
A LONG STRANGE TRIP

Merih Günay

Translated from the Turkish by

Stuart Kline

––––––––

“I have more care to stay than will to go.” 

Shakespeare

A Long Strange Trip

by © 2021 Merih Günay

from the Turkish by  Stuart Kline 

Texianer Verlag

Johannesstrasse 12

78609 Tuningen

Germany

www.texianer.com

Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

I

II

III

IV

V

VI

VII

VIII

IX

X

XI

XII

XIII

XIV

XV

XVI

XVII

XVIII

XIX

XX

XXI

XXII

XXIII

XXIV

XXV

XXVI

XXVII

XXVIII

XXIX

XXX

XXXI

XXXII

XXXIII

XXXIV

XXXV

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

I

[image: ]


It’s ’round midnight. We’ve been sitting opposite one another in the armchairs in our room for the past few hours now. This is our second rendezvous, and we’ve shacked up in another place this time. Her eyelids are on the verge of shutting, but she’s resisting despite my insistence. She says, “I can’t go to bed without you, I’m going to wait for you.” We’re drunk. When in fact, I want her to go to bed, but I want her to turn to me and close her eyes, so I can watch her as she sleeps. I want to gaze at her wide forehead, eyelids, wavy hair, full lips as I imbibe my wine in the dark.

We spent a cold, weary day together, with her tugging me by the arm as she dragged me here and there. I enjoy spending time with her, strolling, gazing, dining and every other thing we do. We were just talking about our deaths a little while ago, and she said that she was thinking about dying in another country. I said, “Yes, I’m also thinking that you could die in a city of another country.” Then she said something totally unexpected, “But I couldn’t just leave you and go somewhere else...” I was shocked. I asked her to repeat this again, and she repeated it, puckering up her lips the same way. “You really wouldn’t go now, would you?” I asked. “Of course I wouldn’t go,” she replied. It was like there was a powerful bond between us. I exclaimed, “Sometimes, I think we were created for each other.” 

She countered with, “You know something? I often think the same way.” 

Just like the previous instance, we didn’t get much sleep despite the tiring day. Neither our lips nor our bodies could remain apart. Our harmony, which appears to be mentally opposite, is divided by a sharp line as the flesh reverts back to harmony. This is the magnificent state of sexual vibes, our hands can’t stop wandering over our bodies even for an instant. It’s not easy to separate our lips from each other, even after the climax of pleasure attained over and over in quick succession. Our insatiable desire and happiness seems endless when we come together, it’s like an uncommon form of communication.

Little things that don’t bother us when we’re together turn into a traumatic crisis and anguish right after we break away from each other. ‘Sensual love’ is deactivated and ‘Mental love’ takes over.

Trivial stuff. But then again, maybe not. I think attitudes matter, gestures, words, touches. She doesn’t care about any of them; “I don’t look at the world the way you do. I don’t care about people and events as much as you do,” she says.

In a letter Anais Nin wrote to Henry Miller once upon a time, she used the following sentence; “Drama is everything, and the cause of drama is nothing!” That sums me up in a nutshell. It fazes us into thinking it’s a diet for just those with a creative bent, like spiritual food.
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We know we’ve been together in various ways longer than we care to recall. For instance, I think she’s 1,000 years old, she’s sure that she’s actually older than me, despite the age difference between us. And I believe her. On our second meeting, when I dropped our love into it with great enthusiasm while murmuring like a cat beneath me, she was looking into my eyes as if she had attained the happiness she was seeking after her millennium of life, I saw the expression of a full millennium of happiness in those looks.

The first room we stayed in looked better than the second, it was like the small apartment we had lived in together for years. The kitchen counter where she makes the morning coffee and warms up our cookies, the spotless bathroom where we wash up after each passionate coupling, the double sofa where we are able to sit tightly together, our warm bed, colorful curtains... “But I can’t leave you and go elsewhere...” She left me the next day. Right after I uttered this sentence, not even looking at how I writhed in pain. 

There are 1100 kilometers and a millennium of desirous longing between us. There’s an impending new crisis and I’m trying to get my shit together, but to no avail. A person shouldn’t love so much, of course, if that’s possible. 

Her coming out of the bathroom wrapped in a bath towel came to mind, as she saunters over to me, reaches over to my neck and clamps her lips onto my mouth. Her kissing, her kissing, her kissing ignites a fire in me while stretching onto our bed, lying on our backs. 
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She came back. A few hours later, that is, after I had written another 523 words exactly.

“What are you thinking about?” 

“I’m not thinking about anything. I’m writing.” 

My anger, which I had insisted on her being right, returned before it could pass, that is, after her anger had passed. Whenever she’s angry, offended, or confused, she has to leave him for a while to recover, which works, but I’m not a defender, I’m fond of going on the offensive.

“Pretend you’re dead whenever you’re mad at me, don’t speak!”

“I have no intention of doing such a thing, dear...”

She returned earlier than I expected, and when I risked such things, I would definitely plan for it in my mind. If she doesn’t come tomorrow morning when she calms down, my birthday is the following day. Because she would surely write or search for something, and there would be no making up for it. After all, this was a break. We both knew there was no such thing as the end for us. Let’s say she got out of celebrating my birthday, after underlining the lines enjoyed, I was going to send it to her and I had a book for her that she was eagerly awaiting, as a way of dialogue. But my anger was unabated, I didn’t want to soften up. Seeing as how I never wanted to take the risk of prolonging the break and not being without her, I turned to another target: “The Seagulls’ Wedding”. 

I was so broke, so desperate for even a single smoke, I was in such a pitiful state and so bloody alone while I wrote that book. I lumbered heavily down the streets, smacking into parked cars, bikes, kids’ school bags and tripping over people’s feet. I was a grimy, filthy mess and cats that saw me approach would leap off trash containers in an effort to flee the scene, dogs would attack me, and cops would stop me all the time and ask me all sorts of bullshit questions. Was it cool for her to say she found herself transformed into an insect when she woke up one morning? Or is every minute that passes a real slow and unavoidable transformation in the face of hunger, misery and pain?

During the days I lived with Araxi, I wrote a great short story entitled “She was Crying”, and if you ask me, of course she was. Araxi went on the rampage after reading the story with her eyes wide open, exclaiming, “If you publish this story anywhere, I’m gonna leave your butt!” I don’t know whether it was because of fear that she would leave me or because I was convinced that it was not the time, but I eliminated that story without putting up much of a fight. As it was, I always lose as I don’t put up much of a fight
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