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It was unknown why she has lived this. Who could have known anyway? She couldn’t’t have told anyone about it, but you see she has lived it. The fact that nobody knows, or nobody believes her isn’t important because SHE has lived this life.

She remembered it.

She remembered every damn moment...

She had never had a dream; she never even knew what it was. She would just live her life. More so she just lived as it was expected of her. She had to live it that way.

And so, she lived it...

And she would have lived it...

A few years back, when she was at the age of thirteen, as a child she got married, she became a child bride. So, to say she was called from the playground and wed.  Plus, she was wed to her best friend’s father. Even this was her misfortune. Besides her getting married so young wasn’t’t that important because all the brides that she had seen were all around her ages. Those that got married to guys their own ages where the lucky ones. According to her those that married their play mates were the luckiest.

As for her, she was the unluckiest of them all, for she was married to her friend’s father.

She already knew Yusuf the man she was forced to marry. Not only her, everyone knew him. Because Yusuf was the headman of their lonely and small village, plus he was married to her aunt Enzile, Enzile wasn’t’t her real aunt, she was an aunt like every woman who was older than her and those she called “sister”.

Their village was small and so everyone knew one another, they would also go to each other’s house comfortably. Besides almost everyone was related to each other, therefore on special and important days like deaths, births and weddings they would all get together and help the house hold. As for these girls, they were children and old enough to run around and do the chores, so that’s what they were used for. As for Yusuf’s son, he wasn’t’t also her best friend that she played with, he was also one of the children that would run the errands.

Her aunt Enzile was probably one of the healthiest women of the village. While they were expecting one of the oldest sick woman to die, Enzile half the age of that woman never woke up from her sleep on a cold winter morning. They said that she was lucky for dying like this. So, I guess there is luck even in death, she never even knew what these words meant then.

Unfortunately, she was going to learn what it meant by living it.

She could still remember how much she had cried when aunt Enzile had died, because no one close to her had ever died, yet no one had died in the village. Aunt Enzile was the first person she had ever lost, and this loss had changed her life too. Who knows maybe the tears that she shed at her death were the early tears she had shed for herself.

She had also heard about the death of some people that fight with the government. Though there was no one fighting against the government in her village, she had heard that sometimes they would come to their village during the night secretly and get food and things and then go back to the mountains. 

They were called “them”, and they were known but should be kept away from.

She had never seen them before, she had never come across them when they sneaked in to their village, but she knew them and knew that they came to her village. Nobody ever talked about them, they knew whose house they came to in the middle of the night but the next day everything would go back to normal and people would go on with their lives as if nothing had happened. Nor did the owner of the house that they came to say anything, nor did the others ask them anything, what was lived in the middle of the night would be treated as a dream, but she knew that no one was happy about them coming. She knew from the way that her mother would hide her sister and herself.

She was always curious about them and why they lived up in the mountains and whenever she asked her parents they would tell her off, but she found out. İbrahim had said that “They live in the mountains because they are fighting against the government”, and she asked İbrahim “Why would anyone fight against the government?” But she never got a proper answer. From what she understood after talking to him, İbrahim didn’t’t really know the answer to it either. He had said some things as if he knew but at those times, she hadn’t understood anything of what he had said.

But know she knew...

It had been a few weeks since aunt Enzile died when one evening her father told her that he was going to wed her to the headman. Marriage meant her living in another house, it meant sleeping in a house away from her parents, and the worst was that it meant she had to be the wife of another man. Being a wife meant being like her mother, and that was really hard.

She couldn’t’t do everything that her mother did.

She was still a child...

That night she cried so much, but there was nothing she could do, because what her father said had to be done, plus she was only a child what could she have done?

Plus, she was a girl not a boy...

She was a child and a girl...
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It was as if it was a big game, she even enjoyed it a little. Everyone was attending to her and constantly asking her if she wanted anything.  No one had ever attended to her until that age and that moment in her life, that’s why marriage seemed nice to her it felt like a different sort of game. The hardest part was having to sit, when all of her friends were told to leave the room, she wanted to go with them but she was allowed, because she was married now. That was the only moment that this game had gone bad, but that wasn’t’t a problem because her friends were also going to get married and then she would go out and play while they sat in the room and got bored. This was how she consoled herself until uncle Yusuf came and they were left alone.

No one ever called Yusuf by his name, because he was the headman and everyone called him “Headman”, and know the headman of the village was her husband. The wedding was over and she was sitting on the edge of Enziles bed in the headman house. The headman had paid a lot of money to her father for her, she didn’t’t know how much it was but she had heard that it was a lot. Even her father was so joyed with the money he got that he had shown her so much love at her wedding that he had never shown her all her life.

He had said “My beautiful daughter”.

“My beautiful daughter...”

She didn’t’t know if she was beautiful, but if her dad had said she was, then he must be right. That night the headman had told her that she was beautiful too, after saying this the headman started to take off her close, she was so shy but she didn’t’t know where to go and how to escape. After all the headman was a stranger, but there was no way she was going to be able to escape him or what she was about to go through.

Thus, he said to her

“You are now my wife, take off your clothes and get into the bed”. So, she turned around and took off her wedding gown, it was her mothers, her mother had taken it in so that it fit her perfectly because it was a little big for her.

That night before she came to the room her mother told her

“Do whatever the headman tells you to do”, she told her over and over again “Do not object to anything that he says”. “From now on he is your man and whatever he says is what is” is what she had said.

She was a well behaved child that would always do as she was told, that’s the way it had always been, she was going to be well behaved that night too, and she was going to do as the headman said.

And she did as he said...

She got naked and got into the bed...

She was a little child, and on top of her was a big man... Nobody had ever seen her naked apart from her mother, but now not did the headman see her but at the same time he touched her all over. The headman was kissing her lips and his mouth was stinking of cigarettes, when the headman was kissing her she felt sick, but there was more important things happening at that time than her sickness.

The headman hands...

There was a strangers hand that was touching her all over and she couldn’t’t’ escape, damn it there was a man on top of her, what could she have done, how could she have escaped...

She was just a child. A scared child who was in pain.

A child that had learnt what it meant to be a woman...

A crying child...

––––––––
[image: ]


==== 0 ====

––––––––
[image: ]


It had almost been a year since she had become a woman, it was as if she had forgotten her childhood. It wasn’t’t her childhood that she had left on the sheets on that first night, that blood was the mark of the headman manhood. Her childhood hadn’t left her on the next night or the nights that followed...

The headman getting on top of her that had gotten less in time had felt like it was a monster that was trying to take away her childhood, but childhood wasn’t’t leaving her it was fighting even more with the monster than her. She had left her childhood but her childhood hadn’t left her.

The tears in her eyes and the shudder she felt inside every time he touched her never got less, for some reason the pain she felt made the headman happy. The headman felt more of a man whenever she suffered, therefore she learnt to hide the pain as the years went on. Now she was hurting in the inside but she would never show it, whatever the headman said it was.

Just like her mother had told her...

But everything the headman wanted didn’t’t always happen when he wanted it. She started to fear the headman that kept on getting angry with her and telling her off, “why aren’t you pregnant?”, but this wasn’t’t something that she could control.

She didn’t’t know how she could get pregnant.

She was just a child.

She was a child imprisoned under a huge man...

It was obvious that he had told her father, because her mother took her to the Gebe Hatun at the upper village so that she could get pregnant. Everybody knew Gebe Hatun, she was known to help women that couldn’t’t get pregnant to have children. Seeing as her mother had taken her to Gebe Hatun she was going to be able to have a child with Gebe Hatun's help, but she was a child how was she going to give birth?

But there was nothing that could be done, as always, she was going to do what she was told to do. She did so and held her mother by the hand and went with her to Gebe Hatun. For some reason she was very frightened what could the Gebe Hatun do that the headman couldn’t’t? Or was she also going to get on top of her? Or was she also going to try to take her childhood too? Her glance for help was always left unrequited.

Her mother was just walking.

Even her mother was far from her...

Her mother knew where she was going, it was obvious that she had come to Gebe Hatun before. She had seen the village that they were going to from afar but she had never been there before. When she was grazing the animals she had seen the children of that village that were grazing the animals from a far but she had never met any of them. People would just know who was from which village, and she also knew.

Now she was in that village.

Gebe Hatun was a woman with a big head, he eyes were so small that they were like to little olives on a table, as for her nose it was right the opposite it was quite big. This woman was literally a monster, childhood was also afraid of her. If only she could protect her childhood from her and tell her childhood “Don’t be afraid of her”.

But she couldn’t’t...

Gebe Hatun instantly said to her in a stern way “take your clothes off and lay down” showing her the bed. She was scared and started shaking; she looked at her mother as if asking for help but her mother pointed to the bed with her eyes and helped to undress. Her mother had undressed her and laid her down on the bed with her own hands.

Why did she do that?

Mothers weren’t supposed to leave their children alone?

So, motherhood was something that ended...

If a mother kills childhood to have a child, then why be a mother?

Why did she have to be a mother?

She was just a child...

Gebe Hatun touched the body that the headman had called “mine”, she touched the childhood of the child...

A child that felt dirty as a child...

A child that felt alone and deserted...
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It had almost been two months since Gebe Hatun had touched her naked body while praying, but she still wasn’t’t pregnant. The headman wasn’t’t treating her like he used to, he had changed too, and he was bad and rough towards her. He beat her up for playing with İbrahim just a few weeks after she had come from Gebe Hatun.

But she had always played with İbrahim.

They were children.

They were friends...

He had beaten her up and only told off İbrahim, though they had played together, İbrahim was a boy. On the night that he beat her before getting on top of her the Headman said

“İbrahim is a man; I don’t want you to play with him anymore. I will wed him in a year or two.” 

What could she have said? Plus, he hadn’t asked her anything, he had just told her what to do, then got on top of her and took off his pajamas bottoms. It hurt again, but this time it was different to the pain she felt when she was getting beaten up.

She thought about her mother, did her father hurt her mother like this every night? Or would it stop hurting when she grew up as much as her mother?

Being a child was a rotten thing, she didn’t’t know anything fully, and she couldn’t’t even ask about everything, for instance she wanted to tell her mother about the Headman hurting her but she couldn’t’t.

It was rude.

She was embarrassed.

Plus, if the headman had heard about her telling her mother he would kill her, and then find another girl from the village to marry. Before she got married her mother told her

“When you get married you will grow up and be a woman”.

She had become a woman but she hadn’t grown up.

She was still the weak, skinny and short Beytiye...

Beytiye was her nanny’s name that had passed away. Her father had named her sister after his own mother and named her after her nanny. She had never seen her grandmother but knew her nanny a little. She was an old granny with a wrinkled face; she would lay on a sofa under the window that looked to the back yard, when she wasn’t’t sleeping she would still sit there and stare at the back yard. One time she asked her why she wouldn’t sit under the window looking at the front yard, at least she would be able to watch the people walking by, but she refused.

“I’m looking at the trees” she replied. And then she told her how she had planted the trees in the back yard with her grandad who had died. She loved the apple tree in the middle of the garden that would never give fruit the most, though most doubted that it was an apple tree, because whenever her nanny said “Sainte d’s apple tree”, her mother would laugh and say  

“The apple tree that no one has seen the apple juice”.

Her nanny would get angry at her mother’s words and instantly swear at her with her usual swear...

“DÖLSÜZ...”

When she would ask her nanny “What does heirless mean nanny?” Her nanny would get angry at her too and say:

“Your mother can tell you when the time comes”.

Her mother never told her...

Plus, after her nanny died she had never heard anyone use that word ever again.

What did heirless mean?
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Lately the headman kept on saying

“There’s war at the border, we may also have to go to war”.

One evening after dinner, he took two sacks of flour and hid it under the bed and told her to tell no one. 

He knew about those in the mountains that were at war with the government but this was something else, otherwise the headman wouldn’t be scared.

This meant that there was something else that was going on that the headman wasn’t’t sure of. Everybody in the village knew that the headman knew everyone in the mountains, that’s why she didn’t’t know if this was true. But if it was then this meant that she would also see those in the mountains.

Even the thought of it was scary, but this meant that the war was even scarier. It was so scary that it even scared the headman.

She was also scared, and when no one was at home in the mornings she would hide under the bed.

Next to the flour sacks...

When she said to her mother, “War is going to start and I’m really afraid”.

Her mother would say, “We are all scared, even your father...”

So I guess even fathers could be afraid. She had never seen her father be afraid of anything, her father was always calm even when those in the mountains come down to the village. It was obvious that this war scared all of the men. Seeing as war scared the men then this war wasn’t’t so bad, she thought. Or was this war a woman?

A woman taking revenge from all the men...

Her father had told her mother that those in the mountains could come to the village and take all the men to war, but then the government would get angry. Luckily her brother wasn’t’t there.

She loved her brother whom her father had sent to the city to study. When her father had said that they were going to wed her, she was the only one to object saying, “He’s too young”. Her father hadn’t listened to her and even gotten angry with her, but that wasn’t’t important she was the only one who believed in his childhood.

He was far away and it was obvious that he was always going to be far away due to the war. He wouldn’t come ever again so that they couldn’t’t take him to war as well. Plus her mother had said that when he called her like he did every week, she would tell him not to come.

Though she had missed him so much...

Merdan...

But now she felt fear more than longing for him. 

Her mother said:

“I have always told you what to do when those in the mountains come. You haven’t forgotten it have you?”

“No I haven’t, you told me to go to the attic and wait quietly until they go.”

“Yes, but you should still ask the headman, ok?”

“I will.”

Why should she ask him, she knew where to hide.

When the headman was hiding the flour under the bed he had said:

“These flours are more precious than all of you at time of war.”

It was obvious where she was going to hide.
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The headman’s oldest daughter Berivan lived in the house next to them but she spent the most of the day at them. She learnt from her mother that when Berivan was pregnant her husband went to the mountains and after a month there he fell off a cliff and died. Her husband’s parents had died before him therefore she lived with her two children at her home, and when they woke up in the morning she would go to her father the headman’s house and help her mother the whole day. 

And now she was teaching Beytiye womanhood.

She used to like Berivan, and her children. They were 6 months old when their father died, that’s why she felt a different more caring love for them, and acted like a sister when playing with them. She enjoyed acting like a sister.

The children were the only twins of the village, when one of them laughed so did the other, when one cried the other laughed and they would walk around the village hand in hand.

Now they were living in the same house which caused it to be crowded. Berivan managed the two houses and when the headman was not home she would be the one to make the decisions. She was happy that was so, because she didn’t’t know how to manage a house and how to cook, she was just a child, but she would learn.

She was going to learn all of them.

And mostly becoming a woman...

It would have been good if they had a child, at least then the headman wouldn’t look at her in a bad way, then maybe she wouldn’t be so scared of the headman.

Who knows maybe being a woman was a good thing...

But she still loved playing games, she would find time and play with the twins and sometimes with Ibrahim, when they would all go to her mother’s house, and when the women of the village would get together in the village square to boil milk in big cauldrons. Actually after the headman had beaten her for playing with İbrahim, she would stay away from İbrahim, but when İbrahim forgot about the headman’s warning he would leave the other boys and go to the twins and play with her too.

In the village all the children of every household would take the animals to graze them. As for them they would graze the animals together maybe because their fathers were good friends. İbrahim was a year older so he would act as an older brother, and they would play whatever game they could think of. Sometimes they would throw stones at trees, or play with the ball that Ibrahim would bring with him, but if the weather was rainy they weren’t able to think of any other games so they would just play nails.

They would usually play nails after the rain stopped, because for the nails to plunge into the ground properly the ground has to be slightly muddy. The nail game; you draw a big V shape on muddy soft ground, and then you throw nails and try to plunge it in the ground and then join that to the end of the V at your own side and try to block the others way and trap it.

She would always beat Ibrahim in the nail game, and so when they weren’t grazing the animals Ibrahim would get the nails and call her to play the game if it had rained.

And she would play.

She liked beating Ibrahim.

As a girl...

Laughing within... 

Annoying Ibrahim...
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That day they set the table with Berivan and were waiting for the headman to come home, actually it had been way passed their dinner time. The headman would always come home and sit to dinner when it started to get dark no later and no sooner, this never changed throughout winter or summer, and this is the way it has always been. That’s why they would always prepare the table before he came, this is the way they had done it before she got married, and they carried on doing so after she had married him.

But that evening it had gotten dark but he still hadn’t come home. Actually he had come home an hour before it got dark and then he had suddenly gotten up and left saying “I won’t be late.” It had been quite a while. According to what Berivan had said; the headman had left in a hurry after talking to someone on the phone.  That’s when he had left and it had been two hours since it got dark but he still hadn’t come home neither was there any word of him and they had started to get worried. Berivan said:

“Go ask your dad. He would know where the headman is.”

She was thinking to herself “why would anyone call their father ‘headman’” then got up and hurried along to ask her father. But her father didn’t’t know where the headman was and got worried too, because if you didn’t’t have important things to do no one would go outside in the evenings in the village.

It was obvious this bode was no good.

Her father said:

“You go home, I will go around the village see if I can find him,” and then sent her home. Now she sat on the couch in front of the window that looks to the front door with Berivan and Ibrahim waiting for the headman to come home. It felt like it had been hours for them but in actual fact it had only been half an hour when her father came back with two men that they didn’t’t know.

They quickly went down to the door.

The headman still hadn’t come.

Her father said to Berivan:

“You said that the headman spoke on the phone and left. Did you hear who he spoke to?”

“No I didn’t’t.”

“Did he tell you where he was heading?”

“No he didn’t’t.”

Her father couldn’t’t solve the incident, it had seemed like he was looking to the other men wondering if they had any idea.

One of the men:

“You guys go in. We’ll go look around the village again.”

The village was small, her father had probably gone around everywhere, and well he was a huge man he hadn’t vanished off the face of the earth, or done a Houdini.

Berivan said:

“What if he has hit his head and fell somewhere?” As if asking them to say no.

Her father said:

“You all go in we’ll look for him thoroughly.”

Ibrahim replied:

“Let me come with you guys.”

It wasn’t’t a question but her father replied:

“No you stay at home and take care of them, I don’t want to have to deal with you too.”
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It had been a week since the headman had gone missing. He hadn’t come home neither had they got any news from him. That big had disappeared... Her father had said that he had told the military police about the incident, and that there was nothing else they could do but just wait. And they did as they were told. Still every morning and evening she would go around the village with Berivan or Ibrahim looking for the headman.

One evening Ibrahim said to  Berivan:

“Maybe the ones in the mountains took him.”

“What for?”

“I don’t know. Sometimes they take others from other villages.”

“Isn’t there anyone else to take from the village apart from the headman?”

There were so many question that they didn’t’t know the answer to. The next day she went to her father, maybe he knew the answers. But he didn’t’t either, all he said was,

“I don’t think so headman was on good terms with them.”

But the headman wasn’t’t here...

The village was left without a headman, her mother had said the village was left helpless.

What would happen if the headman never came back, was she going to be like Berivan? Was she going to go to her father’s house whenever she found the time, if that was to happen why would she stay at the headman’s house she would go and live at her father’s house, she didn’t’t have children like Berivan.

Would her father wed her again? She didn’t’t know. She didn’t’t know anything, she was just thinking about the headman, she had really taken him on as a husband.

Whereas she was a child that wanted to always stay a child...

But the headman’s disappearance had made her forget her childhood. Where was her childhood that hadn’t left her for a year?

Where had the headman taken it?

Would her childhood come back with the headman when he returned?

Was she going to want to sleep in her bed at her father’s house that she missed so much?

The headman’s disappearance had changed the air in the village. The men of the village wouldn’t leave the village unless they had to, they would all get together sit and talk, as for the women they would tell what they heard from their husbands the night before to the other women.

No one actually knew anything.

The military police had told her father that those on the mountain could have taken him, but from what she had heard from her father, no one at the village believed that. Because if that had happened they would have heard about it, plus there were many younger men in the Village for them to take.

“Ok, then where is the headman?” was one of the questions she asked him constantly.

And every time she got the same answer “I don’t
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