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PREFACE

Time makes me feel like a woman who has lived for centuries. The fatigue and lines on my face are like the accumulated bills of forty years. Sometimes I sleep with coffee in my hand and sometimes with the newspaper in my hand. I am British, I live in Malta and I am happy in this little bar. Every person who comes here has different stories. Some stories are funny, some are sad, but in the end, they are all real stories that happened differently from each other.

––––––––

Real-life stories told in an extraordinary, imaginary bar in Malta with its own rules, where people come to end their relationship with the world. While it gives us the opportunity to learn and have fun with the strange, funny and sad stories of real people who come to this extraordinary and imaginary bar, it offers us the opportunity to witness the lives of people living all over the world.

––––––––

One night, One bar, One life... The secrets, goals, regrets and more of people who find themselves in a bar one night, as they move away from the world and start their journey to their own Utopia, with a warm conversation. 15 different people, 15 different real life stories

ONE NIGHT, ONE BAR, ONE LIFE 

After a journey of about 11 hours by bus, I finally reached Antalya. Coming here after the stress and noise of Istanbul aroused an excitement in me. Istanbul is the largest city and the most populous city in Turkey, but I decided to come here because I was alone in that huge city. Even if I can't admit it to myself, I fled here from that big city. After that, I am alone in life, but I still have hope. As soon as I put my foot on the ground, the hot air hitting my face made me a little dizzy at first. After picking up my suitcase, I looked around. Even though it was hot, I was cold, I didn't even think to put the suitcase I was holding on the floor. After a while, I felt a pain in my hand, so I came to my senses. My hands were shaking as I walked to the taxi rank. I was starting to get scared and I could tell myself that. When I opened the window of the taxi, the hot wind on my face managed to bring me to my senses. As I waited at the traffic lights, I could smell the sea, and I began to chew the last piece of gum I had left in my pocket. 

––––––––

As the taxi accelerated, the wind blowing took away my thoughts, there was nothing left in my mind about Istanbul, or rather, I wanted it to be so. After a short drive, I arrived in front of the company, which was an old-looking five-story building on the side of the road. There was a sign with blue and white colors and the name of the company was written on the sign. I got out of the taxi and paid the taxi fare to the driver, and now my money was running low. I was finally going to get to work, I had hopes for the job. I cut my hair short because I wanted to change my type and not be recognized. When I looked into the office, there were two women inside, they were too nervous to sit down, and the woman sitting at the desk was obviously someone who worked in the office and was trying to calm the other two women. One of the women was a tall, burly man who kept showing the paper in her hand to the other woman. Finally, both women came out of the office and started walking, shouting among themselves and walking away. The office worker lit her cigarette and continued to grumble to herself.

––––––––

The office worker, a long-haired young woman in a white shirt, noticed me and looked at me nervously. At this time, a passing car honked its horn and I pulled myself together and started walking towards the office. The door to the office was open, it was a glass door, and some parts of the glass were cracked, and there were black leather armchairs inside, and the lady sitting on the other side of the desk extinguished her cigarette and looked at me and said, "Welcome, how can I help?" It was my turn to speak, but for a moment I was excited and couldn't speak, then I said good afternoon and approached the table, the woman looked at me, smiled and said "yes". I said my name and got to the point by saying that I was from Istanbul. I called you 2 weeks ago I said I came for cleaning and the woman interrupted me. He welcomed me with a warm smile and stood up to me, extended his hand to shake hands, and hugged me. She was a tall lady, black with long curly hair, and this woman with green eyes was relieved and delighted to see me. Although I didn't understand his joy, I liked his sincere approach to me.

––––––––

He was asking questions to get to know me as part of his job, and while he was talking, there was a paper on the table, this paper was the paper in the hand of the woman who was shouting here a moment ago, I saw this paper. Ignoring the woman's speech, I began to read what was written on the paper. While the woman and her friend were working as cleaners in a house, the brother of the owner of the house came and started undressing in the presence of the women, this drunk man harassed the women. So, the women threw a glass at the man and ran out of the room. However, one of the women threw the television in the living room from the balcony, no one was injured because the road was empty at that moment, but the television they threw on the man's car broke and the car was damaged. Although I didn't listen to the lady who spoke, what she said was that "you will work in different hotels every week, sometimes in the city center, sometimes in the hotels in the districts". She told me that they had two apartments upstairs on the fourth floor and that I could stay here with eight other ladies, and that if I had somewhere else to stay and I didn't want to stay here, I had the option to choose a different house. I hadn't worked for three months and I was short of money because I was shopping. The day before I set off in Istanbul, I had taken all my money in the bank and shopped, I went to the hairdresser, and after buying a ticket for the bus, the money left in my pocket was very small. I was already afraid of being alone. Together, we went to the apartment through a staircase inside the office, it was an old apartment with narrow stairs, but there was an elevator, I was very happy that there was an elevator because I had no strength to climb the stairs, my head hurt and I couldn't breathe and sweat due to the humidity. I didn't ask the lady's name, or rather, she had said her name, but I had forgotten it, so I called her you. He rang the doorbell, and after waiting a few seconds, a woman of about fifty opened the door. She was a short, thin lady, and the T-shirt she was wearing was red, but it had faded and changed to another color. After saying 'hello, I'm Çiçek', I went inside, we shook hands and she looked at me for a few seconds, the short hair seemed strange to her.

This woman, whose name was Svetlana, was a Russian citizen and said that she had been in Turkey for many years, frankly, I didn't care much about it, I wanted to rest as soon as possible. After entering, there was a room on the left side, they said that this room was my room and that the room was cleaned, they put clean pillows and sheets, only two people could fit inside, the width of the room, which was three meters long, was not very much. On the left side there was a single bed, on the right side was a nightstand and in the middle was me, after five or six steps there was a cupboard on the left side and a mirror on the door of the closet. There were no balconies, but at least the windows could be opened. I left the room and went into the other room, they were both here and talking, Svetlana asked if I liked the room, I suddenly remembered the name of the woman in the office, called her Fatima and thanked her. 

She took out a notebook from her pocket and started reading, and I was going to start work tomorrow morning, the other women were going to the houses to do the cleaning, and I was going to help the hotels. Hotels would hire extra staff when there was a lot of work, and I was going to be one of them. I opened my suitcase and took out my clothes, I decided to keep my laundry in the suitcase because the closet was small, I only placed the clothes that I would use frequently in the closet, then I put the suitcase under the bed and 

––––––––

opened the windows. The room had a beautiful view, it was a street with mostly five or six story apartment buildings, there was the sea ahead and it looked very beautiful, I closed the curtains and lay down on the bed, my eyes were closing, my head hurt, my arm was starting to go numb, I had a pain in my left hand, I tried to pull myself together. The bed started to move, suddenly the pain in my left hand stopped and I noticed that my hand was lightening, there was a 'crack' sound and I woke up. I was sweating, my arm and neck hurt, I fell asleep on the couch, the cup in my hand fell to the floor and broke. The pain in my hand was because I was holding the cup. "Damn" The guy I met last night told me about his holiday in Turkey, he told me about the cleaning lady he met there. Under the influence of fatigue last night, I dreamed of the events that the man had told me.

Love from Malta

––––––––

My name is Ashley, I own a bar here, I run a cute bar. This bar called 'Utopia Angle 42' is inside a hotel and my customers are the people who stay in the hotel, these people are weird in the stories they live because they are weird. Welcome to a bar where different people tell their life stories. Time makes me feel like a woman who has lived for hundreds of years. The fatigue and lines on my face are like the accumulated bill of forty years, sometimes I doze off with coffee in my hand and sometimes with the newspaper in my hand. I'm 170 tall with long blonde hair, green eyes, and I'm single. I visited and saw many places over time, and after I came here, I decided that I should stay here. That's true, but for now. 'Utopia Angle 42' I came up with this name and I will explain its meaning in time. Every day when I enter the Venue, I check around. As I walk on the floor, which is paved with black and white checkered stones, it gives me pleasure to see the large half-moon-shaped leather armchair to my left looking at me as if to welcome me, and the large and round wooden table in front of it glows under the lights. 

I came up with the idea of having a bar table made in the shape of tree branches and bar stools in front of each branch. The blue light in the branches makes this place look like a carnival place. On the plates above the bar you always have to have cookies and cakes. On the shelves behind me, there are a limited number of specially selected drinks, these cabinets are made in the shape of candy and have a colorful appearance, the doors of these cabinets, which are generally pink and blue colors, are in the form of pies, when I look back in the mirror, I see that the black shirt I am wearing is always ironed and the nameplate in the shape of a watermelon slice on my collar is ready. After straightening my hair one last time, I'm ready and opening my doors to new adventures. 

The peculiarity of this place is that it is a small friendly environment and people who come here come to talk and commiserate instead of drinking. That's why I make money. The fact that this establishment has a different decoration attracts people's attention: this bar, where leather seats are used instead of chairs, is decorated using wood. 

––––––––

This bar, which had small windows, turned into a place that cut off its connection with the outside when the door was closed. This is my utopia, the things here are not really what they seem. I'm British, I live in Malta and I'm happy in this little bar, every person who comes here has a different story. Some stories are funny, some are pathetic, but in the end, they are all true stories that have been lived differently from each other
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People were sitting at the tables chatting. There was a loud music sound compared to other days. The two young girls were having fun with each other, trying to walk without stepping on the black checkers on the ground. They took turns walking while their friends watched and laughed. The rule of the game was to get all the way to the bar by simply stepping on the white pieces. The person who lost the game would buy drinks for the other five people. The girl in a white shirt with long blonde hair jumped over the stones with her long legs and approached the bar. 

––––––––
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The short, curly-haired, bespectacled girl fell to the ground every two steps and made her friends laugh. His white and yellow sneakers caught my attention, a paper stuck to the bottom of his shoe, and when the girl fell to the ground, he straightened the paper with his hand and stuck it back under his shoe. I could understand what he wanted to do, his friends at the table were writing down the drinks that the loser should have ordered for his friends and giving them to the girls. Thanks to the dim light inside, the view of the bar from afar looked quite pleasing to these girls' eyes. Since the bar stools in the form of tree branches were adjacent to the bar and there were papers and bells on the branches of this tree, people were forcing themselves to reach here. When I looked at the other tables, I saw that groups of two or three people usually sat at the tables. While wiping the washed glasses in my hands, I was also browsing the tables. A man and a girl, who were obviously newlyweds, were kissing each other on the head and taking pictures almost every minute. He was a tall, broad-shouldered brunette man, and this man, who was about forty years old, must have loved the girl very much, and the girl was a very well-groomed girl, her hair, makeup, and blue eyes could attract anyone's attention. 

This couple, who were satisfied with their situation, called out to me after a while, and the two of them came to me together and asked for two whiskeys, I took a few steps to get the bottle in the corner of the bar, and in the meantime there was a sound from the rattles on the branches. Someone was waving the bells with all their might, and before I had to guess who it was, he called out to me. The girl with curly hair, glasses and sneakers had lost the game and handed me the list in her hand. Laughing, I picked up the paper and offered him a fruit cocktail that I had prepared beforehand.

––––––––
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The girl was quite calm and tired as she walked towards her friends who were sitting at the table. After opening the bottle and filling the whiskeys into glasses, I handed it to the couple standing in front of me and taking photos, they thanked me and left. By the way, the door opened, when the door of the bar was closed, we could not see outside, I wanted this to be the way it was because this was the concept of this place, people were stepping into a world that I call utopia from the moment they entered here. And they were cutting off their contact with the outside world. When I read the paper, I saw that they only wanted vodka. I bent down to the floor and opened the closet door. I took the vodka bottle here and straightened up again. I could move freely because my shoes were quite light. I specifically chose these shoes because I was on my feet for a long time. As always, I straightened my hair, and although I thought from time to time about cutting my hair, which I tied at the back, I did not dare to do so. After preparing the drinks, I put the glasses on a tray with the name of the bar on it and rang the bells as usual. People were used to me by now, whenever I rang the bells, they would come to the bar to take their orders. A medium-sized, overweight young man got up from his seat and approached me. 

––––––––
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This young man in a black t-shirt and white shorts looked quite cute. He took money out of his brown wallet and handed it to me. According to the rules of the game, the girl who lost the game had to pay the bill, but this boy obviously didn't want to make the girl pay the bill. After thanking him, I helped him hold the tray. As I made my way to his place, I saw a couple sitting at the farthest table approaching me. They were both smiling, I had given this couple two glasses of wine an hour earlier and personally carried them to their table. These couple, who were both very polite, were about fifty years old, and they came here five times a year, and the lady always wore a red dress and was conspicuous with her red lipstick. The man who had retired would always leave me a tip and thank me for the wine, and I would always serve this couple the best quality wine. The wines I brought specially from France were very popular. I had special red glasses made according to the color of the wine, the glasses of the white wine were triangular in shape, and these glasses, which were made of crystal, looked very elegant and had the brand and history of the wine written on them. I turned down the volume of the music a little and changed the color of the lights, I wanted to create a calmer environment because it was time to enter utopia. I was thinking about the dream I had as I continued to wipe glasses behind the bar, I wondered what that girl was doing now, but I had never met her, this girl reminded me of a customer who stayed at the hotel last week. He had come here from Germany. 

––––––––
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I left the bar and headed to wipe down the table at the far back on the left. The French lady who had been coming to the bar for a few days greeted me with a laugh. As usual, he came alone and accompanied the music that was playing. As I walked past him and approached the back table, I was reminded of the importance of this table. This was a table painted wood and black, with pink chairs that attracted customers. The importance of the table was that every sitting person wrote their wishes on the table, this table became a wish tree. This table at the very back, under the dim light, was the table for couples who wanted to be alone. I sighed as I wiped the table, this meant that working alone in the bar meant that I had to do all the cleaning and maintenance work by myself. It could be overwhelming at times, but I loved my job. As I began to lift the glasses from the table, the door opened and a tall, burly man wearing a plaid shirt walked in, and there was a look of surprise on the man's face as he began to look around with a puzzled look. One of the men sitting at the table near the door warned the man, who forgot to close the door at first, and reminded him to close the door. He pointed to the pistachio green inscription hanging on the wall and said, "Utopia Angle 42." Recovering from the initial shock, the man continued walking towards the bar and sat down on the bar stool on the far right. I continued to clear the table, looking at the man from time to time. I continued to clean it, looking at the man from time to time, curiously looking at the bottles lined up on the shelf. I couldn't help but wonder what brought him here tonight. It was obvious that he was the mysterious person tonight, this man who was clearly comfortable on the stool waiting for me to arrive, and in order not to keep him waiting, I finished my work and started walking towards the bar. I made eye contact with him and greeted him with my right hand. When I took my seat, I put down what I had and started to take care of this man who was sitting sadly in front of me. A few minutes later, he finally spoke. 'Can I have a whiskey, please?' he said His voice was deep and harsh, but there was a hint of sadness in him. I nodded and poured him a glass and placed it in front of him. He took a sip and sighed contentedly. "Thank you," he said as he looked at me
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