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The most valuable thing in life is to have a purpose, a goal, and to have the people you love around you. Realizing the importance of your family, your friends, and those who truly care about you is understanding life's true richness.

Sometimes, when the world places all its burdens on your shoulders, a smile or a hug can make everything lighter. In those moments, you understand that the real treasures are not the things you own, but the moments you spend with the ones you love.

To not get lost in the void, always appreciate the value of those around you. Thank them every day. Because the meaning of life is experienced with them.

This book is the story of two men who wanted to die but ended up finding life. We hope you laugh, think, and perhaps confront your own "Kemal" or "Orhan" as you read.

Enjoy.
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My Car is a Kite

Chapter 1
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Two young men, their hands and mouths tightly bound, opened their eyes in a ruined basement deep in the forest, far from the city. In this cold, damp-smelling place, there was nothing else. Ahmet managed to free the cloth from his mouth and, using his teeth, helped the stranger next to him loosen the fabric over his own mouth. His movements were difficult with his hands tied, but the cloth finally fell.

The stranger took a deep breath and coughed. Then, in a low voice, he said, “Thank you.”

Ahmet was silent for a while. His eyes were trying to adjust to the dimness. He turned his head slightly towards him.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Orhan.”

Orhan caught his breath. The cold of the basement had seeped into his bones. The ropes squeezing his wrists were painful.

“And you?” said Orhan.

“Ahmet.”

He hesitated for a moment. Then he asked the real question:

“How did you get here, Orhan?”

Orhan didn’t answer for a while. The smell of moisture seeping from the walls, the mud on him, the throbbing pain at the back of his head... He tried to remember. Then he fixed his eyes on the ceiling and began to tell his story.
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It was towards the end of May, 1998. The smell of food wafting from the canteen, sneaking through the air and enveloping the surroundings, is still in my nose. The canteen lady wasn’t just making toast; it was as if she was brewing a witch’s cauldron. She filled the whole place with the smell of sausages, practically casting a spell to get the last penny out of the students’ pockets. While students flocked to eat toast, lightning flashed above the canteen, and the rising smoke pulled them in like a lash. As the canteen lady’s earnings increased, so did her laughter, rising just like my stomach, growling with hunger.

My throat was in knots. As I sat in the schoolyard, the school janitor, holding an iron-handled shovel, was stomping with a crowd of students behind him, first towards one wall, then another. At first, I didn’t understand. When the crowd started moving towards me, I noticed the out-of-breath mouse in front of them. As far as I could tell, if they caught it, they were going to do unpleasant things to the mouse. There wasn’t a timid mouse-version of a superhero around to save it. Its only salvation seemed to be to climb over the school wall. Nice things weren’t waiting for it outside either, but I thought getting it to the other side of the wall was the best good deed I could do.

I saw a flying mouse for the first time in my life. My shoe followed, accompanying it. Realising the situation, my shoe slightly changed its trajectory and went in a different direction. Half of the students looking at the sky were following the mouse, the other half my shoe. The crowd, split in two, collided head-on and merged. The mouse hit the last brick of the wall and couldn’t cross the border. As it fell, its gaze seemed to curse my foot. Down below, it was subjected to very unpleasant treatment by the waiting students. My shoe lay on one side, the poor mouse on the other. They were hitting the mouse, then they were hitting my shoe. Then they started hitting the delicate, fragile mouse with my tired, battered shoe they picked up from the ground. That wasn't enough; they wanted the other one from me too. I, on the other hand, was struggling not to let my white socks touch the ground, balancing on one foot in the mud.

After this incident, the end of the road had come for the mouse and my shoe. I wanted to lay my shoe, which had expanded by two sizes, like a wreath at the place where the mouse went to eternity, but the cruel-eyed, treacherous janitor didn’t allow it. He flung the mouse from where he picked it up with his iron-handled shovel. The mouse’s lifeless body reached the other side of the wall, albeit not alive. It lost its life on its journey of hope and bid me farewell.

As for my shoe, its end was no different. As if what happened wasn’t enough, that janitor appeared again. He threw my shoe, which knew no other path than the road between home and school, into the stream, deliberately handing it over to the city’s filthy waters. Adding the sorrow of the mouse to my farewell, I doubled my pain with teary eyes and added another one to my childhood traumas.

After listening to what Kemal had told, Orhan leaned his head slightly forward. He was silent for a while. Then he began to speak, his voice calm but carrying a subtle ache within.

“I can’t believe that while people are held responsible for the deaths of thousands of people each year, they are afraid of rats just because they live in sewers and go into a state of emergency to kill them. Do the rats, cleaning our waste underground, find human waste disgusting? But humans are disgusted by a creature that helps clean their own waste.”

His eyes fixed on the void. It was as if he was throwing a question he didn’t know the answer to into the air.

“If rats had wings like birds, would humanity still feel the same feelings for them? Maybe if they could fly like birds, they would be free, even migrate between continents. The students competing to kill rats might even add rats to their best drawings in the next art class. Who knows, if they migrated, which region would they love most, in which geography would they feel safe?”

His hands were tied, but he moved his fingers as if wanting to free them.

“Yes, having wings might be a dream, but instead of living in sewage canals, they could show their residence addresses on tree branches like squirrels. That way, people would realise what kind of problem they would face by unconsciously throwing waste into the sewers. They wouldn’t produce rat poisons and set traps.”

He paused for a moment, thinking.

“I guess our choices affect our comfort and directly reflect how people behave towards us.”

Kemal was listening. He hadn’t taken his eyes off Orhan. He waited for him to finish. Then he opened his mouth. His voice carried that familiar, subtle wit.

“If rats had wings, ducks would be saved too.”

Orhan was surprised. He frowned.

“What would ducks be saved from?”

“Dying.”

“Why would ducks be saved from dying, Kemal?”

“When we were kids, we used to shoot ducks all the time.”

Orhan got even more confused. He shook his head.

“What does that have to do with rats?”

The corner of Kemal’s lips curled slightly.

“If they had wings, there would be flying rats in the air. Naturally, instead of ducks, we would shoot rats.”

There was a moment of silence. Then both of them started laughing. It wasn't loud, hearty laughter, but a tired yet genuine one. The cold air of the basement seemed to warm up for a moment.

The laughter slowly faded. Orhan’s face became thoughtful again. Kemal felt as if he could hear what was going through his mind. Orhan was asking himself: Why do people shoot ducks anyway? I don’t get it. Especially when butchers’ fridges are so full of meat. Killing these creatures, who travel such distances just to survive and then take refuge in our lands trusting us, with stray bullets and eating their corpses, doing it in front of their families... How can that be conscience? Yet, who knows what beautiful dreams they had while flying freely. Maybe they were going to go to new countries, discover different lands. They would fall in love and live life to the fullest. I guess the problem isn’t just about wings. It's about the human tendency to kill.

Right in the middle of these thoughts, something unexpected happened. His eyes filled with tears. He didn’t even feel the first drop. But the second rolled down his cheek and reached his chin. The third, the fourth... He had lost control. He started to cry. Silently, but persistently.

Kemal looked at him in surprise. For a few seconds, he didn’t know what to say. Then, in a soft voice, he asked:

“You were laughing just a moment ago, what suddenly happened to you?”

Orhan didn’t lift his head. The tears were still flowing. His voice came out muffled, broken.

“Living has no meaning for me, Kemal. I’m in a void. I’ve been thinking for nights. I can’t make sense of anything. Things I can’t stop are spinning inside my head.”

He took a deep, shuddering breath.

“There’s a feeling that when I die, everything will be fine, and I’ll be happy. I can’t free myself from this thought. I want to kill myself. Even right now.”

Orhan’s hand reached for the knife. His fingers grasped the cold metal. Just as he was aiming it at his chest, Kemal sprang up and grabbed his wrists. The ropes hurt, but he didn’t feel it.

“Have you lost your mind, my friend? What are you doing? You’ve gone completely crazy!” shouted Kemal, panic in his voice.

Orhan resisted. He was holding the knife tightly.

“Leave me alone, I’m going to kill myself. I’m fed up with this life. This existence. Just look at this place, look around. Is this a life for a human?”

“Okay, you’re right too. We’re living in very bad conditions, I’m aware of that too. But you don’t kill yourself for that, brother. Besides, what would I do if something happened to you?”

Orhan’s hand relaxed a little. He stared at Kemal.

“What would you do?”

Kemal’s voice trembled.

“I’d die too, right after you. I couldn’t bear living without you.”

Orhan’s eyes lit up. As if he had seen a glimmer of hope.

“Then come too.”

Kemal pulled back in surprise.

“Hey, what are you saying? Have you gone mad? Why would I come, why would you go? What kind of bargain are we making here?”

Orhan tried to stab himself again. Kemal kept holding the knife. The two men were locked together, out of breath.

“Weren’t we brothers? Weren’t we together everywhere?” said Orhan, his voice raspy.

“I said we’re together everywhere, but that doesn’t mean you die on my watch, man.”

Orhan’s face contorted. There was a sharp, painful edge to his voice.

“Liar, your brotherhood is only good for the market. Leave me!”

“No one can question my manhood,” said Kemal proudly. Then his voice dropped slightly. “Words are spoken once. Of course, my brotherhood lasts... until the grave.”

At the end of the sentence, his voice had faded completely. But Orhan’s hand was still on the knife. He was determined to kill himself. That determination was readable in his eyes.

Kemal continued talking nervously:

“Hey, wait, let’s talk. We can think about killing ourselves later.”

“No, think now. Or let me go.”

Kemal took a deep breath. He gave up.

“Alright, damn it, alright. I’m coming too.”

Orhan lowered the knife. He paused for a moment, then held the knife out to Kemal.

“Then take this knife, you go first.”

Kemal recoiled. It was as if poison was dripping from the tip of the knife.

“Hey, get that thing away from my
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