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  In memory of

Mattia Ahmet Minguzzi

and every child lost to injustice.

May their lives and names prevail and

teach society to do better.
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  Pronunciation Guide



Names

Naciye: NAH-jee-yeh       /naˈdʒije/

Mutlu: MOOT-loo     /mutˈɫu/

Kuyaş: Koo-yash     /kuˈjaʃ/

Bülent: boo-lehnt      /byˈlent/

Çiçek: chee-CHECK     /tʃiˈtʃek/

Caner: juh-ner     /dʒaˈneɾ/

Alp: Ahlp     /alp/

Vural: VOO-rawl     /vuˈɾaɫ/

Deniz: de-NEEZ     /deˈniz/




Surnames

Börekçi: bo-REK-chee     /bœˈɾektʃi/

Aksu: ahk-SOO     /akˈsu/

Gündüz: GYOON-dyooz     /ˈɟyndyz/

Yavuz: YAH-vooz     /jaˈvuz/




Places

Istanbul: IS-tan-bool     /isˈtanbuɫ/

Kadıköy: Ka-duh-koy     /kaˈdɯcœj/

Maltepe: mahl-teh-peh     /malˈtepe/

İzmir: iz-MEER     /ˈizmiɾ/

Üsküdar: ooss-koo-dar     /ysˈcydaɾ/







  Word List



Turkish Honorifics

Hanım: Ms/Lady

Bey: Mr/Gentleman

Efendi(m): Gender neutral, used for strangers

Hanımefendi: Used to address women politely

Beyefendi: Used to address men politely

Ağabey/Abi: Older brother, used to address an older male

Abla: Older sister, used to address an older woman




Turkish Cuisine & Context  (Chronological To Story)

Çay: Black Tea

Şalgam: Turnip, here: fermented turnip juice

Simit: A circular, sesame seed-encrusted bread originating from the Ottoman Empire, glazed with grape molasses. Also known as “Turkish bagel.”

Börek: Derives from the Turkish verb “bükmek” which means folding. It’s filled pastry (any cheese, potato, spinach, parsley, minced meat…) or layered phyllo of Anatolian origin which has spread throughout the Ottoman Empire. The baking, preparation and shape varies with provincial traditions, bakeries and households.  

Turşu: Pickled vegetables

Ayran: Yoghurt shaken with salt and water. The national drink of Türkiye. 

Baklava: Associated with Türkiye/the Ottoman Empire. The Topkapı Palace (primary imperial centre of Sultans, 15th-19th c.) kitchen developed the pastry around 1473. Whereas Middle Eastern sweets had also contained nuts, the Turkish version evolved with the use of extremely thin phyllo dough.

The city of Gaziantep is known for its pistachio filling. Other versions contain walnuts and hazelnuts and are then poured with sugar syrup. Has, like any other Ottoman dish, spread ever since.

Revani: Semolina cake steeped in syrup. 

Cacık: Yoghurt sauce seasoned with cucumber, garlic, mint or dill and olive oil. Consumed as a dip, appetiser or side dish.

Kaymak: A dairy product similar to clotted cream, composed majorly of milk fat. It is a typical feature of the gastronomies of Türkiye and Central Asia.

Turkish Delight (Sandwiches): Turkish delight/Lokum are dusted cubes made from sugar plus starch and flavoured with e.g. roses, lemon, pomegranate, coconut… They are also enjoyed sandwiched between two plain biscuits.

Bulgur: A cereal food made from whole wheat which is partially boiled then dried. 

Menemen: Breakfast dish including eggs, tomato, onion, green peppers and spices such as ground black and red pepper.

Çörek: A term for various yeasted breads and sweet rolls from Turkish and related Turkic cuisines, with the word originating from the Old Turkic word for “round bread.” Examples include the snail-shaped, sesame-filled “Tahinli Çörek.”

Sucuk: Dry-cured sausage. Old Turkic “suğut” meaning “to make arid, dehumidify” referring to the drying process of the meat. 

Yufka: The word means fragile and brittle. “Yufka hamur” (dough) as in “wrap bread.”

Yayla: Yoghurt-based soup with rice, dried mint and red pepper flakes.

Pastırma: A highly seasoned, air-dried cured beef from Türkiye. It is made by pressing and salting beef, then drying and coating it with a thick spice.

Güllaç: Made with starch sheets, milk, sugar, rosewater and walnuts. It is garnished with nuts or pomegranate arils. 

Tahin: Sesame paste




Locations and Vocabulary 

Kadıköy: Situated on the Anatolian (Asian) side of Istanbul along the Marmara Sea shore.

Bayram: Nationally-celebrated festival or holiday, applicable to both national (i.e. secular) and religious celebrations.

Davul: Traditional large drum typically made of wood and animal skin. It is played on both sides with two sticks at celebrations.

Çarşı: Marketplace/Bazaar/shopping centre/down town/fair. “Kapalı Çarşı” translates to “Covered Market” or “Grand Bazaar.”

Karagöz puppetry: A traditional Turkish form of shadow puppetry. This art form is known for its dialogues featuring Karagöz and his more refined friend Hacivat which are full of puns, jokes, and social commentary. 

Isparta: Province in the southwest known as the “City of Roses” for its extensive rose gardens/fields and significant production of rose oil which accounts for a large portion of the world’s supply. Also known for its aromatic lavender fields, traditional carpets, and as an orchard region for fruits like cherries and apples.

Maltepe: A district neighbouring Kadıköy and a municipality in Istanbul, situated along the Marmara Sea.

Minarets: Slender towers, typically part of a mosque, with a balcony from which a Muezzin calls Muslims to prayer.

İzmir: Is located on the western coast of Türkiye, by the Aegean Sea. It is a major port city and the third-largest city in the country.

Üsküdar: Former city in northwestern Türkiye and now a district of Istanbul. It lies at the foot of the Bulgurlu Hills on the Asiatic side of the Bosphorus Strait.

Saz: Any of various related stringed instruments of Türkiye and neighbouring regions.

Nazar charm: A blue eye-shaped amulet believed to protect against the evil eye (a stare superstitiously believed to cause harm). 

Kilim: A word of Turkic origin. Is often used for any flat-woven, non-piled rug. Technically, the term refers only to rugs of broad Anatolian origin traditionally hand-woven on a loom with wool and cotton.

Şeker Bayram: Ramazan Bayram, also known as Şeker Bayram in Türkiye, is the celebration at the end of the month of Ramazan (the holy fasting month).
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What was this man doing in her bedroom in the middle of the night? 

From some direction Naciye’s name vibrated against her flesh, the device fusing with her cheek like cemented bricks. Features, cast by navy, lamb-like. She hadn’t gotten used to them over the last months. Her grip tightened, her posture straightening. She could bid farewell to a proper sleep.

Why wasn’t she informed that Kuyaş returned from the sea? A month ago he arrived on a weekend, left the morning after and stayed on the ship for weeks.

Well, neither her nor him were talkative. Or more like Naciye who refused to communicate with her uninvited guest. By all means, Naciye didn’t hate him. She would rather have him stay away from her. There wasn’t more than physical capacity for him. He knew that.

After all, she had to fill in some forms, check on the plan for tomorrow’s trial and use the next day off for written consultation. The young woman wanted to concentrate on her work — not to worry about when he was going to leave. All these years of adjusting to court was earned by her own hard work. Naciye couldn’t figure out why he needed to be here, even after some time had passed.

Whatever coil cord twirled around her finger felt harder than Mastic Gum. His back blades were moving under striped pyjamas. From the distance a horn’s low note rippled. Instead the young woman directed her attention to what mattered.

“I’m just glad when we get over this case.” At some point she forgot how the warm glow was caressing her jaw. No matter how much her brows twisted, he wouldn’t mind her anyway, would he? This man wasn’t discordant.

“No, I hear you, go on,” she murmured, never letting him out of her frame.

The blond’s hand hovered above the knob for a moment longer, eventually turning away. Wooden tiles cracked, his mouth stretching into a straight line. He didn’t want to interrupt her more than he already did. It must have been stressful enough for her.

“Hm, that’s a good idea.” He heard her agreeing. To whomever she was talking, she didn’t sound disdained. Yet it didn’t stop the sweat from spreading across his neck. It was apparent by how she kept her sentences short. Distant from her elaborate answers he had overheard behind the door. 

He almost forgot that he was an interloper.

Both of his feet were lingering in front of the grand rack. The material under him was no ease for the stiffness in his back. Kuyaş’ knuckles burned. Another shade engulfed his face at the sudden impact. One single movement was enough to collide with the night stand. Except only gray would tickle down.

“See you tomorrow. Rest well.”

He inhaled. Above nested hands, crystal strands twirled in the air. From the corner of his eyes muffling enfolded, then a clack. The chandelier turned into a mere silhouette. In the bat of an eye, the blanket slipped away. His fingers lifted, nothing but the weak ray on the wall answering.

His lips parted, “Good Night, Naciye.”

She didn’t answer her husband. With anticipation she prayed his return wasn’t temporary. That he would leave very soon so he didn’t get into her way.
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When the Marmara Sea’s baby blue horizon shimmered through the windows, the last drops of çay spiralled down the drain. Crisp pages turned in regularity while seagulls were screeching. Fresh ink wafted in the air, the thick font spelling Republic Today. Two numbers were plastered across, the victorious message that the Turkish Republic would soon reach its 27th anniversary since the country’s War of Independence. Her thumb stroked over the dotted illustration of the nation’s forefather whose endeavours made all liberties possible.

Small leaves decorated the box at the end of the cover, sweet verses welcoming the new season. Sometimes the abrupt shift of the tide feels intimidating but do not miss the blue swell that will follow. Book titles of different writers were lined, various topics surrounding the historical event, biographies and tales. Naciye would cut them out later. Work, after all, would not adjust to anyone’s comfort.

She folded the gazette, a hand propped on the tabletop as the handrail guided her thoughts to the second floor. An open square swallowed by dawn’s remaining. After getting out of the kitchen, white tiles were glistening around the black holdall. Its zipper barely reached the other end. She had never glimpsed this image of small mountains before. The bag wasn’t supposed to be in the house, nor the owner. At least not for another day. After minutes of contemplation which led to a dead end, she exited through the front door.

Through the swarming streets of Kadıköy, pedestrians were wandering below the awnings of bakeries, housings and various boutiques. A Dilute Calico was staring from one of the chairs. It’s diamond eyes were following her. Naciye envied its slouching form and considered to pet it.

An apple plopped down. Naciye picked the fruit up and handed it to the girl in a collar dress. 

“Aren’t you going to thank this nice lady, child?” The parent bent down to her level to buckle her satchel.

“It’s all right,” Naciye assured.

Aside from the anniversary of the opening of the National Assembly, it was also Children’s Day in the country. Her blue gown reminded her of the old days. The shy tilt of the girl’s face changed to a smile as Naciye copied her.

More parents were walking with children in their hands, men carrying packets and a turnip water vendor yelling, “Şalgam! Şalgam! Come and get a taste of this home-made juice! You won’t find it fresher anywhere else! Come and try! Şalgam! Şalgam!” The young woman rushed down the road, the smell of freshly-baked simit tempting her to lick her lower lip in the waking hours.

“Don’t be shy, Hanımefendi, it’s a special day after all. I’ll give you one for free!” A moustached senior was holding the circular bread up, sesame seeds baked in golden brown.

How sweet the dough must’ve tasted, her mind drifting back to the bucolic rose jam by her mother. She waved it off, making sure that if she were to visit sometime else it would be out of her pocket, no matter the special occasion.

The foyer of the courthouse administration wasn’t less animated. Quite the opposite, the path was packed with leather bags and worried clientele nagging at clerks. Handkerchief-covered foreheads popped up between anxiety and murmurs.

“I need to get rid of that being called my wife. Efendim, I can’t let her have my money! She’ll aim for my throat!” At the end of the hall the yellow-lid room had gotten smaller over the last four years. More like that’s what her mind told her. No day had passed without the stuffiness inside, men in suits scattered everywhere but on their assigned seats. The intruding air vanished as pert features perked up, one arm vigorously aloft. Mutlu. Only a few words were exchanged, the court bailiff announcing the judge’s entrance.

As always, even cases on a national holiday would deliver anything except calm and coherence. Two siblings had the privilege of shouting at each other from opposing sides, another non-exceptional family affair of land dispute. Behind round glasses the registrar rolled his eyes. Adjacent to the courtroom Naciye’s mini typewriter clicked, the corner of her mouth twitching when curses ringed through desperate attempts of both brother and sister cutting out each others’ yells.

“That area is my right! Father promised me!”

“I’m the eldest son, do you know who you’re talking to?”

“You’re the most incompetent man, that’s who you are! Don’t you see it? The pasture will rot to its core because of you idiot!”

More hammering of the gavel than notes in her report, every line filled with interventions by the judge who out of frustration called attention to, “For God’s sake it’s Bayram!” An hour barely passed, the conclusion reaching that the kinsfolk had to settle with half and half, under no circumstance seeing a reason to adjourn “this nonsense.” Minimal protest was shown by the agitated duo given that everyone wanted to call it a merry day. Essentially, it was a national holiday but urgent trials were inevitable. This decision was met with surprised faces tucking away documents. Jokes around the jurist’s ruling were carried out into the fresh. 

Mutlu came to a halt, her handbag balanced on her thigh, “Oh no, I have your papers back at ours. You wouldn’t mind stopping by, right?”

So, the good friends strolled through the district, radiant by the sight of children who were holding their bonbons as high as their heads. A quarter hour later they reached an intersection on the inner part, the streets adorned by half moons and stars. The familiar canopy fluttered with the breeze, plastic seats taken by plates of börek, turşu and ayran. Inside the patisserie, the davul was fading into the background whilst the aroma of sheep cheese sunk in.

“Bülent, the girls are here!” Tiny beads jiggled behind the glass counter, the white root of Aunt Çiçek’s hair peeking through her floral scarf. Her daughter ascended the stairs whereas the typist remained by the marbles away from the busy desks. Mutlu’s mother was slicing pastry, the chopping board bouncing against the bar, previous to walking up to customers. Four months since Naciye had moved out. She wondered why she wasn’t dropping her belongings by serving flaky pastry alongside her. Instead, she remained by the pot of crocuses. On her last visits she would filter pickled vegetables out of storage jars and mix potato and legume salads. Between the courthouse and obligations of her new domicile at the quay it wasn’t enough to neither roll out dough nor knead red lentils. Her hands were full.

Around the newel post, black on white ripped her out of her trance.

“Are you sure you don’t want to stay for a bit? We prepared baklava and revani yesterday — you might want to take some with you.” 

The typist placed the translation into a folder. “You have enough to be stressed about. I’ll need to catch up with these,” she raised the papers, guilt settling in mid sentence for leaving her friend alone. At bottom, both had shared life since the age of sixteen in dorms, among other the upper floor of this bakery. 

“My child, why not sit down for a while? Don’t make the mistake of overworking yourself, dear,” The man of the house put a tray of savoury cookies down. Mutlu snuggled close to her father who in turn patted her back. 

“I’ve told Naciye so but she doesn’t want to be around us,” she stuck her tongue out, one ear on his shoulder.

Uncle Bülent raised his brows, “Say, has the groom returned from the sea? Let him come over for tea, we’ve got lots to talk about!” Her aunt had joined the round, her hip leaning on the edge. Naciye didn’t understand how that was of any significance. She had believed that the fever around her marriage died out given that months had passed ever since. Three pairs of googly eyes were piercing her with anticipation. The raven head’s jaw closed. She had almost forgotten about the mystery from last night. Maybe she wanted to suppress it.

“He hasn’t.”

Mutlu jumped up, grinning, ”How unfortunate! Ah, so you can stay with us, Naciye! We’ll go up!” she shoved the girl away from her parents who were exchanging confused looks. Naciye’s husband… they only saw that gentleman on her wedding day.

Upstairs, Mutlu set the bowl of cacık next to the ceramics and took a seat vis-à-vis her munching friend. Tomato paste and potatoes, taste buds relishing the flavour despite having registered the grimace in front of her.

“What is it?” The baked dumpling was still tepid.

“Is he?” Mutlu asked.

Naciye stopped eating.

“Don’t look at me like that! You know who! I’m talking about your spouse!” She tapped beside the cutlery, minimal damage done to the tablecloth. One would think her frustration stemmed from the typist discarding a special occasion from memory. 

“Since yesterday nighttime.” Mutlu couldn’t interfere because the raven-haired had already imagined what would burst out of her next, “I’m not sure if he has left though.” Despite being truthful, she couldn’t predict. Schools and shops would shut down for the entire next day. So the same question remained as to why he didn’t arrive later.

“So…” Her profile was dazzled with light, dragging from her hazel hair to the droopy tip of her nose. Its dominant slope between her epicanthal folds of caramel eyes were harmonising well together. In vocational school Naciye never paid attention to anyone’s physical features. For all that, since both had reached maturing consciousness as ladies, she would often catch herself admiring Mutlu’s soft delight. With the frolicsome pull of her friend’s dimples, Naciye took her time with chewing the dumpling.

“Yes, while I was speaking to you on the telephone.” Her answer though was not satisfactory. 

“Oh… you were together?” The last bite had turned difficult to swallow.

“Naciye, you always take every word too seriously!” The red roses on her forest green homeware crumpled, “Come on, let’s sit down in the family room.” Her friend knew better than pressing her for involuntary banter. On numerous occasions Mutlu had lured confessions out of her secretive sister. However, what the former gave credence to were short and sweet recitals of impersonal observations. She had deduced the indifference of the newly-wed, so their one-sided banter would end with the taller woman’s raised shoulders.

Towards the late afternoon the girls had attended to growing demand inside and outside the bakery. Seeing that the Börekçis were still behind the counter, hastily weighing and packing pastry, they made a change in plans. Unceasing tables, complaints on why the flatbread with black sesame seeds was out of stock and a long queue due to how much Aunt Çiçek was tattling. Everything had stayed the same. At least that’s what the typist deemed to be true. Closing hours had long been overdue and on the point of the sun rays shining through clouds in red, she said her goodbye.

Among street lights and the rumble of the quay, there had been one matter that weighed down on her.
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A row of colours was unwinding until the narrow house in azule. The elongated windows and protruding balconies were facing the water. It was scintillating in orange splodges, white foaming with each oscillating wave. Few neighbouring windows were lit. Leather stilettos hit the raised seafront, the concrete reflecting the lonesome sounds alfresco. Naciye approached the closed tulle and overcurtains, a contrast to the faint noises of laughter next door. Standing at the entrance the afternoon humidity had settled at the bottom of her stomach.

Within the dark veil the armchairs were where they were supposed to be. In the cookroom, the same glassware was sitting in the sink. Naciye exhaled, the woven scrap of mat bringing her to a stop. Climbing up the flight of stairs her handbag was swinging around her shoulder, every schlep of her feet rewarding. Later she would have a good sleep on a fresh pair of linen, up to where only the intruding beams of nature could pull her out of slumberland. Warmth had plagued her back while standing close to the back kitchen, curls slick against her neck and pleading to be brushed free.

Whereas dusk had penetrated the hall, the bedroom was left in pitch black. Dropping the leather, her calves hit the footboard in an instant. Impatient fingers climbed into her curls to entangle the hair pins, ahead of laying down anew with a groan. Too bad the nylons weren’t coming off on their own. If she would drowse earlier she was going to thank herself for this act. In less than no minute her shoulders had eased into the cold mattress. Her arm was roaming the intents. It smoothed over a mounting curve. She repeated. Her eyes shot open. There, in the dim, were animated drags of breath.

Clips bounced on the spot as she rolled out, aiming for the invisible exit. When the door latched onto the bolt so did her digits into the fine fibres of her blouse. Minding the bang had become a matter for sometime else, too occupied with how she had allowed to lose sight anew in her own damn house. Her eyes clung to the selvedge of the narrow carpet. With her own bare hands she had touched a sleeping man’s hip, or God knows where, without thinking twice. Under her the treads had become as hard as stone, limbs tangled in her undone waves.
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