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In the Heat of the Night

Pain and suffering are always inevitable for a large intelligence and a deep heart. The really great men must, I think, have great sadness on earth.

Fyodor Dostoyevsky

The first thing I saw was that the window was open. I pulled the blanket up as far as my nose and sensed the warmth of my body. It’s as if that warm vibration of life conveying gratuitous but firm hope is calling out, “Hey! It’s not what you think it is. It’s not over. Life goes on.”

Morning hadn’t broken yet. I turned my head to the right. B. is on the opposite bed, sleeping with her face turned towards me. I slowly turned to the side and watched her for a while. I thought how few nights we’ve been able to spend in the same bed, contrary to our emotional intensity. Exactly 13 nights. 13 long, impatient and exciting nights spent in different places over the last six months of the thirteen years since we met. Now, while B. was in her usual deep slumber in the bed of her deceased grandmother’s plateau cottage, I was in the bed where she slept in this house during her childhood days. Strange.

If her eyes were open and she asked if I wanted something, I’d be glad she woke up first and then I’d say, “My butterfly! Half a glass of mulled wine, a single cigarette, and Vivaldi, please.” She was asleep. Love doesn’t care about sleep, it doesn’t care about the months and years, and it doesn’t care about death either. My heart was filled with the desire to wake her up with kisses. With the will to open her eyes, to bring her back to life, to have her return to me, and our love. I reverted to my desperate supine position when I couldn’t find the courage to feel my body with small movements in an effort to measure whether I had the strength to muster myself out of bed.

The rain that suddenly came down in a torrent turned immediately to hailstones. Their pitter pattering noise started by striking the windowsill, then inside the room. The thin curtain with its hems accompanied the creaking window as it dances in the darkness to and fro in the wind. I grin, thinking this racket wouldn’t be enough to awake B. from her deep slumber, and that this wouldn’t get me to straighten up in bed either. Then the rain ceased and thunder began to crescendo. Lightning flashes light up the room in quick succession. I turn my head to the left and yell, “Hey, what’s going on, you old geezer! Why are you getting your balls in an uproar again?”

Her innocent face appears and disappears momentarily in the light. The dream that runs through my mind even while the distance between us is a mere three meters. Her warm body quickly leaps up and clings to me when she sees me in the square. Her big eyes stare into my eyes when she lifts her head from my shoulder, her soft hand gently caressing my jolly white beard. The worn out steps that we descend with our interlocking fingers we feel right down to our bones. My hands floating in the waves of her long hair while she slept in my lap, and her chagrined voice ringing in my ears about a month ago:

“It’s all in the timing. The timing was bad, as it was, you told me this while we were in the middle of another crisis!”

“What difference does it make, are you telling me we can’t deal with crises? It was an innocent request, and had you taken care of it, everything was going to be fixed.”

“Then, you should’ve thought of that before you told me to “Piss off!”

“I said that because you resisted doing it!”

“I would’ve done it had you apologized and asked nicely.”

“Apologize? I bet you wanted me to plead with you, sweetheart!”

“You know, whatever. That’s how things work where I come from.”

“Really now?”

“Yep, that’s right.”

“Then piss off then!”

The noise abated. It started raining again. When in fact, the weather was fine when we arrived on the plateau, clear and warm. I didn’t feel any discomfort during the day, and I was really exhausted towards the night with the bloody cough that began in the evening and the sweat that discharged from my entire body, including my hair. B. insisted I check myself into a hospital, and because I know I’m going to be hospitalized, I let her barely convince me the following morning. 

“It’s over. I’m leaving you!”

“Go to hell.”

“Is it really so difficult to make a relationship work? For fuck’s sake, you’d think love was war or something like that.”

“Yeah, well, look who’s talking, you probably think love is a kid’s game, don’t you?”

“Girl, why you be dissing me like that!”

“Just get the fuck outta here!”

According to her, our Moon in our natal charts are opposite, and deadly combat is on the horizon and will last forever. We’ve always tried to change each other, to make ourselves look alike. We couldn’t make even one iota of a difference.

“That’s because we’ve got different emotional needs. It’s impossible for us to understand each other, to compromise at a common point...”

“If only we were able to stay the way we once were. I mean, Just friends.”

“You’re having regrets, eh?...”

“Of course, I am. Like you’re happy with the situation?”

“Well, I’m not thrilled about the stink you’re raising for no reason, that’s for sure!”

“No reason, huh? We’re bitching at each other just because of the childish bullshit you keep coming up with!”

“I’m sorry, but that is not the case! I never do anything wrong. It’s all because you’re really making mountains out of molehills.”

She’s sleeping now, totally unaware of the rain, of me, of the open window, and of life in general for that matter. Our arguments have no importance for her at the moment, nor do our couplings. She’s shut down. There’s no thunder, no clouds, no light nor any wind blowing... Am I really making mountains out of molehills? 

A cool shiver creeps gently over my arms, spreading over my sluggish body. I know what’s coming next. After I barely turn face down and clasped my hands under my head, I wait with eyes closed with my shot nerves. After the intricate images popping up in my mind, I make out the front of The King’s house and his entourage around him. It’s funeral day and two Moslem clergymen in white robes pray with their booming voices. His mother and sisters are huddling together, and all are weeping. His eyes scan the crowd, looking for his brother. Then I hear his voice. Over there, from the window of his room upstairs, he’s calling out to the imams: “Do you know the words to Zeki Müren’s The Gardener?” He’s been drinking. His sisters run into the house. Just then, I see them trying to pull him back inside by his arms. He clings tightly to the edge of the window with his large torso, shouting up to the clouds, “It was my turn! It was my turn!” He’s crying himself a river. I’m cold. Later, I see the face of The King higher up, smiling. He calls out, “Hey, Merih! Come and join us, man, we’re drinking raki with Nuri Baba.” He looks thrilled in his navy blue striped T-shirt and white jacket with its raised collar that he doesn’t take off in summer or winter. It isn’t long before the aniseed hits my nose full force. Had B. opened her eyes and snuggled up beside me, I think I’d have asked for a glass of raki and a smoke from her. I repeat, “If she had snuggled up beside me, had she snuggled up the moment she woke up...” I imagine that I’d caress the beauty marks on her back with one hand, and her fragrant hair with my other hand. I hear a voice from behind her, saying, “This place is beautiful.” It’s The King’s voice. He calls me over to where he is. Sweat pours from my body, drenching my pillow and sheets... I’m mumbling, “But I haven’t got my fill of her yet...” The rain falls in torrents now, as the wooden window continues to creak as it is struck by the wind. “I haven’t got my fill of her crystal clear voice, I haven’t got my fill of her mouthful of laughter and dreamy looks.” Then, I see myself, cowering under a staircase, I’m sitting with my head on my knees. I’m small. A man towering over me asks, “What’s wrong, son? Are your parents separated?” “No, they’re not. I’m the one that’s separated.” I’m separate from everyone, separate from everything, that’s the way I am.” I’m crying. He then asks, “Have you got any money?” 

“I’ve got money.” I’ve got a huge pile in my pocket, which I’ve saved up from working, I sleep with it at night so that it doesn’t get ripped off. He asks, “So, then what’s your problem? Why are you crying?” My attention is suddenly drawn to a frail sound coming through the window. I listen up and stop crying. It’s the sound of a cello. I grin as I turn my head to ask, “Do you like classical music?” She says, “No, not in the least,” without batting an eye. “What do we have in common, anyway!” I grumble as I continue talking to myself in bed:

“What, are you telling me there wasn’t any one else left in the whole wide world and you found me?!”

“What about you!” she says, “What the hell are you doing with me, anyway?”

“I didn’t know you very much, I didn’t know you were like this.”

“You know me enough. You can leave me if you wish.”

“I would
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