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    A Journey Through Memory, Connection, and Loss
 
In the turbulent landscape of the Middle East, a Turkish journalist discovers that the most profound stories are not always the ones he is assigned to cover. From the ancient streets of Muscat to the vibrant corniche of Beirut, from the haunting beauty of pre-war Yemen to the familiar shores of Istanbul, this memoir traces a path through some of the region's most transformative years.


    



  	
        
            
            A Journey Through Memory, Connection, and Loss**
 
 
The Time Traveler's Journal** is a meditation on presence, impermanence, and the fleeting moments of authentic human connection that shape us more deeply than any headline. It is about the places we leave behind, the people who touch our lives briefly but indelibly, and the memories that follow us home.
 
*A memoir of what remains when everything else fades.

      

    

Journey Through Oman, Beirut, and Yemen
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Chapter 1: Arrival in Oman
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The heat hit me as soon as I stepped out of the plane in Oman. Muscat welcomed me with its shimmering sun and dry, golden air. The old airport, small but charming, smelled faintly of diesel and warm stone. There were no meters in the taxis; everyone was a driver and, as I soon realized, everyone seemed to be either a soldier or a policeman. Negotiating the fare was an unspoken ritual, a dance of gestures, numbers, and patience.

I made my way to the cheapest hotel I could find, near the city center, hoping it would be modest but sufficient. It was early morning, around seven or eight, and the city was slowly awakening. Stepping out of the airport into the intense heat was like walking into a furnace. The sun burned my skin, and the wind carried grains of sand that stung my eyes. I was unaccustomed to this relentless warmth.

Finally, I found a taxi driver willing to take me to the hotel. He promised he would find a reasonable place. On the way, I asked about the currency exchange. He stopped in front of a small bureau, waited while I exchanged some money, and then, predictably, charged me extra for the time he had spent. But Omanis were honest and hospitable people despite these small frictions.

At the hotel, I took a long shower, washed away the sweat and the dust, and rested for a while. Later, I ventured out to explore the city. I asked about the most interesting places and was directed to Matrah Souq. Shopping malls were rare then; most life was lived in streets like these, alive with merchants, spices, and the chatter of locals.

As I wandered the streets, my eyes caught the portrait of Sultan Qaboos. I had read books about him, and seeing his image in person filled me with admiration. I bought a small portrait and kept it in my bag. He was a great leader, someone I had longed to know more about.

My days in Muscat passed in a rhythm of exploration and wonder. Then, during a walk in Matrah, I lost my money. Fortunately, I had already paid twelve days at the hotel, but I was otherwise broke. Water was rationed at the hotel, a bottle per day. Lost and anxious, I wandered until I heard the faint sound of Turkish spoken nearby.

Two girls, Hatice and Esma, were there, students on scholarship programs in Oman. I approached them and shared my situation. They invited me to stay with them in a small two bedroom apartment near the school. They arranged for me to teach Turkish to students for three Omani riyals an hour. That arrangement became my lifeline.

Days passed. I taught students, explored the city, and slowly grew attached to Hatice. Our conversations, walks, and small moments built a connection deeper than distance and circumstance. Eventually, my heart was caught in a gentle but intense fascination. Then, the time came for me to return to Turkey. Phones were rare, internet limited, but the memories were vivid and tangible.

Back in Turkey, I continued my studies and worked two part time jobs, sometimes in a leather workshop, sometimes in a restaurant called the House of Secrets. Childhood friends and family members worked there, each with their own role: dishwashers, waiters, and chefs. Amidst these routines, I also contributed to a weekly newspaper, balancing work and study, carrying the memories of Oman and Hatice in every step.
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Chapter 2: Life in Matrah
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Muscat stretched before me like a painting in golden hues, the sun climbing high above the horizon and scattering light across the blue expanse of the sea. The Matrah streets were still quiet in the early hours, the market stalls shuttered, the stone pavement cool beneath my sandals. Yet even in the silence, the city breathed, carrying the scent of frankincense and cardamom, faintly mingling with the salty air from the gulf. Each step brought memories of the previous days, my walks with Hatice, the soft laughter that followed her like a trail of sunlight, and the delicate Omani pastries whose sweetness lingered on my tongue, reminding me inescapably of her presence.

Every morning began the same, a ritual that had become almost sacred. I would leave the modest two bedroom apartment where Hatice and Esma had welcomed me, stepping into the warmth of the day. The taxi negotiations were always an adventure. The drivers, who were at the same time policemen or soldiers, maintained an air of authority, yet beneath it lay a practiced understanding of hospitality. The absence of meters made bargaining essential; gestures, numbers, and patient pauses filled the conversation, culminating in a mutual understanding that felt almost ceremonial.

Teaching Turkish to the students had begun as a necessity but became an intricate dance of language, culture, and human connection. The students were eager, their eyes wide with curiosity, absorbing words and phrases with surprising energy. Often, lessons were interrupted by sudden laughter, or a street dog wandering in, and I found myself marveling at the spontaneity of life in this ancient city. On break, Hatice would accompany me through the alleys, pointing out tiny shops, hidden fountains, and murals carved into stone that had been there for centuries. I noticed the way the sunlight struck her hair at just the right angle, turning every strand into gold.

Matrah Souq itself was a labyrinth of discovery. Narrow lanes twisted unpredictably, each turn revealing stalls overflowing with textiles, pottery, and spices. The vendors shouted greetings and small bargains, inviting travelers to touch, taste, and smell. Some offered dried frankincense, small chunks that smelled like the desert itself; others had bags of dates, glistening under the early evening sun, golden and soft. Occasionally, a group of children ran through the alley, their bare feet slapping lightly against the stone, and I could not help but feel the pulse of the city through their laughter.

The sounds of the souq were as memorable as its sights and smells. Merchants called out their wares in Arabic, their voices rising and falling in practiced rhythms. The clatter of metal pots, the shuffle of sandaled feet on stone, the distant call to prayer from a nearby mosque, all these sounds wove together into a symphony that was uniquely Muscat. I would sometimes close my eyes and simply listen, letting the city speak to me through its cacophony of daily life.

Oman’s flavors also left an indelible mark. I would visit small cafes to sip sweet black tea infused with cardamom, accompanied by dates or halwa, the local dessert, its sticky sweetness melting slowly, leaving behind a faint aroma of rosewater and sugar. Sometimes, I would sneak a taste while Hatice watched, her eyes twinkling in amusement. The sweetness lingered in my mouth, but more than that, it lingered in my heart, connecting with the memory of her smile, her voice, the curve of her jaw illuminated by the setting sun.

The food vendors in the souq offered more than just sustenance. They offered windows into Omani culture and tradition. One elderly man prepared fresh bread in a clay oven, the dough slapping against the hot interior walls, emerging minutes later as perfectly charred flatbread. Another vendor specialized in grilled fish, caught that morning and seasoned with local spices. The aromas were intoxicating, drawing crowds of locals and the occasional tourist like myself.

Hatice taught me to navigate these culinary offerings with discernment. She knew which vendors offered the freshest ingredients, which ones maintained the most traditional preparation methods, which ones her family had patronized for generations. Through her guidance, I learned that eating in Muscat was not merely about satisfying hunger but about participating in a cultural ritual that connected past to present, family to community, individual to tradition.
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Chapter 3: Growing Bond with Hatice
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The days in Oman continued to flow with a rhythm that seemed almost suspended in time. Every morning, the city awakened slowly, the warm sun climbing higher, spilling golden light over Matrah Souq and the tiny side streets. The fragrance of spices mingled with the saltiness of the sea, creating a scent that was entirely Muscat, entirely unforgettable.

Hatice’s presence made the city glow differently. Even ordinary moments, like walking through narrow alleys, buying small snacks from the vendors, or observing children running across the streets, were transformed into events of quiet significance. Her laughter, light and effortless, drifted in the air like a melody. When she spoke, I hung onto every word, not only for the meaning but for the cadence, the warmth in her voice that seemed inseparable from the city itself.

We would wander through the souq together, turning the streets into an extended classroom. The scent of frankincense, the vibrant colors of textiles, and the laughter of the market’s patrons became part of our shared experience. I noticed how her hand brushed mine at times, a fleeting touch that left warmth spreading through me. Those moments were unscripted, natural, yet they carried the weight of connection and intimacy that words alone could not capture.

She told me stories about growing up in Turkey, about her family’s traditions, about the dreams that had brought her to Oman on a scholarship. Her voice would become animated when discussing environmental science, the field she was studying, and I watched her face light up as she described research projects and future possibilities. In those moments, I saw not just the young woman I was falling for but the scientist she would become, the life she would build beyond these temporary months in Muscat.

I shared my own stories in return. About growing up in Istanbul, about working in my family’s leather workshop, about my ambitions in journalism. I told her about the weekly newspaper where I contributed articles, about my dreams of covering important stories across the Middle East, about wanting to understand the region beyond headlines and stereotypes. She listened with genuine interest, asking questions that revealed her own curiosity about the world beyond her immediate experience.

Evenings were the most profound. The sun descended slowly toward the horizon, painting the sky in shades of amber and deep crimson. The air softened, and the cool breeze from the sea brought relief from the day’s heat. We walked along the beach, barefoot, feeling the wet sand between our toes, listening to the distant crash of the waves. Words were sparse; the silence was a shared understanding, a dialogue beyond language. Hatice’s gaze would meet mine, and in that silent communion, a depth of emotion unfolded.

Sometimes we would sit on the beach as darkness fell, watching fishing boats return to harbor, their lights bobbing on the gentle waves. Other couples and families dotted the shoreline, everyone seeking the same respite from the heat, the same connection to the sea and sky. Children built sandcastles that the tide would soon reclaim. Old men sat smoking pipes and discussing the day’s events. Young people laughed and took photographs. We were part of this tapestry of evening life, yet also separate, existing in our own small world of developing connection.

The taste of Omani sweets intertwined with my memories of her. Halwa, sticky and fragrant with rosewater, filled the senses with sweetness that lingered on the tongue and in the heart. I would sometimes buy a small piece to savor alone, yet the flavor immediately reminded me of her smile, of moments spent walking side by side in the souq, of evenings watching the sunset over the water. Every sensory experience in Muscat became associated with her presence, creating a web of memory that would endure long after I left.

Days turned into weeks. Lessons, walks, and quiet conversations built a steady rhythm. I recorded every detail in my mind, the way the sunlight fell on her hair, the warmth of her hand in mine, the scent of the sea carried by the wind. These moments, so ordinary to others, were extraordinary to me, a narrative of love quietly unfolding amid the streets of Matrah, the waves of the Gulf, and the soft hum of life in Muscat.

We both knew this was temporary. She had studies to complete, a scholarship that demanded her return to Turkey and then onward to further education. I had my own obligations, work and family waiting back home. But knowing something must end does not diminish its intensity while it lasts. If anything, the awareness of impermanence made each moment more precious, more worthy of attention and memory.
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