TorkaPI HAREMINDE

Giinesli bir 6gleden sonrasiydi, glinisig1 ve parlak gokyiiziine ragmen insan sonba-
har ve kigin etkilerini hissedebiliyordu! Parlak sar1 yapraklar, agaclarin arasindan
esen riizgarla birlikte parkin tas yollari tizerinden savrularak ugusmaktaydi. Bu gii-
zel sonbahar giiniinde, on bes kisilik kii¢iik bir grupla birlikte, yiizyillar boyunca
diinyanin geri kalanina kapatilmis ve i¢inde firtinali gekismelerin yasandig Topka-
p1 Haremini gérmeye gidiyorduk. Heyecanlrydim.

Bir zamanlar sarayin dis avlusu olan yerden gegtik. Orada altinda yenigerile-
rin ayaklandig: tarihi bir agag durmaktaydi. Kazanin kaldirilmasi isyan igin isaretti.
“Kazan kaldirild1” s6ziiniin, insanlarin yiiregine korku ve kayg: tasiyarak agizdan
agza yayilldigini tahayyiil edebiliyordum. En son kazan kaldirilmasinin tizerinden
yiiz yildan fazla bir zaman gecti ve isyancilarin altinda toplandig1 aga¢ simdilerde
ancak giiglii bir destekle yerinde tutulabilen giderek giiriiyen gri bir kiitle gibiydi.

Gorkemli, kuleli bir kapidan gegerek i¢ avluya girdik. Bir dehlizi andirtyordu.
Sol tarafta Divani Hiimayun, yani saray meclisinin toplandig1 oda bulunmaktayd.
Yenigeriler o zamanlar bu i¢ avluda toplanir ve yiizleri meclis odasina doniik bir
bicimde dizilirlerdi, bir yandan sarayin sag kanadinda bulunan saray mutfaklarin-
da yemeKkleri piserdi. $imdilerde ise, daha 6nce yenigerilerin toplandig bu alanda,
sira sira uzun serviler ziyaretgileri selamlamaktadir. Uzun karanlik bir gecit, dort
cephesindeki odalarin igine agildig1 bir avluya ulastird: bizi. Haremdeydik. Valide
sultanin dairesini gezerek basladik. Ozellikle yatak odasi dikkatimizi gekti. I¢inde
orantisiz bir bigimde genis ve eskiden i¢inde valide sultanin yataginin durdugu al-
tindan bir yataklik disinda mobilyast olmayan kiigiik bir oda, hususi bir mekandi.
Bagka bir odaya acilan pencereden dolayli bir bicimde odaya giren 151k oldukea los-
tu. Odanin duvarlarini kaplamis olan ¢iniler kendi basina giizel olsalar bile odanin
sogukluguna sogukluk katmaktaydilar.

Bu zarif ¢inilerin 6niinde durmus renk ve desenlerindeki giizelligi hayranlikla
seyrederken, odadan sorumlu olan adam kendi bilgisini gosterebilmek igin, “Iste,
Késem Sultan’t burada bogmuslar” dedi.

Kosem Sultan! Odaya ¢epegevre bir goz attim. Oda bu tiirden bir faaliyet icin
¢ok uygundu: Soguk, rutubetli, karanlik ve dar!

Bu mekéna girdigimiz anda zamanda yiizyil geriye gittigimi hissetmistim. Fakat
simdi, Késem Sultan’in dairesinden ¢iktigimda zaman daha da geriye dogru gitti.
On dokuzuncu ylizyildan on sekizinci ylizyila, oradan da on yedinci ylizyila dogru
gectim. Orada durdum. Eger bir yiizyil daha geriye gitmis olsaydim beni etkisi al-
tina alan ge¢mis o kadar da i¢ daraltict olmamaya baglayacakti. On yedinci ytizyil,
Osmanlr’'nin ilerlemesinin durdugu ve gerilemesinin basladigi bir donemdi. Igte ve
dista sorunlarin, gii¢ kaybinin ve entrikalarin yasandigi bir donemdi. Késem Sultan
bu yiizyilin ortalarinda alt1 padisahin saltanat doneminde yasamis ve sarayda her
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zaman etkili olmus veya etkili olmaya calismistir. Iktidar hirst biitiin hayatina hiik-
metmis ve onu sonunda trajik bir 6liime dogru siiriiklemistir.

Aslinda Késem Sultan asil adi Anastasiya olan bir koleydi. I. Ahmet’in gozdesi
olmus ve takip eden bes padisahin saltanati boyunca da Valide Sultan olarak etkisini
stirdiirmiistiir. Torunu IV. Mehmet tahta gectigi zaman yalnizca yedi yasindaydi
ve hiikiimet Késem’in ve yenigeri agalarinin ellerine birakilmisti. Fakat padisa-
hin annesi Turhan Sultan da hirsh bir kadindi ve kayinvalidesi ile rekabet etmeye
basladi. Kosem, kendi iktidarinin tehlikede oldugunu gérerek, 6z torunu olan IV.
Mehmet’i katletmeyi planladi. Sarayin arka kapilari geceleyin acik birakilmaktaydi
ve yenigeriler buradan iceri girip kiigiik hitkiimdarin dairesine saldiracaklardi. Eger
Kosemv’in hizmetkéarlarindan birisi ona ihanet etmemis olsayd: entrika mitkemmel
bir bicimde isleyecekti. Turhan Sultan bir kars: saldir1 hazirladi. Harem agalar1 ve
sarayin diger hizmetkarlar1 kendisini desteklemekteydi. Mayis 1651°de ayisigiyla
aydinlanmis sakin bir gecede Turhan Sultan’in destekgileri sarayin bahgesinde top-
lagtilar ve Biyiikvalide Sultan’in dairesine dogru yiiriiylise gegtiler. Késem disari-
dan gelen giiriiltiyti duydu ve yenicerilerin geldigini diistindii. Onlar1 karsilamak
i¢in digariya ¢ikti. Gelmekte olan giiruhu gordiigi zaman igeri kagti ve bir dolaba
saklandi. Diigmanlari onu takip ettiler ve buldular. Késem zenginlik ve gii¢ vaatle-
riyle kendisini yakalamis olanlar1 yanina ¢ekmeye calisti, fakat kalabaligin 6fkesi bu
tiirden vaatlerle yatistirllamayacak kadar fazlaydi. Tas zemin {izerinde siiriikleyip
iskence ettiler. Nihayet, adamlardan biri bir perdenin ipiyle onu bogdu.

Késem’in dliimiiyle Agalarin iktidari da sona ermistir. [hmal edilmis ugsuz bu-
caksiz imparatorluk ve onun baski altinda yasayan mutsuz insanlar1 boylelikle bir
diktatorden kurtulmus, fakat bir bagkasinin ellerine diismiistii. Kendi de aslen kole
olan Turhan Sultan ve harem agalari imparatorlugun dizginlerini ellerine ge¢irmis-
lerdi.
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On yedinci ylizyll sarayin tarihi igerisindeki donemlerden yalnizca bir tanesiy-
di. Topkap1 gérkemli ve senlikli giinler de gdrmiistiir. Imparatorlugun durmadan
genisledigi ve hakimiyetini artirdii, denizden denize, kitadan kitaya yayildig: I.
Selim’in ve Kanuni Sultan Stileyman’in donemlerine sahit olmustur. Daha sonra
18. yiizyilda, ITII. Ahmet’in hitkimranli1 doneminde, sirtlarinda yanan mumlariyla
lale yataklarinda kaplumbagalarin gezindigi, Hali¢’in, Bogaz’in ve Marmara denizi-
nin girisine bakan bahcelerdeki saray ziyafetlerinde yasanan ctimbiisii dinlemigtir.
O zamanlar sehirdeki herkes bir ¢ilginlik cereyanina kapilmisti: Istanbul’un gesitli
yerlerinde giizel koskler inga edilmis, lalelerin tanesi 500 altina varan degerlere satil-
mis ve Nedim gibi sairler yalnizca ask, sarap ve keyif tizerine siirler sdylemistir.

Yine de bu distinceler beni saran kasaveti dagitamamaktaydi. Odadan odaya
dolasirken on yedinci yiizyil hep aklimda takili kaldi. Cok giizel seyler gordiik: Paha
bicilemez eski halilar, sanatsal ¢iniler, saf altindan stislemeler, sedef islemeli tirab-
zanlar ve sandiklar, hepsi gercek bir sanat eseriydi. Fakat ben hepsinde kasvetli bir
seyler oldugunu fark ettim. Gegmis, ¢evremde takilip kaldi. Sarayin duvarlar1 geg-
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misin disar1 ¢tkmasina ve modern ruhun igeriye girmesine izin vermeyecek 6l¢iide

kalindi.

Ceviren: Sinan Yildirmaz, Agustos 2010

%%

In the Harem of Topkapu

A sunny afternoon, an afternoon when one could feel the autumn and the winter in the air in
spite of the sunshine and the blue sky! Bright yellow leaves fluttered and whirled around on
the stony road of the park as the wind rushed down thru the trees. On that beautiful autumn
afternoon we were going, a small group of about fifteen, to see the Harem of Topkapu - that
place which had been closed to the rest of the world for centuries, containing in itself a world
of storming rivalries. I was excited.

We passed what once had been the outer courtyard of the palace. There stood the historic
tree under which the Janissaries gathered to revolt. The upsetting of the kettle was the signal.
I could imagine the sentence “the kettle has been upset” spreading from mouth to mouth,
carrying fear and anxiety to the hearts of the people. More than a century had passed since
the kettle had last been upset, and the tree which sheltered the rebels was now a grey deca-
ying block kept in place by a strong support.

Through a stately, towered gate we entered the inner courtyard. It resembled a cloister.
On the left was the room where Divani Hiimayun, the imperial council, used to meet. The
Janissaries then gathered in this inner court and lined up, facing the council room, while the-
ir food was being cooked in the imperial kitchens on the right side of the court. At present,
rows of tall cypresses greeted the visitor where once the Janissaries gathered.A long dark
passage led us to a small courtyard, to which the rooms on four sides opened directly. We
were in the harem. We began by visiting the apartment of the mother sultan. Her bedroom
especially caught our attention. It was a peculiar place - a small room, free of furniture ex-
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cept for a golden alcove, disproportionally large, under which the bed of the mother sultan
used to stand. 1 he light, coming to the room indirectly through a window which opened to
another room, was dim. Tiles covering the walls, though beautiful in themselves, added to
the coldness of the room.

I was standing before these exquisite tiles admiring their beauty of color and design when
the man in charge of the place, as though to show off his knowledge said, “See, Késem Sultan
was strangled here.”

Kosem Sultan! I looked around the room. It fitted the act - cold, damp, dark, and nar-
row!

When we had entered the place 1 had felt time receding by a century. But now, as I came
out of Késem Sultan’s apartment time receded still farther. I passed from the nineteenth to
the eighteenth and from the eighteenth to the seventeenth century. There I stopped. If I had
gone a century still farther back, the past that hunted me would not have been so oppressing.
The seventeenth century was the period during which the Ottoman tide began to retire. It
was the time of external and internal trouble, weakness and intrigues. It was toward the
middle of that century that Késem Sultan lived during the reign of six sultans, always exer-
cising or trying to exercise her influence in the palace. Ambition to rule had dominated her
life and had dragged her at last to a tragic death.

Kosem Sultan had been originally a slave girl by the name of Anastasiya. She became
the favorite of Ahmet I, and during the r ign of the following five Sultans she exercised her
influence as the mother sultan or grandmother sultan. As her grandson, Mehmet IV, was
only seven years old when he was put on the throne, the government was left in the hands
of Kosem and the Agas of the Janissaries. But the mother queen, Terhan Sultan, was also an
ambitious women; she began to rival her mother-in-law. Késem, seeing her own power in
danger, planned to assassinate Mehmet IV, her own grandson. The back doors of the palace
were to be left open at night; the Janissaries would come in and attack the apartment of the
little sovereign. The plot would have worked well if one of Késem’s servants had not bet-
rayed her Terhan Sultan prepared a counter-attack. The eunuchs and the other servants of
the palace were on her side. On a calm moonlit night in May, 1651, the partisans of Terhan
Sultan gathered in the garden of the palace and marched to the apartment of the grandmot-
her sultan. Késem heard the noise outside and thought that the Janissaries were coming.
She went out to meet them. When she saw the group she ran in again and hid herself in a
closet. Her enemies pursued and found her. Késem then tried to win them over by promises
of wealth and power, but the fury of the group could not be calmed by such promises. They
dragged her on the stone pavement; they tortured her. Finally one of the men strangled her
with the rope of a curtain.

The death of Késem marked the fall of the power of the Agas. The vast neglected empire
and its unhappy oppressed people thus were rid of one tyranny only to fall into the hands
of another. Terhan Sultan, also a slave girl originally, and the eunuchs held the bridle of the
empire.

The seventeenth century was only one of the periods in the history of the palace. Topka-
pu had seen glorious days and merry days too. It had witnessed the reign of Selim I and of
Suleyman the Magnificient, when the empire stretched from sea to sea and from continent
to continent - ever extending, ever dominating. Later in the 18th century, under the reign
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of Ahmet III, it had also listened to the merriment of the banquets, when the tortoises with
lighted candles stuck on their backs strolled among the beds of tulips in the gardens that
overlooked the entrances to the Golden Horn, the Bosphorus, and the Sea of Marmara. The
whole population of the city was caught then in a current of folly - beautiful villas were built
in different parts of Constantinople; tulips sold as high as 500 gold coins each, and poets like
Medim sang only of love and wine and pleasure.

Yet these thoughts could not dissipate the gloom around me. The seventeenth century
hung on my mind as I wandered from room to room.

We saw beautiful things - valuable old carpets, artistic tiles, fine gold embroideries, ba-
lustrades in mother-of-pearl, and chests, real works of art. But I detected in all of them so-
mething gloomy. The past lingered around me. The walls of the palace were too thick to let
out the past and to take in the modern spirit.

BEHIDJE SADIK

Constantinople College Quarterly, Cilt/Vol: XVI No: 2, Ocak/January 1931
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HAasAN HUSEYIN

Doktor Stikrii, savastan sonra karisiyla birlikte, Kizilay’in olusturdugu bir Kurtarma
Boliigi'nlin baginda S... sehrine gelmisti. Sehre geldikten sonra askeri makamlar
tarafindan kendisine ii¢ emireri verilmisti. Hasan Hiiseyin bunlardan birisiydi. Ilk
defa ciissesi ile doktorun dikkatini ¢ekmisti ~heybetli, agir ve hantal bir adamd.
Doktor adini sordugunda topuklarini derhal bir araya getirmis, viicudunu dikles-
tirmis, parmak u¢larinda hafifce yiikselmis, omuzlarini geriye atmus, sag elini keskin
bir hareketle sapkasina dogru getirmis ve “Hasan Hiiseyin, efendim” diye cevap
vermisti.

Doktor Siikrii, 6nce bu kendine 6zgii cevaplama karsisinda giiliimsemis, fakat
sonradan Hasan Hiiseyin’in en ¢ok gurur duydugu seyin adi oldugunu anlamisti.
Cocuksu bir utangaclikla, genis diiriist ylizli hafifce kizararak, babasinin tek oglu
oldugunu ve dogdugu zaman kéyiin imaminin babasina ¢ocuguna bu adi koymasi-
n1 6nerdigini sdyleyecekti.

Eger onu ¢agirmak istiyorsaniz biitiin adini séylemek durumundaydiniz; aksi
halde cevap vermeyecektir. Saatlerce “Hasan” ya da “Hiiseyin” diye bagirsaniz azicik
bile yerinden hareket etmesini saglayamazdiniz. En nihayetinde iyice 6fkelenip, en
yiiksek sesinizle, “Hasan Hiiseyin, neredesin? Uyuyor musun?” diye haykirirdiniz.

Ondan sonra hig acele etmeden, sakin ve yavas bir bi¢imde, sanki ilk defa ¢a-
girdiginizda geliyormus gibi iceriye girer. Hala sinirden kipkirmizi kesilmis olarak,
niye ¢agriniza hemen cevap vermedigini sorarsiniz, fakat onun ger¢ekten kafasinin
karismis oldugunu goriince 6fkeniz hayrete doniisecektir:

“Bagka birini ¢agirdiginizi diistindiim.”

“Nasil baska birini? Burada senden baska Hasan var m1?”

Kisa bir miiddet dusiinir.

“Bilmiyorum. Benim adim Hasan Hiiseyin” ve bunu, sag eli sapkasinda, olagan-
ca ciddiyetiyle soyleyecektir.

Her seye ragmen, doktor ii¢ emirerinin icerisinde en ¢ok Hasan Hiiseyin'i se-
viyordu. Her zaman soyledigi gibi, Hiiseyin zeka dagitilirken en sona kalmis olan-
lardan birisiydi ve doga yaptigi bu haksizligi fark ederek idrak kabiliyeti verme
hususunda yaptig: eksikligi karakterine ekleyerek dengelemeye ¢alismisti. Bununla
birlikte doktor, Hasan Hiiseyin’i tanidig1 bir¢ok “miinevver’e degismeyecegini de
soylemekteydi.

Hasan Hiiseyin’in bir diger kusuru ise ¢ok dikkatsiz bir dil kullanmasiydi. Kasa-
banin biiyiik boliimii savag zamaninda yanmis oldugundan, doktor ve karisi Kizilay
merkezinin bélge i¢in yapmis oldugu binanin en iist katinda yasamaktaydi. Kasaba
ileri gelenlerinin hanimlar1 doktorun karisini ziyarete geldikleri zaman, genellikle
agag1 katta gorevli olan Hasan Hiiseyin, merdivenin {stiine yerlestirilmis olan zili
calarak “Hanimefendi, bir kadin sizi gérmek istiyor” diyerek seslenmekteydi. Ziya-
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ret¢inin gelmis oldugunu bildirmenin bu oldukga kaba olan bigimi elbette doktorun
karisini ¢ok rahatsiz etmekte ve ¢ogu zaman kendisini mahcup eden bir konuma
sokmaktayd1. Nihayet bir giin Hiiseyini ¢agird1 ve zili galmasinin yeterli oldugunu
ve eger bagirmaya devam etmek istiyorsa en azindan “kadin” yerine “hanim” deme-
si gerektigini s6yledi. “Gegen giin albayin karisina kadin dedigin zaman senden ¢ok
utandim” diyerek devam etti.

Hasan Hiiseyin dikkatlice dinledi, kafasini salladi ve dikkat edecegine s6z verdi.

Birkag giin sonra, sabah, doktorun karisi aceleyle ev isleriyle mesgulken, merdi-
venin {istiindeki zil keskin bir bigimde ¢ald: ve Hasan Hiiseyin’in sesi yankilandu:
“Bir hanim sizi gormek istiyor!”

Doktorun karisi aceleyle onliigiinii ¢ikartti, hizmetgiye bazi kisa talimatlar verdi
ve aceleyle bu vakitsiz ziyaretciyi karsilamak i¢in kapiya dogru gitti.

Kap1 esiginde, asag kattaki kéatibi doktora sikdyet etmek i¢in gelmis olan bir
koylii kadiniyla yiiz yiize geldi.

Hasan Hiiseyin’in hadiselerini birbiri ardina anlatmay: siirdiirmek miimkiin-
diir. Fakat bu, sliphesiz, okuyucu i¢in rahatsiz edici olacaktir. Diger taraftan, bir
hadise daha anlatmadan hikayeyi bitirmek Hasan Hiiseyin'in hatirasina haksizlik
olacaktir; bu ylizden devam ediyorum.

Buz gibi bir Ocak aksaminda Doktor $iikrii kasabada gerceklestirdigi uzun bir
ziyaret turundan sonra eve donmekteydi. Burnu kirmizilasmis ve parmaklarinin
ucu soguk 1sirmasi yliziinden agrimaktaydi. Riizgarin savurdugu karlar biyiik, yu-
varlak gozliiklerinin iizerine birikmisti. Birkag¢ defa temizlemeye calistiktan sonra
gozliiklerini tamamen ¢ikartt1 ve miimkiin oldugu kadar diizgiin yiirtimeye galis-
tr. Dogu yakasinda Kizilay merkezinin bulundugu kiigitk meydan1 gegmisti ki, kar
tabakasinin ardinda Hasan Hiiseyin’in esas vaziyette dikildigini fark etti. O kadar
hareketsiz dikilmekteydi ki, onu karin altinda dururken géren biri tas kesilmis ol-
dugunu zannederdi. Riizgar esti; kar kalin bir bicimde yagd1 ve sapkasi ile omuzla-
rina dolustu, hatta bazi kar taneleri biyiklarina bile yapisip kalmisti. Yine de dimdik,
gozleri sabitlenmis, yiizii ifadesiz ve kollar1 iki yaninda gergin, sag eliyle de silahini
tutmus bir bicimde durmaktaydi. Doktor, dniinde durmakta olan bu canli heyke-
le, i¢inde bir miktar hayranligin da oldugu bir giilimsemeyle bakti. Gozleri asag:
yukari gidip geldi ve ayaklarina takilip kaldi. Bunlar bir ¢ift biiytik, asir1 derecede
biiyiik, ayakti. Uzerlerinde eski, cok renkli, yiinlii, topuk ve parmak kisimlar1 yirtil-
mis, bu ylizden de morarmais ve sismis parmaklarinin disariya ¢iktig1 coraplar vard.
Bu perisan halleri 6nce doktoru ¢ok etkiledi, fakat sonra aniden yiiziinden bir 6tke
dalgasi gecti. Birkag giin 6nce Hasan Hiiseyin’in ayakkabilarinin ne kadar eskimis
oldugunu gérmiis ve yeni bir ¢ift vermisti.

Doktor “Ayakkabilarini ne yaptin?” diye bagirdi. “Hasta m1 olmaya karar ver-
din?”

Hasan Hiiseyin ciddi bir sesle cevap verdi: “Efendim, bu gece Kizilay miifettisleri
buraya geleceklermis; kahvede 6yle duydum...”

“Eee?”

Hasan Hiiseyin durakladi, kendi kendine birka¢ kelime mirildandi ve sonunda
kekeleyerek, “Sey... diistindiim ki... belki miifettisler kendi adamlarinizi kayirdigi-
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niz1 digiindrler...”

Doktor Siikrii elinde olmadan giiliimsedi. “Cabuk, iceri gir ve ayakkabilarini
giy!”

“Gidiyorum, efendim.”

Kapidan igeriye girip kaybolurken Doktor Siikrii mirildanarak kafasini salladi,
“Umarim herkesin kendi ayakkabilar1 {izerinde senin sahip oldugun kadar hakki
vardir.”

Ceviren: Sinan Yildirmaz, Agustos 2010

%%

Hasan Huseyin

Doktor Shukru had come to S. . . . with his wife after the war as the head of one of the
Deliverance Groups organized by the Red Crescent. After his arrival he had been given three
orderlies by the military authorities, Hasan Huseyin was one of them. He first caught the at-
tention of the doctor by his size -a huge, heavy and awkward fellow. When the doctor asked
his name he instantly brought his heels together, stiffened his body, rose slightly on his toes,
pushed back his shoulders, brought his right hand to his cap with a sharp movement of his
arm, and then answered, “Hasan Huseyin, efendim.,,

Doctor Shukru had then smiled at this pecular way of answering, but later on understood
that one of the things which Hasan Huseyin was most proud of was his name. With a child-
like shyness, his broad honest face flushing a little, he would say that he was the only son of
his father and that the imam of the village himself had suggested the name to his father when
he was born.

If you were to call him you had to pronounce his full name; otherwise he would not ans-
wer. You might call for hours, screaming “Hasan” or “Huseyin”, but you could not make him
move an inch from his place. At the end you would get out of temper and shriek at the top of
your voice, “Hasan Huseyin, where are you? Have you gone to sleep?

Then he would come in, not hurrying a bit, calmly and slowly, as though he were coming
at your first call. Still purple with anger, you would ask him why he had not answered your
call sooner, but your anger would give way to surprise at seeing him genuinely perplexed:

“I thought you were calling somebody else.”

“How somebody else? Is there any other Hasan in the place but you?”

He would think for a moment.

°I don’t know. My name is Hasan Hiiseyin.” And that he would say with all the serious-
ness of the world, his right hand at his cap.

In spite of all, of the three orderlies the doctor liked Hasan Huseyin best. He often said
that Huseyin was one of those who had been left to the last in the distribution of intelligence
and that nature, realizing her own injustice, had balanced off her liability in intellect by an
asset in character. He would also add that he would not change his Hasan Huseyjn for many
of the “intelligentia” whom he knew.

Another fault of Hasan Huseyin was his careless use of the language. As the greater part
of the town had been burned during the war, the doctor and his wife lived on the top floor
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of the building which had been made the Red Crescent Center for the district. When the
feminine members of the country gentility came to visit the doctor’s wife, Hasan Huseyin,
who was usually on charge in the hall down stairs, pulled the bell attached at the top of the
stairs and called out, “Hanimefendi, a woman wants to see you.” This rather rude way of
introducing the visitor of course annoyed the doctor’s wife greatly and often put her in an
embarrasing position. One day at last she called Huseyin and told him that ringing the bell
was sufficient and that if he wanted to continue shouting he should at least say a “lady” inste-
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ad of a “woman””. “I was so ashamed of you the other day,” she continued, “when you called
the colonel’s wife a woman.”

Hasan Huseyin listened carefully, shook his head, and promised to improve.

A few days later in the morning, as the doctor’s wife hurried about busy with housekee-
ping, the bell at the top of the stairs rang sharply, and Hasan Huseyin’s voice echoed, “A lady
wants to see you!”

The doctor’s wife hastily took off her apron, gave some short order to the maid, and then
hurried to the door to meet the untimely visitor.

On the threshold she came face to face with a peasant woman who had come to complain
to the doctor about the secretary downstairs.

One could continue telling one incident after another about Hasan Huseyin. That would,
undoubtedly, be annoying for the reader. On the other hand, to close the story without citing
one more incident would be unfair to the memory of Hasan Huseyin; therefore I proceed.

An icy evening in January Doctor Shukru was coming home after a long visiting tour in
the town. His nose had reddened and his finger tips ached with the biting cold. The snow,
blown about by the wind, accumulated on his big round eye-glasses. After a few attempts to
wipe them, he took them off altogether and walked as best he could. As he crossed the tiny
square on the eastern side of which was the Red Crescent Center, he perceived through the
film of snow Hasan Huseyin standing at attention. One would think, seeing him stand there
under the snow, a man cut out of stone — so immobile he was. The wind blew; the snow fell
thickly and gathered on his cap, his shoulders — some flakes clinging even to his moustac-
hes. Yet he stood rigid, his eyes fixed before him, his face expressionless and his arms stiff
at his side, his right hand holding the base of his gun. The doctor looked at this living statue
before him with humor in which there was a pinch of admiration too. His eyes travelled up
and then down — to the feet. These were a pair of large feet, unusually large. They had old
multicolored woolen socks on, torn at the heels and toes so that the big toes, purple and
swollen, stuck out. Their misery first touched the doctor, but then suddenly a wave of anger
passed over his face. A few days before he had seen how old Hasan Huseyin’s shoes were and
had given him a new pair,

“What have you done with your shoes?” the doctor almost screamed. “Have you decided
to get ill?”

Hasan Huseyin answered in an earnest voice, “Efendim, it seems tonight the Red Cres-
cent inspectors are coming here; 1 heard so in the coffee house .....”

“Well?”

Hasan Huseyin hesitated, muttered to himself some words, and at last faltered, “Well ....
I thought. . . may be, the inspectors would think that you favored your own men...
Doctor Shukri smiled in spite of himself. “Quick, go in and put on your shoes!”
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“I am going, efendim.”

As he disappeared through the door Doctor Shukru shook his head
murmuring, “I wish everybody had the same right to his shoes as you have
to yours.”
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DELi

Tepenin tstiindeki kiigiik evin sahibi tuhaf bir yasli adamdi. Evde konusacak hi¢
kimse olmadig i¢in efendisi hakkinda komsularla gevezelik eden bir hizmetkariyla
birlikte tek basina yasayan emekli bir subay. Binbasinin arkadas canlist bir insan
oldugu sdylenemeyecegi gibi, komsulariyla olan tek iligkisi sokakta karsilastiklarin-
da onlari sert bir bicimde selamlamasiydi. Hayati, asir1 diigskiin oldugu okumak ve
bahge isleriyle ugrasmak arasinda ge¢mekteydi. Ancak, maalesef (ya da kotiilitk
meselesine felsefi anlamda nasil baktiginiza gore degisen bir bi¢cimde, bereket versin
ki) insanlarin hayati piiriizsiiz bir bigimde devam etmez; gogu zaman hayat keskin
inis ve ¢ikiglarla zedelenir ve bazen bu inisler o kadar keskin olur ki insani elden
ayaktan disiiriir. Ve binbasgi, hayattan emekli olmasina ragmen, bu kurala bir istis-
na olusturmamaktaydi.

Sicak ve nemli bir haziran giiniinde, 6gleden sonra geg saatlerde, binbasi sehir-
den evine donmekteydi. Tren ¢ok kalabalik, hava bunaltic1 ve aksam gazetesi de
dayanilmaz bir bi¢imde sikiciydi. Yine de, her zaman oldugu gibi giinliik haberleri
okumaya ¢aligmaktaydi. Birden, her nasilsa, kendisine dogru bakmakta olan bir ¢ift
g6z oldugunu fark etti. Kafasi kaldird: ve kapinin 6niinde durmakta olan adamin
yar1 miizip gozleriyle karsilasti. Kafasini gazetesine egdi, fakat gozlerin halad onun
tizerinde oldugunu hissetmekteydi; kafasini yeniden kaldird: ve yeniden gazetesine
egdi. Ugiincii kez tekrar edisinde kapinin éniindeki yabancinin yiiziinde agikga bir
glliimseme belirmisti. Bu kadar: da fazlaydi. Bir anda binbag1 yabancinin yanina
geldi.

“Efendi, gozlerinizi eglendirmek i¢in bagka bir sey bulmanizi tavsiye ederim.”

Yabanci, oldukga saf bir bigimde, “Ne demek istiyorsunuz?” diye karsilik verdi.

Giderek artan bir bicimde sesleri yiikseldi. Sonunda olaya polis miidahale etti.

Polise, “Sana ne oluyor?” diye bagirdi.

Polis, “Cok ileri gidiyorsun, efendi” diye uyardi.

Binbagi1 kontroliinii kaybetmis bir bi¢cimde, “Seni ilgilendirmez” dedi.

Olay mabhalline ikinci bir polis geldi. Iki memur bir seyler konustular, bir seyler
yazdilar ve sonra binbasiy1 polis merkezine davet ettiler. Binbasi, tabii ki, itiraz etti,
miinakaga etti, kavga etti, fakat hicbir ka¢is yoktu. Bir sonraki durakta indiler ve en
yakin polis merkezine gittiler.

Salonda gesitli suglardan oraya getirilmis olan birkag berdus vardi. Kendince, iki
polis memurunun aptallig1 yiiziinden orada bu berduslar gibi bekletiliyor oldugunu
disiinmesi, tepenin ustiindeki kiigiik evin sahibini iyice ¢ileden ¢ikartmaktaydi. Ah,
bir buradan ¢iksin, kendisi gibi diiriist bir adama bdyle davranmalarinin ne demek
oldugunu gosterecekti onlara!

Bir saatin sonunda odalardan birisinin kapisi a¢ild1 ve komiser goriindii.

“Yeni biri mi getirildi?” diye sordu.
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“Evet, kanunu ihlal etmek sucundan.”

[tiraz etmek icin yerinden firlads, fakat vakit bulamadi. Komiser bagka bir odaya
girdi.

En sonunda polis merkezini terk etmesine izin verildiginde neredeyse gece yarisi
olmustu. Geg oldugu igin, geceyi o bolgedeki kiigiik bir otelde gecirdi. Bu arada,
efendisinin gecikmesi yiiziinden kaygilanmaktan ¢ok meraklanan hizmetkari, her
biri farkls bir varsayim ileri siiren komsularina meseleyi iletti. Mamafih, efendisinin
sabah erkenden donmesiyle mesele ¢oziilmiis oldu.

Fakat hikaye burada bitmedi. Bir hafta sonra binbag1 bir mahkeme ¢agris1 aldy;
kanunu ihlal etmek sugundan yargilanmaktaydi. Mahkeme uzun bir seyir izledi.
Dava mahkemeden mahkemeye sevk edildi; sahitler ¢agirilds; tahkikatlar yapildi.
Biitiin bunlarin arasinda, binbasi aklini yitirdi. Kariyerinin erken dénemlerinde
ordudan emekli olmustu ve o zamandan beri tepenin iizerindeki kiigitk evde bir
miinzevi hayati1 siirmekteydi. Fevri halleri ve hiikiimet mekanizmas1 hususundaki
cehaleti bir¢ok hata yapmasina yol a¢ti. Avukat: ona yardim etmeye ¢alisti, fakat
yaslt agag biikiilmez misali, avukatiyla da kavga etti.

Dava giderek kotiiye gitti ve mahkemenin nihai karar1 binbaginin tibbi béliime
sevk edilmesi yoniinde oldu. Bu béliimiin hazirladig: raporda “hasta”nin “anor-
mallik belirtileri” gosterdigi ve tedavi i¢in akil hastanesine gonderilmesi gerektigi
belirtilmekteydi.

Binbasinin hiddeti sinirlarini agmaktaydi. Neredeyse gercekten delirme nokta-
sina gelmisti. Akil hastanesindeki ikinci haftasinin sonunda ancak durgunlasmaya
baslamusti. Artik daha fazla dayanamayacakty; ¢ok fazla gerginlesmisti. Yaklasik iki
ay boyunca umumi sinir bozuklugu yasadi. Yeniden iyilestigi zaman, bir pasif dire-
nis tavri takind1. Odasindan hi¢ disar1 ¢ikmiyor, kimseyi de igeriye almiyordu; dok-
torun sorularina bile cevap vermiyordu. Zamaninin ¢ogunu evden getirmis oldugu
kitaplar1 okuyarak geciriyordu.

Sonunda bir giin aklina mitkemmel bir fikir geldi. Bahgecilik ve ¢igek yetistiri-
ciligi hakkinda ciddi bir makale yazacak ve yayinlanmasi igin Ziraat Mecmuasr’na
gonderecekti. Vay, o zaman, ona deli diyenlerin haline!

Bityiik bir gsevkle caligmaya koyuldu. Ug hafta sonra makale hazirdi. Makaleyi
biiyiik bir zarfa koydu, dikkatlice iizerine adresi yazdi ve postaya vermesi i¢in dok-
tora verdi. Zarfin tizerindeki adresi okudugunda doktorun goézleri parladi. Zarfi, o
anda bir grup ziyaretciye akil hastaliklar1 hakkinda konusma yapan miidiire gotiir-
dii. Midir vakay: dinledi ve zarfi agarken igindeki sayfalara soyle bir goz atti. Bazi
kelimeler dikkatini ¢ekti, okumaya basladi. Heniiz hepsini okumayi bitirmemisken
masaya giiglii bir bigimde vurarak:

“Iste”, diyerek asistanina dogru haykirdi, “iste heyecan verici bir vaka!” Sonra
6grencilerine donerek, “Biraz 6nce size anlattigim gibi,” diyerek agiklamaya basla-
di, “bazi akil hastaliklarinda hasta bazi anlarda tam anlamiyla normal goziikebilir.
Biraz 6nce bu durumun miikemmel bir 6rnedi, daha énce miimkiin olabilecegine
inanamayacagim bir vaka elime gecti.”

Doktor bu konu {izerine orada bulunan ziyaretgilere yarim saat siiren bir ders
verdi. Bu vaka onu o kadar ¢ok heyecanlandirmist1 ki, Tibbi Arastirmalar dergisinin
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bir sonraki sayist i¢in uzun bir akademik makale yazdi ve Tip Dernegi’nin toplanti-
sinda bu konu hakkinda bir rapor sundu.

Ceviren: Sinan Yildirmaz, Agustos 2010

%%

The Insane

A quaint old man was the owner of the small home on the top of the hill. An officer retired
from service, he lived alone with a servant who, having no one to talk with in the house,
chattered with the neighbors about his master. The major was not a man who could be called
sociable, as the only intercourse he had with his neighbors was to salute them sternly in the
street. His life alternated between reading and gardening, of both of which he was excessively
fond. But, unfortunately (or fortunately, depending upon your philosophical views on the
question of evil), man’s life does not run smoothly; it is often marked with sharp ups and
downs, sometimes so sharp that after a downward stroke the victim lies postrate. And the
major, though retired from life, was not an exception to the rule.

On a sultry June day, late in the afternoon, the major was returning home from the city.
The train was crowded, the air suffocating, and the evening paper unbearably dull. He tri-
ed, however, to read the daily news as usual. Suddenly, however, he became conscious of a
pair of eyes fixed upon him. He lifted his head and met with the half-amused eyes of a man
standing in the doorway. He bent his head over his paper, but he felt the eyes still resting on
him; he again lifted his head, bent it again. At the third repetition the face of the stranger at
the door broke into an open smile. That was too much. In a second the major was beside the
stranger.

“Sir, I advise you to find another object to entertain your eyes.”

“What do you mean?” inquired the stranger quite innocently.

Gradually their voices rose. Finally a policeman intervened.

“What’s that to you?” he shouted to the policeman.

“You are going too far, sir,” warned the latter.

The major had lost his self control, “It is none of your business.”

A second policeman appeared on the scene. The two officials exchanged some sentences,
wrote something, and then invited the major to the police station. The major, of course,
protested, argued, quarreled, but there was no escape. At the next stop they got out and went
to the nearest police station.

In the hall there were a few vagabonds held for various offences. The thought that he
had to stay here like one of them because of what he called the stupidity of two policeman
enraged the owner of the small house on the top of the hill. Ah, let him once get out of this
place, he would show them what it is to treat an honest man like this!

At the end of an hour the door of one of the rooms opened and the chief appeared.

“A new one brought in?” he asked.

“Yes, accused of an offense against the law”.

He jumped from his place in protest, but there was no time. The chief had entered anot-
her room.
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It was almost midnight when he was at last permitted to leave the police station. Being
late, he spent the rest of the night in one of the small hotels in the district. Meanwhile the
servant, feeling more curiosity than anxiety over his master’s lateness, had communicated
the fact to the neighbors, each of whom had advanced a different hypothesis. Early the next
morning, however, the problem was solved by the return of the master.

But this was not all to the story. A week later the major received a call from the court; he
was to be tried for having offended the law. It proved to be a long process. The case was refer-
red from court to court; witnesses were called; investigations made. And amidst all these the
major lost his head. He had retired from the army early in his career and since then had led
the life of a hermit in the small house on the top of the hill. His hot temper and his ignorance
of the governmental machinery caused him many blunders. His lawyer tried to help him, but
an old tree does not bend; he quarreled with the lawyer.

The case went from bad to worse and ended by the court’s decision to send the major to
the medical department. The report of this department spoke of “symptoms of abnormality”
arid referred “the patient” to the insane asylum for treatment.

The major’s fury overflowed its limits. He almost came to the point of actually going
mad. At the end of the second week in the asylum, however, he subsided. He could no longer
stand it; the strain was too much. For about two months he suffered from a general nervous
breakdown. When he became well again, he assumed an attitude of passive resistence. He
would not go out of his room nor admit anybody in; neither would he answer the questions
of the doctor. He spent most of his time reading the books which he had brought to him
from home.

One day at last a brilliant idea occured to him. He would write a serious article about
gardening and the in-breeding of flowers and send it to be published to the Magazine of
Agriculture. Woe, then, to those who considered him insane!

With zest he set himself to work. Three weeks later the article was ready. He put it in a big
envelope, wrote the address with great care, and then handed it over to the doctor on charge
to be posted. A twinkle shone in the eyes of the doctor when he read the address. He took
the envelope to the principal who was just then talking to a group of visitors about mental
diseases. The principal heard the case, and, opening the envelope, threw a casual glance at
the papers. Some words caught his attention, he began to read. Before he was through he
gave a strong blow to the table.

“Here”, he called out to his assistant, “here is a thrilling case!” Then turning to the stu-
dents, “As I was telling you a moment ago,” he explained, “in some mental diseases the pati-
ent seems at times perfectly normal. I have just had an excellent example of it, a case which I
would not have believed to be possible.”

The doctor lectured to the visitors on the subject for half an hour. He was thrilled with
the case, so thrilled that he wrote a long scholarly article about it for the next issue of the
Medical Review, and reported it in the meeting of the Medical Society.
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