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YURUYUS
Aslinda tahmin ettigi kadar zamani yoktu.

Ama hig acele de etmiyordu. Ne anlami vardi ki. Bilakis yavaslatti adimlarini. Yavaslayinca,
diislinceleri de yavasladi sanki. Adimlarini sayarken buldu kendini.
Ug, dért, bes... Bir, iki...

Ama ayakkabilarini daha net gormeye basladi yavaslayinca. Birinin ucu agiimaya baslamis.
Yagmurlar da baglar yakinda... Evde biraz yapistirici olacakti, “gidince kontrol ederim” diye
disindd.

Sigarasindan uzun bir nefes aldi, hepsini icine gekmeden agzinin sagindan geri verdi. Tekrar
hizlandi adimlari, ama fark etmedi bile. Coktan baska diisiincelere dalmisti.

Havanin griliginden sigara dumanlari gériinmiiyordu. Biitiin renkler iki ton gerilemis. Halbuki sabah
daha yataktan kalkmadan kontrol etmisti telefondan hava durumunu. Azicik glines gérmiisti
ekranda, bulutun arkasina saklanan ve o bile yetmisti icindeki uyumaya devam eden parcalarin
uyanmasina. Sag yanag hafifce havalanmis, yarim siritir gibi. Ama hemen geri inmisti. Yarim saniye
falan siirdl yani. Onun etkisiyle ativermisti kendini disariya.

23 dakikadir yiirtiyordu.

Sola donddi.

Bir elini, turuncu montunun cebinde, dort giin dncesine ait bir siipermarket fisi ile oynarken
yakaladi. Acti bakti sonra meraktan. Yedi kalem sey almis. En pahalisi iziim, ama siyah, ¢ekirdeksiz
Uzlim. En ucuzu da salatalik. Peynir almayi unutmustu o giin... Beyaz... Simdi hatirladi. Severek
yedigi tek peynir. Tam yagli. Hatta kasiyerle bir miisterinin kavgasi yiiziinden tam on alti dakika
sirada beklemisti. Kuyruk uzun oldugundan ne oldugunu anlayamamis, raftaki sakiz gesitlerini

iyice incelemisti. Hatta naneli bir paketi de atmisti sepetine. En sonunda da ¢ikarken, sinirden fisi
kinstirip cebine tikmisti, ama kimse fark etmemisti bile sinirli oldugunu. Peh!

Bu sefer diizgiin bir sekilde, késelerini denk getirip, li¢ bes kere diizleyerek katladi ve cebine tekrar
koydu. Evde ¢Ope atacakti. Belki.

Yari kRisik sag g6z kapagina denk

oynatti sol el isaret parmadini, i1giklarda beklerken.

Karsiya gecti. Sagdan yiiriimeye devam etti.

Sabah ne yedigini diisiind, ara ara diistiniirdii. Beyin jimnastigi yaptigini sanip, birtakim yaslilik
hastaliklarindan korunduguna inanirdi. Ama bulamadi, cogunlukla bulamazdi.

Halbuki kahvalti edeli iki saat falan olmustu....

Tonlarca kahve i¢misti, her sabah yaptigi gibi. Tonlarca? Termosu en fazla bir litre aliyordu zaten.
Kahve bittikten sonra da yine ayni karari alip, her giin aldigi gibi, kahveyi azaltacakti. Ne zaman
bu kadar bagimli oimustu ki. Neye baslasa hakkini verip, hemen giinliik hayatinin bir parcasi
yapiveriyordu. Nasil yasanir ki bagimli olmadan? Kimse séylememisti.

Ailesindeki bagimlilari diislindii. Evet biitiin suclu onlardi.

Sugluluk hissetti, sonra unuttu.

THE WALK
Actually, he didn’t have as much time as he thought.

However, he was in no hurry. What would it do, anyway... Far from it, he slowed his down pace. It
was as though his thoughts slowed down, like his pace. He found himself counting his steps:
Three, four, five... one, two...

He saw his shoes better as he slowed down. The tip of one of the pair started to open up. And rains
will start soon... He thought, “There should be some glue at home, | will check when | get there.”

He took a long puff from his cigarette and released the smoke without taking all of it inside. His
pace gained speed again, but he did not even notice. He was already immersed in other thoughts.

The smoke would get lost in the grey air. All colors had gone darker at least two tones. He checked
the weather on his mobile in the morning, before getting out of bed. The screen showed a bit

of sun, hidden behind the clouds, which was enough for him to wake his sleeping parts. His left
cheek moved a little upwards, like a half smile, but went down immediately. He threw himself out
with that feeling.

He had been walking for twenty-three minutes.

He turned left.

He caught himself playing with a supermarket receipt in one pocket of his orange overcoat, it was
from four days ago. Curious enough, he took it out and checked what was on it. There were seven
items: the most expensive one was grapes, black and no seeds. The cheapest was the cucumber.
He suddenly remembered forgetting to buy cheese that day. White cheese, his favorite. The fatty
type. He had waited at the cash for sixteen minutes because of a row between a customer and the
cashier. The queue was long, so he couldn’t exactly understand what was going on and, instead,
observed the gum types on the shelf, thoroughly. He even bought one minted gum. On the way
out, he nervously crumbled the receipt and tucked it inside his pocket, no one even realized he
was angry.

This time he neatly folded it, overlapping the corners carefully and flattening the paper, and
properly put it in his pocket. He would trash it at home. Maybe.

While waiting at the traffic lights, he moved the index finger
of his left hand, at the same with his half-slit right eye.

He crossed the street. Kept on walking on the right.

He thought what he ate in the morning, he would do that occasionally. He believed it was mental
gymnastics, to avoid illnesses at old age. However, he couldn’t remember, most of the time he
wouldn’t, whereas it had only been two hours or so since breakfast.

He drank tons of coffee, just like he did every morning. Tons? His vacuum flask would take only a
liter. After finishing his coffee, he made a decision to drink less coffee, a decision he made every
day. When did he become so addicted to it? Whatever he started, he would make it a part of his
life, instantly. How would one live without addiction? No one ever told him that.

He thought about the addicts in his family. Yes, it was all their fault.

He felt guilty, then forgot all about it.



Giiriiltiistiyle ters orantili hizda bir araba gecti yakinindan. Beyaz. Arkasindan bakakaldi uzunca
bir stire...

Tamam, simdi hatirladi! Bol tereyagina ii¢ yumurta kirip, biraz domates ve yarim ekmekle yemisti.
Yumurtanin (istiline kirmizi toz biber ve tuz.

Hatirladi ve unuttu.
Ah!

Sari yapraklara basarak yiiriimeye devam ediyordu. Yaprak desenli hali.
Bir afis gordii,

bos bir diikkdnin biiyiik caminda.

Yarisi yirtilmig bir afis,

yarisi yirtilmis,

bir surat.

Afisi anlamadi,

ama yanindaki, cama yazilmis

yaziy1 okuyabildi:

“Bu diikkan 8 aydir bos”.

Kanalin yanindan yiirliyordu.

Aslinda hicbir seyi unutmuyordu. Hatirlamak istemedigi her seyi beyninin arkasinda istifledigi
kiiciik kutulara dolduruyor, onlar da daha kiigiik kutulara doldurup koli bandiyla (i¢ bes sefer
yapistiriyordu. Sonra da unutmus gibi yapiyordu. Hatirlamak korkutuyordu onu. Arkasinda buiyiik
bir yi8in birakiyordu giin gectikce. Ve bir giin temizlemesi gerektiginin de farkindaydi, ama ¢okta
umursamiyordu simdilik. Belki zamani oldugunu diisiinliyordu. Tabii, kimse diisinmiiyor zaten!
Gerizekall! Olmeden uzun bir zaman énce temizleyecekti, kapatacakti hesaplarini.

Bir irperti geldi, gitti.

En azindan uzunca yillar rahat yasama plani yapmisti ¢linkii ve heniiz oraya yakin bile degildi. Hangi
yillar? Hangi plan? Rahat yasamak; diisiinmemek ya da diislinecek kadar dertlerinin olmamasi?
Ne yani, yalan mi?

Komik.

Bir duvarin daha fotografini cekti.
Karaktersiz, damarsiz. Asalak.

Sola dondii biiyiik govdeli agacin oradan, kimseyi géremedi.

Az yiirliylince ¢op torbasi zannettigi duvarin dibindeki karaltinin iseyen kdpek oldugunu fark etti.
irkildi, ama oynamadi. i§ini bitirdikten sonra, ¢ok ciddi bir sekilde yeri koklayarak yanindan gecti.
Bir sey ariyor ve bulacagi kesin. Kafasini kaldirip bakmadi bile.

Al iste, yine kendini 6nemsizlestirmek icin bir neden.

Takip etmek geldi icinden kdpegi, ama onu yapacak cesareti ve enerjiyi bulamadi kendinde.

Ya da utand.. Ya da tisendi, kim bilir.

“Ne ariyor acaba? Ben de aramallyim onun gibi, ama neyi...” Belki de kbpek gbsterecekti

ne aramasi gerektigini. Neye ihtiyaci oldugunu. Neden olmasindi.

Bir esneme geldi.

A car passed by at a speed not worthy of the noise it made. White. He was left there staring behind,
for a long time.

Hah, he remembered! He fried three eggs with butter and ate it with tomatoes and half a loaf of
bread. And sprinkled a bit of red pepper and salt on the eggs.

He remembered and then forgot. Ah!

He kept walking, stepping on the yellow autumn leaves. The leaves looked like a carpet.
He saw a poster.

On the window glass of an empty shop,

a poster with half of it torn.

A face,

half of it torn.

He did not understand the poster,

but managed to read the text

on the glass next to it:

“This shop has been empty for eight months.”

He was walking by the canal.

Actually, he did not forget anything. He stuffed the little boxes piled at the back of his brain with
everything he did not want to remember and then put them in smaller boxes and wrapping them
with box tape three of five times. Then he would pretend to forget. Remembering scared him. As
days went by, he would leave a nigger pile behind him. He knew he would have to clean them up
one day, but did not bother for the time being. Maybe he thought he had time. Of course, no one
thinks! You fool! He would clean them up long time before his death and settle the accounts.

He felt a shiver and then not.

At least he made plans to live comfortably for long years, but he was no where near. Which years?
Which plans? Live comfortably: not thinking or not having problems worth thinking? What? Is it not
true? Funny.

The took a picture of a wall.
Worthless, no veins. Parasite.

He turned left around the tree with the big trunk, saw no one.

After a short walk, he realized that the silhouette he thought to be a trash bag was actually a dog
taking a pee. He was startled for a moment, but did not move. After it was done, the dog passed
by him, seriously sniffing the ground.

It is looking for something and will definitely find it. It did not even care to look over the shoulder.
Here you are, another reason to feel unimportant.

He felt an urge to follow the dog, but did not find the courage nor the energy inside. Maybe he was
ashamed or did not want to take the trouble, who knows.

“What is it looking for? Maybe | should look for something like it, but what?” Maybe the dog would
show him what he was supposed to look for. What he needed. Why not?

He yawned.



Sag g6zii sulandi, riizgardan!

Hep sulanirdi zaten lanet.

insanlar agladigini diisiinmesin diye
yere bakardi hep.

Yanindan birisi gecti o esnada,
Hemen dogruldu.

Agladigini mi diistinmiistii acaba?
Bakmis miydi yiiziine?

Ama tahmin ettigi kadar zamani yoktu.

Saatine bakti,

Saatinin durdugunu fark etti.

Kolundan hi¢ ¢cikarmadigi saate giinlerdir bakmamisti belli ki.
Ne zaman durmustu acaba?

“E, bir sey durdu iste sonunda” diye diisiindii ve giilimsedi.
Garip bir rahatlama hissetti, ama uzun siirmedi.

Devam etti.

Kolundaki saati ve zaman diisiinlirken turuncu bir tenis topu gordd, griligin icinde, ¢alilarin dibinde
paril paril. AlImak icin egildi, ama lizerindeki boklari gériince vazgecti. Bok oldugunu diisiindii

o an. Cok kopek vardi etrafta, kesin kopek bokuydu. O Képek miydi acaba? Bu muydu géstermesi
gereken hayatin sirri. Yoksa bunu yapacak yer mi ariyordu? Her haliikarda listiinde duracakti bu
konunun da, belli ki.

Arkasindan, bir iki kelimesini animsadigl yabanci bir dili konusan bir cocuk bagira bagira geldi, topu
aldi ve kosarak geri gitti. Herhalde topun kendisine ait oldugunu belirten cirpinislardi onlar. Topu
da pantolonuna siliyordu kosarken. Bakakaldi arkasindan. Hangi dili konustugunu bulmaya calisti,
ama bulamadi. Cocugun annesini diistindii kirli gamasirlari yikarken. Babasi mi yikiyordu acaba.
Bir sekilde yikanmasi gerekir o gamasirlarin. Kirli gamasirlar. Kendi annesini diisiindii. Anneleri
diistindii. Ne kadar pislik vardi etrafta, diinyada. Bitmeyen pislik, les gibiyiz.

Elini yikamak geldi iginden, pis hissetti kendini. Hatta cocugu da yikamak istedi. Bakind etrafina
bir kafe, bir cesme, bir sey bulabilir miyim diye, ama bunun igin bile zamani olmadigini diisiinddi.
Hizlandirdi biraz daha adimlarin....

Gétiir yabanciligini gittigin her yere.
Evin kalabalik olsun!

Oldukga yaklasmisti.

Yerdeki taslari saya saya ilerlerken, garip bir hisle kaldirdi kafasini. Boyundan biiyiik pudra rengi
sapkasi ve sik dopiyesiyle, cok agir yiiriiyerek karsidan gelen yash kadin ve sinir dolu bakislari.
Bir adim saga kaydi.

Enerjisiyle uzaktan kendine baktirmayi basardi. Sapkasinin altindan, ii¢ yiiz metre 6teden
gorilebilen kanli ve gatik gdzleri hemen anlasiliyordu. Gergekten sinirli miydi, yoksa yasliliktan
mi? Anlayamadi. Peki de neden. Ne vardi yanlis, ne yapmisti. Ustiinii basini diisiindii aninda, ama

bir sey bulamadi. Pantolonunu da yeni almisti zaten. Bir tek sol ayakkabisinin ucu aciliyordu biraz.

His right eye watered because of the wind!
That wretched thing, it always did

And he would always look down

for people not to think he was crying.

Someone passed by at that moment,
and he stood straight.

Did this stranger think he was crying?
Did he look at his face?

However, he did not have as much time as he thought.

He looked at his watch,

and realized it stopped.

Maybe it had been days he did not take a look at this watch
he never removed from his wrist.

When did it stop?

He thought, “Finally, something stopped!” and smiled.

He felt a strange relief, but it did not last long.

He kept walking.

1”

Thinking about the watch on his wrist and time, he saw an orange tennis ball at the bottom of the
bushes, shining brightly. He bent over to take it, but seeing the poop on it, backed off. He thought
it was poop. There were many dogs around and it should definitely be dog poop. Was it that dog?
Was this the secret of life it was supposed show, or was it looking for a place to drop it. In any
case, it was obvious he would deliberate about this.

Then came a boy from behind, shouting in a language he barely knew a few words of, took the ball
and went back running. He was probably struggling to tell that the ball was his. While running,

he was smearing the ball on his pants. He was left staring at the boy. He tried to find what language
he was speaking, but to no avail. He tried to picture the boy’s mother washing his clothes. Or, was
it the father who washed? One way or another, those clothes needed washing. Dirty laundry.

He thought about his own mother. Though about mothers. So much filth around, in the world.

A never-ending filth, we are like filth.

He felt like washing his hands, felt dirty. He even wanted to wash the boy. Looked around the find
a cafe, or a fountain, but then thought he did not have time even for that.
His pace quickened.

Take your alienage everywhere you go.
Let your home be crowded!

He was quite close.

Counting the pavement stones while walking, he raised his head, unknowingly. There, there was
an old woman dressed in an elegant two-piece, wearing a powder-colored hat bigger than herself,
walking very slowly and her angry looks. He moved slightly right.

Her aura made him look at her from afar. Her bloody eyes and frown made themselves clear from
three hundred meters away. Was she really angry, or was that old age? He couldn’t find out.



“Hemen yapistirmaliyim” diye diisiindii. Béyle durumlarda ne yapacagini bilemez basini 6ne egerdi
tekrar. Oyle de yapti. Ama keskin bakislari ve iitiilii dépiyesiyle o, agir agir, sindire sindire verdi
kotii enerjisini uzaklasirken. Hemen her giin boyle insanlarla karsilasiyordu, ama bu kadar etkilisini
gormemisti. Basarili.

Cebindeki siipermarket fisiyle oynamaya basladi yine ve farkina bile varmadi. Geriliyordu. Ozenle
katlayip yerlestirmisti ama artik katlanacak durumda da degildi.

Evinin sokagina girdi.

Her giin baska bir yere varmak amaciyla disari ¢ikip yine ayni yere geliyordu. Neye, nereye ulagsmasi
gerektigi hakkinda en ufak bir fikri yoktu. Bitkindi. Doluydu.

Hic aligveris yapmadigi evinin karsisindaki bakkali gériince rahatladi biraz. Sevmezdi kendisini,
tanimazdi bile, ama mahallede ki varligi bile bir rahatlik veriyordu kendisine. Dursundu orada.
Kimseyi dogru diizgiin sevemezdi zaten.

Saatine bakti. Durdugunu unuttugu igin sinirlendi yine, ama olsun. Gelmisti artik. Biraz gecikti,

ne olmus yani...

Acti kapiy, girdi igeri. Cikard Ustiinii basini, ayakkabilarini. Hatirladi yine ayakkabisini, “Sonra”
dedi.

Uzandi yataga...

Aslinda zamani yoktu ama biraz uyuyacakti.

Olcay Kus, 2020

Yes, but why? What was wrong, what did he do? He instantly thought about his clothes, but
couldn’t find anything faulty. Moreover, his trousers were new. Only the tip of his left shoe opening
up a bit. He thought, “I should fix it immediately”. He wouldn’t know what to do lower his head in
situations like this. And so, he did. But with her razor-sharp looks, ironed two-piece, she slowly
spread her bad aura penetratingly while she was moving away. He met people like this almost
every day, but had never seen one like this. Quite an achievement indeed. He stated playing with
the supermarket receipt in his pocket again, unconsciously. He was becoming tense. He carefully
folded and put it in his pocket, but now it was far from being foldable.

He entered the street where he lived.

Every day, he would go out to reach someplace else, but come back to the same place. He had not
the slightest idea about what or where he had to reach. He was exhausted. Filled up to the throat.
He felt a little relieved when he saw the grocer across his house from which he never bought
anything at all. He didn’t like the guy, didn’t even know him, but his presence in the neighborhood
gave him comfort.

He could remain there.

He wasn’t capable of loving anyone properly after all.

He looked at his watch. Got angry because he forgot that it stopped, but still. He was home.

A little late, but what harm could it do...

He opened the door and went inside. Removed his clothes and shoes. Remembered his shoe,
but said to himself, “later”.

He lay down on the bed...

Actually, he didn’t have time, but he was going to sleep a little.

Olcay Kus, 2020
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iSiMsiz | UNTITLED, 2019
Tuval lizerine akrilik ve
sprey boya

Acrylic and spray paint
on canvas

110X90 cm

iSiMsiz | UNTITLED, 2019
Tuval iizerine akrilik ve
sprey boya

Acrylic and spray paint
on canvas

110X90 cm

i1



12

iSiMSiz | UNTITLED, 2019
Tuval lizerine mirekkep,
akrilik ve sprey boya
Ink, acrylic and spray
paint on canvas

110X90 cm

iSiMSiz | UNTITLED, 2019
Tuval lizerine miirekkep,
akrilik ve sprey boya

Ink, acrylic and spray
paint on canvas

60Xx50 cm

iSiMSiz | UNTITLED, 2019

Tuval lizerine miirekkep,

akrilik ve sprey boya

Ink, acrylic and spray

paint on canvas

73x61cm 13



PARK Il | PARK II, 2019
Tuval iizerine akrilik ve
sprey boya

Acrylic and spray paint
on canvas

200X200 cm

PARK | | PARK |, 2019
Tuval iizerine akrilik ve
sprey boya

Acrylic and spray paint
on canvas

200X200 cm




iSiMSiz | UNTITLED, 2019
Tuval lizerine miirekkep,
akrilik ve sprey boya
Ink, acrylic and spray
paint on canvas

45X30 cm
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iSiMSiz | UNTITLED, 2019
Tuval lizerine mirekkep,
akrilik ve sprey boya

Ink, acrylic and spray
paint on canvas

45x30 cm

iSiMsiz | UNTITLED, 2019
Tuval lizerine miirekkep,
akrilik ve sprey boya
Ink, acrylic and spray
paint on canvas

45x30 cm

SUBWAY, 2019

Tuval lizerine mirekkep,
akrilik ve sprey boya

Ink, acrylic and spray
paint on canvas

45x30 cm




isiMsiz | UNTITLED, 2020
Tuval lizerine miirekkep,
akrilik, karakalem, kagit
ve sprey boya

Ink, acrylic, pencil, paper
and spray paint

on canvas

90X75cm

iSiMsiz | UNTITLED, 2019
Tuval lizerine miirekkep,
akrilik ve sprey boya

Ink, acrylic and spray
paint on canvas
30x45cm
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iSiMSiz | UNTITLED, 2019
Tuval lizerine miirekkep,
akrilik ve sprey boya

Ink, acrylic and spray
paint on canvas

9OX75 cm
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iSiMSiz | UNTITLED, 2019
Tuval lizerine miirekkep,
akrilik ve sprey boya

Ink, acrylic and spray
paint on canvas

110X90 cm
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iSiMsiz | UNTITLED, 2019
Kumas lizerine miirekkep,
akrilik ve sprey boya

Ink, acrylic and spray paint
on fabric

230x120 cm
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