnek olmusum. Géren de o gin tam o masaya oturmaya
hazirlanmisim sanir. Gerc¢i disintnce, belki de hayatim
boyunca o masaya oturmak lUzere hazirlanmistuim.

Hava soguk, keskin ayaz ylziml Lime lime ediyor desem yeri.
Sogukla sigara icerek micadele ediyorduk. Masanuin lzerinde,
sayilsiz izmariti agirlayan kil tablasinin hemen yaninda,
muhtemelen istemeye istemeye aldigim kirmizi Winston duru-
yor. Gotte yumusayan, hanil su soft diye satilanlardan. Ecis
bicls sigara paketleri Mert ile arkadasligimizin nisanesi
sayilirdi, carsinin birkac metrelik ceperinde defalarca
birlikte tUttlirmisligimiz vardi. Yine de masada yalnizca
Winston olmast garipti, ben sekter bir mavi Pall Mall diski-
ndyddm. Artik Mert’in sigaramdan otlandigini hissetmeyeyim
diye sigara zevkimi degistirdigim zamanlara denk disiyor
herhalde o gtnler. “Sen misin bir iki dal diye diye paketimi
bitiren, ben de senin i¢tidin sigaradan icer, aldigin paket-
lere boyle zorla ortak olurum,” dedigim zamanlar olmaltv.
Zor bela damak tadimi dedistirme cabam cok strmemisti,
dayanamamistim Winston seviyor gibi yapmaya. Varsin benim
paketimden azalsin sigaralar, varsin birkac saatte bitirelim
yirmi dali, bitse gider yenisini alirim diye geri donmls-
tim canimin paresi mavi Pall Mall’a. Zaten o agir Winston’t
nasil i¢tim ben de bilmiyorum, ama genclik iste! Ciger her
seyin agirint kaldirmaya misait.

Ne diyordum? Mert karsimda, masa cUmblis yeri. Bir cay geli-
yor, ardindan ikl sade Turk kahvesi, sonra birer cay daha.
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Bir geleni o6bUrl takip ediyor, sohbete her daim bir dal
sigara eslik ediyor, ya onun ya benim ellerimde. Mert diyo-
rum, ben biriyle yakinlastum. Ya da asik oldum mu demistim?
Yoksa sevgili oldugumuzu mu itiraf etmistim? Gercekten tam
¢ikaramiyorum. Ama dilim ¢ozilmis bir kere, anlattikca anla-
tiyorum. Soyle oldu, bana séyle dedi, ben de sunu yaptum,
bir de Ustlne bdyle oldu diyorum. BUlbiUl gibi sakirken, bir
yandan da Mert’in verecedl tepkileri kolluyorum. Acaba bana
kizacak mi? Hayal kirikligina ugratacak miyim arkadasimi?
Beni artik eskisil gibil sevmeyecek mi? Detaylari animsa-
masam da su berrak zihnimde, Nesli’ye duydugum ilgiyi ilk
paylastigim kisil Mert dedill. Her sigara paketimi onunla
agiyor, gundn i1lk cayimi onunla i¢iyorum ama askimi onunla
heniz paylasmamisim. Burak ile an be an mesajlasiyorum, “Su
an Nesli yanumda oturuyor,” diyip heyecanimti paylasiyorum
sozgelimi. Kismen a¢ilmisim da cevreme, Buket’e coktan lez-
biyen pornosu i1zliyorum diye aglamisim mesela. Mert’e biraz
gec kalmisim ama nedense ilk kez ona agiliyormusum gibi glc
¢ikiyor her bir kelime agzimdan.

Mert’i oldum olast Mehmet dayima benzetirim. Annemi defa-
larca Uzmis, ylzinU gérsem aninda tUkarigu basacagim o
soysuzu andiriyor sik sik. Her ailede bir tane olan kur-
naz dayumin hik demis burnundan dismisine benzediginden
miydi Mert’e rotarim? Yoksa bu benzerligi bahane edip mi
bunca ertelemistim bu konusmayi1? Ne de olsa onu ailemden
saylyordum ve annemil hayal kirikligina ugratacagumdan emin
oldugum gibi emindim Mert’in gézlnde artik baska bir yerde
olacagimdan. Bogazim digimleniyor ara ara, yine de kendimi
birakmiyorum. “Mert” diyorum, “bu kadin benim sevgilim ola-
cak gibi.”

Kudretimin sarsildigint hissediyorum. Orada heybeti gol-
gelenmis, gicl kalin perdeler ardina saklanmis bir ben
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oturuyor artik, yumusak karni plastik masaya seriliyor.
Asirlardir orada oturuyormusuz gibi mithlandigimiz sandal-
yelerden kipirdanip kalkma vakti geliyor, biz kipirdamasak
ayaz bizil silip siptrecek zaten. O iki ileri bir geri sohbet
i¢in harcligimizin Allah kerim ne kadarini hesaba yatiri-
yoruz. Kesin ben ismarlamisimdir o gin hesabi, Mert’in benti
dinledigine, beni boyle de kabul ettigine duydugum minnet-
ten.

Yillar sonra bir baska plastik masanin etrafindayiz. Belki
dért, hatta bes yi1l gecmis Uzerinden. Yine bir plastik
masada yine Mert var, hemen yaninda Nesli oturuyor. Birlikte
yasadigimiz ikinci evin, dustnin o kadar sevgili olmusuz
Nesli ile yani, mutfadindayiz. Mert biraz evvel istifra
etmis tuvalette, normalde i¢tigi ickinin yaninda yudum
kalacak bir miktardan hem de. YUzl allak bullak déntyor
tuvaletten salona. Nesli dirsekleriyle dudrtiyor, bir acil-
manin varisina uyandiriyor beni. “Yok be diyorum”, ihtimal
vermiyorum. Ama bir dedikodunun pesine diser gibi blytk bir
hevesle, sigara icmek lUzere telasli adumlarla gittigi mut-
faga dogru stziliyorum Mert’in pesinden.

Mert basliyor anlatmaya, “ben aslinda erkeklerle birlikte
oluyorum bir sdredir,” diyor. Erasmus ic¢cin gittigil Avru-
pa’da 6zgUrlugin ve hazzin dibini siyirdigini anlatiyor
utanc¢ i¢inde. Karnina kramp vuruyor, yerli yersiz iki buk-
Lum kaliyor. O benim nasil ilkimse, ben ve yillar 6ncenin
ayazinda bir plastik masanin 6te yaninda tanittigim kadin
da 1lki oluyoruz onun. O goridr gbérmez varligini karnimda
hissettigim o tanidik sancilt kivranisin ilk duragt olmanin
kivancil var Gzerimde. Bir gulip bir agliyoruz, sabaha kadar.
Icimizdeki firtinalarti, bir acilmanin yiredi agza getiren
gerginligini ardt ardina yaktigiumiz sigaralar dindiriyor
yine. Yer yer kahkahalara da boguluyoruz. Belki gilmek-
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ten yere distigimiz gece tam olarak o gece degil, hafizam
yaniltiyor beni. Kendisilyle nice sabahi ettik o mutfakta
clinkd. Umrumda degdil, varsin farkli geceleri birbirine
karsin zihnim. Bir masa etrafinda yizint i1lk kez birbirine
donen ikl arkadasin hikayesi bunca birbirine karismisken,

laft mt olur.
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DUn gece bir riya gordim. Eski erkek arkadasimla bir otel
odasindaydim. Televizyon ac¢ikti, bir reality show prog-
ramt izliyorduk. Bu kiclk kasabaya iliskimizi kurtarmak
icin gelmistik. Iliskimizin ellerimizin arasindan kayip
gittiginl goérmek cok zordu. Hayatta bir c¢iftin birlikte
gecirdigl son tatili goérmekten daha Uzicli cok az sey var-
dir. Onu daha fazla tanwmayl hic¢ istemilyordum ama iste
buradaydik. Tirnaklarint yiyor, dikkan sahipleriyle kicuk
sohbetler ediyor, restoranda en iyl koltugu kapamadiginda
ruhsal c¢okintller yasiyordu. Onunla ilgili her sey artik
can sikiciydi. Onu neden bir tirld terk edemedigimi bil-
miyorum. Onu sevmek ekrana bakmak gibi bir aliskanliktt.

Program devam ediyordu. Iki kadin birbiriyle yarisiyordu.
Vicutlart cok diriydi. Iclerindeki atesi hissedebiliyor-
dum. Icimdeki atesi hissedebiliyordum. Vicutlarina su
si¢radt ve i1slanan ben oldum. Eski erkek arkadasim birden-
bire soldakinin lezbiyen enerjiye sahip oldugunu soéyledti.
Bu clmle sessizligl bozdu. Bir sire hicbir sey soylemeden
ona baktim, o da donUp bakmadi. Gézlerini televizyondan
ayitrmadi. Kiz simdi onun aklindan mi geciyordu? Bu sefer
kazanmasina izin verdim, onu soydum ve beni becermesine
izin verdim, oysa ayni seyl yapmama asla izin vermezdi.

Hemen uykuya daldim ve rlyamda ailemin evinde altil ya da
yedi yasindaydim. Televizyon acikti, yemek yiyorduk ve
aynt zamanda bir reality show programt izliyorduk. Yemek
her zamanki gibi domatesli taze fasulye kizartmasiydt.
Annem domateslerin kabuklarini soymaya tGsenmis olmaliydt.
Kabuklari agzimda hissedebiliyordum. Ama onu kim sucla-
yabilir ki? Bizi bir gln daha doyurmak i¢in son ¢abasint
gostermisti. Hi¢ izin glnU yoktu. Kendisi i¢in tek zaman
dilimil uyudugu zamandi. Bazen uyuyormus gibi yapar, boy-
lece dislnceleriyle bas basa kalirdi. Ne disindigunt Allah
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bilir. Bir adam ve cocukla aynil ¢atil altinda yasarken kay-
bettigl yillari disidnlyordu belki de. Evdeki televizyon
odast sicak bir ortamin oldugu tek yerdi. Hipnotize edildi-
gimizde yasamak sorun olmaktan ¢ikiyordu. Konusmak sorundu.
Kipell ve uzun sacli adamlarin escinsel oldugunu soéyledi
babam. 90'lardaydik ve bu gibi objeler sizi escinsel yapa-
biliyordu. Memleketlerinden hi¢ ayrilmamis, akrabalarindan
baska arayacak arkadaslart olmayan bu iki insanin bu kadar
giclu bir gaydar'a sahip olmast etkileyiciydi. Simdi i1kisti
televizyona bakarken hi¢ konusmuyor, belki de queerligin
ihtimallerini bilmeden de olsa sorguluyorlardi. Ben ise
6numde uzanan gelecege bakilyordum.

Annemin masayl toplarken dUstrdugd - ya da firlattigui -
tabagin sesiyle uyandum. Yanimda horuldayarak uyuyan bu
adama hi¢ olmadigim kadar uzaktim. Bu sahil kasabasinda
artik goértlecek bir sey kalmamisti, cantamut alip ¢iktuim.
En yakin otogardan sehir merkezine bilet aldim. Otobiste
uyku agir basti sehrin isiklart yanarken bir haziran saba-
hina uyandim. Abluka altindakil sokagimdan c¢ikip sehrin
diger ucuna gittim. Soylenen saatte sehrin sokaklarindan
¢ikip caddeye dolusan bu lubunyalar evimdi. Slogan atar-
ken kalbim yerinden ¢ikacak gibi carpiyordu. Saskin pazar
kalabaligtl bu ani baskina karsti ne yapacagint bilmiyordu.
Bazilari kornayla, bazilari da alkisla destek veriyordu.
Destek vermeyenler bos gdézlerle bu hayatin olabilecegi
ihtimallerine bakuiyorlardi. O gin tanidigim herkese doya
doya sarildim. “Iyi ki variz lubunya,” dedim.
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Kulagimda geceleri yatakta actigim podcast calarken bir
taraftan tezgahuin Gzerini yeni ¢ikacak bulasiklara yer
acmak i¢in bosaltmaya calisiyordum. Yiksek camlardan mutfa-
gin her kdosesine acimasizca giren glnesin verdigi sicaklik,
hemen yani basimda pismekte olan 3-4 cesit yemedin bunal-
ticlt isisiyla birlesip saatlerdir hareket halinde olan
vicudumla beraber tim mutfagt kaygan, sivi bir formda bir-
lestirmisti.

Kaynayan mutfakla dinlemekte oldugum podcastin beni gétir-
digu 19. ylzyill Osmanlisinda kaybolmusken arkamdan belime
dolanan kollar ve omzuma konan ufak bir 6ptcikle irkilerek
si¢cradum. “Korkma askim, benim,” diyen sefkatli sese dogru
dondim. Onu duyabilmek ic¢in hizla kulakligi kapattim fakat
bu sefer de ses telefondan gelmeye basladi. Sanem yizinde
ufak bir saskinlikla “Aaa, bu Deniz Hamamlari boluimi degil
mi? Din gece dinledigimiz. Sen niye bir daha..” derken durdu.
Cevabint bile bile gllimseyerek sordu.

“Yine mi uyuyakaldin? Ne kadarini hatirliyorsun bélimin?”

Yanlara savurdugum basim zaten bildigi cevabi vermisti.
Geceleri dinlemek i¢in actigim sesli kitaplarin ya da pod-
castlerin ilk bes dakikasini ¢ikaramadan uyurken Sanem her
ne ag¢tiysam sonuna kadar merak edip dinlerdi. Uykularinin
katili olmanin verdigi suglulukla gereksiz bir 6zir diledim.
Bunun ilelebet bdyle gidecegini bildigi ic¢in gllimsemeye
devam ederken bana dogru bir adim daha atarak beni tezgahla
vicudu arasina iyice sikistirdi. Alnini, alnima dayadt.
Burunlarimizin ucu birbirine degiyor, aralarinda tatlt bir
oyuna basliyorlardi. Gogstimde artik onun nefes alisveristi...
Ona bu kadar yakinken nefesini dudaklarimda hissediyordum.
Tam o anda hafifce geriye cekildi. “Hadi gel,” dedi ve beni
salona dogru cekmeye basladi. O ana kadar fark etmemistim
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ama bizim sarkilarimizdan Royksopp’tan Oh my lover calvi-
yordu odada.

Tim odaytl dolduran mizik etrafimizi sararken mizikle
beraber akan omuzlarini, kalcasini, sarkiya eslik eden
dudaklarint biyidlenmiscesine izliyordum. G6gsim derin ama
araliksiz nefeslerle inip ¢ikarken, vicudunun neredeyse
her yerinde dolanan ellerini takip etmekte zorlaniyor-
dum. Karsimda alev almis vicudunun her hareketiyle canima
kastedercesine nefesimi kesen bir kadin vardi. Saskindim.
Daha 6nceleri kendimi buldugum pozisyonda bu sefer karsidan
izleyen olmus, gayet dogal bir sekilde lGzerime gilyindigim
bastan ¢ikarma rolu ilk defa bastan ¢ikarilmaya dondsmistd.
Bedenimden siyrilarak daha 6nce hic¢ gecmedidim bir sinirt
geride biraktim ve sanki bambaska bir bedende, daha &nce
tanwmadigim hislerin bdlgesinde buldum kendimi. Muzaffer,
sahip olmak isteyen, glzelligi ve sehveti politik dogru-
culuktan uzak, en basit ve arkaik bakisla takdir etmeyti,
keyfini ¢ikarmayt bilen..

Geriye attigtl basini kaldirarak yine goézlerini gozle-
rime kilitleyip parmagiyla beni yanina c¢agirdi. Ona adim
atmiyordum, siridkleniyordum adeta. Mizige beraber teslim
olmustuk.

Aniden calan telefonla uyandirildik. Telefonda, o ginin
kalaninit beraber gecirecedimiz arkadaslarimizdan birti,
yaklasik 45 dakika sonra burada olacaklarini sdéylemisti.
Bu haberle ikimiz de panikle goérev yerlerimize dagil-
dik. GUndn kalaninda leziz yemekler yenildi, comert alkol
oranlariyla kokteyller i¢ildi. Gamze’nin korosundan son
dedikodular, yeni 6grendigi oyunlar, Selin’in her biri bir
oncekinl golgede birakan fecilikteki ask hayati, en son
ugruna Ankara’ya gittigi adamin evinde yatak odasindan
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¢ikartilamayan ve tim slrec boyunca tepesinde durup sacgla-
rint kemirip siniril bozan kedi, Burak’in kaktlisleri, vegan
humus yapmak ic¢in alacagil blender derken kendimdeki cok
tanidik bir uzaklasma hissi i¢imde yerlesmeye baslamistti.
Neredeyse 8 saattir beraberdik ve 1lk yarisindan itibaren
sosyal toleransimin an be an distigind hissediyordum. Yan-
larinda kendimi en rahat hissettigim arkadaslarim olsalar
dahi, uzayan zamanla gelen kendi alanima cekilme istegdim
ilk o6nce telefonuma goémilip zamanla daha az konusmamla
kendini gosteriyordu. Suyuma biraz daha buz koymak icin
mutfada gectigimde Sanem’in de arkamdan geldigini go6rdum.

“Pilin mi bitti minnos?” diye sordu.
Uzgiin bir sekilde basimt salladum.

“Tamam, sen iceril geg, yat. Biz de yavastan yatmaya basla-
r1z. Ben yataklart hallederim”

“Burada mi kalacaklar?”
“Bu saatten sonra gitmezler, olmaz.”

Endiseyle herkesle vedalastim. Yaklasik 1 saat sonra Sanem
de geldi yataga.

“Uyumadin mi1?”
“Uyuyamadim,” dedim ve oOnUmizdeki gind tamamen Pazartesti
ginkd sunuma hazirlanmaya ayirdigim icin, bu aksamin yarina

uzamasinin beni paniklettigini anlattim.

“Tim sunum icerigini hazirlamistin zaten, yarin erkenden
dagiliriz, ben grafikleri ve gorselleri yaparum, hallederiz
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merak etme,” dedi. Icim biraz ferahlamisti. Telefonundan
baslar baslamaz uyudugum podcast’i acti, bana daha yakin
olacak sekilde bas Ustumize yerlestirdi ve tim vicudunu
arkamdan sararak beni glvenle uykunun kucadina teslim etti.
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sonbahar griydi ve yesil bir bahardi. ne cok kosmustu
ceylanim sonbaharda, t¢ kirik ayagiyla. U¢ kirik ayaklti
ceylanim, ilkbaharda dogmustu oysa. lcincli cemre toprakla
bulustugunda kimin rahmi misaitse oradan soluk almisti ilk
defa. ve nasil unutmustu nefes almayi, nefes alirken. en
cok da ilk baharda doganlari. gri betonlar-siz dogmayt.
islahevi kalbim olan ceylanim. U¢ bacadi kirik ceylanuim.
seslerden seslere kosmayl severdi. duymasi gereken renkli
bir ses vardi, heniz sagir oldugu. bir telefon kadar uza-
ginda bir sagirlik. ona ben agtim telefonu. ve ceylanim
actl kulagini. tonlarca kus sesi yoktu ormaninda. netti her
kelime koynunda. telefondan hafifti tek ses ve telefondan
agirdil onlarca nefes.

ve bilmiyordu ki ceylanim, ¢ bacagt kirik ceylanim, elvan
elvan kuslarin ugrak yeri olacagini. ve hatta bir alkum
doguracagini, tim cemreleri koynundan ¢ikaracagini. baharda
dogacagini ve bir bahar doguracagini, Utc kirik ayagiyla.
u¢csuz bucaksiz ormant kalbim olan ceylanuim.

47







“cok korkunc¢ degil mi?”
“evet, cok korkuncg.”

cevap vermek istemedigini biliyorum, o cevabi senden zorla
aldum. bunu da, hikayemidinleyen herkese hi¢ utanmadan soy-
ledim: istemiyordu. durmadan sordum. bu senin bana
yasattigin, adint bilmedigim, kimseden duymadigim o seyi
cesurca ve Ofkeyle, umutsuzlugundan korkmadan anlatan bir
kadinin hikayesiydi. onu sana da verdim. bir daha yapmadin.
*

biytmeye calistim. sira arkadasimin o kalkuinca bitin sinift,
benim sinifimi, etrafimt dolduran kokusunu alacak kadar
baytdim. birbirimizi kokladik, ama senden korktuk. senin
bedenini i¢imden ve aramizdan cekecek kadar bUylmemistim.
ona da zarar verdin, bunun i¢in beni sana ait bir seymisim
gibil kullandin. bdyle hissettim. bu duygu simdinindi.

*

onu tekrar tekrar goérdim ve duydum. bana baktiginda senin
onu korkutan gdlgelerini gorirdd. korkuyordu ama hicgbhir
zaman zarar godrmekten dedil. senin aksine, o her zaman
sadece bana zarar vermekten korktu.

*

yeterince blyudagimde senin kicikligimde kalacaguini umu-
yordum. o kaldi, ama sen benimle geldin. beni kiz cocudu
yapan, beni kiz cocugu tutan ig¢imdeki bir gélgeydin, ama
dclncl boyutun vardi. elle tutulur, ic¢i dolu bir gélge.
amimin kaniyla hep bu gélgeyi ¢izdim.

kanim bana aitti, sen degildin.

*

i¢imde dolasan kiclk mum isiklarint anlatmak istedim, ama
yapamadim. gidecek bir yeri olmayan duygularimt mum i1sti-
gina benzetmils olmaktan utandim. bana senin yaptiklarint
anlatan kanimdan utandigim gibi. ama simdi buradalar,
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onlardan bahsettigimde... benden utanmayacak kulaklari-
min icinde.

*

biliyorum, ona olan sevgimi i¢imdeki yakilmis kéylere sen
kapattin. senden sonra hicbir duygum o kéyden c¢ikamadt,
ne de diger mum isiklariyla bulusabilecedl mekanlar buldu.
evlerin kapilari, bahcelerin slrgtleri, capraz tellerle
orulmis c¢citler onlara hep kapandi. bu ylzden i¢imin bttin
mum isiklari, gidecek bir yeril olmayan kuir duygularuim
sokakta kaldi. sokagi kapatamazlar - kapatamazsin. beni
ic¢ime tikip dinyaytl Ustime kapattiginda, kendin de Ustimize
kapandiginda, duygularimuin kligik mum i1siklart olarak i¢im-
deki koylerin sokaklarinti tutacagini bilemedin. beni bir
kiz cocugu, benil senin gibi birine mecbur bir kiz cocugu
yapmanin hicbir yolu yoktu. senin nastil hissettirdigint,
bana degen teninin duygusunu unuttum. onun kokusunu hala
alirim. mum i1siklarimin pariltisint gérdrim ve gidecek bir
yerleri olsun diye elimil acip kanima dua ederim.

i¢inde yandiklarti hikaye bana ait. sonunda, olmak istedi-
gimizi oluruz.

o kadar da korkunc degil, degil mi?
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Bir patlama mut yoksa bir agilma mi1? Kuir oldugumda, kuirle-
siyor oldugumda, belki sadece 6ylece var oldugumda kendimi
kapalt bir odadan ¢ikiyor veya Uzerimden bir ortiyd cekip
atiyor gibi hissetmiyorum. Patlayan bir popcorn gibi oluyo-
rum. Tim benligim buna dahil. TUm hicrelerim, sinapslarum,
atom alti parcalarum sarsiliyor. Yaniyor ya da yok oluyor
gibiyim ama aslinda sadece dénisiyorum. Sanki g6z yuvarla-
rim patlayiverdi ve i¢inden yeni gézbebekleri ¢ikti. Aynti
zamanda kendi bebedim de oldum.

Bir bebedin aglayis sebebini en iyi kendisi bilir. Ben de
biraz agladum elbette. Ama sonra kalktim, makyajimi yap-
tim ve glizel bir elbise giydim. Sagclarimi savurdum. Aynaya
baktigimda cok cekici birini goériyordum. Evet, kuilr oldu-
gumu kimseye kanitlamak zorunda dedildim. Benim kuirligim;
dis gorintstimden, partnerlerimden ve politik bir kimlikten
cok daha fazlasi. Her yaniml ve her parcami seviyorum. Her
gin akan, degisen, gecisen var olusumu seviyorum. Kendime
“evet, bu benim!” demek i¢in hic¢bir kaliba girmek zorunda
hissetmiyorum.

Hayaletler gorilmeyen ama herkesi gérenlerdir.
Bunun yalnizlik oldugunu kim iddia edebilir?

Ve yogun olan her sey kati olmak zorunda degildir.

Kendime sefkat duyuyorum. Yogun, yumusak ve akiskan bir
sefkat.
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Ege Denizi’nin serin sularina kendimi biraktigimda zihnim-
den gecen tek bir sey oldu. Tuzlu su sifaduir.

Sogugun etkisiyle vicudumun her bir noktast irkildi, tly-
lerim teker teker Urperdi. Sinir sistemimin uyarisiyla
bir kalkana dontsecekken, denize karisiverdim. Tuzlu su
sifadir. Derine daldikca dipteki akinti oldum. Nefes alis
verislerimle hareket etmeye basladim. Ciplak hissetmiyor-
dum ama ¢iplakligin coskusunu, kavusmasini hissediyordum.

Kumsaldaki kalabalik ve glUrdltd geride kaldikca deniz
vicudumu daha da kucakladi. Biraz daha ileriye, biraz daha
derine ylzmem i¢in tesvik etti. Ariniyor muydum? Gicleniyor
muydum? Kabulleniyor muydum? Helallesiyor muydum?

Durup denizin ortasinda sirt Ustl yattigimda glnesin sicak-
1igint meme uclarimda hissettim. Gézlerim kapalv, dylesine
durdum. Ne arinmam, ne gliclenmem, ne kabullenmem, ne de
helallesmem gerekiyor. Oldugu gibi, oldugu kadar. Ben
benim. Lubunyaligim sifamdan gelir.
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Glnes kremim g6zUml yakmaya basladi. Fark edenler ne kadar
duygusal, duygusal bir anisint paylasiyor diye didsinmesin
ama duygusalim. Duygusal bir insanim. Deniz ne kadar tatlt,
hikayesi ne kadar tatlt ve cesurca basladt.

Insanin kendini arama ve bulma yolculugu 6lene kadar devam
eder elbet. Ama ben hep ne kadar geride hissettim yasitla-
rimdan. Yasamaya ne kadar uzaktim. Ama mesele bu da degil
miymis neymis. Mesele bir yerden baslayabilmek, adimintu
somut ya da soyut olmadan atabilmek cesaret edebilmekmis.
Hikayesine er ya da gec¢ baslayan herkesi kutlarim.

Ya adim atmasaydik? Ya yasamadan 6lseydik? Hep Oyle olmaz
mi1? Bir adim atarsin, nasil baktigina gére dedisir ama
attigin adumdan hep daha fazlastint alirsun.

Kalemimi durdurmuyorum. Belkil bundan sonra hic¢ durdurma-
yacagim. DUsindigum gizel seyler, soyledigim iltifatlar
yaziya doékilsin bu sefer. Deniz, kirpiklerin ne gizel. Ne
kadar kivrik kirpikler. Ayri ayrt ne kadar glzel buradaki
herkes. Ne giizel renkler bunlar. Icimden baska sesleri
attigim zamanlardan beri ne kadar guzel seyler gériyorum.
Ne kadar sevgi dolu bir insanmisim diyorum. Iyi ki terapiye
basladim. Iyi ki kedim beni sahiplendi. Bazen utziliyorum
kaybolan yillar i¢in. Ama sikrediyorum ayni zamanda min-
yon ve genc¢ oldugum icin. Allahim sana inaniyorum. Dodaya
inaniyorum. Tim koétl gecen zamanlara karst tim glzellik-
leri getirecedine de inaniyorum. Kalemimi durdurmuyorum.
Anlamll ya da anlamsiz tdm cUmlelerim i¢in sikrediyorum.
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Atélye sirasinda hikayemi anlatmaya basladigimda karsimda
onceden tanidigim biriyle eslesmis olmanin verdigi rahat-
likla kendimi olabildigince acgmaya calistum. Anlatirken
benzer deneyim sahibi biriyle konusmak asirt iyl hisset-
tirdi. Anlattigimda fark ettidim durum o klclclk yasta
kendimil bulup koruyup bugine geldigimizi anladim o klclk
lubunyayla. Iki ismim ve iki ruhum oldugunu tekrar hatir-
lamis oldum. Kendimle gurur duymamt sagladi. Varolusumu
herkesten 6nce kendimin kabulleniyor olmasti hayatimuin su
ana kadarki en biylk basarist.

Kimselerin onayuina ihtiyac¢ duymamak insant ilerletiyor!
Bu yasima gelene kadar bircok kimlik ve yonelim agilimlart
yasadim, bugin en son geldigim nokta ve 6grendigim olgular
kimlik/y6nelim gibil kavramlardan kendimi soyutlamis oldu-
gumdandir sanirim. Her ne kadar pratikte lUzerine calisiyor
olsam dahi. Anlatirken aklimda sloganlar ve verdigim mica-
delelerim de vardi. DUstigumde givenli alanlarda yalniz
kalmayacagimi hissettigim 6rglitlenmem beni daha da ig¢ine
cekti. Kendimi, slregelen bu yolculukta evrilmeye calis-
tigim insant hatirladim tekrar. O insan i¢in hala 6grenmem,
yasamam, deneyim kazanmam, gézlem yapmam gerekiyor! Bunu
yaparken 6zUmden kopmadan devam etmek istiyorum, tipktl bir
slime gibi tam anlamiyla. Ilerlemek istedigimde aklimda
liseden beri hep su cimle oluyor: “Durdugunda kendini tant-
yamazsin.” Kendime edindigim ilkem. Bugln burada tekrar
ederek hizlt bir 30 yi1l yasadum. Aglamak, gilmek, sasirmak,
heyecanlanmak ve daha cokcalarint “sikidr ki Llubunyayim!”
diyerek hissettim. Endisesiz olmanin verdigi rahatlikla
yazmak iyl hissettirdi. Hatta hep olumlu yazmamt sagladt.
Yazmaya tekrar dénebilecedimi anladim. Kendimi bununla
odullendirebilirim.

Tekrar tekrar stkir, iyi ki lubunyayim!

58






Mahallede blUylk cocugumla kahvalti sofrasindayiz. Lubun-
yalarin godrece yogunlukla tercih ettikleri bir semt.
Partnerimle burada yasiyoruz. Haftasonu cocuklarim bizde
oluyor. Genelde haftasonlari partnerim de bize katilir
ama o gin yanimizda dedil. A¢ildiktan sonra bosanip artik
cocuklarimla yasamadigim ic¢in sucluluk bastirdiginda
agizlarint ariyorum. “Baska tuUrli olsun ister miydiniz?”
Genelde bu sorularimi gecistiren ya da evden ayrildigim
i¢in benil suglayan ergen kizim o gin “Yoo, iyl ki bosandi-
niz” dedi. Saskin gézlerle ona baktigimi gérince, “Simdi
hayatimizda (partnerin) var. Onu c¢ok seviyorum.” dedi.
“Sevgilisiniz, degil mi?” diye teyit etti. Bir an dinya
aydinlanmis gibi hissettim. I¢im uzun zamandir olmadigt
kadar memnuniyet ve slikran doldu.
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Ellerim ellerine, gbzlerim gozlerine deddigi an hissettim.

Gokkusaginin altinda sonsuz gUliciklerle
suya susamis bir kaktls gibil inatla gbége ylkseliyorum.

Dudagin istahimi, goézlerin de korkumu derinlestiriyor.
Nefesin, sadece nefesin olmak istiyorum.

Geril gelecek kalp carpintilarum bu kez baskast i¢cin elbet.
Gece ve glndiz

ay, 'yildizlar ve gines

i¢inde gokkusagini, umudu ve sevgiyil kaybetme!

Ben her zaman yaninda olacagum kictk Lubunya.

Agac dallarinin gdlgesinin vurdugu kis bahcesinde
buglntn karanligint, danin isigl ile aydinlatabilirim.
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Horeword
Neayuk

In the fall of 2022, the journey of this book began with
an email that landed in my inbox. I responded with excite-
ment to the Unstraight Museum's search for a local contact
with the intention of conducting research on the stories
of lubunyas in Turkey. It was around this time that I met D,
and together we envisioned the potential of the Unstraight
Stories from Turkey project.

At the time, I was hosting open story circles for lubunyas.
We met regularly in a tea garden, wrote short stories
inspired by associations and quotations, and gave each other
positive reflections after reading the stories out-loud. In
the meetings, there were sometimes new faces, sometimes reg-
ulars. Those regulars came to the first workshop that paved
the way for this book.

On December 10, 2022, together with three lubunyas, we held
a workshop where we remembered the moments of queer sparks
through their smell, texture, sound, taste, and appearance.
We shared and told these memories with revived senses.

Just before we held the first workshop, a bomb exploded in
Istanbul, and then in 2023, the February 6 earthquakes hap-
pened. A two-stage general election overshadowed Istanbul
until the middle of 2023. The workshop fell asleep during
these tremors. Even though we later communicated with D
and dreamed of traveling to different cilties in Turkey to
organize story workshops, the project slept soundly for a
long time.
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In February 2024, D and I got in touch again and decided to
revive the project. I started working with dear Nazli to
organize and run the workshop together. This time, despite
the darkness we were experiencing, we decided to focus on
the moments when we said, "grateful that I am lubunya!"
and we set this as the theme of the workshop. When design-
ing the workshops, we were guided by the mantra “hope is
political” and embraced not only positive moments, but also
those that remind us of the strength that comes from going
through difficult times. As such, the writings here reflect
different dimensions of celebrating our existence.

We made an open call to those who want to explore their
stories and invited them to the workshops titled Unstraight
Stories. On March 28, 2024, we held the second workshop
with six lubunyas in attendance. On June 29th we organized
the last workshop with eight lubunyas. In both workshops
we first connected with our senses and then followed our
stories to celebrate and cherish our existence around the
theme. In our last workshop we had an extra writing exer-
cise and we wrote a poem collectively.

While organizing these workshops, our wish has always been
to take a breather in the midst of difficulties, to discover
our stories, to tell them, and to find ways to archive them
with those who want to record them. Our goal is to both
remember and extend our lubunya roots into the future. We
brought together stories of workshop participants in this
book and also added the collective poem written in the
last workshop.

Some of the articles in this collection are stories, some

are essays. They are different in style and content, yet
somehow all connected. Pronouns are the choilce of the
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authors, as is the use of lowercase. So, you will see the
diversity in style as well. The writings have been kept as
much as possible in their original form as delivered by
the writers.

In this book, we kept lubunya in its original form, which
refers to queer people, to preserve its significance in our
community. Originally it was used to refer trans people and
effeminate men; later it was embraced by the queer commu-
nity in Turkey. In our workshops, we often noticed emerging
themes such as fire, childhood, and the changing seasons.
These themes are reflected in the layout of the stories and
the compilation process of this book.

This book compiles stories written by lubunyas from Tur-
key, reflecting their experiences and voices. As you turn
these pages, immerse yourself in the vivid tapestry of
lives interwoven with resilience, joy, and the unyield-
ing spirit of being lubunya. Each writing i1s a testament
to the strength and creativity of our community. We hope
these narratives inspire you, offer solace, and ignite a
spark within you to cherish and celebrate your own story.
Let this book be a beacon of light, reminding us all of the
beauty and power in our shared experiences and the impor-
tance of preserving them for the future.
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Prelude
Nazli

One of my favorite things about facilitating and designing
workshops 1s walking through the process with someone. Espe-
cially if that person is Nayuk! I remember how excitedly I
saild “yes” when they first approached me with this invitation.
Nayuk, my dear, thank you for the invitation, your compan-
ionship, openness, creativity, and presence throughout the
process. And to my friends whom I met in these workshops, I
am so glad you came and that we crossed paths.

I know that finding moments and memories to be grateful for
and celebrate is not always easy for lubunyas. I know this
from my own experience. That is why we had some reservations
when we decided to set the theme of the workshops as Grate-
ful That I Am Lubunya! We had extensive discussilons about
how it might be understood and resonated. I felt the need
to address this in every workshop. Maybe partly due to the
fear of beilng seen as nalve, but mostly because I wanted
to convey the political significance of this celebration
for me. I am deeply aware that celebrating our queer exis-
tences, especially in moments where we feel safe, strong,
supported, and joyful amidst beilng targeted, isolated, and
ignored, 1s profoundly political and well-deserved. These
moments of solidarity, laughter, and happiness within our
endless struggles are significant. Through these stories,
I have once again understood the importance of owning and
cherishing our narratives.

Dear writers, I extend my heartfelt gratitude to each of you
for inviting us into your unique experiences, vulnerabili-
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ties, challenges, joys, and memories through your writings.
Your courage, openness, and generosity are an invaluable
gift to everyone who will read this book.

A few days after our last workshop, I shared a note I wrote,
reflecting on the entire process and the impressions left by
the souls I encountered and the stories I heard. I wanted
to bring those reflections here as well.

So, here it is:

Before the workshop, Nayuk came over for breakfast, carry-
ing a book: On Connection by Kae Tempest. They gave i1t to me
and mentioned they had bought a few more copies to gift to
theilr friends. Inspired by them, I shared the book with two
friends of my own. We all felt a profound connection while
reading i1t, as it touched something deep within us. It is
rare to find writers who discuss creativity without idealiz-
ing 1t. Kae, being queer, offers a queer perspective on life
and creativity. By transcending traditional notions of 'art',
Kae posits that creativity is indispensable for fostering
both internal and external connections and for discovering
authenticity. This perspective, particularly the connection
between creativity and our connections, struck me deeply.
It raises powerful questions, especially the most fundamen-
tal ones, prompting us to rethink from the ground up: What
is the purpose of creativity? And how, and why, should we
share what we create?

Recently, I watched Fatih Akin's film Crossing the Bridge:
The Sound of Istanbul. It reminded me once again of how
much I miss the rich, diverse vibrancy of this city. It
tugged at my heartstrings. Istanbul has become a bitter-
sweet longing for us, even while we live i1n it. The section
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featuring Siya Siyabend particularly resonated with me.
Though I can't recall the exact words, they conveyed that
the street is an equalizer, leveling everyone. For them,
sharing music on the street stems from a profound reason and
desire. They also mentioned the difficulty of explaining to
others that this is a conscilous choice. The next day, when
I picked up w again, I read these lines: "That is why the
telling poem levels the room. Because it addresses hidden
spiritual truths." And suddenly, everything clicked in my
mind; it was like a flash of insight;

streets

pride march

the workshop we held the day before of the march
writing together

our stories

sharing

connections, connections, connections...

And from within me emerges the sentence: "Our stories level
us and everything else."

Establishing connections, despite the challenges, requires
grounds like these to strengthen our bonds with ourselves,
each other, and life. And gratefully, we choose the streets,
ourselves, each other, and our stories, lubunya!
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Winter came in September and stayed with us for half a year.
September was the month when schools opened and holidays
spent in the streets and gardens were over. As the weather
turned cold, we began to sleep under our heavy, square
quilts. I was a bit relieved to not see the quilts folded on
top of each other anymore. Even though they were colorful,
they would give an unsettling feeling. As I slept under that
heavy quilt, I would look at the quilt-free closet, which
was becoming empty as the quilts disappeared one by one.

One morning I woke up and ran under the walnut tree. Oh,
the ground was full of walnuts. Obviously, my cousin hadn't
woken up yet. I was proud of myself.

As T stepped on the leaves, I heard a nice smell and rus-
tling. I turned around and there was my sister. She looked
at me strangely. Without wasting any time, I gave her the
strangest look back.

- We're going to school today, I'll take you.
- Okay, but are you telling me this now?

It's so hard being the youngest in this house, I never have
time to make plans for anything.

We had a minimalist breakfast, just some bread. Then my
sister took my hand and walked me to the school. Oh, she was
eight years older than me, but she didn't know the right
building. She took me to a one-floor building with two class-
rooms. This was not a school. There was a grown-up inside
me who knew everything better than anyone else.

Then I saw that the sign on the door read 1-C. When I saw
the sign, I realized that we were in the right place and I
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shrank once again, I was defeated one by one by my six older
siblings. I finally came to my senses. We went inside and
everyone was crying. I wasn't crying, I was in the place
where I play every day. Only three minutes away from my
home, with balls and kids everywhere.

Then someone came in, I later found out her name was Hece.
She had curly blonde hair, fair skin and a distinctive
beauty. The wind blew through the open window right next
to me. First it brushed my back, and then Hece's hailr. She
had tied her hair so tightly that it seemed like she was
trying to fix something that was wrong with it. Tightly,
painfully. Later I would understand better what that meant.
The voices faded and she looked at me. She was shy. Some-
thing happened at that moment, SOMETHING happened between
us, and for the next seven years we exchanged letters
similar to Kafka’s letters to Milena. This encounter was
something that expanded my emotional palette, overflowing
with enthusiasm. Lasting friendship, love. Towards the end
of the seventh year, I began to think about Hece before
going to sleep, and it wasn't just thinking. I didn't know
what to do with these feelings, so I made all the teenage
mistakes I knew in order.. Then one day, under the walnut
tree, I burned all the envelopes of our letters. I wanted
to destroy my queer side, my poet side, all the parts of me
filled with shame and pain. Years have passed, I was reborn
from my ashes. I even blossomed and flourished from those
ashes. Now I look at the world through the deep, compas-
sionate, creative envelope I created with Hece and I say
"I am glad I am lubunya."
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To get out of a buzz, the mind either clings to a detail
that seems unnecessary or focuses on it as if there is an
overwhelming noise around it. It drags itself into a moment
of mayhem.

The setting is an Agean coastal town. The heat of summer
is not felt here yet. The weather feels like a warm morn-
ing breeze that embraces the air. I must have grown bored
of the sea which is right behind the house as I watch the
children playing ball. I am not playing with them. These
youngsters, three or four years older than me, seem to be
embracing me altogether. My eyes are locked on the way they
push and shove each other, the t-shirts they tug, the hair
on theilr thighs. There is excitement in the air and that
is my excitement.

I am not playing at all. The buzzing in my ears turns this
moment I am observing into a picture. If this scene - which
I am not in - had a director, it would be me. The smell of
salt i1s in my nose. I bring my arm to my mouth in a way that
no one can notice. My tongue touches my arm and I lick the
grains of salt that have piled up there. My chest rises.
The buzzing grows louder.

It is very bright for an early evening. What are my cousins
and aunt doing at home? My grandmother is probably sitting
in her corner on the balcony. I want to just lie down on
the sidewalk and let myself be carried away by the shouts
of the children playing ball behind me. I cannot. I never
play. The house 1s right there. I know what awaits me. I
will cross the alley and find myself in front of the garden
gate. My aunt will be washing the terrace with a hose. She
swims in the sea, does the cleaning, entertains us, barbe-
cues, and bargains with the fishers. They usually charge 30
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liras for sea bream. We buy i1t for 20 liras. I do not feel
full when I eat fish. But I dip my bread in the juice of the
shepherd's salad. I am still not going home. Do not worry,
I am not going to run away. I am just taking a longer route
instead of going straight home.

I walk three or four blocks to the main street and then
make a u-turn. Actually, my cousin should be with me but
I do not remember him. Everything is so bright. There is
still a buzzing in my ears. I turn back towards the house
and after leaving the garden gate behind, I come across
an oleander tree. ALL I remember is that it is gruesome.
I know oleander is poisonous. Although I am curious about
its smell, I avoid it. I am worried that it might harm me.
Ever since the day I accidentally sprayed my face with
the pepper spray that was kept in my aunt's drawer, I have
been afraid to smell or touch such things. When I enter the
house, contrary to my expectations, there is no chaos. My
aunt, my cousins, and my grandmother are all lying down,
resting. I remember the sun again. I go out on the terrace
and watch the setting sun with a big bowl of strawberries
in my hand. The buzzing fades. But I feel lonely. The lines
from the tape that keeps replaying come to my lips again.

I am bored, I am bored.

I want to fly, I want to step barefoot on the ground.
What do we lack compared to the flowers and the bugs?
I want to rejoice just like wild nature.
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I look at my bikini in the mirror. This bikini we bought
in Sirkecil is actually the first bikini I have ever owned
in my life. The colors in its patterns dazzle my eyes. As
I am lost in my own thoughts, my mom's voice wakes me up.
She 1s complaining about why I haven't got dressed yet.
Meanwhile, she is busy trying to close the bag that she has
been filling. “Come and grab the edge of it”, she shouts.
She doesn't even realize that she is trying to fit a whole
week's worth of stuff into a one-day sea vacation. She has
a bag with clothes, towels, sunscreen and enough food for
a whole day. For some reason, my excitement is replaced by
panic as I try to put the zippers together with my hands.
To calm her down, I start to panic along with her.

As I leave home, I have a feeling that we left behind some-
thing important. This feeling always seems more playful,
especially on days like this. As soon as we realize that
everything has somehow found its place in that bag, we set
off. It i1s a short but annoying walk from Fatih to Emindénu.
For some reason, this road always has traffic while other
roads are usually empty during the summer. Even on an early
Sunday morning, the traffic doesn't ease up. Every time I
leave home at this hour, I think that we are the only ones
outside. But it turns out I am wrong. Walking in front of
the New Mosque, we finally manage to see the road lined with
Eminénl piers.

Our steps speed up as we approach the pier. It feels like my
mom and I are always running late for every little thing in
life. We take a quick look at all the ships anchored between
the two piers and quickly find the one that will take us.
As if we were attending a secret meeting, my mom makes eye
contact with the man standing at the entrance of the ship
and makes the deal just with a glance. She pulls me along,
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almost dragging me, and we climb up to the ship's upper deck.
I take a deep breath. When I glance at the deck in front
of me, I see a multitude of both young and old women, and
children, all seated on the newly painted benches, laughing
and chatting loudly. As we walk from one side of the deck to
the other, the surrounding panic seems to give way to joy.
I turn around and look at my mom's face. There is no trace
of the rush that had gripped us moments ago. Now, I see the
face of a tired woman.

In an effort not to miss out on good places to sit, we move
to the relatively more hidden parts in the middle of the
deck. As we start to settle, the ship gets unchained and we
start to sail. For a while only women's voices are heard
on the ship. As we pass Uskiidar and head offshore into the
Bosphorus, as i1f gilven a signal, the music starts to fill
the entire ship. The hit songs I used to listen to from the
pop music channel on TV back then are playing at full vol-
ume on the women's ship we are on, as if taking an oath to
echo across both sides of the Bosphorus.. I realize that my
mom is glancing mischievously at the expression on my face.
My initial astonishment, spreading from my face to my body,
glves way to a serious curiosity as I observe the small dance
movements among the women around me. My mom leans softly
into my ear and says, "Come on, go and dance. I'll pack the
bag in the meantime." I wait for a while, not knowing what
to say or do. I quickly try to imprint the women around me
in my mind. There are aunts and grandmoms in headscarves,
moms chasing their little boys running around with theilr
never-ending energy, a group of young women whose burkas
dance with the wind at the end of the deck. While I am lost
in the sweet bustle around me, the smell of the sea fills my
nostrils and now the smell of pastries joins it. Women take
out colorful and delicious glasswares that look as if they
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are packed full just like ours. The lentil balls, stuffed
grape leaves and wraps kept inside the contailners start to
be passed from hand to hand: first to the children and then
to friends and relatives. At this moment, I feel a small
rumbling in my stomach, and I rush towards my mom. When I get
to my mom, I see her chatting with two young women sitting
across from her. As I sneak a peek at the women, I notice
how much they look like my mom in the way they tie thelr
head scarves. Thelr clothes and postures are also not like
the other women. I also see how excited my mom gets while
talking to them. After all, she sees herself as a bit of a
pioneer. For years, she has had a buzzcut, worn pants and
carried a backpack. The two women in front of her are a bit
unusual like her in their appearance and behavior. “She has
found someone like her right away”, I think to myself. My
mind is still on the lentil balls.

As the ship approaches the deserted beach called Beach Vio-
let, the sweet hustle and bustle of a moment ago gives way
to small-scale chaos. Women descend towards the beach with
picnic baskets, inflatable beds they have been blowing up
throughout the voyage while holding children's hands. The
huge ship scatters on the beach in almost ten minutes. In
order not to get our share of the chaos, we wait for almost
the whole deck to come down and we slowly arrive at the beach.
As soon as we land, my mom comes to her senses and starts
dragging me quickly. She wants to reach that hidden spot
on the beach that doesn't get much sun before anyone else
takes it. The second time we came here we found this place
on a very sunny day. Even though my mom tried to protect
me from the burning effects of the sun all day by pour-
ing sunscreen on me, I think the discovery she made that
day was her way of coping with this one-day vacation. I
knew that she wanted to be by herself in this quiet corner,
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away from the fun and hustle and bustle of the other women.
Besides, she feels more comfortable when she stays here
in her bathing suit and continues to maintain the little
world she has built for the two of us. The only woman we
talked to during all these visits was an aunt in her 60s.
She was a lifeguard on the beach and she taught me how to
swim. Every time we came here, I would get to the pontoons
to see her and listen to her reminiscences of her old ath-
lete days. She was so fearless in her sports swimsuit that
it was impossible not to admire her. To this day, she has
been the woman I was most surprised to see wearing a head-
scarf. It was a wonder to me how she could hide all those
muscles under the long tunic she wore.

On this visit, the first thing I do is swim towards her,
excited to show her my new bikini. As we get closer to the
pontoons, I look behind me and realize that this is my
favorite time of the day. ALl the women I have just seen on
the ship are getting rid of their burdens and clothes and
getting ready to go swimming. Some are in bathing suits,
some are in hasema. The elderly are usually in just their
underwear, sometimes even just their underpants. While
the children run into the sea with theilr colorful inflat-
able armbands, I keep swimming towards the pontoons. When
I arrive, I can't find her. I wander along the pontoons for
a while, but she is not there. I scan the whole beach with
my eyes but I can't see her. A little fear fills my heart.
I want to hurry back and tell my mom. I am out of breath
when I reach the beach. I half-heartedly explain to my mom
that I can't find her in between two or three breaths, and
she tells me not to be scared, that maybe she hasn't been
in the water yet. In the meantime, she hands me a cheese
sandwich she made so that I wouldn't fuss afterwards. I
have the sandwich in my hand, one foot in the sea and the
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other in the sand, and I am watching the surroundings like
a lifeguard. Meanwhile, two women who were talking to my
mom on the ship are approaching our hidden spot and they
begin to talk to my mom. I guess they couldn't find a place
for themselves because it was their first time, they were
late and walked. I see my mom rejoicing for the first time.
Her decision to share this secret sanctuary with someone
is interesting. As I munch my sandwich with my eyes on the
sky, the women start to settle in and change. As I turn
my head towards them, I catch a glimpse of the brunette's
body glowing in the sun. She is wearing a bikini. For a
moment all my attention is distracted. It is the first time
I have seen a bikini on a woman on this beach, and not just
any bikinil either. She looks like she stepped off the run-
way in her bronze-colored bikini. She looks no different
from the celebrities I watch in the weekend magazines on
TV. She becomes unrecognizable to me when she opens her
bonnet and lets her hair down. For a moment, she helps her
anxious friend next to her to take off her top. She and
my mom encourage the other woman and finally the two young
women jump into the water hand in hand. At that moment, an
indefinable feeling arises in me. As two friends swim in the
sea, I see the lifeguard aunty near the pontoons. For some
reason I can't explain, my eyes fill with tears. I stuff
the last bite of the cheese sandwich in my mouth and throw
myself into the water. My mom shouts in the background:
"Stop, you just ate, you are going to burst."

I swim towards the pontoons at the last speed I could reach.
Three women, my favorites from that day, are chatting side
by side. When the aunty sees me, she immediately makes a
comment. "Look how far you have come in such a short time,"
she encourages me. I feel a terrible pain in my stomach as
I try to speed up so I can show myself more. If I take two
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more strokes, I will reach them. But I can't. What I can
only make is a tiny grunting. Realizing this, the women
immediately come to my side and pull me towards the pon-
toon. The cramp in my stomach gradually eases as the aunty
tries to keep me above the water with all her strength.
When T manage to float in the water on my own and open my
eyes, I notice the fear on all three of theilr faces. "You
must have swallowed a lot of water," they say. I could not
say that I was so full because of the sandwich. I take the
opportunity to listen to theilr conversation by holding
onto the pontoons. At one point, the aunty turns to me and
says. "Let's keep this between us, don’t tell your mama so
she won't be scared. Be more careful from now on, okay?" I
nod, even though I know that at some point I will confess
this to my mom. At this moment I enjoy thinking of us as
a secret group. Then they include me in the conversation.

I find out that the beauty with a bikinil is a research assis-
tant at a university and her shy friend is a teacher. As
they talk, I find the courage to tell them about my dreams
for the future. At some point, we start talking about biki-
nis. I realize that until that moment I completely forgot
why I was trying to get there. As soon as the subject comes
up, I try to rise out of the water and show my bikini. The
beauty with the bikini tells me how much she likes the pat-
terns on i1t. I hurriedly tell her how much I like her 1in
return. They laugh. Thankfully, my sun-kissed cheeks hide
my embarrassment. Then they turn to me and tell me that I
am also a very beautiful young girl. Realizing that I can
no longer hide my embarrassment, I ask permission to leave
and quickly return to my mom. When I return, I find my mom
sunbathing with a cigarette in one hand and a book in the
other. Before I can tell my mom everything I have just
experienced, two young women come out of the sea, come to
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us and start sunbathing. I don't like sunbathing at all,
so I put on sunscreen countless times, sit on the big
stones that hide our sanctuary and start watching people.
The first thing that catches my eye is the old lady lying
on the beach. She is lying on the shore in her pants and
an inflatable bagel on her while wrestling with the waves.
I incredibly like seeing older women in this spirit. The
women I saw both in the hammams I visited and here on the
beach enjoy themselves not minding the world. None of
them seemed to shy away from nudity. When I turn my head
a little more, I see a woman in a bathing suit entering
the sea with fear. As if she understands which way I am
looking, my mom says, "I don't understand coming here in
a hasema." The teacher turns to my mom and says "Don't get
me wrong but I understand. For most of us, even a swimsuit
is not affordable.” My mom timidly agrees. But she still
grumbles about how you can enjoy the sea without feeling
it on your skin.

I watch the sun slowly setting, the end of the day is com-
ing close. In a few hours, the same ship will approach
from the horizon, pick us up and drop us back to Eminéni.
As the clock ticks, a ritual similar to the morning one
begins. The women get dressed and tidy up the mess around.
I don't know 1f it 1s because everyone is tired or not,
but there 1s a deep silence on the beach. The silence 1is
broken only occasionally by the cries of a boy who refuses
to get dressed.

As the ship approaches, we are all ready to go. I have a
sweet tiredness in me. The smell of salt spreads from my
hair and gets into my nose. I watch two women walking softly
in front of us. With that feeling I still can't define, we
board the ship and retreat to our hidden corner on the deck.
On the way back, as if we weren't so tired just a moment ago,
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the women start dancing, belly dancing and even a halay.*
They filLl the whole ship with theilr midday sunburned faces
and wet clothes. While my mom chats with her new friends, I
fall asleep despite all the noilse, using the almost half-
empty bag as a pillow. My mom wakes me up when the ship
anchors at the piler. When I wake up, neither of them are
with us. When I ask where they have gone, I find out that
they got off in Uskiidar. I have a strange feeling. I don't
think I would have expected the secret group to break up
like this. My mom tells me that they didn't have the heart
to wake me up but they left me a small gift. Mom hands me
a small seashell. Apparently, the secret group found it
while diving in the sea and wanted to give it to me as a
souvenir of our companionship. The beauty of the shell in
my hand fills my heart at that moment. It seems solid as if
it was never opened and it was still asleep. “Maybe there
is a pearl inside”, my mom says. I look for an open corner
but I can't find it. I say “It is fine as 1t i1s”. I wrap it
in a napkin so that it won't break in my hand and put it in
my bag. On the way home, I dream of our next trip, feeling
tired and peaceful because of the day I had.

* Halay: a traditional Anatolian folk dance performed in a line

or circle, characterized by rhythmic steps.
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I haven't started school yet. I am sitting on my favorite
wall in the neighborhood. I am thinking about what I have
done since I woke up. I went out on the street when no one
was awake.

Salih is sweeping in front of the door, the Chef is sorting
the parsley. I go to help them. The parsley-sorting circle
grows and Auntie Piroz, who owns a store, jolns us.

"What were you doing on the balcony the other day?"
"When?" T ask.

Auntie Piroz interrupts.

"He was putting on his father's shaving cream."

"You want a shave? We can shave you at the barbershop," says
the Chef.

Laughter is in the air... I don't know whether to be ashamed
or to laugh with them. Only the rotten parsley is left. The
children are waking up. And my work here is done. They pay
me with popsicles.

Just as I am eating my second popsicle, she is passing by.
"Shoot," I say, "I am sure my face is all covered in orange."
My heart is pounding, but I don't show it.

"Why don't you stand up?" she says.

"Sure, I should. You are right. I should get up whenever you
show up," I says in a low voice.

86



"No, no. I have the Quran in my hand. You have to get up
when the Koran is present."

It is another day when she teaches me something new. I just
watch her, the green scarf on her shoulder, the Koran on
her head, as she walks farther and farther away.

Just as I am daydreaming, my mom calls me.
"Are you hungry? What did you eat today?"

Then some bread with tomato paste spread on it comes down
in a basket, hanging down from the window.

The children are here. We play a few hands of taso, which
we collected from chips bags. We all have a nickname. Mine
is "Invincible Exodia". I do a good job. My pockets are
full of tasos. This time I bought a cola flavored popsicle.
I am planning to smash it, then eat it. Everyone is gone
home for their afternoon naps. I can't sleep. It is 45°C,
I am sitting in the shade I could barely find.

When will it be in stores? I have wailted for so long. When
will 1t be in stores? God, please let 1t come to the store
now. Let the elixir be in Auntie Pilroz's store. Let it
come and this life will be over. I will drink the elixir
and become a man. If I become a man, I can marry her. If I
become a man, there will be no more problems. I can shave
and wear pants to school. Please let the elixir be in
stores now!
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I have a hard time when I try to find specific moments of how
I get empowered. Maybe I am a seasoned lubunya, or maybe
there are so many memories that it is hard to pick out a
specific one. As much as I get angry about the conflicts in
the queer world, I come back to the same thing: Yes, I love
us very much. No matter what, I’'d much rather be the other
and fight for my whole life than be stuck in a place that
reproduces social norms and all those acceptable citizens
that are created to shape us. I think that from a political
or social point of view, 1t’s the only way to go!

I hold on to myself.

The more I think, the clearer it becomes. How do I define
“me”? I think about smells and textures, how I became stron-
ger, how I became "me".

I am in kindergarten. My parents ask me "Come on, tell us
who do you like?"

T pause and think.

Even though I was 6 years old, I sigh from the intensity of
the emotions I felt, finding her in the photos we took as a
class and looking at them for minutes. Her name was Basak.
But lately I had also been thinking about Mehmet. He was
the picture of sweetness with ears that were too big for his
head and big eyes.

After a small pause, I blurted out "I like her and him. I
mean Basak and Mehmet."

My parents burst into a big laugh. I guess no one expected
such an answer.
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This is a moment that shaped all my romantic relation-
ships and my perspective. Afterwards, I fell in love with
whoever I wanted, whoever I wished without caring about
the genders that separated us. Everything was very clear
for me. Sometimes I would gift my best friend the rings I
stole from my sister and create symbols that connected us.
Sometimes I would punch everyone to protect the handsome
boy in the class who was being bullied because of his dif-
ferences. I experienced whatever I wanted before I even
came out to myself. Because no one forced me to consider
the 1limitations and separation of concepts when I showed
the love in me.

As I thought, I noticed that no definition had the impact
of empowering me. On the contrary, my freedom came from
the lack of definition. I am unique like everyone else and I
can only define myself through myself at that very moment.

The more I thought about it, the more I realized that these
distinctions and anything binary didn't work for me. Wom-
en's perfumes are very floral but I like spicy scents. Why do
I have to wear floral scents? Is it because I have a vagina?

Every t-shirt I find in the women's departments is a reflec-
tion of these ideal bodies and my body is too big to fit into
those ideals. Either it sticks to my waist or it sticks to
my breasts or my gigantic hips force all the fabrics. Why
are straight-cut clothes only available in men's depart-
ments? My favorite colors are petrol blue and turquoise.
Why can't I find these colors in the women's departments?
Do I have to like shell pink and dusty colors?

I overcame my embarrassment during shopping by escaping
to the men's section and buying genderless, unrestricted
clothes for myself. I tucked everything that defined my
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sexuality into fabrics. I hid my breasts and hips and I
created myself.

My second name is Fatma. People called me Erkek Fatma, which
means tomboy. I was embarrassed, sick and tired. I tried
to hide my name wherever I could. Now I am 35 years old. I
am proud that I was called Tomboy before I even knew the
concept. I still go to the men's departments first, then
look in the women's section if I want to show my breasts.
I am not afraild to expose my hips. As long as the fabrics
don't restrict my movements, clothes that stick to my body
don't bother me anymore. For 15 years I've been proud of
wearing spicy perfume for "man". Everyone knows me with
this perfume. It is no longer for a man, it is my perfume.

Being able to transform whatever there is, be it good or
bad, that shapes us is what makes me say that I am glad I
am lubunya.

I know that even a memory that gives me bad feelings at the
moment can be transformed tomorrow. This makes me proud of
myself, proud of my queerness for surviving despite all

this.

I hold on to myself, to my queerness, not to my memories.
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It was a day in 2012, in the spring, when the sun was beat-
ing down on the back of your neck, just like now, making
you feel warm inside. I had just left the drawing studio.

At that time, I left my university program halfway through.
I was preparing for drawing exams to get into an art
department. Everyone in the studio was taking the exam
either that year or in the coming years. Only one person
was there just to improve their drawing skills. It was a
woman who was planning to leave the country soon. She had
joined towards the end of the semester and would leave
before the next semester started.

There was usually a cheerful atmosphere in the studio, and
this environment quickly replaced the feeling of unfamil-
iarity with a sense of comfort. During breaks, I spent most
of my time with this friend. After a while, we started to
spend time together outside of the studio as well. At first,
our conversations were about evaluating our drawings..
Later they evolved into discussions that left the studio
out. I enjoyed the time we spent together very much. "She
is a kindred spirit, I wish she wouldn't leave," I often
thought to myself. Time flew by like sand flowing through
an hourglass, and these thoughts kept growing in number.
I was wondering i1f I had feelings for this person, but I
couldn't be sure. Until this time, I hadn't really chased
after my own feelings.

My platonic feelings, aside from my favorite celebrities,
had been for at most a few other people. It was more of an
admiration and a fondness rather than being romantic. My
romantic life, which I spent without revealing my feelings
to anyone or to myself, could be summarized like this. It
was as if something was being born inside me that I didn't
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know the meaning of, that was growing bigger and bigge
and that embraced me as well.

The studio was like an "other space" where I had never been
before. It was the first time I felt so comfortable. Every-
thing was "normal" there. It was the first time I was with
openly queer people. It was the first place that showed me
that different people, thoughts and lives could coexist.
I was nourished by this atmosphere. Coupled with my crush
on her, my motivation was quite strong.

The transition to the "clerical period" in the studio had
slowly begun. The hours spent were like working hours.
Sometimes even longer. The days we worked in the studio had
increased to three or four days at first, and up to six days
a week near the end of the semester. The schedule intensi-
fied, and two-digit numbers indicating the time left until
the exam day were written on the walls as daily reminders..
The working hours never seemed to end; it continued with
drawings made at home. The "clerical period" was over and
we had entered a period of "flexible working hours" where
we worked until we fell asleep. In this studio on a side
street overlooking Istiklal Street, time was passing by
quickly; the sands of the hourglass were running out.

I find myself in the square of the street where the shadows
of the trees that existed back then and the shadows of the
people walking around happier than today are intertwined
and the sounds of music accompany the swaying trees. I feel
the sun touching the back of my neck. It is like the pleas-
ant warmth that heats the body nicely and evokes beautiful
feelings after coming out of the sea in summer, allowing
the little droplets of water to dry.
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With the warmth of the sun on my neck and the number of
days left I counted down on my fingers; I am walking down
Istiklal Street. Back then, the square had uneven spots on
the walking path. I stumble, I bend forward, but I don't
fall. I lift my head up and stand upright. I continue walk-
ing upright.

But I feel sadness inside, I like her, I think she will
leave after a while and I walk upright, not knowing what
to do with this feeling.

The sun seeps vaguely into the square between the build-
ings. Just like me seeping into Istiklal. That day was the
first time I walked in the square with my feelings and iden-
tity. The sun on my neck, love and sadness in my heart, that
first walk towards my queerness - towards myself.

I walk upright, feeling the sun and the heat. My shadow
blends in with the other shadows.
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I walked up the slope that curves toward the bazaar. Was I
alone? I don't remember. Since I was concentrating on not
slipping and falling on the icy road, I don't know how I
got to the table where Mert and I would sit. I think it was
a Sunday, shortly after noon. I was wearing a green parka
that matched the khaki plastic tables. I became one with the
table. You would think that I was preparing to sit at that
very table that day. Now that I think about it, maybe I had
been preparing to sit at that table all my life.

The air was cold, the sharp frost tore my face to shreds. We
fought the cold with cigarettes. On the table, right next to
the ashtray with countless butts, was a box of red Winstons
that I probably bought reluctantly. The kind that softens in
your back pocket, you know, the ones that are sold as "soft".
The crushed cigarette box was a badge of my friendship with
Mert, we smoked together many times in the bazaar. Still, it
was strange that there was only Winston on the table, because
I liked the blue Pall Mall. Those days must have coincided
with the time when I changed my taste in cigarettes so that
I wouldn't mind Mert mooching cigarettes from me. "Aren't
you the one who finished my pack? Now I'm going to smoke the
same clgarettes as you and I'm going to force you to share
the packs you buy with me," was my attitude towards him.
It didn't take long for me to change my taste, I couldn't
stand 1t, I couldn't stand pretending to like Winston. Let
the clgarettes be less in my pack, let us finish twenty cig-
arettes in a couple of hours, when they ran out I would go
and buy a new one, so I went back to my beloved blue Pall
Mall. I don't know how I smoked that heavy Winston anyway,
but that's youth, the liver can handle anything heavy.

What was I saying? Mert was sitting before me, the table had
everything. First we had tea, then two Turkish coffees, then
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more tea. We drank more tea, a clgarette always accompa-
nied the conversation, either in his hands or mine. Mert, I
sald, I've become close to someone. Or did I say that I had
fallen in love? Or did I confess that we were lovers? I can't
really remember. But when my lips were unsealed, I continued
to speak. "Something happened, she told me something, I did
something, and then this happened. While I was pouring out,
I was also watching Mert's reaction. Would he be angry with
me? Would I disappoint my friend? Would he stop loving me as
much? Although I don't remember the details, I do remember
that Mert was not the first person I shared my interest in
Nesli with. I opened every pack of cigarettes with him, I
drank my first tea of the day with him, but I hadn't shared
my Love with him yet. Every minute I exchanged messages with
Burak saying "Nesli is sitting next to me" and I shared my
excitement with him. I came out to Buket briefly and cried
because I was watching lesbian porn. I was a little late with
Mert, but for some reason every word came out of my mouth as
if I was coming out to him for the first time.

T always compared Mert to my uncle Mehmet. He often reminds
me of that degenerate who made my mother so angry that I
would spit on him 1f I saw his face. Was my delay with Mert
because he resembled my creepy uncle - you know, everyone
has an uncle like that - or was I using this resemblance as
an excuse to put off this conversation for so long? After
all, I considered him family. I was sure that I would dis-
appoint my mother and I was sure that I would disappoint
Mert and become someone else in Mert's eyes. I felt a Lump
in my throat, but I didn't let go. "Mert," I sald, "This
woman will be my girlfriend.

I felt my strength being shaken. I was sitting there and
my majesty was shaken, my strength was hiding behind thick
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curtains, my soft belly was open on the plastic table. It
was time to get up from the chairs we were sitting in as
if we had been there for centuries, the frost would sweep
us away if we didn't move. We paid the bill - God knows how
much it was - for this back and forth conversation. I must
have paid the bill that day out of gratitude that Mert had
listened to me and accepted me.

Years later, we sat around another plastic table. Maybe
four or five years after that day. Mert was sitting at
another plastic table and Nesli was sitting next to him.
We were i1n the kitchen of the second apartment Nesli and I
shared. Imagine, we became so close. Mert had just thrown
up in the bathroom, although he had only drunk a little
compared to what he usually drank. He came back into the
living room with a confused face. Nesli nudged me with her
elbows to wake me up. I said, "No, I don't think so. But as
if chasing a rumor, I eagerly followed Mert to the kitchen
where he hurried to smoke a cigarette.

Mert began to tell the story, saying that he'd been hav-
ing sex with men for a while. Ashamed, he told us that in
Europe, where he went for Erasmus, he had the ultimate
freedom and pleasure. His stomach would cramp and he would
suddenly collapse awkwardly. Just as he was my first to
come out, we were his first. We, as in me and the woman I
told you about on the other side of a plastic table in the
frost years ago. I had the pride of being the first to stop
that familiar painful squirming I felt in my stomach as
soon as I saw him. We laughed and cried until morning. The
storms inside us, the heartbreaking tension of coming out,
were calmed by the cilgarettes we lit one after the other.
Sometimes we burst out laughing. Maybe the night we fell
on the floor laughing wasn't exactly that night, my memory
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fails me. Because we spent many mornings with him in that
kitchen. I don't care, I don't care i1f my mind mixes up dif-
ferent nights. When the story of two friends sitting around
a table for the first time is so intertwined, I don't care.
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I had a dream last night. I was in a hotel room with my ex.
TV was on, we were watching a reality program. We came to
this little town to save our relationship, seeing i1t slip-
ping through our fingers’ was hard. There are few things
sadder in life than witnessing a couple's last holiday
together. I had no desire to know him any better, but here
we were. He was biting his nails, making small talks with
shop owners, having mental breakdowns when he couldn’t get
the best seat in the restaurant. Everything about him is
annoying now. I don't know why I can’t just go away. The
habit of loving him is just like staring at the screen.

Show was still on, two women were competing against each
other. Theilr bodies were robust. I could feel the heat in
them. I could feel the heat in me. Water splashed onto their
body and I was the one who got wet. Out of nowhere he saild
“the one on the left has lesbian energy.” The sentence broke
the silence. I looked at him for a while without saying
anything, he didn’t look back. Kept his eyes on her. Was
she racing through his mind now? This time, I let him win.
I undressed him and let him fuck me although he would never
let me do the same to him.

I fell asleep immediately and in my dream I was six or seven
in my parents’ house. TV was on, we were having some food
while watching a reality show. The food was the usual: fried
green beans with tomato. My mom was too lazy to peel the skin
off of the tomatoes. I could feel it in my mouth. But who
can blame her? She put her last effort to feed us one more
day. She has no days off. The only time she has for herself
is when she is sleeping. Sometimes she pretends that she
is asleep so she can be left with her thoughts. God knows
what she was thinking. Maybe she was reflecting on the years
she lost living under the same roof with a man and a child.
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The only warm place in the house was the TV room. Living
was not the issue when we were hypnotized. Talking was the
problem. My dad said that men with earrings and long hailr
must be gay. It was the 90s, so these items could make you
gay. It was impressive to see these two people who have
never left their hometown, have no friends to call other
than their relatives can have this strong gaydar. Now the
two of them were staring at the TV, not speaking, perhaps
unknowingly questioning the possibilities of queerness. I
was looking at the future that lay ahead of me.

I woke up to the sound of the plate my mother had dropped
- or thrown - while clearing the table. I was farther away
than I had ever been from this man snoring next to me. There
was nothing left to see in this seaside town, so I grabbed my
bag and left. I bought a ticket to the city center from the
nearest bus station. Sleep prevailed on the bus and I woke
up to a June morning as the city lights were still on. I left
my blockaded street and went to the other end of the city.
At the appointed hour, the lubunyas who came out of the
city streets and flooded the streets were my home. My heart
was pounding as they chanted slogans. The bewildered market
crowd didn't know what to do, some honking theilr horns and
some clapping in support of this sudden raid. Those who did
not support were staring with empty eyes at the possibil-
itiles of what life could be like. I hugged everyone I met
that day, "I'm glad we exist, lubunya," I said.
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Fluid Bour%aries

Sena



I was trying to clear the countertop to make room for the
new dishes while the podcast I turned on in bed at night
was playing in my ear. The unforgiving glare of the sun,
streaming through the lofty windows and penetrating every
corner of the kitchen in its relentless warmth, mingled
with the stifling heat emanating from the 3-4 kinds of
dishes simmering on the stovetop coupling with my body
moving around nonstop over the past few hours in it, trans-
formed the kitchen into a hazy, fluid dreamscape.

Lost in the 19th-century Ottoman Empire, where the pod-
cast I was listening to had taken me, I was startled by
arms wrapping around my waist from behind and a small kiss
landed on my shoulder. I turned towards the tender voice
saying; "Don't be scared, love, it's me. ”“I hastily turned
off the earphones to hear her better, but then the sound
started coming from the phone. With a slight look of sur-
prise on her face, Sanem said, "Oh, isn't this the Sea
Baths episode? The one we listened to last night. But, why
are you lis.." She paused, smiling as if she already knew
the answer.

“D1id you fall asleep again? How much of the episode do you
Temember?”

As I tossed my head from side to side, the answer was
already clear. While I would fall asleep before even get-
ting through the first five minutes of the audiobooks or
podcasts I played at nights, Sanem, on the other hand,
would end up listening curiously to whatever I started, all
the way to the end. Feeling guilty for being the murderer
of her sleep, I apologized unnecessarily. Knowilng that it
would always be like this, she continued to smile and took
another step towards me, pressing me firmly between the
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counter and her body. She rested her forehead against mine.
The tips of our noses touched, beginning a sweet little
game. Her breathing now resided in my chest... Being this
close to her, I felt her breath on my lips. Just then, she
gently pulled back. "Come on," she said, and started pull-
ing me towards the living room. Until that moment, I hadn't
realized, but one of our songs, Oh My Lover by Réyksopp, was
playing in the room.

As the music filled the entire room surrounding us, I watched,
mesmerized, as her shoulders and hips swayed in rhythm, her
lips singing along to the song. My chest heaved in deep
steady breaths, while I was struggling to keep up with her
hands, which roamed almost every part of her body. Before
me was a woman whose every flery movement seemed to take my
breath away, threatening my very existence. I was aston-
ished. This time, instead of being in the position I usually
found myself in, I was the one watching from the outside.
The seducer role I had always worn so naturally was, for
the first time, turning into being the one getting seduced.
Shedding my former self, I crossed a boundary I had never
crossed before, finding myself in a different body, in the
realm of unfamiliar sensations. Victorious, wanting to pos-
sess, knowing how to appreciate and enjoy beauty and lust in
the simplest and most primal way, far removed from political
correctness...

Lifting her head, which she had thrown back, she locked her
eyes onto mine and beckoned me with her finger. I wasn't step-
ping towards her; I was being drawn, as if by an irresistible
force. We had both surrendered to the music together.

Suddenly we were jolted awake by the sudden ringing of the
phone, which reminded us that one of our friends, with whom
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we would spend the rest of the day, would be here in about
45 minutes. With this news, we both panicked and scattered
our respective tasks. The rest of the day was spent eating
delicious food and drinking cocktails with generous amounts
of alcohol. The latest gossip from Gamze's choir, the new
games she had recently learned, Selin's increasingly disas-
trous love life — the latest episode involving a man she
went all the way to Ankara for, whose cat couldn't be coaxed
out of the bedroom, perched atop her head, gnawing at her
hair, driving her crazy during the entire time, Burak's
cactuses, the blender he was going to buy to make vegan hum-
mus.. Amidst all these, I felt a familiar sense of detachment
settling within me. We had been together for almost 8 hours
and starting from the first half onwards, I could feel my
social tolerance dropping with each passing moment. Even
though they were the friends I felt most comfortable around,
prolonged interaction triggered my desire to retreat into
my own space. This need first manifested itself in burying
myself in my phone and gradually speaking less. When I went
to the kitchen to add more ice to my water, I saw that Sanem
had followed me.

“Has your socilal battery run out, cutie?” she asked.
I nodded my head sadly.

“Okay, you go on inside and lie down. We'll be winding down
soon too. I'lLl deal with the beds.”

“Are they staying here?”

“It’s too late, love. It’s better for them to stay over,”
she said.

107



I anxilously said goodbye to everyone. After about an hour,
Sanem came to bed.

“Are you still awake?!”

“I couldn't fall asleep,” I replied, and explained how the
extension of this evening into tomorrow sent a wave of
panic through me, as I had planned to dedicate the entirety
of the upcoming day to prepare for Monday’s presentation.

"You've already prepared the entire presentation content.
Everybody will leave early tomorrow. I'll take care of the
graphics and visuals. Don't worry, we’ll manage,” she said.
I felt a little bit of relief. She took her phone, started
the podcast I always drifted off to sleep with, positioned
the phone above us, slightly closer to my side, and then
wrapped her entire body around me from behind, securely

guiding me into the embrace of sleep.
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autumn was grey, and green was spring. how much my gazelle
had run in autumn, with three broken legs. my gazelle with
three broken legs, born in spring, though. when the third
cemre* met the earth, ze took hir first breath from whoev-
er’s womb was available. and how ze forgot to breathe while
breathing. especially those born in spring. born without
gray concrete. my gazelle’s boundless forest that is my
heart. my gazelle with three broken legs. ze loved to run
from sounds to sounds. there was a colorful sound ze had to
hear, though at that time, ze was still deaf to it. deafness
was phone-call distant. 1 answered that call for hir. and
my gazelle opened hir ears. there were tons of bird songs
in hir forest. every word was clear in hir chest. a single
sound was lighter than a call, and dozens of breaths were
heavier than a call. and my gazelle didn’t know, my gazelle
with three broken legs, that it would become a fleeting
place for elvan elvan* birds. and that ze would even birth
a rainbow, releasing all the cemres from hir chest. that
ze would be born in spring and give birth to a spring, with
hir three broken legs. my gazelle’s boundless forest that
is my heart.

* cemre: a term meaning “harbinger of spring”. In anatolian cul-
ture, there is a legend saying three embers sent by a genuine fall
from the sky and warm the air, water, and earth one by one right

after winter. this term refers to those three embers.

* elvan elvan: i1n arabic, ‘elvan’ means “colors’ and in turkish

“elvan elvan’ 1s used to mean ‘many kinds of’ or ‘various.’
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"isn't it horrible?"
"yves, it is horrible."

1 know you didn't want to answer, i1 forced that answer out
of you. 1 told this to everyone who listened to my story,
without shame: he wouldn't answer me. 1 kept asking. this
was the story of a woman who bravely and angrily, unafraid of
her despailr, told the story of what you made me go through,
what 1 didn't know the name of, what i1 had never heard from
anyone.

i gave that story to you, too. you never did it again.

*

i1 tried to grow up. i1 grew up enough to smell the scent of
my desk mate that filled the whole class, my class, my sur-
Toundings when she got up. we smelled each other, but we were
afraid of you. 1 hadn't grown up enough to pull your body
out of me and between us. you hurt her too, you used me for
that, as if I were something that belonged to you. that is
how 1 felt. this feeling belongs to the present.

*

i1 have seen and heard it again and again. when she looked
at me, she saw your shadows. she was afraid, but never of
being hurt. unlike you, she was only afraild of hurting me.
*

1 hoped that when 1 was grew up enough, you would stay in
my childhood. she stayed, but you came with me. you were a
shadow inside me that made me a little girl, that kept me
a girl, but you had a third dimension, a tangible, solid
shadow. i1 always drew that shadow with the blood of my cunt.
my blood was mine, not yours.

*

1 wanted to tell people about the tiny candle lights that
shimmered inside me, but I couldn't. 1 was ashamed to com-
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pare my feelings, which had no place to be in, to candle
lights, just like 1 was ashamed of my blood telling me what
you did to me. but when i1 talk about those candle lights,
they are here now.. in my ears that are not ashamed of me.

*

i know, you locked my love for her in the burnt villages
inside me. after you, none of my feelings could leave that
village, nor did they find places where they could meet other
candle lights. the doors of the houses, the bolts of the
gardens, the fences with crossed wires were always closed
to them. that is why all the candle lights of my inner self,
my queer feelings that had nowhere to go, were left on the
street. they can't close off the street - you can't close
it off. when you locked me inside and shut the world on
me, when you shut yourself on us, you didn't know that my
feelings would take the streets of the villages inside me
as those tiny candle lights. there was no way to make me a
girl, a girl obliged to someone like you. 1 forgot what you
felt like, the feeling of your skin touching me. 1 still
smell her. 1 see the glow of my candle lights and 1 open my
hand and pray to my blood wishing those candle lights can
find somewhere to go.

the story of the place where the candle lights burn belongs
to me. in the end, we become who we want to be.

it i1s not so horrible after all, is it?
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An explosion? A coming out? When I am queer, when I'm queer-
ing, perhaps when I am just being, I don't feel like I am
coming out of a closed room or throwing off a covering. I
feel like popping popcorn. My whole being is involved in
this. Each of my cells, my synapses, my subatomic parts
are shaking. I feel like I am burning or disappearing. In
fact, I am just transforming. It is like my eyeballs just
burst and new eyeballs came out of them. At the same time
I become my own baby.

A baby knows best why they cry. Surely, I cried a little bit.
But then I got up, put my makeup on, put on a nice dress,
tossed my hailr, looked in the mirror and saw someone very
attractive. Yes, I didn't have to prove to anyone that I
was queer. My queerness is much more than my appearance,
my partners and a political identity. I love every part
and plece of myself. I love the being that I am, flowlng,
changing, transitioning every day. I don't feel I have to
fit into any mold to say to myself: "Yes, this is me!"

Ghosts are those who are unseen but see everyone.
Who can claim that this is loneliness?

Not everything that is dense has to be solid.

I have compassion for myself: an intense, soft, fluld com-
passion.
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As T soaked in the cool waters of the Aegean Sea, only one
thing ran through my mind. Salt water is healing.

Every part of my body was startled by the cold and my feath-
ers shivered one by one. Just as I was about to turn into a
shield with the warning of my nervous system, I was merging
into the sea. Salt water is healing. As I dived deeper, I
became the current at the bottom. I started to move with
my breathing. I didn't feel naked, but I felt the ecstasy
of nakedness, the reunion.

The sea embraced my body more and more as the crowds and
noise on the beach receded. It encouraged me to swim a
little further, a little deeper. Was I being purified? Was
I getting stronger? Was I accepting? Was I making peace?

When I stopped and lay on my back in the middle of the sea,
I felt the warmth of the sun on my nipples. I stood with my
eyes closed, just like that. I don't need to purify, nor to
strengthen, nor to accept, nor to make amends. It is what it
is, as it 1s. I am me. My queerness comes from my healing.
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My sunscreen 1s starting to sting my eyes. For those who
notice, don't think that I am sharing an emotional mem-
ory. But it i1s true, I am emotional. I am an emotional
person. Deniz is so sweet, their story started so sweetly
and bravely.

Of course, the journey of searching and finding oneself
continues until death. But I always felt so far behind my
peers. How far I was from living, but isn't that the point?
The point is to be able to start somewhere, to dare to take
a step without being concrete or abstract. I pralse every-
one who started their story early or late but somehow.

What i1f hadn't taken a step? What if we had died before we
lived? It always happens, doesn't it? You take a step, 1t
depends on how you look at it, but you always get more out
of the step you take?

I do not stop my pen, maybe I never will from now on. May
my beautiful thoughts and compliments be in writing for
this time. Deniz, how beautiful your eyelashes are. Such
curled eyelashes. Each and everyone here is so beautiful.
All those colors are so beautiful. What beautiful things
I have been seeing since the time I got rid of those other
voices inside me. I am noticing that I am a loving per-
son. I am glad I started therapy. I am glad my cat adopted
me. Sometimes I feel sad for my lost years. But I am also
grateful that I am slender and young. God, I believe in
you. I believe in nature. I believe that despite all the
bad times, you will bring all the beauty. I do not stop my
pen. I am grateful for all my sentences, whether they are
meaningful or not.
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When I started to tell my story, I tried to open myself as much
as possible with the comfort of being matched with someone I
already knew during the workshop. It felt extremely good to talk
to someone with a similar lived experience. When I recount it,
I realize that even at that young age, I found and protected
myself, and we made i1t to today, that little lubunya and I. I
remembered again that I have two names and two souls. It made
me proud of myself. The fact that I accept my existence before
anyone else is the biggest success of my life so far.

Not needing anyone's approval makes you move forward! I have come
out with many identities and orientations up until this age. I
think the fact that I have distanced myself from concepts Llike
identity/orientation is why I have reached my current understand-
ing. Even though I am still working on it in practice. While I
was telling this story, I also had some slogans and my struggles
in my mind. My community, where I feel that I would not be left
alone in safe spaces when I fall, drew me in even more. I Tremem-
bered myself again, the person I have been striving to evolve
into throughout this ongoing journey. For that person, I still
need to learn, live, gain experience, make observations! While
doing this, I want to continue without breaking away from my
essence, literally like a slime, truly and fully. When I want to
move forward, I have always had this sentence in my mind since
high school: "You cannot know yourself if you stop." That is the
motto I have adopted for myself. Today, by repeating it, I feel
like I've lived a quick 30 years. Crying, laughing, being sur-
prised, getting excited, and feeling so many other emotions, I
said, "I am grateful to be lubunya!" It felt good to write with
the comfort of not worrying. In fact, it even made me write pos-
itively. I realized that I can go back to writing, I can reward
myself with that.

Now I repeat: I am grateful to be lubunya!
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We were having breakfast with my elder daughter in the
neighborhood, relatively preferred by lubunyas. We live
here with my partner and my children come over at the week-
ends. My partner usually joins us but she was not with us
at that particular time. When overwhelmed by guilt because
I divorced theilr father after coming-out; I usually put
out feelers to see how they cope with our new life. “Would
you rather I did not?” My teenage daughter, who usually
dodges such questions or blames me for leaving her, saild
“No, good thing you and dad got divorced.” And, when she
saw me looking confused, she continued: “Now we have (your
partner) in our Llife. I love her.” And she double-checked:
“You are lovers, right?” I felt the world around me light-
ened up. I was filled with content and gratitude like I had
not felt in a long time.
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I felt it the moment my hands touched your hands and my
eyes met yours.

Under the rainbow with endless smiles
like a cactus thirsty for water, I stubbornly rise to the

sky.

Your lips deepen my desire, your eyes my fear.
I want to be, just to be, your breath.

My heart will flutter again, surely for someone else this
time.

Night and day
moon, stars and sun

Don't lose the rainbow, hope and love in you
I'll always be there for you, little lubunya.

In the winter garden, where the shadow of the branches,
I can 1lluminate today's darkness with yesterday's light.
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