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Ballroom

I only caused his death, do not call my method treacherous, avoid descriptive adjectives please. If you try to 

stab a person facing him not from the back, you  only decrease the probability of your success and will hardly 

be a hero even if you accomplish frontally. What I mean is that, classifying the murders by adjectives like 

“abject” or “felonious”, reminds me of categories like “heroic murders” or “virtuous murders”. An approach at 

least as contradictory by definition as the term “living dead”.

Is the whole humanity not made up of two categories of idiots? Namely the ones who are 

aware of their idiocies, and the others who are not. Only because of this main distinction, life is so 

unpredictable, sometimes the affable ones win, sometimes the incompatibles. You will soon see whose words 

should be taken seriously. 

That notorious ballroom once more, full of crowd-artists taking the form of my friends. The 

dance contest was going on and like all other contests, the winner of this insignificant contest was also pre-

known. So what really was getting on my nerves was, not the result but the process. 

 I should dance to death tonight.
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Here, I have to remind you, there are always hidden attempts beyond certain types of 

activities to surpass the apparent aim. Just consider some almost synonymous examples: friendliness = 

toadyism, fun = continuous boastfulness, love = sticking on each other like glue. Please also note that I am not 

a jealous person. Yes, of course, I did my best to avoid that place, while we were aimlessly wandering in the old 

town.

 I should dance to death tonight.

Serap, the tipsy and wonderful creature, was repeating this over and over. However, I was 

unable to stand that cursed thing called dancing and would not tolerate the risk of a dance contest which had 

already started. I would stop this stupidity by any means. 

Trying to look sympathetic, while talking about the existence of more meaningful ways of 

enjoyment, I was also mentioning the expensiveness of the ballroom, as well. Just at the moment the group 

started to hesitate about going to dance and the route was changed according to my suggestions...

Can you spare me a 10p brother?

A street urchin, at the wrong time!

No son.

 10p brother...

Get lost!

You’re getting lost beside that girl taller than you.

Accompanied with this street urchin and his valuable comments, we found out that the place I 

suggested and we were heading to was closed. Briefly speaking, that was how we ended up in the usual 

ballroom.

Everybody was dancing happily, along with those awful songs. I would not surrender, I would 

fight like lions, would dance more carefully than everybody and would win the contest. Besides, there was no 

point in drinking too much. 

I understood the impossibility of this –not to stay without much drinking but to win- at the 17. 
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second and already ordered my second drink. With the thought of “I must start boring conversations to interrupt 

the events,” I spoke to Serap:

How does the digestive system of frogs work?

Uh-huh, you are so funny.

 I am serious.

 Stop all the nonsense now.

None of you are interested in proper subjects.

And the conversation, I mean, my part in the conversation, lasted this much. 

Other than Serap –indisputably the most beautiful girl there- anything can be discussed. 

Serap? A very strong character, only 22, 1.75 cm tall, graduated in chemical engineering, blunt enough to wear 

a wonderful and white mini skirt while everybody else was so badly dressed that night. If you are one of those 

who says “When it comes to women, I do not care about the character”, I condemn you, because Serap is 

different. Well-dressed... I mean I do not remember the details of her clothing because of visualising her naked. 

I hope you have now realised in general what character means and you attach enough importance to that.

True, actually I was fond of her but Ferhat the knight has already locked on the target. I was 

dreaming while the guy was working.

Remzi, you’re so funny tonight.

Haa haah hah.

Only my own doggish sounding voice replied him.

Ferhat, with his usual sincere smile, was staring me in the eyes warmly. To describe his 

manners, I should say he is a sincere believer of his own sincerity show-offs. He really perceives himself as a 

perfect hero, as a sort of prince with a white horse. Although he lacks a white horse or a prince’s certificate, he 

knows how to make the others think he has them. His expertise is being above everybody else, he never comes 

down.

Still he is not the sort of animal I would like to watch while dying in a trap. I still had to give 

him a chance. 
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Everybody, superficially joyful, was working for the love that would emerge between Ferhat 

and Serap, or was I mistaken? Our good friend Ertan, others –I mean our crowd-artist friends- waiters, 

orchestra members, the whole world, including the street urchin outside.

Ferhat and Serap managed to find seats next to each other, using every trick possible. They 

accomplished this very easily I have to admit: the moment we entered the ballroom, Ferhat chose a chair and 

Serap chose another, right next to him. My intelligently developed plan to attain the same purpose, was to 

watch those who would be seated first, to slide next to Serap the moment she would sit, after having pretended 

to sit somewhere else in order not to attract suspicious looks, to make room for another friend. Darn! 

The moment they sat, was the moment when Ferhat’s meaningless and boring jokes’ began. 

While Serap was continuously smiling, I was also getting stupidly intoxicated with her laughter. Something 

should be done to change the mood and eventually I chanced my arm: 

 Is one kilo of cotton harder or one kilo of iron?

Ouf! You are terribly annoying Remzi!

This shot also kicked back. I was hoping to influence her by some scientific subjects. (One 

more error. Not every woman is Madame Curie. Or very few are, or maybe there was only one in history. Has 

such a woman ever lived?) I would examine Serap about mass and density concepts of chemistry but inequality 

in opportunity should be called that position. When the ball was under my feet, the audience was throwing 

bottles or the ground was getting slippery, the referee was supporting the other, it was starting to rain cats and 

dogs, briefly, I was losing the battle I would have won, at the conference table. 

Ferhat, the good guy, intervened:

 Serap don’t say that to Remzi, he is joking. What did you say Remzi, you’re ironing the 

cotton fabrics?

The good guy beat the bad guy again and Serap gave a sexy laughter. (I did not know, this 

would echo in my ears later.) And I was trying to laugh too.

Aha-aha.

The same doggishness of my voice was reinforcing the hatred in my mind. “Such a disgusting 

night!”
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You can have your tequila, my boy. 

I swear to you, the way the waiter addressed me, turned out to be the final decision for 

Ferhat’s execution. It was no one but him who transformed me into a Turkish bath catamite and the waiter was 

helping him. His self confident glances which even do not condescend to be contemptuous, his high spirit who 

helps a poor loser, what more can I say? I would make him experience the scene he loves best: the heroic 

DEATH of a hero.

Serap dragged Ferhat towards the centre. After having twisted her body eye to eye with him 

for a while, she pulled me to join them, thanks to Ferhat’s insistence. Otherwise she would already start 

ignoring me, if it was up to her. As if my presence was worse than my absence, I mean as if my absence was 

good and my presence was bad, something like that. She was an imbecile, a weak character.

Hey, we’re here to dance, come on!

I shouted with joy to conceal my grudge: a sad moan. 

Other crowd-artists were on the stage, altogether challenging the gravity, flying away by love 

hurricane, (hardly exceeding 1 cm height) walking in space. Why was their love causing hurricanes in other 

minds? Okay, I might be experiencing an hurricane in the reverse direction but what about the other drunks?

Some of us were intoxicated with love and some others with alcohol. Intoxication with 

hatred, unlike these, keeps one alive, reinforces relentless counter-attacks and disgraces more. Although I was 

coping with the situation without being disgraced, everyone should not be expected to be so successful. The 

success story was as follows: 

My steps towards Serap instantly proved to be a very harmonious show: all my steps 

attempting to approach her were being reciprocated by an inverse step, to escape from me, by the same 

distance. I was advancing like a donkey, trying to catch the food placed in front of its mouth through a stick. I 

was breaking the tequila glass with a flick of the finger in my imagination and was grinning idiotically in 

reality. That was how, under difficult conditions, being disgraced should be avoided and a desirable result 

would be achieved. 
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We were around the table, once again. While thinking about getting lost, I was ordering more 

drinks and sticking to the table like a fly. Of course a fly might have reasons better than mine but that was the 

situation. Ferhat was broadcasting his past victories: 

 Then my friends, I explained to them, I said that... you talk like that today, but...

 Puff Remzi, what is the matter again making you grin? 

Serap was in charge of being Ferhat’s guardian angel. I decided to flee by leaving the table 

silently, pretending to go to the WC. I skip the small details such as while leaving the table, I have spilled my 

drink, have overturned my chair and have caused other insignificant accidents. 

Important facts were, Ferhat and Serap holding each other’s hands under the table, my 

witnessing this and the sweat of money in my hands that was not paid because I could not move.
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Home sweet home! Well, of course it would be sweet, as it had no other choice. I was not 

thinking that the walls would play a trick or the armchairs would refuse me. Still, I could only calm down after 

having kicked the wall, rubbed my foot. Besides, I needed to be sweet, not the house.
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Ukrainian Girl Friends at Pendik and the Pendulum 

Let me explain my project to you, without wasting time on details of weeks long preparations. 

In summary, brother Ferhat –whom I decided to refer with more respect from now on as he 

will be promoted to the rank of martyrdom- is to be trapped.

The outline consists of two main topics:

 Presentation of the fishing-line (Double fishing-line system will be employed.) 

 Execution (By means of a pulley system.)

P.S. The trial has taken place during his absence and no time has been wasted with appeal.

Everything worked perfectly. You will be shocked to see how different is Pendik from the 

ballroom and smoothness of the operation is going to surprise you. Do not take it as a hunters’ bravado, it 

actually was an easy hunt.

I recorded the whole conversation that night. While playing the audio cassette, I will pause 

frequently in order that you understand what means what. And here comes my joyous voice:

Hello Ferhat, how are you man?
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Hey Remzi! And you?

What a friendly reply! The fish gives the impression of being extremely happy, after receiving 

a call from me. He will also get rid of these “as if” attitudes, even himself must have got tired of these tactics.

 Fine. Where have you been man?

I try to respond with the same weapon, though my success rate is only 10% of Ferhat’s. 

You know, I’m so busy with Serap. 

Boasting modestly, or implementing the method so called “daily conversations” to make the 

counterpart suffer.

Really? You’re so fast!

I have to treat him tactfully, I have to carry on, the end is approaching. 

You’re right, that’s my weakness. I get angry with myself sometimes, I feel some kind of 

inevitable proximity to women and they don’t reject me at all!

And... did you meet her yesterday? 

 Err why? No. Why do you ask?

And the confident voice sounds confused.

 I mean... Don’t worry, forget it.

Small roasted pea-nuts. Would you not take one dear Ferhat?

 I-I didn’t understand, but anyway, do you think I really care? 

Not at all. And, did you see Metin yesterday?

No, and you?

A sigh of boredom, not giving a damn. 

Me? Of course no. I mean, “yes” from one point of view and “no” from the other. 

What do you mean?

 I mean the video tape... look if all this talk is boring you, I’d say...

What are you mumbling about?

The key word is “video tape”. For the first time a strong fishing-line is on the stage and the 

fish has changed its direction.
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Never mind man, maybe it’s not type of your stuff, we can speak of that later.

Can we not speak now?

 Look Ferhat, you’re my friend, don’t get angry.

Yes?

Unfortunately Metin and Serap slept together last night and they’ve recorded the whole 

thing on video.

You’re talking nonsense.

Pretending not to care, the fish is actually dying of suspicion.

 I’ve the tape, at this moment, in my hands.

Nonsense.

Come to Pendik in two hours time. Don’t tell anybody that you’ll be here, I don’t want to 

be held responsible for all this.

 Pendik?

 I’ve hired a new cottage. Hurry up. I’ll pick you up from the railway station at 23.00. And 

one more thing, some Ukrainian girls will arrive at midnight. I hope the crowd won’t bore you.

Ukrainian?

Here comes the real delicious bait, which is presented through a second fishing-line, closer to 

the fish. 

 It’s up to you, if you’re going to be bored, please drop the matter. In addition to that...

How come you have the tape?

The fish is hesitant, the fishing-line should be withdrawn a little.

 If I say I’ve the tape, I have the tape. I’m hanging up. Actually you better not come, you 

may lose your temper. We’ll play it amongst friends.

Will there really be Ukrainian girls? 

The fish approaches once more with appetite.

 Enough is enough man. 23.00 o’clock, at the railway station. I don’t want this Ukrainian 

thing to be heard, your arrival should be strictly confidential. Don’t come otherwise.
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Understood sir, alright.

The fishing-line is oscillating.

After I hung up, he did not call back and as you might guess, he arrived at the station 23.00 

o’clock sharp. The time Ferhat says he will arrive, is at least half an hour earlier than his real arrival, except for 

such emergency cases. So, within his own limits, tonight was the night he arrived earlier than ever.

And he is sometimes a real inquisitive bore. He was obviously doing more talking than 

walking, on the way from the station.

What’s this thing about Pendik? Have you hired another apartment here?

A sort of bachelor flat.

 Incredible. And where do you get the money from?

 Stop these now, look at the cottage at the corner.

Wow! A house.

 I told you.

Have I not worked enough for this? Finding a real estate agent to be persuaded for awkward 

contracts, is a skill.  Everything took place as follows: An Englishman rented this house for a month. 

To rent a house only for a month... Scoundrels, (this term is valid for all landlords and real 

estate agents in general) I mean the owner of this house and the real estate agent, were extremely fond of 

money. 

I would pay the Englishman $1.000. Apart from that, the agent had already charged his own 

$1.000, plus the deposit of $1.000 and the sum of $2.000 for the rent, on behalf of the landlord and was not 

apparently embarrassed. (I was accompanying the Sir, I was someone working for him. This was a necessity 

since even one dollar cash could not be trusted to him.) The agents commission was a percentage of the yearly 

rent, as if the period I rented the house for had anything to do with a year. Whatever. The Englishman did not 

hesitate a moment after hearing about $1.000. (In general, Englishmen are no inferior than landlords or real 
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estate agents in opportunism, however this creep was far more superior than both of the groups.) The landlord 

also signed the contract instantaneously, who must have expected his social class to change when he placed 

$3.000 in his pocket. The agent must have completed the most profitable deal of his life. Everything was signed 

by the Englishman who delivered me the key later.

Of course that creep would forget about the key, if I had not told him in advance that he 

would receive his share only at the moment I would receive the key. And I would make sure that the key 

belonged to that house, when the key opened the door. And how we managed all these in sign language? The 

creep’s Turkish is better than fluent when it comes to such dealings.

Only that Englishman knows me, if a witness is required. The Englishman? Went to Romania. 

Can’t be found by means of the data obtained from his passport? His passport was also counterfeit as his 

personality, that was why he was unable to return to Britain, his real identity would not allow this, if he ever 

had any identity at all. Where is Runamia? Too far away. 

I spent my whole fortune. Do not worry about the lack of funds, not even for his funeral, 

since there will be no funeral. “How come?” you say? Please come in.

He looked really impressed by the house and I was boastfully smiling.

Really magnificent, congratulations.

And the tape? When will the Ukrainians…

The junior was talkative and looking for action. “So you want action, huh? A drink?”

 Take a breath man, let’s first have a drink. Aren’t you tired?

Because of his curiosity, he was in such a hurry that, he neither had time to boast as usual, nor 

to suspect there was something wrong with the drink. He did not cause any trouble, he could not, as was the 

plan. After three hours when he was conscious again, the situation was as follows: 

Ferhat was mummified by layers of sheets, his mouth was blocked and he was laying on the 

floor in one of the rooms. He was wearing one end of a high quality rope on his neck, like a loose tie. The rope 

was passing through a hook, which caused my hand bleed, while mounting on the ceiling. (Please keep in mind, 

this sort of high quality steel material and rope are available at the stores for yachters.) The other end of the 

Page  15 of 59



Dance Contest by Armagan TEKDONER

rope was around a pulley mounted on the floor, a device utilised in pulling the anchor of yachts. Mounting that 

giant spool may sound easy but it had not been so, I become an expert in drilling. 

And the show was going on, Mr. Mummy was sober. 

I commenced with the name of the God and started slowly to rotate the spool, the tension in 

the rope was increasing. However after winding a little, the tie slipped off his neck and the poor boy hit the 

ground by his head, for no reason. I realised the tie should not be loose and I should rotate the mummy in the 

clockwise direction by 180 degrees. I must have drunk so much that I have placed the mummy in the reverse 

direction. This rotation process also may sound easy but my backache increased. 

I recommenced rotating the spool silently with both arms and the mummy started to be 

dragged on the floor, while being erected. The movement on the horizontal axis, was transferred to the vertical 

axis and the transition between the two axis was so fine that, the scene was as beautiful as artistic ice skating. It 

was the beginning of the victory and the mechanism was working extremely well, more than clockwork. (One 

of the features of the spool was that, it had a built-in brake system which prevented the rope’s pulling back 

because of the weight attached. Thanks to that, it was possible to pause while rotating, in order to rest a little. 

Do not even ask its price.) Eventually, the feet of the mummy were not touching the floor. During the times I 

was not rotating, I was drinking whiskey to calm down. When the pulley stopped, the mummy was dangling 

between the ceiling and the floor, right in the middle. Well, when he was alive, he used to fly high all the time, 

nothing changed.   

I shall not describe the glances we exchanged after he was conscious, I have shot videos from 

two different angles. “You want video? Here it is, with ultra realistic sound effects.”

Easy, plain work, as easy as sitting next to Serap. He had no comment during the show, 

perhaps because his mouth was blocked. While he was laying, sitting and going up, I shed blood and tears. 

Another cicada and ant story but who is who? I kept on talking to him: 

 I’m afraid you might have shit in your pants because of a simple hanging matter, I didn’t 

expect this from you. Both of us spent our lives while hanging around, after the girls, but always you were 

chosen. You were truly hanged this time and let’s see if you will be chosen again. If you hadn’t shit, perhaps... 

Don’t look at me sarcastically, I don’t believe Serap is going to be mine. I’m not that stupid to leave the idiotic 

letter I’ve read before I hanged you, written by me as if by you, the aim was to increase your fear and make you 
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perceive the reality. Well, I know your ability of perception is considerably limited.

  

Life may be sacred but I decided to commit suicide because of some private issues. No one is  

guilty. 

What a superb note! Only a cool guy like you could have written this. You’re an arse, do 

you hear me? Whiskey-cola? May I have one? 

Sir Ferhat Mummy was in space, motionless. Whiskey stocks were over but this did not mean 

there was no champagne. I replayed the CD of “Love Once Again” for the fifth time, with an increased level of 

volume. 

Would you dance with me, my handsome knight?

I brought champagne, burst opened it with care before his loyalty and filled glasses, first for 

him, than for me. Climbing on a chair, I reached his divine level and having realised it would not be possible 

for him to drink from his mouth, I made him drink through the back of his neck.

And when I was drinking my own champagne, accompanied with a gesture of “to health”, the 

chair rocked somehow and I lost my balance. I was almost drowned by the champagne. 

That moment, the wonderful laughter of Serap exploded in my ears.  

The chair overturned., I grabbed Ferhat involuntarily while falling down, left immediately 

and stumbled terribly. Ferhat was oscillating like a pendulum and my dizziness...

What a divine flight.

I was joking by myself trying to recover. I still was not afraid when I heard the talks ringing 

in my ears. Serap was screaming: “You are a disgusting earthworm Remzi, help us my Lord, what has he done 

to you, my love? Remzi, ugly monster!” And Ferhat was answering in his cool voice “Don’t say that Serap. 

Anyone can be wrong. I’m not angry with him. Poor boy has some problems nowadays, we should help him.” I 

shouted.

You are dead!
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No response came. The pendulum was not oscillating any more.

The CD was in the repeat mode.

Won’t we dance any more mummy Ferhat? Please, you are impudently refusing me. 

I was insisting on dancing with the mummy. I re-climbed the chair and hit my head on the 

door frame.

The laughter of Serap echoed.

It was time to finish the task, so I came down with difficulty and dizziness. I made sure once 

again that all the curtains were closed. I calculated the natural path the fire would follow, I carefully spilled oil 

around and alighted from one single point, in the kitchen. Of course, apart from the one in the kitchen, I did not 

forget to place another completely full LPG tank under Mr. Mummy. 

Purchases required for this accidental fire and its pre-planning could have been a separate 

chapter, a hell of boring arrangements, I apologise and skip all. The summary is, a sound effect with five letters, 

written twice, from left to right: “BLOOM, BLOOM”

And my sentiments? Can be described as above. “AH-AH”

When locking the door from outside, it was very calm inside, a cheerful fire was crackling 

along with music.

I was in the 5.10 train at 5.00 o’clock. The train left miraculously on time and while passing 

in front of the house, the fire was visible. Although I had promised Ukrainian ladies, I managed to excite him 

more than the most pretentious lady of the world could, tell me if I am wrong. In addition to all, my $ 1.000 

deposit was burnt also. The next day, explosions were in the papers:

BLOOM, BLOOM!
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Dance Till Dawn, Continuity 

Ertan ordered one more beer.

Ertan was supposedly Ferhat’s best friend. A well educated toady, I mean a real gentleman. 

They were graduates of the same university and loved each other to the extent of being ready to sacrifice their 

lives for each other. One day this would also happen because of AIDS, after having f.cked so much each other’s 

girl friends, but thanks to me, this risk did not exist any more. 

“Down with all sorts of immorality.” 

Ferhat seemed to be forgotten after a month. I mean, forgotten by others. From my point of 

view, the change was this: he used to occupy 10% of my life before, but today he occupies 99%. I was unable to 

exorcise this ghost.

Serap was extremely tipsy again in the arms of her new lover. I have not seen her shed a 

single tear drop for Ferhat. What a lover! Buttons of her black shirt were completely redundant. (Any 

unbuttoned cloth may look like an unlocked door, however there always exists an optical mechanism which 

obscures the entrance, for some. Care must be taken.)

That night I would not even mention Ferhat’s name.
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When, do you think, this Ferhat will reappear Ertan?  

Yes, it was me who posed this question. I do not know why.

 Is it time to think about this Remzi? I had enough of it, we also worry about him. In my 

opinion, he should be in a very healthy condition. He was talking about quitting his job. May be he left for 

South America, even without officially resigning.

Ertan did not worry at all. What a friend!

 I still suspect he might be in trouble.

I wanted to give an end to this, by saying something. To analyse in the other way round, I 

wanted to say something to end the matter, but not this.

You’re an over-suspicious person Remzi.

And he whispered:

You know, he has never been satisfied by Serap and he had another great girlfriend. Don’t 

forget, if a man is satisfied by a girl, that girl isn’t satisfied by that man. No saucepan can coincidentally match 

a cap, by rolling around. The cap would be either large or small. Anyway, I think he’s with the starring actress 

and she hides him. May be they’re f.cking all the time at home, like animals. Stop thinking about this.

“You’re a disgusting character Ertan. Shame on you for humiliating human relations to this 

extent. And you Ferhat, I didn’t know this, you incurable womaniser. See if your girlfriend Serap remembers 

you.”   

 Ertan, I don’t agree with you, (speaking to Serap) you don’t talk about Ferhat much?

I was planning to embarrass both of them but I could not cope with the doggishness of my 

voice the moment I talked to Serap.  

You also haven’t ever talked about a girl Remzi, perhaps because... there has never been 

one?

Other bitches around the table started to laugh, hitting the table and their knees. I stared at 

Serap in a strong and humiliating manner. Ertan whispered again:

Don’t look at this woman so admiringly, she is getting all puffed up.

The treacherous guy was my friend tonight. 
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Altogether, they jumped up and started to twist their bodies, for no reason again. I preferred 

to stay and to think for a while. Where did that new guy emerge from? Soon I was unable to tell whether it was 

them turning around or my brain perceiving that way.  

Come on Remzi, are you shy or what?

I scolded Ertan in my mind: “Leave me alone Ertan” being unable to wash the grinning 

expression from my face.

Ferhat’s dangling inside the sheets replaced the scene of those jiving on the stage. I know the 

difference between reality and hallucination. That scene was witnessed only by me in the world and thank God, 

I did not have to share it with someone else. Although an awkward asset to posses, it was better than nothing. 

Nobody has ever suspected me till today, he was supposed to be alive somewhere. How 

successful have I performed and left no trace. Well, Ferhat also left no trace on Serap. However, it is sometimes 

desirable and some other times undesirable, to leave traces. This intelligent joke changed my depressive mood. 

They were still inviting me.

“Aimless creatures” I told myself. Then I jumped up on the stage and started to dance madly. 

I had to retreat when my movements and the music began performing in their own ways. If dance is required, I 

am here to do that too. 

Waiter, err... will you please...

Yes boy?

This guy could make anyone a murderer, including me. 

 I mean... One-one b-b-beer please.

Okay boy.

I shivered when I said murderer. Horrible, my God. 

 It seems to me as if you are praying?

Someone was speaking to me.

Ah? What?

Hey, are you praying?
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You cannot petition Lord with prayer! 

Ah-haa you will be warped.

I jumped up suddenly, screamed “Auww, my arm has been warped,” and began a series of 

disabled gestures. While the singer was shouting the refrain “I shall thrust a stick into fate’s wheel”, I was 

amplifying my lame movements. Twisting one arm as lame, I was rotating on one foot, from left to right and 

from right to left, as if drilling the floor. And I discovered the idea of hip sports: my hip was turning around its 

centre with a large diameter. I then got bored of this, suddenly I squatted as if shitting in a pan closet, while 

waving my arm back and forth. I had already rolled up my pants rhythmically, with the other arm waving 

upwards and down, I was mimicking the user of a reservoir. The last figure was more authentic: while washing 

my ass with one hand, I was blowing the other arm’s wrist to imitate the sound of farting. Never losing the 

rhythm of the song, I was continuing to dance by transforming my weight from one foot to the other. Having 

realised that I started to be the target of some hostile glances and even my biological existence might be 

endangered, decided to retreat once more. Only men were laughing at this joke, if Ferhat were here, how much 

he would laugh!   

I was back to the table again, grumbling. While I was ruining myself for public interest, the 

new guy’s hands were touring around the upper parts of Serap’s legs. Disgusting woman! Although only a 

month has passed after Ferhat’s death, see what she has done. This much is unbearable. There is not a hint of 

fidelity or honour in today’s life style. 

Actually no one knew Ferhat was dead. “Anyway, was this not the ideal situation for me?” I 

had to concentrate on my own business. “If I ever come to this goddamn ballroom again, let it be the second 

and the last.”

The second might be a little under-estimation since it would be two thousandth. I started to be 

ashamed of myself though I had done nothing wrong. Those who should actually be ashamed were dying of 

hedonism.  

 To your health!

Auff, silly ass, be careful.

When I raised my glass to participate, I knocked down the beer of one of the girls. The 
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orchestra was playing “Life is not worth crying” and I could only manage to survive this mess by clapping 

hands, madly. A guy from us, called Serhan, was on the stage now, pretending to dance, while smelling the neck 

of the singer girl, along with some erotic figures.

The girl was discouraging him by some manners and by some others, she was encouraging. 

Finally a male voice said:

Will you please leave the stage?

Serhan is as unashamed as it gets. With the voice of a father he roared:

What’s wrong son? Is dancing a crime?

Serhan, bold, around his 40’s, an expert in visual arts and the real trouble, triggered the 

beginning of the end.

I do not intend to waste your time with all the nonsense as the details are a bit unpleasant. 

Shortly, we were beaten up and thrown out. Our last words were “f.ck off”, though we were f.cked off.

Shaking hands with everybody royally, I said “Goodnight, everything was perfect,” and after 

leaving them, I found a park bench, to rest and watch the sea. I started to feel the kicks I got thanks to Serhan, 

as I was getting sober. In addition to the pain in my ass and legs, my knees were bleeding. Sparrows were 

reminding me of Ferhat. Of course irrelevant, but what else could I be thinking about? One more girl was in his 

archive. He did not even mention her. Did we know her? This was so incredible, since I believed I knew 

everybody he knew. And this girl also did not worry about him or were they in a love camp?

Nonsense. Did I not kill him, I, myself? I was still suffering from the thought of Ferhat 

making love. “Hey, Ferhat, what a great guy you were, should I organise a spirit calling session for you? Even 

your spirit might chase girls around the table.”

Another nonsense. Did anyone say he was dead, so a séance could be organised?

Ferhat was alive in their world but they just did not run into him. In my world he was dead 

but we were meeting more often than ever. He was gradually occupying more and more cells of my brain. I 

have never regretted what I have done, I had no choice, because I was unable to stand his presence. But the idea 

of those damn sheets... If I had found a less interesting idea, today I would be in a better condition. Ghost at 
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home, ghost outside, like the ghost of the lover who left. “If only I had a beer here.” 

Instead, I had Ferhat again. How I was sure he would keep the Ukrainian girls as top secret 

and would arrive running, like dogs. “Ukrainians burned you Ferhat, those merciless communists. Or was it the 

video?” I was getting sober during this brain storm. Since Ferhat believed in that video tale, he already had a 

suspicion that Serap was f.cking someone else, so he found another... 

When I say video, I remember the scenes I watched over and over, The actual horror is the 

perfect sound effects: the director keeps the original recordings unchanged. Hoarse screams and coughing 

attempts, sheets being dragged on the floor, uniform and continuous slippery sound of the pulley, thunk-thunks 

of Ferhat’s head hitting the floor during the struggle. The amateur microphone used for recording also adds 

another realistic touch to the production. 

And here comes the shooting script. Director: Remzi

EXT-PENDIK COTTAGE-DAY

Birds are chirping, wind is blowing. Introduction of the setting.

INT- PENDIK COTTAGE-NIGHT

While the music plays loudly, Ferhat enters with a self-confident facial expression. Close-up. 

The question of “Where are them?” appears in his eyes, written in Cyrillic alphabet, thanks to computer editing. 

insert

Some photographs of naked girls.   

cut to… 

Remzi operates the mechanism. Then stops and reads a suicide note. During the act, Ferhat 

watches Remzi. His angry glances become mad looks as if criticising a prolonged joke. Instead of being afraid, 

he eyes get angry and hope for a miracle till the end. He starts to struggle, only a second before the rope really 

tightens. Ferhat, alive till his feet are off the ground, shakes the rope hard by his only movable organ, his head, 

trying to turn right to left or left to right. His mouth is well blocked, there is not a single word.

cut to… 

Remzi dances alone. He is drunk, cannot even stand straight, tries to climb on to a chair and 
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falls down occasionally. Plays the same tune over and over again, raises a glass to health and spills the contents 

all over.

cut to… 

Remzi spills oil around, in harmony with the music. He approaches the camera, his smile 

looks even better thanks to the wide angle lens and his right hand darkens the scene eventually. 

I tore the script and hit the road. I have decided not to watch those video tapes. Although I 

had trapped Ferhat with video, it was me who watched the video. Recently, I thought the tapes would be worn 

out because of excessive watching and bought a new device to make copies of them. Then discovering if 

different parts followed each other, different effects would be obtained, I bought an editing device. These 

purchases naturally called for some money and I would not worry you by counting the objects not present at 

home any more.  

Home sweet home. I kicked the pillow I had attached the wall. You know, it was a need every 

night.
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Slow with Selma

I woke up when the phone rang and started to work seriously, meaning, to boil some water. I need better 

reasons than a ring for answering a call, the first call of the day is but a signal for me to prepare Nescafé. The 

same boorish phone rang again.

I was on duty, preparing the biggest invention in history: water + Nescafé, a marvellous 

mixture. After eight rings, the phone stopped. (I had already sold my answering machine.)   

“Life is beautiful” I was saying to myself sitting on the toilet. (I had not sold its cover. Guess, 

in this case, the objects had been sold.) Seyfi jumped out and accelerated towards the kitchen.

Sharing home with a mouse is totally unacceptable. As a result, I was unable to shit of course. 

I left the Nescafé for Seyfi and took a breath on the balcony. Sweet sounds of street vendors of onions, 

potatoes, tea sugar (which refers to water melon) neighbours’ screams to make purchases, by simply shouting 

“grocer”, were filling the atmosphere and my lungs. 

After half an hour, the phone rang.

Hello?

Am I speaking to Mr. Remzi?

Any woman who would add the term “Mr.” in front of my name, would probably be trying to 

sell something.
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Wrong number.

I hung up but the phone was persistent.

Hello?

 Excuse me, that’s not Mr. Remzi’s place?  

Which number did you dial?

 This and this and this.

Correct, but there’s not anyone here called Remzi.

Are you sure?

Did not sound like a sales person.

 Ehmm. Not exactly.

 Perhaps you even know him?

May be yes, may be no.

 I would like to talk about Ferhat.

 ...

At Cactus Café, 15.00 o’clock. I know you, I’ll find you. My name is Selma.

She hung up. 

Although I was pretending there was nothing unusual, I found myself in front of the mirror, 

picking my nose hairs out. So I left the tweezers immediately and went to the kitchen for breakfast. Seyfi was 

already seated at the table. When it saw me, it did not finish its breakfast and went to the bathroom. "I’m sorry 

for not having acquired a hydro-massage bathtub for you Seyfi. I’ll introduce to you a friend called Ferhat in a 

little while. Enjoy each other.” I forgot about the breakfast and started to prepare an adhesive material for Seyfi, 

to place at the entrance of the bathroom. 

Then I was dressing up. Although I did not have many clothes, I had my conception of 

fashion. According to that, I wore white pants that would show my ass smaller, white shirt, white sport shoes. A 

denim coat and a tie made of denim. Not bad, huh?
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At 14.00, I was already in that goddamn place. Hiding behind the papers, I was supposedly 

drinking cappuccino. It was 14.20 when a hardly beautiful girl approached. While I was cursing to myself, she 

borrowed a paper and thank God, went away. Around 15.00, another -even worse than the former- girl came 

and sat down. To my opinion, these know-it-all girls were totally good for nothing, though they were able to 

find a man despite everything. These girls... 

How are you Remzi?

Miss Selma?

I was feeling down, such an injustice...

Yes.

How can I help you?

You are the only one who can help me Remzi. It’s been two months since I’ve not spoken to 

an intelligent man. 

“Two months?”

What do you mean?

Somehow she looked more beautiful. First of all, she looked like somebody with principles.

 Even the way you sit demonstrates how you can control the events Remzi.

How true she was!

You’re exaggerating. 

The sugar-bowl fell down, when I made the hand gesture I had learnt from Hollywood films, 

to accompany my sentence. I bent down to pick it up and that was the beginning of the end. How wonderful her 

legs were, my God! Nothing can make me suffer more than beautiful legs, you cannot imagine. I feel so weak 

and start to wait for the days the owner of those legs will get old, impatiently.

 I certainly don’t exaggerate. Extent of your intelligence and your goodwill are reflected in 

your eyes. People without evil intentions are so scare.

She has understood me. I was only listening.

At first sight, I understood you were as perfect as Ferhat described.

Suddenly my lips have dried. Perhaps he had taken even this one to bed too.
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He was always talking about you. When did you see him last Remzi?

I felt an increase in my heartbeat while licking my dry lips. I had to speak:

 I didn’t know you knew Ferhat.

Yes, we were only friends meeting occasionally.

Screaming silently “Don’t lie”, I thought of slapping her, but instead I called the waiter, with 

the hand I raised. In the mirror in front of me, a primary school boy was raising his hand to speak.

When did you see him last?

Shit! She is such a nuisance. I must not show I know the answer by heart.

 Ehmm... I’m not exactly sure, why?

 Ferhat isn’t the type who would disappear.   

I should employ the jealousy bait.

 Since you’re his friend, you must have heard about his lover.

 Serap?

She asked this question in such a disdaining manner. Actually I should admit she had more 

beautiful eyes. I went on:

Of course no. Who takes Serap seriously? I mean that Bolivian girl...

What do you mean?

Don’t you know? The wonderful one he met at Sultanahmet six months ago...

Do you admire Ferhat?

The key question that would drive me crazy.

Why? Of course no!

Your conversation proves how you are affected by him.   

Certainly not, I assure you. First of all, he wasn’t a real human.

However, the women around him were real, were they not?

You... you... Just a moment, may I please ask what you want? Why did you invite me? I’m a 

little busy nowadays. If you could tell me how I could help you briefly...

With one of her shoes partly taken off, she was swaying her leg slowly.
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 I want to talk about you a little.

“There is something wrong Remzi.”

 Please Miss...

Her legs were about to kill me.

You seem to have a very deep character.

She changed the position of her legs. I was staring at her legs as if I was hypnotised. She was 

well aware of this, but was pretending to be unaware.  

 Love and hate are very similar concepts. You look like a man whose love could be fatal.

She touched my foot with her half-naked foot. I was ruined. 

 Tomorrow, at the same time, here.

She withdrew her foot and suddenly left the table. “Look but don’t touch. That was too 

much.”

 S-see you mademoiselle.

I remained there like a dick. While screaming some adjectives such as “disgraceful, banal, 

immoral” silently, I felt like having a glass of raki, for some unknown reason. 

When Mr. Waiter brought the third glass with a cynical expression, my mind was functioning 

better. I would not come to this place tomorrow. Selma was surely playing cat and mouse with me, I was unable 

to understand her plan. Maybe Ferhat talked about me a lot and that impressed the girl, so she was after me. 

She did not have the air of being sorry about his death either.

I re-reminded myself that, there was no one but me who knew he died. Why should she be 

sorry? Some advice for you: to take the physical realities as granted, without considering what the others know, 

is a big mistake. Everybody’s reality is limited by his knowledge. The matter of Ferhat is the only field in which 

I am the best in the world now. So I have to be patient about the others’ ignorance. “How about the matter of 

legs?” you might say. I can visualise your dirty grin.

“Okay, since Selma thinks Ferhat is alive, since the story of the Bolivian girl did not interest 

her, this means she must have forgotten him. Is there a single girl not suffering because of him? So, this girl 

must have decided to take revenge, by chasing one of his friends. That friend could have been Ertan, I should 
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be happy it is me. Or Ertan and her...” 

After the fourth glass, I was vomiting in the lavatory having already forgotten both Ertan and 

Ferhat. I was already ruined at 17.00 o’clock. What a performance! I ran outside, while congratulating myself. 

“I am an asshole and if I ever come back here once more..”

I decided to forget about Selma, while swaying about, under the sun. It was an impossible 

affair that would cause other humiliations. “How would an impossible affair cause anything?” I was wrong even 

by description. Since I knew I would certainly become her dog without hesitating, if only she wanted, I dropped 

the matter.

“As a matter of fact, if she needed a dog, you would not be reading these now and I would be 

bringing slippers in my mouth to her.” Is that what you think? I am an honourable gentleman. Actually, a careful 

eye must have noticed I did not ever behave dishonourably yet. 

I relaxed in an armchair at home, to watch my last video editing, named Ferhat. Then I fell 

asleep. When I woke up by the sound of Seyfi, the poor animal was stuck and begging its killer’s help. I would 

throw it out alive, covered with glue, to make a bait for cats. Then the cat would have so much difficulty 

because of the glue. Perhaps it would not be able to get rid of that for months, it would have glue all over its 

body... Man is a horrible monster. 

Seyfi was singing like a bird. So, I went to the bathroom. When I turned on the light, it shut 

up and stared at me helplessly, after a few tries to free itself. I crouched down. It had a very pleasant face. What 

would I do, if I were in its position? Now, could I not remove the adhesive, before throwing this mouse away? 

I washed the mouse carefully in the bathtub with diluted turpentine  and then thoroughly 

rinsed it in clear cold water. When I discharged the water finally, it immediately escaped through the outflow 

hole. Perhaps I should think of feeding it but I was so busy, I would be unable to pay the necessary attention. 

Then I went to bed with the thought of the presence of other mice and placed another adhesive on the doorstep. 

The murder I committed was increasing the hatred I felt for myself by the day. It was only me 

whose life was totally ruined. Well, the landlord who lost his cottage in return for $3.000 must have been ruined 

too but this was not bothering me. What was the difference between him and the imbeciles losing their money 
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in the stock exchange markets? 

However, the whole thing about Ferhat was really becoming an issue I was unable to deal 

with. All the explanations I found for this, had already become invalid in my mind. My life full of boredom and 

inferiority complex ended, to start a new life full of anxiety and nightmares. What is worse, the matter was not 

the type that could be resolved in time. The essence of the issue was that, Ferhat’s death could not be reversed 

by repentance. How did I do that? Difficult to understand. I would do anything to reverse the events or at least 

to end this painful life. 

To end one’s own life is actually up to that person, so I want to announce the good news: I 

shall commit this. Just a moment, this is impossible before I see Selma tomorrow.

In my dream, I played chess with Ferhat, had ideological discussions, took a municipal bus 

and returned without getting off. At a pub, got into trouble again and got rescued by him from the bodyguards.

I immediately checked whether Seyfi was back when I woke up. Soon I realised it left me too. 

I then relaxed to have a cup of Nescafé, since there was still time for meeting Selma. If you are to remind me 

my promise about not going there, let me explain this way: I lied. Please do not blame me for this, you also 

would go there running like a horse, if you were in my place. Please forgive my insolence.  

I was ready for the 15.00 o’clock appointment, at 14.00 o‘clock. That was the best I could do, 

to avoid being early.

One cappuccino and an omelette please.

The waiter left the table with an indifference, suggesting he understood my mood. It was only 

14.18 when I finished all the unimportant news about the outside world, in the papers. Bitter life! Bitter life! 

The most annoying task was, continuously pushing away the lovely cat (which could be called the lovely bear) 

by my foot, which did not stop begging food. 

The cat was applying to customer (the purchaser of food) for food, instead of its owner (the 

vendor of food) and it was appointed to this position by the corporation. The corporation was almost 

transferring the food from the purchaser to the cat, by the untold words “You egoist, instead of eating the food 

yourself, give it to our poor, hungry cat.” Those who give food to the cat were better treated than those who do 
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not, at least. If they increased the prices of foods by 20% and fed the cat themselves, average cost would be the 

same for the customer and the meal would be eaten easier. That monster must have read my mind as, it tore my 

trousers. I had to keep silent.   

When Selma entered I was already wasted, it was 15.42 and I was on duty as an obedient 

server. Damn me. 

How are you Remzi?

What a calm voice!

 F-fine.

You look bored?

Well, no. I was only sitting.

Good. I was thinking about your self-sufficient character.

And you’ve tested that.

 Test? No, I was a little bit busy, that’s why I am late.  

Who did she think she was?

No problem.

 True. Especially when compared to important problems, such as global warming up...

I did not dare say “I don’t give a shit”. As if it was the time for scientific subjects, another 

Madame Curie or what? 

 Each additional centigrade degree to the average climatic heat, would cause floods in an 

area equal to that of Turkey.

I should have informed her that Turkey is a sovereign country but have not, since she was 

wearing another mini skirt.

Ozone layer...

What was the use of these? I mean the ozone hole...

 ... cancerous UV radiation...

She was swinging her leg.
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 ... environmental...

She was swinging her leg.

 ... and then nuclear power plants...

When she pulled her skirt, the visible parts of her legs were still visible, since her skirt slid 

back by the same amount she pulled. However, I swear, the invisible parts I was visualising, were now visible at 

least by one or two new centimetres, because she moved from side to side while pulling the skirt.   

Are you environment conscious?

Making fun of me? I could say “Y-yeah”.

We talked for an hour. She talked. She was very intelligent. We did not mention Ferhat. 

(“We” means “she”.) I also managed not to mention.

 Tomorrow, at the same time.

She touched my hand and left suddenly without saying a word. Mr. Waiter brought raki 

though I did not order it and left it accompanied with that same sarcastic grin. When I raised the glass to smash 

on the floor, he had already turned his back. So I had to drink it in a single shot.

I could not be dead when I went out, since someone who was dead in the beginning, should 

be more than dead in the end. 

 20p brother?

Even street urchins have raised their rates.

Are you drunk, brother?

Asshole! Instead of considering his own situation...

 Piss off!

He started an ass dance in front of me.

Can you spare me some raki brother?

I tried to walk away in an indifferent air. Are these children not victims of bad fortune? If 

only they had gas-chambers in their fortune...

I was still very cool, while he was spilling the turpentine in his coke can on my coat and then 

throwing the empty can on my back. Tell me who the fortune-victim is.
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I placed the coat in the stove at home. I found the best solution for the Ferhat issue on the 

way and understood it was time to give an end to this matter. “I will confess everything tomorrow to Selma and 

then commit suicide.” This thought put me at ease but the thought that she might call the police discomforted 

me again.

The best idea was to send a letter to the café exactly at 15.00, explaining everything and to 

take a lot of pills after making sure she received the letter. 

The next day my biggest achievement was, to start being on duty at the same table at 14.40 

instead of 14.00. The same waiter, the same cat and I, the nobleman, were all there. The waiter and the cat... 

How disgraceful they are.   

When she came at 15.32, I felt greatly honoured for it was ten minutes earlier than her arrival 

yesterday.

Do you know Remzi, what I think of?

I reminded her delay to myself and decided to protest her seriously: 

 I-I worried about you.

Worry? Why?

 Err... Never mind.

So that was how I punished her before the matter was dropped.   

Remzi, when did you see Ferhat the last time?

This had an awakening effect on me. I could take my eyes from her legs for the first time.

 Ehmm... I think, you’ve asked this before. Why? 

You should help me, Remzi.

Her mentioning my name every time was causing indescribable sentiments.

Remzi, someone must have seen him for the last time. Logically thinking, anyone who 

disappears must have been seen by someone else for the last time. I’m not the one who saw him last. I decided 

he wouldn’t disappear without informing me.

Sweat. What should I do? If I told the reality, how she would be shocked!
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 Someone who saw him last time... there should be someone... who do you think this 

someone is, for example?

New drops of sweat. Then drops become rivers as follows:

Remzi, when did you, yourself, see him the last time?  

I was not able to see legs any more and was panicking like a poisoned cockroach. “Nobody 

knows. Courage.”

She held my hand. She does not let it go. My hand sweats.

 Tomorrow, at the same time. 

I left the raki that was brought in a minute, untouched, with a considerable tip. I returned 

home by taxi and was quite alert when I arrived. What was she after? First of all, I must not behave as silly as to 

betray myself. “To lose the whole battle because of a few meaningless questions? There is not a single tangible 

evidence and no one can harm me. Has anyone seen? No. So, nobody knows.”

The next day I would propose sex in a vulgar manner and these meetings would end. I would 

even physically bother her and she would not call me any more. I would talk a lot of nonsense along with curses 

and she would finally escape.

The phone rang.

Again sweat. I thought it was her. So did not answer, waited till it ended and then unplugged 

it. Then, with Selma in my mind, I tried to masturbate but it did not harden. Instead, I prepared a hard Nescafé.

I made up my mind in two hours: after confessing to her my love and the murder, I would ask 

for some time to commit suicide. My only wish would be not to be betrayed to the police. I also packed the 

video tapes to deliver to her. 38 copies made a big package!

An instinct made me open the package that took me an hour to prepare and burn the contents 

in the stove, with the coat. I revised the events and decided there was not a single bit of evidence.

Yet, I could not sleep till dawn. I was seeing new images. At the court, the judge was 

breaking his pen while my attorney was declaring that we would appeal and my teeth were rattling as if it was 

freezing cold.
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I would like to inform you that, the possibility of your own death, is more horrifying than 

anything else. All your values are tormented and you tend to stick to life like a leech. Believe me, you would.

I would deny each and every argument. There was no evidence and how would Selma blame 

me?

Only towards dawn, I could persuade myself I was not blamed for anything and there was 

nothing to deny. I was well awake after half an hour of uncomfortable sleep. “Yes, there is nothing to deny, I 

will sexually harass her.”

I was there at exactly 15.00. Selma was earlier this time and waiting for me. She was wearing 

an ultra tight mini skirt.

How are you today, Remzi?  

How about you? 

I responded with a coquettish voice.

She touched my foot, with her foot under the table again, were my doubts all in vain? How I 

thought it was the end of life because of a simple question! My self-esteem increased.

Remzi, you’re a very attractive man.

I dropped the strategy of ending it by cursing. Moreover, I was thinking about how to start. I 

touched her hair.

 Let’s kiss downstairs, in the lavatory.

She –yes, she- whispered this and left the table. I was hearing my own heart beats. I followed 

her three minutes later, in order not to let the waiter find out. He did not care, anyway.

When I was ready to make my move,

 Remzi, on 3rd October, at 20.33, Ferhat has spoken on the phone for the last time. Was that 

you who called him?

Sweat did not just appear but gushed out. She could not know this since I called him from a 

phone booth. 

You seem to be sweating?
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She could know nothing. “Is it a crime to sweat?”

 Selma, you’re so beautiful.

She turned her face back when I attempted to kiss her. 

 Someone called him from a booth. I have the list of numbers he has spoken to.

“She cannot know. Cannot know I called. Lists are so easy to obtain? I have to carry on.”

 Selma you’re driving me crazy.

I whispered with a so called sexy voice.

Was that you who called?

My heart beat rate increased more.

N-non-nonsense...

My sexy voice was begging now.

 It was you who called. I’ve found a note on the floor, in Ferhat’s house, reading “Remzi 

23.00 Pendik”.

N-n-no.

This cannot be described even as human voice.

You invited him to Pendik and somehow he didn’t tell me this.

And she produced an old newspaper cut-out: Fire in Pendik. I froze. My lips were trembling 

and I was looking at her in complete silence.

Suddenly she gave me such a penetrating stare that, I jumped back and hit the wall with my 

head. While going backwards, I slipped and fell down. I was trying to hold on to the floor so that I would not 

be thrown back into the air. I could not take my eyes off hers. The only thing I was saying was “I didn’t”, taking 

the form of strange sounds. Like a mouse trapped by an adhesive, I was definitely adhered to the ground.

She kept on looking. This lasted an hour according to me. Then she turned back and left 

silently. 

Selma was gone when I went upstairs. I took a taxi home and started to wait for the police to 

arrive. 
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Belly Dance among Friends

I started to wait for the police at home courageously, without eating or drinking. From one armchair to 

another, then from that one to the first one back. The whole day was spent this way and I could sleep only for 

an hour during the night. I felt hunger towards dawn but was still reluctant to eat. Then the armchairs again till 

the evening, aimlessly. Ready at any moment, I would follow the police without a single objection. At the 

instant of their arrival, I would open the door wide with a single move and the question “may I see your identity 

cards?” would make them treat me carefully. Then I would say “alright gentlemen, let’s go” I would point to the 

door to imply my willingness to co-operate. Inside my bag, toothbrush and pyjamas... However, no one arrived. 

My feeling of hunger was diminishing, at least. When consistently nothing is eaten, hungriness is said not to be 

felt any more.

I spent three days doing definitely nothing. During this period, I re-considered my life as if 

playing a video tape over and over. Eventually the third day, while I was developing enormous projects between 

the two armchairs, the door bell rang!

Dialogues in my mind with the police were developed to such an extent that, while I would be 

in custody, I would make friends with them, would teach culture and arts to ordinary officers and would have 

beaten the superintendent at backgammon, by the score of 5-0. I would be the most respectable person who was 

not at all afraid of being executed. I would already be in the papers and the brightness of my apology would be 
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a lesson for the public. No need to mention I would not accept an attorney. 

“I request my own execution sir. I shall not escape from the responsibilities of a murder I 

committed. I demand the application of the usual procedure and my belongings now belong to the Children’s 

Society.” I would wear a chic coat. I would sit down before the judge’s permission... 

When the door bell re-rang, I paused and filled with panic.

“I am ruined, my God!” The bell was ringing non-stop. “What should I do? Not open it? 

Impossible to avoid the police without opening. A door means nothing to the police.” I should flee, yes.  

And without wasting time, I went to the balcony to jump down. The bell rang once more, the 

way friends would ring. I did not blink, it surely was a police trap. Somehow, there was not a sign of a police 

car or anything around.

Hey! Remzi, where are you, man? 

It was Ertan’s voice. “Everybody must know by now that I am a murderer. The end.”

Are you at home Remzi? We are worried about you.

I was not silly enough to believe that. When I lowered myself slowly from the second floor, 

the ground sucked me into it.

Page  42 of 59



Dance Contest by Armagan TEKDONER

Page  43 of 59



Dance Contest by Armagan TEKDONER

I was being caressed and saw Ertan beside me when I was conscious. 

May it soon be past, Remzi.

I realised the situation at once: I was put into hospital by the police and from my address 

book, they must have found my friends. I must have been unconscious when I hit the ground so I could not have 

been interrogated. “Now it is the right time to pretend loss of memory.”

Can you hear me Remzi? 

I was looking at Ertan’s face idiotically while he was speaking.

What a pity. We wanted to ring his bell since he wasn’t around for so many days and he 

jumped of off the balcony. Moreover, he doesn’t seem to understand us. 

He was talking to Kamil. There was no police? I kept on acting.  

He was a strange guy anyway, he stayed at home for days and jumped when his bell rang. 

What should we do?

How can I know? He may need professional assistance. What about visiting the psychiatry 

department? 

“These guys will take me to the nut house. The police? Let me go on a little more.” 

 I’m going upstairs. But who’ll pay this guy’s hospital bill? It’s obvious that he’s not sane 

any more. OK for the first aid but are we supposed to look after him for the rest of his life? 

“The pimp Ertan has already taken precautions to protect his money.” 

You’re right but we can’t leave him like this...

“Kamil, you’re great. Under such circumstances, friends and enemies are distinguished.”

 ... so you pay these first aid bills please and then we’ll think about the rest later. 

Why me?

 I’m a little bit broke nowadays.

While murmuring, Ertan went out, with the bill in his hand. “Kamil is broke? Both of them 

are pagans.”

Don’t worry you scoundrels, I’ll pay your money when I go home.

I did not continue acting since there was obviously nothing to be afraid of. 
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Hey, do you understand us?

Yes, my pimps.

 Thank God! Let me embrace you.

 Embrace me, my stingy friend.

He looked really happy, listening to my instructions of virtue.

Now you know me. If you have any doubts about the concepts such as virtue, politeness, 

generosity, honesty, devotion, honour, please do not hesitate to call me, my phone is: 0090 900 xxx xx xx

 ...treacherous you are. If anything happens to your friends, you will get lost immediately.

No Remzi, I swear... 

 Shut up, you asshole. Admit that you’re an asshole.

 I’m so embarrassed. Sometimes one doesn’t hear what he says.

Okay, okay, stop. 

Kamil was really embarrassed. They would no longer be able to ask for the first aid expenses. 

“Here comes Ertan. Let me show him too.”

You were very kind Mr. Ertan, thank you. 

Remzi, you... are you alright?

Me? Yes, how about you? I’ve heard all you said, your fear of losing a little money. I’ll 

throw your money in your face, when I get out of here. 

A complete misunderstanding...

 Forget it. I saw your real face.

Goddamn me! Money is unimportant. Please don’t try to pay me back, I won’t accept.

“I am about to get away without paying anything!”

 Please don’t talk. The more you talk, the more I pity you.

 Excuse us Remzi.

Alright, let’s forget about your behaviour this time.
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We talked about everything for a long time. I was as happy as if I was re-born, feeling like a 

brave soldier about to become a martyr but survived somehow. They were continuously apologising and I was 

talking didactically. Finally, even they are human beings so I have already forgiven them. However it was them 

that caused me to jump from the balcony, that’s why I do not plan to pay the hospital bills. I have no money 

actually, how can I pay the money that does not exist? One should be logical. I have not forgotten to borrow 

$50 from Ertan before they left. How else would I return home? The world is full of unexpected situations.

 Thanks a lot. See you soon at pubs again.

May it be past Remzi, bye. Please excuse us.

Already forgotten.

They were gone and two hours passed. How long would I stay in this boring place? A guy 

entered looking more like a veterinary surgeon than a doctor.

Yes, how are you today?

 Fine, fine.

You can’t stay long in here, I’ll send you home tomorrow. You still have to rest at home for 

a while. Best of health.  

The guy ran away. It is impossible to make these guys stay, even if in chains. On the other 

hand, they are always on time when it comes to receiving their salaries.

Move it! Your food.

Here comes the nurse: a bear. 

Move your ass, I said. Shall we always waste time on you?

My bad luck. Sighing was not working on this guy. There was no solution but to eat it, if you 

call it a meal. It smelt terrible, was less than tolerable and I could not stand it any more: 

 Even dogs would refuse this meal!

W-what? What did you say? If you don’t apologise immediately, I will f... you!

Alright, I’m sorry. Dogs would NOT refuse this meal.  

He jumped on me and took me down, pulling my arm. He dragged me out of the dormitory 

and he was taking me somewhere, through the corridor. I was keeping completely silent because of the pain and 

Page  46 of 59



Dance Contest by Armagan TEKDONER

fear. We met the doctor on the way, while moving ahead in the form of a strange couple. 

What’s up?

 Sir, this man said that...

 Said what? Where are you heading?

 Said the meals were... 

 Take this guy back immediately Murtaza, how many times you will do this?

Veterinary surgeon or whatever, he was a good guy after all. Otherwise, I was in bad shape.

And you, you’re leaving tomorrow, why don’t you behave yourself?

But doctor...

Okay, the manager doesn’t like such things. Let me warn you.

The heavy brought me back to my dormitory. I was in bed again. Bear must have decided to 

kill me of hunger as he took back the meal he brought. He was about to leave when I had to speak to him:

 Take that meal and stick it up your ass.

The heavy flew towards my bed and covered my face with that disgusting poison of potatoes. 

And then went away.

I was on the verge of crying. While trying to clean up with my hands, I was coating my face 

with frozen fat and the guys were barking.

Don’t laugh like women!

A nurse arrived in about ten minutes with a duster in her hands. Accompanied with the 

neighing like background laughter, she cleaned my face and picked some potatoes from my bed while 

expressing her sorrow:

You... I mean... such an... I mean... since you came... I mean...

I turned my face to the other side, with a worried expression. Then, she also left after this 

operation. I slept for awhile, tired and bathed in fat.

When I woke up, pigs in the dormitory were playing cards. The work day was over, the 
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doctors were gone and the dormitory was filled with cigarette smoke.   

I suddenly noticed the money I managed to steal from Ertan was gone. I thought it was right 

beside my watch, I should have hidden that. I made sure it was stolen, after having searched around thoroughly. 

So I roared:

Which one of you stole it?

What again, Remzi?

Don’t play this trick on me, you bitches, give me my money back!

What is he saying, man?

 Listen to me sirs! I’ll f... all of you. My money was right over there and it is not any more.

Are you out of your mind, Remzi? Give us peace for five minutes. Who would steal your 

money here?

 I said it-was-there, you bastards!

My voice was trembling, while I was striking the night-table with my fist, in accordance with 

the syllables “it-was-there”. Upright on the bed, I was shouting around.  

 I won’t get angry, whoever has taken it, please give it back.  

He’s a maniac!

Don’t behave treacherously, you treacherous guys!

While re-striking the night-table, I suddenly noticed some money on the floor. Reddened 

terribly, I was thinking to make them forget the matter, by keeping silent. Alas, they were going on.  

 Shut up Remzi. Men, has anybody hidden his money as a joke?

Are you out of your mind?

How much was your money Remzi?

 Forget it, leave me alone.

I could not say I found it. 

We have honest friends here. Nobody is a thief. Just a moment, how about Murtaza?

May be!

Opportunity of revenge!
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How can we prove it? Has anyone seen him?

No response. I must finish this Murtaza business. While the pigs kept on playing cards, I was 

thinking. What should I do?

I planned till dawn. Plans that would not work. Could not sleep the whole night and arrived at 

no conclusion. Anyway, the money was not stolen.  

I was sent out by the help of another heavy at 8.00 o’clock. Hospital bills were really paid by 

Ertan and Kamil.

I found nothing but lots of bills when I arrived at sweet home. I jumped directly in the bed, to 

recover from so many sleepless nights. The sheets were in a terrible condition in terms of odour but I was too 

tired to pay attention to them.

If you think I have slept, you are wrong, I just was laying in the bed. The idea that there 

might be some traces left in Pendik after the fire, has started to screw my brain.
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Ashes of a Fire

I still was not sure whether I made the right decision, while waiting for the departure of the Pendik train. 

“Murderers always revisit the place of crime,” ah? I was not that amateur to do this but somehow, I have 

already taken a seat in the train, to do so. On the other hand, the goddamn train was at rest, giving me time to 

change my mind. Would I avoid a possible mistake thanks to a train delay? After having analysed the idea, I 

eventually decided to wait, in order to prove my decisiveness. I was no longer strong enough to wait for my 

arrest at home and the only solution seemed to be a brief clean up of evidence, in Pendik.  

Today, going to Pendik by train from the central station is, as adventurous and long as, 

covering Asia continent by camel caravans. Those who have experienced either of journeys know their reasons 

and meanings. God created human with such a strange character that, journeys of this type are taken as self-

punishment mechanisms. I was not privileged either.  

The train was so slow that I thought of loading it on trucks to speed up the journey. The 

moment I realised I would need a sponsor firm, for my “Train shipment via trucks” project, we had not even 

reached the first station. I would not suggest this project since I would have difficulty in explaining the meaning 

of it, to managers driving company cars. Desperately, I slept and woke up several times on the way and did not 

leave my seat though I had an upset stomach. 

Children were throwing stones at the train, vendors with awkward goods were appearing and 
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disappearing and passengers were yelling at each other continuously. The outside world proved to be worse 

than the journey, which was even more barbarian than inside, when I finally got off the train.

Time to break fast in Pendik. The best would be to return after eating a kebab but I was so 

curious about the remains of the fire. Fires in general do not burn all the evidence out, for example the teeth of 

a human never burn. I was unlucky for having learnt such details. Besides, it was not big fun to wait for the 

police at home. So I was prepared to collect Ferhat’s teeth. 

Having reserved the right to go back at any moment, I was there, equipped with the necessary 

instruments: a torch, some plastic bags, a large case, a mask for dust, a spare pair of shoes to wear on the way 

back, gloves to avoid leaving finger prints, a sort of hat to protect my hair from ashes. I would collect all the 

traces left. I also would know if any kind of investigation has been carried out over there, during the time 

passed. In the case of no investigation, (I would understand this immediately) I would collect each and every 

evidence. In the other case, I would check if any evidence is taken and collect what remained. I was not 

expecting anyone to wait for me there, day and night.    

It was already dark, we were in Ramadan month and it was the time to break fast as I already 

mentioned. (This is the most convenient time for any kind of activity. A hungry policeman would automatically 

consider himself off duty.) The streets were completely abandoned as if a curfew was imposed.

I was really annoyed, when the dogs around a garbage can, left their hors d’oeuvres of 

Ramadan and started to follow me. “Why me?” I was trying to walk without looking scared. Suddenly I 

believed they would attack and I rushed. All three of them started to bark and run after me instantly. After 

having covered a distance of four or five metres, I slipped on the muddy street and fell down. They were 

growling around me and bathed with mud, I was hearing my heart beats approaching the limit of a heart attack. 

Dirty dogs did not attack but I was not in a very bright condition. I realised my trousers were torn when they 

went away and I was lame in my left leg. This accident could not be considered as unimportant for a patient 

who has just left the hospital. Everything took place in one minute and changed my mind completely. I would 

not do any survey in the cottage, having accepted my fate.   
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While searching among the debris, guided by the light of my torch, I was thinking I would 

even work as a worker, instead of accepting my fate. Would the curiosity kill the cat? Smelling awful, 

everywhere was wet, pretty messy and not every evidence was burnt out. Rice to be cleaned of stones, was full 

of stones. It was obvious that, neither has anyone made any investigation here nor I could burn a single 

evidence.

The first stone to be cleaned from the rice was, the pulley system. However, this task was like 

trying to clean a rice field full of asteroids or at least it was difficult, provided with the instruments I listed 

before. The proverb states that, if you want to steal a minaret, you have to prepare the bag for it. “You have the 

bag for it, but it does not fit.” So I decided to collect small items: Ferhat’s skull, teeth, bones... Though the hour 

of breaking fast has already passed, I somehow made sure nobody would come here. I also noticed no one 

visited here before. I made the necessary preparations without hurrying, wore my mask, added an accessory to 

my torch to obtain a narrower angle of light.

I started the search from the kitchen. Although it seemed impossible to find any fingerprints 

on broken glasses, I was filling plastic bags with larger ones. Consequently, the bags were full in a short time, 

torn by broken glasses and what I collected were falling down through the holes. Well, obviously I ended this 

stupid exercise. Having believed there was nothing to be collected in the kitchen, I went to the main area of 

action. I knew what I had to do, thanks to the video tapes. Sheets and ropes were completely burnt out but the 

steel hook should be somewhere. I found it after working for half an hour and I understood I would collect only 

half of the traces, if I worked till dawn. I decided to forget about the teeth or the skull and to collect only those 

that were most important. Even bringing that giant spool was a big issue, how would I take it back? If I burnt 

this cottage ten more times, the evidence would be reduced at most by 10%. I was visualising the house as if it 

was never burnt. What an idea it was, to revisit!

I froze when I heard the sound of some footsteps. I turned off the torch, held my breath and 

froze. Horrible seconds, my God! The sound was over. “Perhaps ghost of Ferhat...” I was in a bad condition. 

Was that the beginning of the road to hell? “Perhaps not a ghost but someone else... The police?” Perhaps the 

one who arrived, noticed my presence and was afraid of being noticed by me. Perhaps Selma. Perhaps me and 

Selma among the ashes... Before the eyes of Ferhat, I mean the eye holes of his skull... “Perhaps it was not 

Selma?”

Page  52 of 59



Dance Contest by Armagan TEKDONER

I decided five times to call her name and gave up. I must have been motionless there at least 

for an hour.

I was in motion again, silently walking around the cottage. Memories were haunting. (Not 

every memory is a beach adventure, some are experienced at different places. To your attention.) I toured 

several times only to find out the skeleton of my Hi-Fi system. Cables became blackened copper. Walls, floors, 

everywhere... Black. Despite all, with time human eye was successful enough to differentiate the colours, even 

under that black sheet.   

I finally realised there was nothing I could do. It was more dangerous to go out armed with 

that huge pulley, than to simply leave it here. The most meaningful thing to do in here could be, to have one 

more bottle of champagne. I would do that too, if I could find a single unexploded bottle but I at least 

succeeded to burn the house to the extent that no such bottle was left. Better than no result.

The same dogs were around the same garbage can when I went out. Having sniffed me for a 

while, they all ran away, at their highest speed. I understood that moment, I smelled worse than the garbage and 

looked like a Zombie. I disposed off the glasses and the hook where the dogs were. The pro of this search was, 

to discover that there had not been a previous search and the con was, to take new risks: how would I return 

home without attracting attention?

When I took the train back, I happily witnessed that the average passenger was no better than 

myself. Those dirtier than me, covered with more ashes than me, smelling worse than me, wearing not only torn 

trousers but completely torn clothes, deadly wounded... All were in this train. I was looking at these friends 

sympathetically, feeling so comfortable, since none has ever taken a look at me.
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Final Movement

After two months, I was still limping. I hope, I have not warped! 

Nobody came to arrest me. Everyday, I was implementing my usual nutrition policy: Nescafé. 

I was in love with Selma, more than the day before and less than the day after, as in the scene from “Love 

Story”, since her complete disappearance. With the hope that she might call, I was waiting beside the telephone. 

Buying food from the grocer on credit, I was living on pasta; never leaving home. I was estimating the phone 

line would be disconnected one of these days. I had not even a mouse, to accompany me. Anyway, this house 

did not present the ideal conditions for a mouse, if the mouse did not intend to go on a diet. The grocer was a 

more serious threat than the police now, I was scared to death that the guy would arrive and ask for some 

money. If I did not start to work, the near future did not look very bright.

My new life began with a review of the vacancy ads, in a paper I stole from the neighbour’s 

door. Festival of the Sacrifice was approaching. The ad read as follows:

“Dynamic male person, to collect sheep skin during the feast, for the benefit of our society.  

Morality Foundation. Apply to Mr. Muslim.”  

I was already on the phone. There was not a single company but this, looking for personnel 
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without pre-requisites.

An automatic answering system, then a modern operator, then Mr. Muslim:

Yes, what, who are you?

Me, sir... err, sheep skin distribution, I mean collection... 

Okay, come at 11.00 o’clock.

He hung up, the rough guy. I had to ask the address by calling the operator one more time.

I was there exactly on time. After an hour of waiting there, Mr. Muslim accepted me. I was 

not in a position to protest.

Yes dear, we have small trucks, your area will be this. The driver only drives, you will 

knock at the doors, you will collect the skins and you will load the truck. The sentence you’d say by heart to 

each household is, as written here: 

He gave me a paper.

“The skin you shall donaite us, both benefit for street children and then you aqcuir merit.  

Thank you for your parcipitation.”

Read this every time dear, otherwise, you’ll collect less, and receive less commission.

Great text sir! And you said commission?

Yes dear. 50 cents per skin. If you accept, of course.

Al right sir.

You go and meet the friends dear, they’ll teach you how.

Ill fate! Although I knew workers were called “friends” in Turkish, I was having difficulty in 

accepting the situation since I myself was a “friend” too, from now on. “Tomorrow at 6.00 o’clock!” F.ck !  

“What was the use of living?” I thought to myself when I arrived home. To work, to make a 

living! What a big injustice. Actually animals should be working and human beings should be laying on the 

grass. I would plan an administration system to realise this, would establish a political party, would make 

money and would transfer the money for the benefit of street urchins.
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Do not take me as an idiot, I am joking.  You must have understood by now I do not waste 

time unnecessarily on unnecessary plans. 

I was indeed bored, during the period I stayed home. So I called Ertan and invited him to a 

pub. I told I was temporarily out of money and he accepted to buy drinks for me, he had no other choice. They 

cannot entertain themselves without me. A new life. A prestigious position, wonderful dances and new chicks.

Perhaps my new position might not be extremely presentable, okay I agree. However, even 

though everything seemed unchanged, the change was in me. Me once again, love again! I was ambitious 

tonight. 

“New scoundrels commence,” you say? Perhaps, but if you keep calling unlucky events 

happened to you “unfair” and “scoundrel” to the others... Skip these please. 

Street urchins, chicks, followers of chicks, novices of followers of chicks, as a summary ass-

holes and ass-hairs, altogether we were on the main street. Ah, there was also Serap and a new idiot, in love 

with her. An old, ugly, bandit looking and vulgar guy. “I hate Serap.” While I was feeling such innocent 

sentiments towards her, the others were f.....g her. We were on the way forming a large group. To change the 

monotonous air, I thought of joking a bit: 

Speaking to Serap:

 Excuse me, have you got an eraser? 

Remzi, when will you graduate from the elementary school? 

No mademoiselle, the matter has nothing to do with my education but with your fate. I 

would give the eraser to that friend, so that he would erase your fate.

Neither my friend, nor I need your suggestions. 

 E-eraser ah-ah.

Why do you behave this way? When are you gonna be a normal man?

 I mean... Err... Eraser, eraser...

The vulgar guy:

Mind your own business pal. When I hit, the ground will hit you also.

Page  56 of 59



Dance Contest by Armagan TEKDONER

What? Err... Yeah, ah-ah.

“One should avoid this kind of guys.” Somehow, I erased the eraser joke. As a result, I 

needed the eraser. And me, as a dumb servant, I was walking among the group. Disgusting guy (Some are 

disgusting, some are not. This cannot be discussed. Those who are not disgusting are appointed to judge the 

disgusting ones.) was holding the belly of Serap with his hairy arm, (though I was unable to see his arm, his arm 

should be surely hairy) with the other hand, he was shaking the keys of his snobbish car (keys were too far from 

me to identify as car keys but they must be car keys and the car was surely snobbish) and was walking. Serap 

was accompanying him too closely, certainly for money. (I did not see any evidence about his riches, though I 

had no doubts about that.) Otherwise, with a man of her father’s age (it was difficult to guess his age but this 

was evident since he was rich) what sort of relationship could have been possible? (I did not witness any 

relationship but believe me.) 

I arrived at a conclusion, provided with the undeniable evidence above. 

“You disloyal characters, this is more than bearable. Lower left corner of hell is reserved  for 

you.”

As a result of the trial I conducted, my last and final decision was that. No prejudices! 

However, that hairy, car dealer and rich dotard would survive even if Serap was his mistress, because the death 

penalty had been abolished according to the instructions of the European Union.   

We were in the ballroom. As if it was a big deal, lots of chic people were arriving at this cell 

of cigarette smoke. “God have mercy on them.”

 I shall thrust a stick into fate’s wheel. 

The singer was screaming. As he was saying “stick”, everyone was thrusting an imaginary 

stick, in the form of an arm, into the air. Someone said:

A postcard from Selma. She says she has started her graduate studies in Boston.

I was down, frozen and I forgot the guys around. “She did not betray me, then?” I must have 

been happy but was unhappy. Why? “Damn the fortune and the stick and the wheel.” I got rid of both Selma 

and Ferhat without being blamed for anything. I could now go to Boston and kiss her feet. “She could have told 
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me at least that she would go.”

What would be my title during the visit? Honourable murderer of her lover? Why did she not 

betray me? She was pitying me and I knew pitying never transforms to love. This was as obvious as I should 

die. What was I waiting for to commit suicide? 

I left the table with cool and decisive manners. For I did not order a drink, there was not a bill 

to pay except the ones at home. I went out silently, pretending to go to the lavatory.

Here I was at sweet home. I did not condescend to hit the poor pillow. No letters written, 

nothing. I removed the 20 boxes of pills I bought a long time ago, from their packs (this took me twenty 

minutes) and filled a large beer glass with these. And to be able to swallow them, I filled three large beer 

glasses with beer.
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Then I suddenly discovered the idea to tell you all about it and wrote this book without a 

break. I threw the pills into the waste basket eventually. Beer? I was thirsty and drank them all, while writing. I 

was not going to spoil all that beer. I hate unnecessary consumption. Please understand that, one, I shall not 

collect sheep skins tomorrow, two, I shall write a letter and send a carnation to Selma on February 14, St. 

Valentine’s day, and three, do you think I am so stupid to commit suicide?

First of all, what I did, cannot be considered as a murder since nobody knows. Moreover, I 

have some good news for you: Ferhat actually did not die, his soul lives in our hearts.

Istanbul, September 1998
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