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			Samanpazari: Old money and artisans. Blacksmiths and coppersmiths, china shops and haberdashers. Grocers selling all manner of oils, and olives, cured beef, cheese, flour, sugar, rice, fermented grain, chickpeas, gum, dried mackerel, rusks. Wholesalers and retailers. Fathers passing their shops on to their sons. Tailors, quiltmakers. Moneylenders. Drapers keeping up a rich patter as they clear their counters of fabric, the many meters of flannel and calico and plain gray cotton, to make room for the silks just in from the Southeast. Jewelers hammering out gold bracelets, turquoise rings, star-shaped filigree earrings. Bridal necklaces: five gold coins on a chain. The hilltop vineyards of Çankaya, Kavaklıdere, Etlik, and Keçiören. Their moneyed owners, and their wives’ homemade wines lined up in earthenware jugs in their cellars. Donkeys wending their way up to those summer villas, weighed down with bedrolls, quilts, kitchen utensils, flour, rice, and sugar. The shuttered city houses whose hidden courtyards come suddenly to life as winter closes in. Behind their clanging bars and great wooden doors, their stoves quietly burning, safe from prying eyes of the narrow, muddy, cobblestone streets. Chestnuts roasting, tea brewing for the folk inside as they come and go. Halls, wall clocks, oil lamps. Built-in wardrobes designed for games of hide-and-seek. Closets and the spaces underneath each staircase. Modest souls, resting in the shade of mulberry trees, cherry and apricot trees, poplars. Drinking tea. Rolling dolmas in the garden, cutting noodles, souring tomatoes, drying apricots. Afternoon prayers, iftar feast, a glass of rakı, but only now and again, mosques, hodjas, Friday prayers, Eid prayers, Ramadan. All gone now, never to return. Where are the old vineyards of Çankaya and Kavaklıdere today? The old families of Samanpazarı severed their sacred ties with their forebears; like all of Ankara’s old families, they sold off their land, lot by lot. Who can say where they are now, those childhood memories of donkeys and summer houses and bedrolls and built-in wardrobes? They’ve vanished beneath the maze of apartment buildings rented by Americans and other foreigners. Who is left now to look after Samanpazarı, this soulless neighborhood that belongs to no one, that’s caught between a past it sold off and a present it has put up for rent? Ankara has no such doubts. In this cocksure city that knows how to flex its muscles and has a thing or two to say about the Homeland, the Nation, and the Patriotic Cause, not to mention Domestic Product Week, there are no qualms about covering the foul and swampy mosquito-infested grasslands between Samanpazarı and Çankaya with concrete and asphalt. Yenişehir. That’s what they call this new city of bungalows and two-story homes, each boasting its own garden. Yenişehir: City of Magic! Soon its acacia and chestnut trees will be high enough to shield the melting asphalt from the relentless summer sun. Sculptures, parks, shops. Construction workers, never tiring, never done.

			This, then, is Yenişehir, lodged between the past and a present it never asked for, between yesterday and a new day that still seems so sudden. A neighborhood of civil servants whose pride at serving the national cause is evident even in the way they hold themselves on returning from work of an evening to the rented houses that are in their eyes a luxury. (It really was a luxury back then. In Ankara only the old-timers owned houses. Those who came to Ankara on patriotic duty from larger and more beautiful cities always lived in rented houses – perhaps to underline the fact that they would not have to endure this city for too long.) They buy on credit at the greengrocer, these citizens, at the grocer, too. They have important things to say at the rakı table, up on their balconies or down in their gardens, waiting for dawn beside the fountains where there always seems to be a ping-pong ball bouncing wildly. Never do they imagine that one day they might lose faith in themselves or their cause. In later years, generals and colonels will join them. Undervalued engineers, architects, and doctors. Schoolteachers and half-pint professors. How they all suffer. How they admire those who abandon them for Istanbul. Empty lots.

			

			—

			Some children have balls; they play dodgeball. Rescue. Stop. They’re all so alike that when they divide into teams, they call one England and the other Germany. Never wondering who among them is richer or poorer, never wondering how they’ve come to be playing together at all. Never even considering the children who work in their homes as servants, who in their eyes do not count as children. Two-story houses and bungalows. None have central heating yet. Or janitors, or janitors’ children. All live in identical houses with identical furniture, identical holidays, and identical allowances. Bicycles, skates, and footballs are the only cause for jealousy. Did Altındağ even exist back then? No peasants on these streets, no gypsies either. The great migration from the countryside has yet to begin. Ankara is for the state and those who serve it. Peasants are barred from its great boulevards.

			Erol scratched his shaved head. Pissy Erol. He got that nickname by wetting his pants during a reading lesson in first grade. He was one of those boys who believed he could change things just by scratching his head. Elâ dipped the tip of her pen into her inkwell. With the greatest of care, she wrote three words in her notebook. SPRING IS HERE. Then she moved her inkwell to her right, so that Erol wouldn’t knock it with his elbow. Fat Aysel, to his left, grabbed a handful of chickpeas from her uniform’s front pocket and began to gobble them down, hardly stopping to chew. Erol finished his words. SPRING IS HERE. Again, he scratched his head. Knocking against Aysel’s arm. Turning Aysel’s SPRING into an ink puddle. Aysel hit Erol on the head.

			—You stupid donkey!

			Erol was not one to come up with a quick retort. Again, he scratched his head. He rocked back and forth in his chair for a while. Rubbing where Aysel had hit him. Just before the bell rang, he turned to Elâ.

			—My darling sweetheart, he whispered. Loud enough for Aysel to hear.

			Then, turning to Aysel, he said:

			—And you’re the neighbor’s bastard!

			Aysel burst into tears. Turning to the teacher, she sobbed:

			—This Erol boy, he’s so rude!

			—What did he say?

			—I’m too ashamed. I can’t tell you.

			—Tell me. Tell me…

			—Excuse me, Teacher. He called me the neighbor’s bastard. And – excuse me – he called Elâ his darling sweetheart.

			The teacher punished Erol for calling Aysel the neighbor’s bastard. And Elâ? For an entire year, the whole class taunted her for being Pissy Erol’s darling sweetheart. Why, she wondered, was it so much more important to be a sweetheart than a neighbor’s bastard? Why was she the one they teased? Later, when she was older, she came to understand that she lived in a society where neighbors’ bastards counted for nothing. She also came to understand how the words sweetheart and bastard were related. That was why, when anyone called her darling, the first word that came into her mind was bastard. At least, from time to time.

			

			—

			The first warm rains of spring fell upon the arid steppe, melting away the ice and snow. Delivered from winter’s privations, the earth began to soften and swell, never rushing, always desiring, drinking in the heat. The soil blocking the mouse and mole holes began to crumble, and the sun rushed in, going in deep, to warm and renew. And the earth exulted, as it must; at peace and fully roused, it blossomed; mindful of the new life it had forgotten but still carried, it steeled itself for the hard labour of birth.

			The Black Sea rolled into Tirebolu on waves as tall as men. Long ago, so very long ago, this sea had been a lake. Were there trout back then? One thing was for sure: there’d not been waves taller than men, or even houses, or (if you asked a local) apartment buildings. Not in the days when it was a freshwater lake, with reeds and lazy ducks. Then came the great earthquake. The greatest of all time. Shaking the mighty mountains that surrounded it. Sending colossal boulders rolling into our lake. Down and down they rolled, until they’d cleaved the earth itself, to forge the Istanbul and Çanakkale straits. Remember what they taught us as children? That the Mediterranean and the Marmara were either Roman lakes or Turkish ones? Well, once the straits opened up, the salty, phosphorescent currents of those so-called lakes rushed in with their sharks and their sea bream to pollute our pure waters. Their salt dried up our reeds. It poisoned our freshwater fish. And so it was that death came to our lake. The waves rushing through those straits pushed its once-clear waters from our shores. Leaving our dead piled high in the depths. Stinking to high heaven. Emitting those noxious gases that never seem to stop. Sending poison bubbles to the surface. The waves that start at the Black Sea’s center, to travel towards all those settled on its shores – they carry that old death. The lethargy of those who reside on its shores is born of this knowledge. Day after day, death rolls in on giant waves to remind them. Drain them. This is a lethargy like no other. It comes from a reckoning with death.

			This morning, though, Tirebolu has shaken off the memory of yesterday’s death to embrace a new sort of lethargy. The day is warm, the sea calm. All the fishermen are out at sea. And the women? The women have taken shelter in the coolest rooms they can find. They play no part in the town’s lethargy or in its life. Who can say if a house is alive, even if there are seven bedbugs lurking beneath its floorboards, or running loose, going wild? If the women of Tirebolu take any joy at all from their cloistered lives, they hide it beneath those floorboards, with the cobwebs and the anthills. On visiting days, of course, they line up along those floorboards – every single one of them, from the wife of the branch manager to the wife of the director of finance. Tirebolu: just five or ten houses. Or maybe fifty. Fifty civil servants, maybe, ten artisans, a scattering of stubbly cornfields, a few peasants working in their pastures. Anchovies in great numbers. A restaurant, a cinema, and a latrine, all run by the municipality. A primary school with a treeless garden that looks out at the sea, the sea with its dead middle.

			In the sea-facing garden of Dumlupınar Elementary School, Memet drew a rectangle on the ground with a dry acacia branch. With one eye shut, he looked at the boy the teachers called Meathead Rıfat:

			—This is what a brothel looks like!

			As fast as puffy eyelids allowed, Rıfat blinked.

			—So where’s the door, huh?

			A tap of the acacia branch, someplace on the rectangle.

			—Where do you think, dimwit? It’s right here. See?

			Memet chewed his lips. Gave the rectangle the same thorough attention that his father, engineer Necip Bey, might give to his plans for the Tirebolu Bridge. Leaning back before coming in closer. Now and again, scratching his head.

			—Here’s the door, here’s the corridor, here are all the rooms. In each of these rooms, there’s a double bed, a wardrobe, and a trunk. (He went on to list everything else in his parents’ bedroom.) And over here, there’s an old woman in a chair. Next to her is a table covered with a stained tablecloth. And a plate full of ten kuruş coins (now he was describing Tirebolu’s newest, proudest structure, the municipal latrine).

			—You don’t say. That’s what a brothel costs? Ten kuruş?

			At once Memet saw that he’d made a mistake, a mistake that might weaken his authority as a brothel expert.

			—Some people leave change. Janitors and servants and so on. They all go to brothels. (The district governor who lived next door had a housekeeper who kept a close eye on her husband, and whenever he was late she’d complain to Memet’s mother. That donkey-son-of-a-donkey must have gone to a brothel, she’d say. Where else could a mountain bear like him go?)

			—How do you know all this?

			—My father read it in the paper when we were engineers in Ankara.

			That was how people talked at the Colonel’s receptions. When we served as captain in Erzurum, they would say. When we served as major in Çanakkale. Memet thought that a profession belonged to the whole family.

			—So how much does it cost to go to a brothel?

			—Ten liras.

			Rıfat whistled.

			—So where did you find that kind of money?

			The bell rang. Memet jumped up to run back to school. But before he got going, he stuck out his foot to trip the hapless Rıfat. Who keeled over. His head smashing into the brothel floorplan. His blood flowing right into the double bed that Memet had brought to life for him, brought close enough to touch. The last drops of blood held no meaning for the ants. In the same way they’d harkened to the first signs of spring below the dark earth, they now surged upwards in swarms of thousands to spread across the steppe. Advancing, forever advancing, over blistering and uneven ground, no obstacle too great. Their every step forging changes too small for the eye to see. On and on they marched, at an ant’s pace, but unrelenting. We didn’t, couldn’t, see it, until one day we looked down in shock to find the earth redrawn.

			

			—

			
				68 Selanik Avenue. The first apartment house on a street of one- and two-story homes. The first to have central heating. A second one followed. Then a third. Boilers and janitors. The janitors coming in from the surrounding villages with their old handmade quilts. The wives, packing up their supplies. Bulgur and tarhana, made with their own hands. Children born or yet to arrive. On the slopes surrounding Yenişehir – Büyükesat, Deliller Tepe – shanties spring up overnight. Flowers planted in gas canisters. Newly arrived children required by law to wrap cloth around their feet. Children over ten, starting school for the first time. With their own way of speaking, their own way of moving. Starting primary school at ten and finishing at fifteen. At Mimar Kemal Primary School, the day now began with a lice inspection. It was always the same children whose hair the teachers searched with their two pencils. The lice were weeded out; the older children, deemed less able, were weeded out. In much the same way. Sent to sit at the back of the class. The mothers of the children sitting at the front came to school more and more often; mothers came and mothers went, the children sitting at the front never had their heads shaved. The children who from time to time went after school and on weekends to clean the teacher’s house. Who went to the market to do the teacher’s shopping, back and forth with their string bags, back and forth, only to leave school after third grade, untaught. The children who were not to be befriended, who knew too many bad words and did not know how to play. Weeded out. The ones who did not come from a good family, weeded out from those who did. In Yenişehir, they did such things openly.

			

			—

			
				Elâ, Şükran, Gönül, Esin. Sitting side by side on the garden wall. Şükran is by far the most filled out of the four, this is plain to see. They’re already dressing her differently, she’s sitting differently now, too, if her skirt rides up, she’s quick to pull it down. If she sees her friends’ skirts riding up, she’s quick to alert them. She’s quick to blush, this Şükran. Always singing the same song. Wetting her lips, spitting on her fingers before using them to moisten her eyelashes, using just two of them to smooth out her eyebrows. Narrowing them to a thin line with her spit. Rushing home for ten minutes to brush her hair, hardly ever joining in their games, never running, always tightening her belt, so tight she can barely breathe. Whatever Elâ says or does, she’s always reprimanding her. Don’t be rude. Whatever Elâ does, it’s so rude. Something about Şükran has changed, that’s clear. As for the boys. Ataç, Gürbüz, Atilla. Whenever they play Stop, they hit Şükran. If she’s even playing, that is. If she leaves the game, they all do. If she’s playing, there’s a game. If she isn’t, game over. This infuriates Elâ. All she wants to do is play games. If they’re done with dodgeball, then why not volleyball. And when they’re through with that, Rescue. Hide-and-seek. Hopscotch. Whatever. So long as they can keep playing. But now, with Şükran changing, the games change, too. And then they stop. All of a sudden, there’s no more playing. Now that Şükran’s changed, a wall has gone up between them and that lovely world where they could spend the whole day playing. All this makes Elâ furious. What a killjoy this Şükran has become. Back in the house, she won’t touch any food. She sulks, she takes offense. They’ll be right in the middle of a game and she’ll say, I’m not playing and walk off. I’m not playing. Şükran won’t play. That’s the cruel new rule on the street. If Şükran isn’t playing, then none of the boys will play. Şükran has the deciding vote. The games pile up, up, and up. They must be about to explode. Any minute now, they’ll explode. But then they don’t. Hours like this when nothing happens. Ataç won’t play, Gürbüz and Attila won’t either. Ataç, Gürbüz, and Atilla, just count them all out. Elâ hates Şükran. Maybe they could make up for lost time if she died.

			Elâ, Şükran, Gönül, Esin. Back to sitting on the wall. Once again, not playing. Once again, there’s whispering. Gönül and Esin aren’t angry at Şükran; the three of them are whispering. Not including Elâ. Elâ’s been left out. Ataç and Gürbüz are on the pavement just in front of them. They’re whispering too. They’re angry. At first Elâ thinks they’re angry because Şükran has left the game. Gönül keeps whispering something to Şükran and then going over to whisper something to Ataç. Elâ’s heart sinks. Gönül would never try so hard just for the sake of a game. Şükran laughs and tosses her hair back like Hedy Lamarr. (Hedy Lamarr always does that when she laughs.) Elâ has been smiling along, as if she’s in on the joke. She flicks her hair again now, just to shame Şükran. Elâ wants to cry. Ataç has slipped a locknut onto his finger. Gürbüz and Atilla are struggling to do the same with their own locknuts. She keeps watching, not playing, until all three of them have succeeded. Elâ knows what this means. The whole neighborhood found out what it meant from the Deliller Tepe boys. This was after the Yenişehir boys went up to fight the Deliller Tepe boys; it explained why they lost. It was because the boys up there all had locknuts on their fingers. So it’s true what they’ve been saying. There’s going to be that same kind of fight. Elâ understands now. They’re going to fight. It’s all about to kick off. But what does that have to do with Şükran? Did she ever show any interest in those fights with the Deliller Tepe boys? After they worked out the locknut trick, after they came back from fights bragging of victory. How furious they were, when Şükran showed no interest. But now look at them. Ataç and Gürbüz and Atilla and Cüneyt. They’re all getting ready for a fight and Şükran is interested. But Elâ secretly is not. Who are they going to fight with? she asks Esin. No answer. Şükran wets her lips. Looking down her nose at Elâ, she says:

			—With Alişan, of course!

			Why Alişan and why of course? Alişan, the puny little son of the janitor at 68 Selanik Avenue. Snotty Alişan. Alişan the Fly. Alişan the Ant. Even Elâ could beat him up if she wanted. Who would want to watch a fight with this boy. Do you think the poor thing might have tuberculosis? That was what her mother was always asking, before calling him upstairs to give him something to eat, and now these boys are arming themselves with locknuts to have it out with him? He’s just a slip of a thing. His father’s always beating him. With every blow, he’s thrown to the ground, and anyone who sees this happening says, Don’t beat him, he’s just a slip of a thing. So suddenly all those Deliller Tepe victories that Ataç and Gürbüz have been bragging about seem a lot smaller to her. Measured against the puny Alişan, their locknut triumphs diminish and disappear.

			—Why do they want to beat up Alişan?

			Esin and Gönül exchange whispers. In a loud voice, Şükran says:

			—Don’t tell her. She’ll just go running to her mother, and then her mother will tell my mother.

			Again she licks her lips. Whispers something into Esin’s ear. Then it is Ataç whispering something into her ear. Then Esin whispering into his ear. Elâ picks up the ball lying on the ground next to her. Sets it down in the middle of the road, and plants her foot on it.

			—Come on. Let’s play dodgeball.

			—Don’t be stupid!

			Another lick of the lips.

			—Such a stupid thing to say. Of all times.

			Elâ kicks the ball. If Şükran joins in, then the boys will play. But Şükran’s not playing. All she cares about is Alişan. Esin and Gönül are laughing and whispering. So impressed with the big impression Şükran’s making out here on the street. Elâ wants to pick up the ball and throw it at Şükran’s head. Whatever Alişan did to her, he did well. What could he have done though? Elâ cannot begin to imagine. The only thing she knows for sure: whatever it was, it’s made Ataç very angry. Whatever he did, he’ll be paying with his life. Poor Alişan. Just a slip of a thing, and now they’re going to crush him. And here’s Şükran showing no mercy as she watches them fit themselves out with locknuts. Off Cüneyt goes over to the janitor’s rooms at Number 68, to call through the window for Alişan to come out.

			—Alişan! Come outside! I have something to say to you!

			And then it all kicks off. Suddenly the whole street rings with Elâ’s voice:

			—Uncle Osman Bey! They’re about to beat up Alişan!

			Osman comes running out into the garden, waving a bat. After the boys and their locknuts have scattered like baby chicks, Ataç turns to Elâ:

			—You stupid idiot!

			And Elâ throws it right back:

			—My dearest heart!

			Şükran, Gönül, and Esin. All falling about with laughter.

			—So you’re one of them now, are you? What is Ataç going to do with you?

			Elâ didn’t go outside for a week. A week after that, Alişan kissed Elâ in the basement, and no one said a thing, knowing that she shared his guilt.

			

			—

			
				Again and again, the bushes would open up. And there would be a rabbit: head long and rounded, short neck, split upper lip, short and bushy tail, its back legs long and its front legs short. Out the rabbit comes, hopping onto the steppe. Wolves, foxes, wildcats, lynxes, birds of prey, and humans: all enemies. So many in number, but at this moment, none to be seen. But if there were, this rabbit would hop from left to right and run in zigzags until it lost them. Or stay inside its burrow by day, go out in search of food by night. Its burrow lies beneath a dry and sunbaked field, in the warren it shares with all its fellow rabbits. Back and forth it travels along the warren’s dark, long tunnels, hiding beneath its entrances, slipping out through its back exits, eating turnips, grass and weeds and the roots of herbs, its teeth sharp enough to eat new plants whole. Giving birth five, six, seven times a year. In the space of five years, such warrens can send out thousands of rabbits into the steppe. This rabbit dug her own burrow for her young. A narrow hole with just one way in, and no exit. She keeps the entrance blocked. Makes a bed for her young from the fur on her belly. Nothing she can recognize in these babies of hers, which look like pieces of meat. But she still licks their closed eyes. Still she digs them holes, with just the one entrance.

			

			—

			
				The fishermen gathered up their nets. Five baskets of sardines thrown back into the Black Sea. Five baskets of needless death. Nothing in Tirebolu is ever over the limit. Five or ten meters, five or ten thousand liras, modesty at all times, hair and heads covered, wedding feasts, circumcisions, Eid and the Feast of the Sacrifice, kissing the hands of elders and never smoking in their presence, and never is it permitted for a woman to know the taste of a man. Never a suspicion that women might be people, too, because proud masculinity and family honor guard their borders with guns. But just occasionally, the Black Sea sends in waves that rise higher than the standard apartment building; just occasionally, a Tirebolu citizen will exceed Tirebolu limits. Then the rifles come out. The guns. There is a death, after which Tirebolu settles back into its ways.

			

			—

			
				Memet headed out into the garden, armed with the toy gun his engineer father had brought back with him from Istanbul. Two cats were out there fighting. One
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