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Tesekkiirler

Ermenistanda beni evimde hissettiren birlikte dans ettigim arkadaglarim

Hasmik, Sona, Mariam, Vanuhi, Nina, Aram, Anna, Arash, Hayk, Artyom ve Murata,

Beni ilk giinden itibaren sevgiyle karsilayan Armenuhi’ye,

Ermenistanda bulundugum siire boyunca beni agirlayan

ICAya(Institute of Contemporary Arts) yani Nazareth ve Anna’ya,

Bir siire ev arkadaglarim olan Cafer, Taina, Pedro ve Ezequiele,

Beni pek ¢ok kisiyle tanistirarak sehirle baglantimi giiglendiren, destegini her zaman hissettigim,
ayn1 zamanda bu kitabin Ermenice ¢evirisini yapan Nisana,

Pek ¢ok heyecanimi paylasan Alizée'ye,

Hikéyelerini dinlemekten ¢ok keyif aldigim Kyle’a,

Giizel sohbetler ettigimiz Haruta,

Komgsum Manuka ve Hasmike,

Ermeniceyi ¢ok severek 6grenmemi saglayan 6gretmenim Ruzanna’ya,

Sokakta tesadiifen tanisarak arakdas oldugum Kevorka,

Evlerindeki bir aksam yemeginde, kirk y1l 6nceki aile sarki kayitlarini benimle paylasan Sevana,
Beni Elegoze davet eden Osman’a ve Harund,

Arenide beni agirlayan Davide,

Gumi Shuga pazar yerindeki Artak’a ve tim pazarcilara,

Sokaklarda muhabbetini benimle paylasanlara,

Beni Guimrir'ye davet eden Anna’ya, orada beni sicaklikla karsilayan Daron ve ailesine, Karo'ya,
Yasadigim siireci goriiniir kilmaya yardim eden Aykana,

Gordiigi duyuruyu benimle paylasarak Ermenistan’a gitmeme vesile olan Seymaya,
Hikéyelerin kivilcimlarinin olugsmasinda katkisi olan flhan’a,

Beni Erivana ugurlayip sonrasinda ziyaret eden Gokgente,

Beni destekleyen arkadaglarim Elsen, Giince, Selma,Aycan, Ezgi, Birsen,

Setenay, Elif, Soner ve Cerene,

Buket, Pemra, Tansu, Deniz, Ali Can, Gozde, Dilara, Mehmet, Sena’ya

ve tim ODTU Cagdas Dans Toplulugu’na,

Aygestan bir sergi olacakken, pandemiyle birlikte kitaba doniismesi siirecinde yanimda olan
Mine Soylere,

Kitap heniiz taslak asamasindayken heyecanimi detayli yorumlariyla paylasan Semih Ali Aksoy’a,
Kitap siirecinde yorum ve diizenlemeleriyle bana biiyiik bir destek veren Oktay Ozele,

Ingilizce gevirisinin {izerinden &zen ve incelikle gegen Claire Ozele,

Bursada mahallemde Ermeniler’in izlerini ararken, Ermeniler’le direk ilgili olmasa da anilarini
paylasarak izlerin hikéyesini olusturan, mahallemin yasl teyzelerine, daglarin yamaglarinda
tanistigim Kisilere,

Bursadaki siiregte yanimda olan annem Hatice, babam Mustafa ve kardesim Utku Bostancr'ya,
Kitabin ilerleyemedigi bir donemde beni Antakya'ya davet ederek kitabin bir kilidinin agilmasina
vesile olan Melisa ve Aslr'ya, Antakyaya ve Ali'ye,

Ermenistan hikayelerimi Isvigre'ye tastyan ve orada yasadiklarimla Uludag’a yaklasmama vesile olan

Leaya, Yvese, Evaya ve tiim ailesine,
“Hrant Dinke ve dostlarina”,

SunphwywinpnLu

Swuywuncd U 2unphwywincpyntt hwynub)
hu puytpubpht, nud hbn wwnb) GU Rwjwuwnwunid® wudhyhl, Unuwjhu, Uwphwdhl, Ywunchniu, Lhuwght,
Upwdhu, Uulwjhu, Upw2ht, Iwyht, Upwjndhu W Untpwunhu.

UpuJBunchnil, nd wnwehu huy opdwuhg uhpny punnLutg hué.

ICA-hU* dwdwlwlwyhg wpybunh huunhwnnwnhl, wjuhlpl® Lwqupbehu W

WUlwjhu™ 3wjwuwnwuncd gunuybine pupwgpntd huéd hjnLppuywiGint hwdwn.

Bwdbnhu, BwhUwihu, MEnpnjhu W EqGYhGHU, nwd hwn Unyu tnwul Bup Juwgt) npn2 dwdwly.

Lowlhu, ny wdpwwlnbg hu juwp pwnwph hbwn' swunpwgltinyg hud pwquwehy dwpnyuwlg hbwn, npnug
wowygnpjntup uhawn qawgh, W ny bwle wju ghppp pwpguwutg hwGptu.

Ulhagbhu, ny hué hbwn yhubg hd 2w hnegdniuplbnp.

Luwjhu, nud ywwndnipyntuubpp UGd hwénypny Eh juncd.

Swnpniphu, nud htwn gbintghy gnnygutin nlubgwup.

hwpliwlubphu® Uwuncyhu W 3wudhyhu.

hu nLunigsnihh NinLquiiiwght, nd, hué 2wwn uhpbind hwjtptu unynpbgntg.

Qlnpghl, nud thnnngnud ywinnwhwpwn swunpwgw nL puyGnpwguw.

UlLwuhu, ny hptug tnnwlp 6wh dwdwuwy hué hbwn Yhubg hp punnwublywu Gpgbph® pwnwunll twph wnwy
wnpyws dwjuwgnnipynLuutpny.

OudwUhu W 3wnnLuhl, nptp hud hpwyhptghu Wjwajwag.

UnpGBUhnwd hud hjncppuywiws Ywdheht, Upunwyhu W Qnwdh 2ncyuwgh pninp Juéwnwywuubnhu:

Lnpwlg, nyptn thnnngned Yhuned EhU hud hGuin hpBug gnnygp.

Uulwyhu, nd hué hpwyhpbg Qynudnph.

SwpnuhU W Upw punwUuhphu, nyptp pGpdnpGu punnlughu hué wjlwntn.

Ywpnjhu W Wpwluhl, np oqubg, np hd wwnwbdp wnGuwlbih (huh.

Chjdwjhu, np Yhuybg hua htin hp inbuwd hwjinwpwpnipjwdp W npwuny wnhp hwunhuwgwy hu* wjwunwl
quuwnt hwdwp.

hlhwUuhU, np Lwywuwnt) E ywwndnipjntuubph wnyw)dnidubph wnwywgdwun.

QynpsGUhU, ny huéd Gplewl dwluwwwphGintg hGwnn wygbiag hué.

hu puytpubphu® EpBuhlu, Qyncusthu, UGidwhu, Wpwuhu, Eqghhu, RhpuBUupu, UGeGuwihu, Ejhdhl, Unubphu W
QbLpGUhU, npnup wowlygbghu hué.

PnLpbwnhlu, Swuunyhl, MGUpwihu, MY6uhght, Uih Quiuhu, Qngnthu, Hhiwnwihu.

Uthdtnhu, UGLwjhu W UGpdwydnp Upltiph wiuuhjuywu hwdwjuwpwuh dwdwuwywyhg wwnh hwdnyehu:

Uhut UnylGphu, nn hd Ynnphu Ep hwdwsdwpwyh wywndwnny «Wjgbunwl»-p gnigwhwuntuh wnbupny
UGpYwywgutnL thnfuwntBU gnpph yGpwdEinL gnpdpupwgnid.

UtGJhh Uih Upunjhu, np Yhutbig hd hniguniupp hp dwupwdwul dGluwpwlunceynlultnnd, Gnp ghppep nbnliu
Uwhuwgswihu thnunud Ep.

Oppw) Ogblhu, np hua UGdwwbu wewlygbg ghppp Ywagutint pupwgpnid” hp uGluwpwuncpniulbpny W
hudpwagpwywu w2huwwnwlpny.

L16p Oqgtihu, ny npwnhn W uppwlywwnnpbU fudpwagntg wuglGptGu pwngqUwlnieinLup:

huswbu bwle hd pwnwdwuh wwnkg Yuwuwug, np Uhly Gu Anpuwh® hd punwdwuncd hwytph hGuwptn

Eh thunpned, Upwlp, wudhpwlwunpBU wnusnipinit sniublwind hwyGph hGwin, huéd hGn Yhuybghu hpBug
hhannnipyntlupny W untndtighu htwptph wwwdnipnLup.

Upwug, nud hwunhwbgh |Grutph jwugkphu.

dwjnphyhu, hnpu W Gnpnpu, ndptp Ancpuwnid huad hun Ehu nng gnpdpurwgh pupwgpnty.

Rwphgthu, UnLunwdwihu W NLppnt Rnuwnwlgphu.

Utlhuwhu W Wuphu, ndptp, Gpp gnph w2huwwnwupltpp wnwy sthu quned, hud Uupwphw hpwdhptind® wnhe
Gnwu gnph Ynnuitiph pwgdwln.

LGwjhu, hyhu, GJwjhu W Upwug nng puwnnwuhphu, nnp oqutghu, np hd hwjwuwnwUjwl wwwndniejnlultnp
thnfuwnnybu SyGjgwnhw® hud wyth dninbgubind Nnunwinhu (Gr hd sUunwdwjpned)* wjuntn ntubgws hd
thnpéwnnipjntulGpny.

«3pwlwnn Hhupp W Upw puybpubppy» bwhuwaébnunLejwup:

Thank you

to my friends in Armenia who made me feel at home and danced with me -

Hasmik, Sona, Mariam, Vanuhi, Nina, Aram, Anna, Arash, Hayk, Artyom and Murat;

to Armenuhi, who welcomed me with love from the very first day,

to ICA (Institute of Contemporary Arts) - Nazareth and Anna, who hosted me throughout my time in Armenia;
to Cafer, Taina, Pedro, and Ezequiel, who were my housemates for a while;

to Nisan, who introduced me to many people, strengthening my connection with the city and always offering support,
and who also translated this book into Armenian;

to Alizée, who shared many of my excitements;

to Kyle, whose stories I thoroughly enjoyed listening to;

to Harut, with whom I had wonderful conversations;

to my neighbors, Manuk and Hasmik;

to my teacher, Ruzanna, with whom I'loved to learn Armenian;

to Kevork, who I met by chance on the street and became friends with;

to Sevan, who shared with me his family’s 40-years-old song recordings during a dinner at his home;

to Osman and Harun, who invited me to Elegoz;

to David, who hosted me in Areni;

to Artak and all the vendors at the Gumi Shuga market;

to those who shared their conversations with me in the streets;

to Anna, who invited me to Gyumri, and to Daron and his family, and Karo, who warmly welcomed me there;
to Aykan, who helped to make my experiences visible in media;

to Seyma, who shared the announcement of the exchange programme with me and led my journey to Armenia;
to Ilhan, who contributed to the sparks of stories coming to life;

to Gokgen, who saw me off to Yerevan and later visited me;

to my supportive friends Elsen, Giince, Selma, Aycan, Ezgi, Birsen, Setenay, Elif, Soner, and Ceren;

to the METU Contemporary Dance Community - Buket, Pemra, Tansu, Deniz, Ali Can, G6zde, Dilara, Mehmet, Sena and to all the members;

to Mine Soyler, who was by my side during the process of transforming Aygestan from an exhibition into a book due to the pandemic;

to Semih Ali Aksoy, who shared my excitement throughout the drafting stage of the book with detailed feedback;
to Oktay Ozel, who provided great support through comments and edits during the book development process;
to Claire Ozel, who carefully and precisely went over the English translation;

to the elderly women in my neighborhood in Bursa, who, while not directly connected to Armenians, shared their memories with me, contributing to the story of traces;

to the people I met on the slopes of the mountains;
to my mother Hatice, my father Mustafa, and my brother Utku, who were with me during the process in Bursa;

to Melisa and Asli, who invited me to Antakya at a time when the book wasn’t progressing, unlocking a new phase of its journey, and to Antakya and Alj;
to Lea, Yves, Eva, and all their family, who helped to carry my Armenian stories to Switzerland and brought me closer to Uludag (a mountain in my hometown) through my experiences there;

to “Hrant Dink and his friends” initiative.



Bu benim Ermenistana gidisimden baslayarak bugiine kadar gelen seyahat haritam.

Anlatacagim hikayeyi kendimden bagka bir zemin tizerine kuramayacagimi fark ediyorum. Doéntip dolasip vardigim sey,
neyin gercek ya da dogru oldugundan ¢ok, insan algisinin onlar1 nasil birlestirdigi. Ne olup bittiginden ¢ok, o hikayeyi nasil
kurdugumuz. Sanki hikdye de bu harita gibi. Nereye gittigimizin, noktalarin bir 6nemi olmadan ¢izgilerin olusturdugu desen,
hikayenin kendisi oluyor.

Elinizdeki kitabin kurgusu da biraz bu desenin olusumu gibi.
Birbirinden ayr1 goriinen hikayeler, ugradigim insanlar, kurdugum diisiince zincirleri, okuyucunun belleginde onun kendi
hikayesine baglanacak. Her okuyucunun deseni bagka olacak.

Uw hd dwdthnpnuywu pwpwnbqu E' ujuwd hd™ 3wjwunwl juwnwnpwd wighg:

Gu ghunwygnud Y wwundnipyniup, nnp gwuywunwd GU wjuintn wwwdt), hhdujwé £ dhwju hud Jpw, hd nlubgwd
thnpéwnnipjwl W hd wnGuwdh yGpwpetpw hd puywineduGph ypw: Wyth 2wwn duinnpnudubph ypw, pwu hpwwuncpjwl,
thwuwnBph Ywd d2dwpunniejwu. dwpnywjht puywnidu EwdBU pwu hpwp Yuwwnnp: Ui, 6 huswtu Gup UGUp wwundnienitup
ywnnigned, Ywnpnn £ wyGih YwplnpdGl, pwu pncu pndwiinuiyneeynicup, wubihpp: Wn wwwndneeyndul wubu wju puwpnbgp
(huh: Ny G UGp pnUwé nunnnieinitlp, wj| UGn wpwhGunubpu Gu dLwynpnud gdtph Uh wwuwnytp, npp wuywhu YGwnkphg,
hupuhU wpntU wwndnipinLl £ nwnuncd:

Wju gnpph ujnLdtu £ hus-np YEpw Ldwu wywwnytp £ dlewynpned:

Ulygrhg hpwphg wnwudhu pqwgnn wwwundniyntuutpp, hd hwunhwwd dwpnhy, Ywnnigwdu dnwhu 2npwutnp yuhwlwl
puptngnnutph ubthwywl wwwndnipnluubphUu® twpptp, hpwn hGn uw snltubgnn Juinptpnud: UJGU pupbpgnnh dnun
wnwowgwsd wwuwnybtpp tnwpptn £ (huGne:

This is my travel map, starting from my trip to Armenia.

I am aware tha t the story I am going to tell is only based on myself, my experience and how I perceived what I noticed. On
reflection, rather than reality, facts or truth, it is human perception that unites things, linking everything in one way or another
to each other. How we set up a story can matter more than the content, what it is about.The story is like this map; rather than
focusing on our destination, it is our path that forms a pattern of lines, regardless of the ultimate dots, becomes the story itself.

The fiction within this book in a way also forms a similar pattern.
Stories that initially appear to be separate, unrelated to each other - the people I met, the train of thoughts I established - all will
connect to readers’ own stories, each different in unconnected minds. Every reader’s pattern will be unique.




Swjwunwuh JwuhU wywuwndned GU npwGu pnLpphwgh’ gwulywuwiny Jhwgub] wju, phusp cwdwuwyp, uwhdwulutp qotiny, pwdwub) E...

Bir Tiirkiyeli olarak Ermenistan’ anlatiyorum, zamanin sinirlar ¢izerek ayirdigini birlestirmek...

BULUSTUGUMUZ YERLER Ucr IULYhMUG Yusrsre
THE PLACES  WEVE MET

I tell you about Armenia as a person from Turkey, wanting to connect what time has separated by drawing boundaries...



sokak hnnng street













Yagsam anacaddelerin arkasindaki ara sokaklarda kendi halinde
akiyor. Caddenin araba ve insan akisindan azat olmus, kendi
ritminde. Yolu diismeyenin pek ugramadig: bu ara sokaklara
yolumu diisiirmek, bir yasam seyri sunuyor bana. Yiiriiytisiim
yavasliyor, yavaslayan yiiriiytisiimle bana goz kirpan detaylar
¢ogaliyor.

Bazen bir yere ¢ikip ¢tkmayacagini bilmedigim daracik bir yol bir
avluya ¢ikariveriyor beni, her kdsesinde bir yasam izi.

Mnnnunwlutph Gunnuwdwunwd gunuynn Uppwgpltpnud Yywlplu hn
hniLund E pupwuncd: LEnhY thnnngubpp, wquunywd ubpGuwutnh W
Jwpnyuwug hnuphg, hptug uGthwlywu nhpUu GU qupgwguntd. wjuntn
quwihu BU Jhwju Upwlp, ndpbp hus-np hunwy ywwndwn ntubu npw
hwdwn: “nLpu quiny Uppwugpltph gwlghg' Gu Ywuph wy nhpUtp GU
pwgwhwjnnid: Gpp pwyGpu wytih GU nwunwntguncd, hud wspny Gu
wunwd inbnwuph JwupwdJdwuuntpjnLuutnp:

Swbdwhu Ubnhy thnnngutinp, np sghuinth E' nup GU tnwiuned, hué
hwugunwd EhU pwy, npuintn wdBu wuyncuncd Yjwuph hGunptp ughu

nweoywo:

Behind the main streets, life in the alleyways flows in its own way. The
narrow streets, freed from the flow of cars and and the masses of people,
develop their own rhythm, visited only by those who have a specific
reason to go there. Making my way through the network of alleyways,

I discover different life courses. Walking more slowly, I notice details
winking at me.

Sometimes following a narrow path that led nowhere, I could find myself
in a courtyard with traces of life in every corner.



Ermenistan, o sokaklarla bulustugum yer.
Gu wyn ubnhy thnnnguGpnud 3wjwunwuhu guwi:

Armenia is where I met with those tiny streets.
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Burayi, Ankaradan tanidigim Mazlum ve Maya
isimli iki kopege benzettigim sokak kopeklerini
takip ederken buluyorum. Onlarin kogarak
dondiigii ara sokaga doniiveriyorum ben de
ana caddeden.

[k andan kendime tanidik belledigim bu
koseyi ziyaret ediyorum ara ara, yolunu
bulabildigim zamanlarda. Oyle ara bir yerde ki,
her zaman buldurmuyor kendini.

Yasama boyle kiiciik detaylarda tanik olmak.

Tanimak, tanidik olmak, tanidik olana gitmek;
ona tanik olarak, kendine, diinyaya tanidik
kalmak.

Uh on' YGuophl, Uywuwnbgh Gpynt pwihwnnn
2nLl, npnug Udwubtgnh Wuywpwynud hd
hdwgwd pwithwnnn 2utphu® Uwgindhu no
Uwjwjhu: Mncpu quiny gifuwynp thnnnghg®
Gu £ Upwug hGwnlhg nGwh wyu Uppwlgpp
pwjagh:

36Ug np wyu wuyntup nGuw, wju hud
hngthwpwaquwun pYwg: dwdwuwl wn
dwdwlwy wjgbnud Eh wyu wuyncup,

RGW wju gwnubp Jhow sk, np hbown En:
(Gwplywd En. wju wynpw £ hGown hpGu sep
gnLgwnnpncuy:

Yjwlphlu wwlwwntu |hub] wjuwhuh
dJwupniplubph Jty:

Qhunwygt, swlwst|, sSwunpwlw;
Ulw] wywlwwnbu® Jhdunyu dwdwuwy
SwunpwUuwny hd unp 2ppwwywinhl, Juw

hwuwnwwntiny hupu hué htwn, w2tuwphh htwn:

One afternoon, I noticed two stray dogs, which
reminded me of two I knew in Ankara- Mazlum
and Maya. Leaving the main street, I wandered
after them down into this alley.

The moment I saw this corner, it felt familiar.
Several times I returned to visit it, though it wasn’t
always easy to find. Hidden away, it didn't reveal
itself easily.

To witness life in such small details.

To realize, to recognize, to become familiar.
Remaining a witness, while growing familiar with
my new surroundings; simultaneously connecting
with myself and the wider world.









Kaldigim mahallede ara sokaklarin birinde, evime
en yakin bakkal. Disaridan bakinca igeride birinin
olup olmadigini anlamak gii¢. Oradan aligveris
yapana kadar, yasl bir ¢ift olan saticilarini
gorememigtim.

Erivanda mahallelerde, ara sokaklarda boyle
bir¢ok kiigiik ditkkan var, yalnizca o mahallelinin,

ya da oradan gegenlerin ihtiyacini karsilamak igin.

Ayakkabi tamircileri, terziler, firinlar ve manavlar.

Gplewunwd hd tnwul wdtGuwdnun gunuynn drGpwihu
huwlntep Uppwugpubphg UGynwd E: Gt thnnnghg
LwjGu, nddwp £ wub]’ UGpunwd Jwpn Yuw, R ny:
Gpp uyutbgh wjuinbnhg wnlnnp wub], tnGuw® nn
inbGpGpp lnwptg uh gnuq Gu:

Gpliwunwd Udwl thnpp fuwuncRUGP 2wwn ywl®
inbuwnwwnhg htnnt, hwpliwUu UppwlugpuGpnd:
“pwlp nbnh puwyhutnh ud wugnpnutiph
Ywnphputph hwdwn Gu:

Unoywywpwungubp, nGpédwyh nnwnwywnpubn,

hwgwpnrytntuh W pwlupwnpbnGu-dngh fuwuncpUGn:

The closest grocery store to my home in

my Yerevan neighbourhood is in one such
alleyway. Looking in from the street, it can be
hard to tell if anyone is inside. Once I started
to shop there, I got to know the elderly couple
that ran the shop.

Yerevan has many such small stores, out of
sight in tiny neighbourhood alleyways - stores
there to meet local needs, or those of the few
who happen to pass through.

Shoe repairers, tailors, bakeries and
greengrocers.









Ermenistanda pazara, markete gitmek giindelik rutinimin bir

pargasi. Kahvaltilik bir seyler almak niyetiyle ¢cikiyorum, neredeyse

her seferinde sokaktaki bir sey ilgimi ¢ekiyor, bir iki hikaye beni
yakalayiveriyor ve ben iglerinde geziniyorum. Her sokak bagka, kendine
has bir hikayeye a¢iliyor.

Bazen kameram bir sohbetin baglangic1 oluyor.
Artik kameramin ne ise yaradigini biliyorum, o bir iletisim araci.

Gplewuncd onLyw, uwunce quwiu hd wnonjwih Jh dwul Ep: “ncpu
Eh quihu Uwhuwbw2h hwdwn hus-np pwutnp quiin, W gpbrt wdtu
wlquwd wyn Uppwgputinhg JGyncd hd nppwnpnipintuu hus-np pwl Ep
gpwyncd: UJGU Jh Uppwlgphg UGy Ywd Uh pwuh wywwndneniu Eh
hwdwpnid: UJEU Uh Uppwugpe hp nLpnyb ywwndneegniul ncup:

GpptUu tnGuwhughyu Gnypununcejwl uyhgp Ep nununcd:
UpnGU pwgwhuwywnt GU npw gnpdwnnyeU hud hwdwn. wju
hwnnpnwygncpeiniu fupwunn gnndhp L:

In Yerevan, my routine included regular visits to bazaars, stores and
grocery shops. Leaving home perhaps wanting to get something for
breakfast, nearly every time something in an alleyway catches my eye;
my mind picks up on another story, or two, and wanders oft pondering
on a different aspect. Each alleyway triggers are unique.

Sometimes my camera triggers a conversation. I now discovered a new
function. It can be a tool for establishing connections.












Zihnim benzer olanin, ortak olanin izini Uhuwnpu pwntiph, nuntihph W thnnngutiph My mind seeks similarities, those that I can
stirtiyor. Kelimelerde, yemeklerde, sokaklarda... Utp UdwunteynLlutp £ thuwnpned... recognize - in words, in food, on the streets...




3
3

“Avare olayim «UWlpwl |hubd, “May I be lazy,
Diisiincesiz olayim Wuwnwuwny |hutd, May I be tactless,
Evinde siipiirge olayim.” Qtp nwl wytp |hubU»:

May I be the broom in your
house”




Biiyiidiigtim mahallenin arka sokaklari, Erivan’in arka sokaklarina
karisiyor. Sinirlar: belirsiz, sokakla i¢ ice gecen bahgeler.

Bir yere ¢ikip ¢ikmayacagindan emin olamadigim, yine de ne zaman
ylriiylip gitsem beni hep bir yere ¢ikaran dar sokaklar.

Bursada mahallemin arka sokaklarindaki evler yamaglara kurulu,
birkag katli ve bahgeli. Belki mahallemize ¢cocuklugumun son
donemlerinde tasindigimizdan, belki de apartmanda yastyor
olmaktan, pek girmedigim, yabancisi hissettigim arka sokaklarin;
Ermenistandayken bana getirdikleri his tanidiklik.

PnLpuwh’ pd UGdwgwd pwnwdwuh Uppwlgputnp Uhwhuwnuynid
GU GplLwuh Uppwlgputphu: Wuhunwy uwhdwlubpny wyghubpp
dhwhjnLuyned Bu thnnngutphu: @6W wju Utn thnnngutpp, Ywndtu
[eG, hUs-nn huwnwy winbn s6U Lwuncd, wJGU wugwd npwlgny
pwyitihu Gu dhoawn Jh inbin hwyinuyt) GU:

PnLpuwh’ pd pwnwdwuncd innutpp yuwnnigwd Gu pincputph
Unw. npwup unynpwpwn Uh pwuh hwnyhg U pwnywgws,

huy wyghutpp qunhpwhh ypw Gu: Gu hud onwn Eh qgned
PnLpuwjh pwnwdwuh Uppwlgputnnid, Uhgnigtb nw bpwuhg En,
nn JGup wjuwntin mbnwihnfuyt) Epup, Gpp Gu tnwup nwpGywu

Eh, Yywd JhgnLgt Upwuhg En, np hGwnn JGup inEnwithnuytghup
pwqUwplwywpw 26Up: Uwywju Gpliwlh wyn Uppwugpubpp, np
wjnpwl UdwU Epu AnLpuwih Uppwugputnhl, hwpwquunnejwl
qawgnnnLpnLl Ehu wnweowguncy:

The back streets of the neighborhood where I was raised in Bursa
seem to merge into the back streets of Yerevan. Gardens with
uncertain borders blend in with the street. Though these narrow
streets seem to lead nowhere, whenever I walked there, they would
always take me to some places.

In the backstreets of my neighbourhood in Bursa, houses are

built on hillsides; they have several floors, and their gardens slope
downwards. Maybe because we moved here when I was ten, or
maybe because we later moved to live in an apartment block, I feel
like a stranger in those backstreets of our old Bursa neighbourhood.
Yet, in Yerevan those backstreets so similar to ours brought back a

feeling of familiarity.
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Bursa’ya dondiigiimde, mahalle tarihine bakinca goriiyorum ki Ermeniler de
yasamis mahallemde ve civar mahallelerde. Mollaarap, Karaagag, Ipekgilik,
Setbasi. Bu konu hakkinda daha 6nce hi¢ diisiinmemistim.

Ermenilerden kalan izlerin ¢ok az oldugu mahallemde bu yaziy1 goriir
gormez sanki onlardan bir iz bulmus gibi heyecanlaniyorum. “Artun’, Tiirkiye
Ermenileri arasinda kullanilan yaygin bir erkek ismi.

PnLpuw JGpwnwnuwinitg hGwnn, Gpp uyutgh nLuntduwuhpt) hu pwnwdwuh
wwwndnipinLup, wwpabgh, np hwyGnpu wwnt GU W wjuwntn, W 2ppwlw
prwnwUwubpnd® Unjuwwnuwihnud, Bwpwwnwsnid, bthGpshihpned,
UGprpw2pnud: Upw dwuhU Uwhuyhunwd Gppbp s6U dinwéh:

Uh on lnGuw «Uppenituy» (lnnudwnpnnt tnwpwdywsd wunLu @ntpphwyjh
hwjGph 2ngwuncd) wuntup wwwnh ypw @npphwynid’ hd pwnwdwuntd,
npwntin hwyGphg 2wwn phy hGwptpp Gu Juwgt). nglunpytgh, Yupdtu ph Uh
hGuwnp GU qunti:

Back in Bursa, researching the local history, I
found out that Armenians had also lived in my
neighborhood in Mollaarap, Karaagag, Ipekgilik,
Setbasi. I had never thought of this before.

Seeing a name on the wall in my Turkish
neighborhood, such as “Artun” (a common male
name among Armenians in Turkey), I am stirred; as
if I have found a remnant where so few Armenian
traces remain.







Kardesimin okudugu okul olan Setbas1
[lkokulu’nun hemen karsisinda kalan,

yillarca 6niinden gectigim bu bina Ermenilerden
kalmaymis. O zaman ilkokulun yerinde de bir
kilise varmus.

Bu yapinin ne olarak kullanildigiyla ilgili farkls
kaynaklara rastladim. Ya papaz oturuyormus
ya misafirhane ve kilisenin idari merkezi olarak
kullaniliyormus, belki de hepsi birden.

Uju ywnnygp, npu wudhpwuwtu gunuyned

E Gnpnpu nLuwbwé UGppw2n nwppwywu
nwnngh nhdwg, W nph Ynnpeny Gu tnwphutinny
wlgb| 6U, wwpayned E, np hwytphg £ Juwgt):
WU dwdwluwy bwhuwypprwpwuh inbnnud £ Up
Gytntgh E bnbi:

Swpptip wnpjnLputiphg wwpaty G, np wju
GnG| E pwhwlUwjh wnnlup, hGunnn oquwgnpéytby
E npwbu hjntpwwnniu W GyGnGgne Juipswyuwl
yGuwinpnu Ywd Ef pninpp Uhwiuh:

This building is opposite Setbasi Elementary
School, where my brother went to school. For
many years, | walked passed it, unaware that it
had been an Armenian building; in those days,
there used to be a church next to the school.

Several sources mention this building; I found
out that it had been the pastor’s house, then a

guesthouse, and later the administrative center of

the church, or maybe all at once.



Bu bina ise biraz ilerideki mahallede bulunan eski bir Ermeni kilisesi.
Bahge kapisi kilitli, hemen karsisindaki anaokulunun ismi ilgimi
gekiyor “Kardesler”.

Uju 26LUpp hhu hwyywywl Gytntgh E, npp gunuyned £ ynnph
pwnwJwuncd: Mwpwntgh nnerp ynnuywd E: GuGnGgnL nhdwgp
dwulywwwpwnbg Yw. npwnpnieintuu gpuynid £ npw wudwuncdp®
«Gnpwjpubp/pnyntin»:

This building is an old Armenian church in the next neighbourhood.
The garden gate is locked. Opposite it is a kindergarten; its name
catches my eyes - “Siblings”




Kardesimin okudugu okulun hemen yukarisindaki kiitiiphane, kaldirilan
Ermeni mezarliginin yerine yapilmis. Simdilerde lise olarak kullanilan
Ipekgilik Okulw'nun miidiirliigiinii de bir Ermeni yapmis. Araba Miizesi
binasi da, Ermeni bir ailenin kurdugu ipek fabrikast.

Ermenilerden ¢ok sonra mahallemizdeki 83 yasindaki Fatma Teyze de
gengliginde ¢alismis o ipek fabrikasinda. O zamanlar mahalleli ipek bocegi
yetistirir, bocekler kozalarini 6rdiiklerinde onlar: fabrikaya gétiiriirlermis.
Ipekbocekleri kesintisiz bir iplik elde etmek iizere kaynar suya atilirken
ailesiyle gelen ¢cocuklar da fabrikanin bahgesinde oyun oynarlarmas.
Fabrikanin bahgesinde hala yasayan 380 yasindaki ¢inar bunlarin hepsine
taniklik etmis olmali.

Gnpnpu nLuwlwéd nupngh wudhpwwtu ytGplened guinuynn
dwdwluwlywyhg gpwnwpwup hwjjuwywlu giptquwungh wnbnnud £
ywnnrgyti; Wjdd npwbu wywag nwnng gnnpénn, pwyg bwpuyhuncd
JGunwpuwgnpdnipjwu nunngh wnuoptul £ hwy E Gnb: UwyGph W
JbpGuwltpph pwluqupuwuh 26UpU E| hwy puwnwuhph Yynndhg hhdugwé
dGunwpuh gnpdwnwu £ Gnbi:

3w)Eph hGnwlwng htunn® 2wwn wyth nw, UGp pwnwdwuh 83-wdjw
dwpdwx dnpwpnynp Gphunwuwnn dwdwuwl w2fuwwnt) £ wn JdGunwpuh
gnpdwnwuncd: Ujn dwdwuwyubpnud pwnwdwuh puwyhsutnhg 2wwntnp
pndndlbip Ehu pnudnid, Gpp pndndutGnp nnupu Ehu qwithu, npwbp tnwunwd
Ehu gnpdwnpwu: Uhuy pndndubipp ggnud Ehu Gnwgnpwé onh Jtg, nnwtugh
npwughg unwuwl UGy vhwygywd b, hptug sunnutph hbun wynuntn
GUwo Gpehuwlbpp gnpdwpwuh pwynd puwnnud Epu: Qnpdwpwlh
pwynud nbin Ywugniu 380 tnnwnptGlywl unuhU E| hwwUwpwn wju wdGuph
wywlwwbul E Gnb|:

The modern library, just above my brother’s school, was built on the site of
the Armenian cemetery. An Armenian had also served as the director of the
Sericulture School, which is now used as a high school. The Car Museum
building was originally a silk factory founded by an Armenian family.

Decades after the last Armenian had gone, Fatma, an 83-year-old woman,
told me how she had worked in that silk factory in her youth. At the time,
many in the neighborhood raised silkworms; when the insects had spun
their cocoons, they were taken to the factory. While the silkworms were
thrown into boiling water to get a single unbroken thread, children who had
come with their parents, played in the factory yard. The 380-year-old plane
tree still standing in the yard of the factory must have witnessed all this.






Fatma Teyze, 1970lerdeki is¢i gogiiyle birlikte Almanya'ya gitmis,
geri dondiigiinde artik ipek fabrikalar1 islemiyormus.

Mahallemin Ermenilerinin izlerini, hikayelerini birkag eski yap1 ve o yapilarin
tarihleri disinda bir yerde bulamadigimi, 6grendiklerimin de yalnizca bilgiden
ibaret oldugunu, hikayelerin hep eksik kaldigini hissettim. Yine de simdi
gorityorum ki ipegin, ipek fabrikalarinin hikayesi de aslinda bir bakima onlarin
izini tastyor ve mahallenin ismini veriyor. “Ipekgilik”.

Ddwpdw dnpwpnypp quwgt| £ QGpdwuhw 1970-wywlltph
w2huwwnwupwjhu Uhgpwghwih dwdwuwy, pwjg tpp yGnwnwpaby £, wju
pninn gnpdwpwllGpp thwy Gu Gnt), W JGnwpu wyleu sh wpunwnpyGi:

Swuywguw, np wpnn U gl inEnwgh hwyGph hGunptpp Uhwju Jh pwup
hhu 2GUpGpNLd W wwingb win hwjywywu 2hunceyncluuGph ywwndnigyniup:
hud hweonnyned En Jhwiju innbGnGywwnynienlu guiub), huy wwwndnijnduuGnp
Uhoun pwgwwynwd Epl: WjuntwdGuwjuhd, hhdw hwuywuncd BU, nn
JGunwpuh W UGunwpuh gnpdwpwllGph ywwndnipyniup, puwn Encpjwl, hus-
nn YGpw 2wpnLtuwynd GU hwyGph hGwpp YpG. pwnwJwuh wunctup qwihu £
wjnuntinhg* «hthtpshihp», wjuhupl® UGinwpuwagnndnLeinLu:

Fatma went to Germany during the 1970s labor migration; when she came
back, she found the factories silent, no longer processing silk.

I felt that I could only trace stories of these local Armenians in a few old
buildings and the history of those Armenian structures. I could only find
information, but the stories were always missing. However, I now see that the
story of silk and the silk factories, actually carries their traces in a way and
gives the name of the neighborhood. “Sericulture”.






Sehir merkezinde Uludagdan gelen Gokdere'nin sehir merkeziyle
bulustugu yerde, dikkat edip saga sola bakmasan aslinda bir kopriiden
gectigini anlamadan gecip gidebilecegin bir anacadde var. Iste hemen o
derenin yanina kurulu bir Ermeni meyhanesi varmis eskiden. Ismi de
“Vorpahnam Gazinosu”. §imdi ise oras1 popiiler bir ¢ay bahgesi.

Lwnuwph YGunnpnuny wuguncd £ Nyninwnh wugtinhg hnunn Jyuwyp®
QynpnbiptL, W pytipp ghwnbu, np wyn glruwdnn wjb wynnnunwh
inbnnud tntk E Ywdnipg: Ywnwyh Ynnphu Gnb| £ hwjywywu ywunny®
«Vorpahnam [nppwpwl] Gazinosu» wuywup: Wju wjdd pbjGINL
hwjunuh wygh E:

In the city center, where the Gokdere stream flows down from the slopes
of Uludag, few are aware that the wide main street is in fact a bridge.
Next to the stream was an Armenian tavern - “Vorpahnam Casino” It is
now a popular tea garden.



Simdi evimizin tam karsisinda kalan okulun yerinde de mahallemizdeki tarihe
merakli ve arastirmaci Ayse Teyzeden 6grendigime gore, bir donem Ermeni
yetimhanesi olarak kullanilmis bir bina varmis. Hatta simdi altmislarinda

olan Ayse Teyze de ilkokulu o binada okumus ve aslinda mahallenin tarihine
merak salmasinin sebebi de o okulla ilgili gordiigii bir riiyada sakli... Gengken
goriiyor bu rityayi, o okul aslinda eski bir kalenin yikintilar1 iizerine yapilmuis,
iste o kaleyle ilgili gérdiigii bir rityadan sonra mahallenin tarihine sahip
¢ikmay1 amag belliyor kendine ve adiyor kendini mahallenin tarihi yapilarina
ve onlarin korunmasina.

Utip pwnwdwuh wuswith hGunnwppppwubp hGunnwgnunnn

Uj26U wuntd E, np JGp tnwl hBug nhdwgh nwnpngh wnGnnwd
dwdwuwyhu uh 26Up E Ginb|, npp dwnwy)t) E npwbu hwyywywu
nppwung: WpGU, np hhdw Jwpeunluu wug E, wjnuntnh nwnngu
E hwdwput): Up wugwd Gpwgnid hp wyn nwnngp winGulbinLg
hGunn Uw gwuywuncd Ep wyGihu hdwlw| wju pwnwdwuh
wwuwnuncpejwUu Jwuhpu... Cuwn Upw Gpwgh® nwpngu hpwywunwd
Uwnnigyt| En Uh hhu wupngh wyGpwyutnh ynw: Wn ondwuhg
h 4tp Uw thnpanwd £ wnGnwuph wwundnip)niup yepéwub)
pwlw|ny ywhwwutb] pwnwdwuh wywwundwywU 2huncejnluutnp:

Ayse, a keen neighborhood researcher, says that on the site of

the school directly opposite our house there once was a building
that used to be an Armenian orphanage. Ayse, now in her sixties,
went to school there. Having had a dream about her school, she
wanted to know more about the history of the neighborhood...

She had dreamt that the school was actually built on the ruins of
an old castle. Since then she has striven to know more about the
locality’s history, and works to preserve historical structures in the
neighborhood.






Mahallede Ermenilerin izlerini arama goziiyle
gezerken, daha 6nce hig girmedigim bir
sokaga girip etrafi tellerle gevrili, etrafinda
hi¢bir bilgilendirici yazinin olmadig bir
yapiyla karsilastim. Daha sonra bu yapinin ne
oldugunu bana anlatan yine Ayse Teyze. Onun
da eski bir ipek fabrikasi oldugunu soyliiyor ve
mahallenin ge¢misinden bahsetmeye devam
ediyor bana, balkonundan.

Uh on rwnwdwuncd hwytGnh hGuwnptp
thuuinpGhu hwywnuytgh Jh thnnngned, np
Uwhuyhunwd Gpptp sEh Junb). wjuntn inGuw
JGunwnwwnny 2npwwwnywd Uh ohuntpncl,
nph Ypw syun n'y Uh inbnGlunynipynil,

n’s Uh gpwnnid: RGwnn WjpGU hué wwuwndtbg,

nn nw £ UGinwpuh hhu gnpdwnpwu £ GnbGi:
Lw hp wwuwn2qwdphg JGp pwnwdwuh
wwwndnrpjntuhg ywwnwnhyutp £ Uhown hud
wwwndned:

One day, looking for traces of Armenians
around the neighborhood, I found myselfin a
street that I had never been to before, facing a
wire-covered structure, with no information,
no writing. Later, Ayse told me that it had also
been a silk factory. From her balcony, she keeps
telling me details of local history.






Ermenistanda yasadigim mahallenin ad1
“Aygestan’, bahgelerin yeri anlamina geliyor.
Bursada yasadigim sokagin adi ise
“Dolaplibahge”

Eskiden bir dere akarmis buradan, tepesinde
donen bir dolap, su degirmeni. Dereler, dolaplar
gidiyor, hikaye sokakta asili kaliyor.

Isimler, mekanin hikéyesini tagtyor.

WU pwnwdwupn, npuinbn Gu Iwjwunwuncd
wuwpnd Eh, Yngyned £

«Wqbunwu»® wyghutph Juyn,

huy PnLpuwih® hd pwnwdwuh wuntul £
«Injwthippwhsti»® gpuwinwgh wuhyny wygh:

Lwhuyhuntd wjuntnny Junwy £ hnubf, nph
Jpw tnb| £ opwnugh wuhy: Ywnwyu nL wuhyp
wuhGunwgtb| GU, pwyg npwug wwwndnipnLup
thnnnghg Yuwiu E:

UuncuutGpp ypned Gu inGnwiuph
wwuwndnepjntulibpp:

My neighborhood in Armenia is called
“Aygestan” - a place of gardens.

The name of my street in Bursa is
“Dolaplibahg¢e” -a garden with a water wheel.

There used to be a stream flowing through here,
with a water wheel. The stream and the water
wheel have disappeared, but its story hangs on
in the street.

Names carry the stories of places.




s ]

Ermenistanda ¢ok yerin adi da Anadoludan taginmis. Maras, Malatya,
Bayburt, Amanos, Amasya...

Swjwunwuntd pwgdwehy ywptph wuntuutn gwihu Gu
Uuwuwnnihwihg' Uwpw?, Uwjwpehw, Pwjpnipe, UWdwunu, Wdwuhw...

The names of many places in Armenia have come from Anatolia. Maras,
Malatya, Bayburt, Amanos, Amasya...
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Bu, Ermenistandaki arkadaglarimin atalarinin Ermenistana nerelerden geldiginin haritasi.

Uw wju pwputqu £, npp gnuyg E tnwihu, G npintnhg Gu hd hwjwuwnwugh puyGputph bwpibpuGpp GYG Iwjwunwl:

This map shows where the ancestors of my friends that I met in Armenia had came from.
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bahce wjgn garden




Hurma,sonbaharda Ermenistan tezgahlarinda en ¢ok goriilen
meyvelerden.

Bu hurma agacinin ¢agirdigi, Mariam’in hikayesi.

Updwyp walwup 3wjwunwuh Judwnwubnwulutphu hwawfu
Gplewgnn Upgbphg E:

Updwytunt wju wnp hud hhotgunwd £ hd hwjwuwnwugh puyGnputphg
Uwnphwdh ywuwnudnpyniup:

Date palms, one of the most common fruits on Armenian stalls in
autumn.

This palm tree makes me recall the story of my Armenian friend
Mariam.



Kayis1 Kiz

Bir aksamiistii, Mariam Erivan sokaklarinda yiiriirken kocaman bir kayisi
yigini ve kayisilarin ¢ekirdeklerini ayiklayan birkag¢ insan gérmiis. Kayisi yigini
o kadar biiyiikmiis ki Mariam kendini yanina gitmekten alikoyamamig. Diyor
ki hayatinda o kadar ¢ok kayisiy1 bir arada gérmemis. Oradakilerle konusmaya
baslamis derken onlara yardim ederken bulmus kendini. Oradakiler de
saatlerdir kayisi1 ¢ekirdegi ayiklamaktan yorgun diismiigler. Bir yandan
konusup bir yandan ayiklarlarken bir arkadag1 aramis Marianr’i, o da gérdiigii
en biiyiik kayis1 yigininin yaninda kayisi ¢ekirdekleri ayikladigini séylemis.
Yardima ihtiya¢ var mi diye soran arkadagi, biraz sonra enstriimanini alarak
kayis1 yigininin yanina gelmis. Miizik ve muhabbetle birlikte is birden bir
festivale doniigmiis. Ve kayisilar likére dondiigiinde Mariama haber salmiglar
ki hep birlikte i¢sinler. Oraya gittiginde Mariam, kendisini hep kayis1 kiz
olarak andiklarini 6grenmis.

Shpwuh wnghy

Uh pwuh tnwnh wnwyg, tpnp Uwphwdp GpEynjwl puyincd En Gplewup
thnnngutnny, &hpwup huyuwywlywlu Jp Ynywn £ inGuuncd: Uwpnhy hpnwup
uhghg wnwuduwguncd EhU nnhw Ynphqubpp: bp Ywlpnid Gnptp winpwl
2w Shpwl wnbuwé yjhubiny® Uwpphwdp dnuinBuncd E wyn Yniunhl:
Swlwpywé dwpnlwlg hbwn funuph pruybiny* bw dhwuncd E Upwlg®
dwdtpny oqubiny Upwug, pwgbiny hwuwé shnwulbnu nL hwubiny npwug
utd Ynphqutnp: Un dwdwuwly Uwphwdh puybGnpubnhg dtyp quiugnid

E Upwlu, Uwphwdp Upwl wwwndned E, nn hwuwé hpwu E ynphquhwl
wuncd 6hpwulbph® hp wupnid inbuwéd wdtuwdts Ynywnh dnun:
Uwnpwuh puybpp anuinny dhwuncd E upwlg oqubint® hp hGwn pGntiny pp
Gpwdownwlwl gnnpdhpp: Swdtdywé Gpnwdownnipywdp® gnnpdp dhwuqudhg
yGnwéynLd £ thwnwuwnnup: Udhuubp wlg, Gnpp 6hpwul wnnbU yGnwéytb;
En thyinph, Uwphwdhl (nLp GU wtnwihu, np qu pninnny dhwupU fudGl: Un
pUupwgpnid Uwphwdl hdwuncd E, np wyn dwpnhy hpGu hhonod GU npwyGu
«6hpwuh wnghy»:

Apricot Girl

One evening a few years ago, as she was walking in the streets of Yerevan,
Mariam noticed a huge pile of apricots nearby. People were taking out their
kernels. Never having seen so many apricots in her life, she went over. Talking
with the people there, she joined in, helping them for hours, opening the ripe
apricots and removing the large seeds. A friend called her on her mobile;
Mariam told him she was opening the ripe apricots beside of the hugest pile of
apricots that she saw in her life. He soon arrived to help, with his instrument.
Accompanied with melodies, the work eased in the festival mood. Months
later, the apricots having matured into liqueur, the people whom Mariam
helped called her to join them. As they drank the spirit, she found out she was
known as the apricot girl.






Ve kayisilarin ¢agirdigy, kayisi agacinin
hikayesi

Bu kayis1 agaci, Aygestanda yasadigim evin
bah¢esinde. Diizenli sekilde bu kadar sik
ziyaret edip vakit gecirdigim ilk agac o.
Agaglarin sicakliklarinin farkli oldugunu

o ve komgusu ceviz agacindan 6grendim.

Bir giin ikisinin govdelerine dokununca
sasirarak fark ettim ki ceviz daha soguk,
kayis1 daha sicakti. Daha 6nce agaglarin farkl
sicakliklarda olabilecegi hi¢ aklima gelmemis,
onlarla boyle yakin bir iligki kurmamigtim.

Gty whw dhpwluubtpu hué hhatgunwd Gu
ShpwubtunL ywwndnLpjnLup

Uju shpwutupu WqGuwnwunwd hd wwypwd
wnwl wjgnd E. wnwehu dwnp, nph Unwn
Gu hwbdwhu quncd Eh nL wjuintn dwdwlwy
wlgywglncd: Gu wwpgbgh, np dwnbpu
NLUGU tnwpptn gGpdwuwnhdwultn: Uh on
Gnp nhwetgh npw Yenlhu, hwulywgw, np
npw hwpliwu Swnp® puynigtuht, wytih
uwnU En: Lwhuyhunwd Juinpnyu Gppbp sk
wugb, np dwnGpp Yuwpnn GU lnwpptn
oGpdwuwnmhdwuh |hub), puwyg nhwuhg wnwy
LUwl GpplE hus-np dwnh hud wynpwu Unwn

*Eh qqugti:

Now here is the story of the apricot tree,
inspired by the apricots

This apricot tree, in the garden of my house

in Aygestan, is the first tree that I regularly
visited and spent time with. I found out that
trees have different temperatures. One day;,
touching their bark, I realised its neighbor, the
walnut tree, was colder than the apricot one. I
had never even thought that trees might have
different temperatures, but never either had I
bonded so closely with a tree.
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Bir evin bahgesi, onun disariya a¢ilan kapisi,
bir ara gecis. Bahge, bagka canlilar icin de

bir yasam alani ve onlarla iliski kurmak,
yasama onlar1 izleyerek tanik olmak sanki o
mekanla, toprakla olan bag: gii¢lendiriyor.
Kendinden, kendi tiiriinden bagka canlilar1
gormek, onlar1 tanimak, onlarin var olma
héllerine, degisimlerine tanik olmak, onlarla
birlikte yagamak, cesitliligin zengin diinyasinda
onlardan beslenmek ve onlar1 beslemek...

Swu wjghu npw’* nGwh nnLpu pwgynn

nnLnU E' Uhpwlgp tnwl Ukpuh nL npuh

Uhol.: UjghU Lwle wju wnwpwdpl E, npuintin

wyj| opqwuhquutp GU wwpnud: Wjghu
hUwpwynpnipenLu £ twhu UGq nphwlg hGun
yuwuw hwuwnwwnt] b hwpwptpnipynLuutn
qupquwgub): Wnuntin JGup Yuwpnn Gup hGunlb)
W wywlwwbu [hub], prE huswtu E Ywupp
wnwg qund® JGn uwp wyn wnGnwuph W
hnnh htwn wyGih wdpwwuntiny: LGqwuhg, pn
inGuwyhg nwpptn wj opngwuhgquutn wmGulbp,
Upwug hGwn swunpwlw|p, Upwlg GnGiNLEjwUp
W thnthnfuncnluuGnht wwuwuwnbu

(huG|n, Upwug hGwn JhwuhU wuwnbin,
qulwquwuntejwl hwpniun w2huwphned
Upwug htwn uuybp W bpwug uubp...

The garden of a house is its doorway opening
to the outside, a passage between inside and
outside of a house. A garden is also a space
where other beings live; it allows us to connect
and develop relationships with them. There we
can observe and witness how life continues.
Strengthening our bonds with that space and
the earth. Seeing beings other than oneself,
other than one’s kind, getting to know them,
witnessing their state of being, their changes,
living alongside them, nourishing oneself
from and nourishing them in the rich world of
diversity...






Ermenistanda bahgenin bir ad1 “aygi”, biri
“bostan’, avlulara da “hayat” diyorlar.
Ermenistandan doniince gezdigim Anadolu
koéylerinde duydum ki biz de Anadoluda
kullanirmisiz “hayat™ avlu yerine.

SwjbGptunLd «wygh» Gplenypeh hwdwp
ogunwgnnpdynid GU «wjgh» Ywd «pnuunwiu»

pwntpp, huy «pwy»-hu wunwd GU «hwjwp»:

Swjwunwuhg YyGpwnwnuwintg hGunn
wygblwdu wuwwnnhwywu gjnentGpned Gu
[utgh, nnp Jtup E| Wuwwnnihwynwd «pwy»-h
hwdwp oquuwagnnpétb| Gup «hwjwe» pwnp:

«Aujwpe» pwnp rnLpptptl Lowuwyned £
Yyjwup:

In Armenian, gardens are called “aygi” or
“bostan,” and courtyards are referred to as
“hayat” When I returned from Armenia and
traveled to Anatolian villages, I heard that
we also used “hayat” instead of courtyard in
Anatolia.

In Turkish “hayat” means life.




Bahge, bir bir araya gelme noktasi. Bahge bir Waghu hwywpwwntinh £, hwjwpdtnt, A garden is a gathering point, a place for coming

toplanma, bir karsilasma alani. Bir alan yaratiyor hwunhwtGnL tnwpwoép: Wu tnwpwoép £ together, for encounters. It offers a space for

tanigmalara, karsilasmalara ve iliski kurmaya. untndnLd® swunpwuw|nt, hwunhwbine W introductions, for meetings, and building
hwpwptGpnipntuutp hwuwnwwnGine hwdwp: relationships.




Bursada bir giin annemle birlikte Uludag’in yamacindaki mahallemizin
ormanlik kisimlarina dogru yiirtimeye bagladik. Ug yiiz basamak
¢ikarak mahallenin en yiiksek sokagina ulasip oradan da ormana dogru
ylriiyebiliyoruz.

Merdivenlerin biiytik bir kismini ¢ikmigken biiyiik yesil bir bahge ¢ekiyor
dikkatimizi. Icinde sebzeler, bahcede calisan orta yash bir kadin. Sehre bu
kadar yakin kocaman bir bostan olmasi sasirtip sevindiriyor beni. Burasi tam
bir gecis alani, sehrin bitip dagin basladig: yer. Boyle dogal sinir bolgelerinde
biyolojik cesitlilik de artiyor. Bir ormanin bitip bir ¢ayirin basladig1 o gecis
alaninda ormanda ya da gayirda yetismeyen bagka tiirlerin bityiimesi i¢in
uygun kosullar olusuyor. Acaba sehir icin de bu bdyle mi? O yamagta
yasayanlarin ¢cogunun gesitli sehirlerden ve hatta tilkelerden gocle gelmis
olmalari, yerlesmek i¢in tam da bu sinir bolgesini se¢mis olmalart...

Uh on, Gpp AnLpuwynud Gu nL Jwypu pwyinwd Epup nGwh Aynwnwnh
[wugtnhu uthnywd wuwnwnp, Gptp hwpnup wunhdwu pwndpwgwlp,
nn hwultup rwnh wdGUwpwnbdpwnhp thnnngp. wjnuintnhg Utup
Ywpnn Ehup pwjGl nGwh wlwnwnp:

Gpp hwuwUp wdGUwpwpap wunhdwuubnhu, JGp npwnpnigjnlup
gpwytig uh Ut Ywlwy wigh. unghu tnwphph Jh yhu w2huwwnned

Ep pwlpwptntuph Jh punwpéwy wjgned: hud qupdwgntg W
nLpwhpuwgnbg wyu, np bdwu wygh Yw pwnwphU wjupwU Uunwi, wjuntn
npuntn wywpwuyned £ pwnwpp W uyuyned £ 1Gnp: AunLpjwu winwhuh
uwhdwuutph 2pgwiiuyncd YELuwpwgdwqwunce)nLtuu wyGwuncd E:
Bhoun wwjdwuutpp hwpdwn Jhpwywjn GU untndnud wuwnwnh W
dwpgwqbwunuh uwhdwuutnpned, npwtugh wy lnGuwyutpp Unyuwtu
qunpquwuwU: Unwdnid GJ" wpnyn’p pwnwph hwdwnp £ Unyup upbh
E wub): Wn (wughU wwpnnutph UGé dwup wtnwpptbp pwnwputphg,
wugwd Gpyputinhg £ wnnGnwithnpudt W punpt) puwyncentl hwuwnwuntg
hGug wju uwhdwuwhu gnunned...

One day in Bursa, as my mother and I headed towards the woods on the
slopes of Uludag, we climbed three hundred steps to reach the highest
street of the neighborhood from where we would wander towards the
forest.

As we neared the highest steps, a large green garden caught our eye. A
middle-aged woman was working in a large vegetable garden. Surprised,
I was delighted to see such a garden so close to the city, where the city
ends and the mountain begins. In natural borders like that, biological
diversity increases. The right conditions offer suitable places for other
species to grow, one the edges between forest and meadow. I wonder, is it
the same for the city too? Most people living on that slope have migrated
here, coming from numerous cities or even countries, choosing to settle
precisely in this border area...
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Annemin kolay gelsin demesiyle, Uwjpu nngnLuncd £ wyn Yungp, W UtUp Swunpwuntd My mother greets her and we introduce
tanisiyoruz, evleri hemen bahgenin GUp: Lpwlug nnLtup htug wjgnL nhdwg E. wjuinbnhg ourselves. Their house is right across from
kargisinda, oradan da bir orta yash biradam  Uh vinwdwnn £ nnipu quihu W Jtg hpwdhpnud the garden; a man comes out and invites us

Uwhiwbw2h: Lpwlg 2unphwywinieintl hwynutiny® Utup for breakfast. Thanking them, we carried on
Daga dogru yiiriiylise gittigimizi, dontiste 2wpniuwytighup Jwytit) Jtp wnwynunp, htnn dhwgwlp with our morning, then joined them later for
ugrayacagimizi soyleyerek ayriliyoruz, Upwug® bwhiwswzbine: Uhusle hpdw £ Upwlg tnnwiu breakfast. We still talk whenever we pass by
dontiste de hep birlikte bir kahvalti dnwinny wlgutihu gnnygh Gup pnuynid Upwlg htw: their place.

yaptyoruz. Sonralar1 da devam ediyor

iliskimiz, biz oralardan gectikge.

cikip geliyor, bizi kahvaltiya ¢agiriyorlar.




Bursada mahallemizde oturan 83 yasindaki Fatma Teyzenin evi, simdi
apartmanlarin arasinda kalmis. Hayattan annesinin bahgesi olarak bahsediyor.
“Annemin bahgesine yaptim evimi” diyor, bir kismina da ablas1 ev yapmuis. Yine
de bu apartmanlarin arasinda hala hayatinin bir kismi duruyor. O zamanlar
¢ok daha genismis, dyle ki tiim mahalleli her aksam bu bahg¢ede toplanirmis.
Hatta yukar1 mahallelerden bu bahgedeki eglenceleri duyup gelenler olurmus.
[stisnasiz her aksam, sarkilar sdylenir, diimbelek calinir, dans edilip oyunlar
oynanir ve sohbet edilirmis. Geng yasli herkesin toplanma alani olmus yillarca
bu bahge.

Evden ayrilirken komsulari eslik ediyor bize. Tavuk, hindi ve horoz besledikleri
etrafi tellerle gevrili kiigiik alan1 gostermek istiyor. Apartmanin yaninda
katlanmis masa ve sandalyeleri fark ediyorum. Havalar iyi oldugunda diyor,
burada toplaniyoruz.

PnLpuwh® UGp pwnwdwuncd puwyynn 83-wdjw dwredw Udnpwpnynp
wjdd wwnnud B 2nppwiywunywd pwgdwplwywpwu 26Lptnpny: Lw
hhantU £, pE hugwtiu £ hp winctup hp Jwphyh «<hwjwe»-h* hp dwjphyh
wjgnL tntnnd Ywnnigt: hbuy Swpedw Unpwppng pnynu hp wnintup
ywnnigb| E wyn wygne Uh nLph2 hwndwénud: Wjn pwgqdwpbwywnwu
otuptnh UGpintnnid ntnleu Junwd £ Upwug Jwyphyh wygnig uh
hnnwywnp: dwdwuwyht punwnéwy wjgh En, Gpeynutpp rwnh
dgnnnynLpnp hwywpyned EpU wyu wygned: Lngyuhuy hwplwu
pwnwdwubphg dwpnhy quihu, Uhwuncd Epu Upwug: Unwlg
pwgwnnLrjwl’ wdtu Gpeyn Gpgnud Ehu, wndpwy Ehu Lwagnid,
wuwnpned EhU, huwintGn puwnnwd W gnnegned: Swiphutp 2upniduwy
wjghl hwywpwwnbinh £ GnG pninph hwdwp® pE Gphunnwuwnpnutnh, RE
tnwnbgutph:

Gpp dwpdw Unpwpnng tnwlhg nnwpu Gup quihu, hwpliwultGpp Ubgq
nLnGygnud Gu: Lpwlp gwuywunwd GU UGQ gnuyg tnw| guwuywuwwunwd
wju thnpn tnwnpwodpn, npuntn hwy, hunywhwy, wpwnwn Gu wWwhned:
GEUph Ynnphu Ljwwntgh dwywd ubnwultn nL wenrutn: WubghU® Gpp
Gnwlwyp jwy E, wjuntn Gup hwlwpyned:

In our Bursa neighborhood, the 83-year-old Fatma now lives surrounded
by apartment buildings. She recalls how she built her house on her mother’s
“hayat”, her mother’s garden. Her sister built her house on another part

of it. In the middle of the apartment buildings, a patch of their mother’s
garden still remains. Back then it was much larger; in the evenings the
whole neighborhood would gather in this garden. People from the other
neighborhoods would join them. Without exception, every evening, songs
were sung, drums were played, people danced, and played games, and
conversations flowed. This garden served as a gathering place for everyone,
young and old, for years.

As we leave Fatma’s garden, the neighbors accompany us. They want to
show us the small area surrounded by fences where they keep chickens,
turkeys, and a rooster. I notice folded tables and chairs next to the
apartment building. “We gather here when the weather is nice,” they say.






Ermenistandaki bahgem de bir toplanma alaniydi.
Pek ¢ok bulugsmaya alan saglamis bir bahge. Sanki
oradayken yaptigim tiim etkinlikler bulugmaya, bir
araya gelmeye bir bahaneymis gibi.

Aslinda Ermenistania bir dans projesi yapmak i¢in
gittim, gitmisken orada sokaklari, pazarlar1 ve
insanlar1 buldum. Erivan sokaklarinda ¢ektigim
videolar1 paylasmak i¢in bahgede toplandik. Biiyiik
sofralar kurduk, gelenler birbirleriyle tanisti. Ben
de onlarla tanistim. Ben onlar1 filmlerimi izlerken
izleyince, filmlerim anlamlarini yeniden, daha
derinden buldu. Sanki mahallemizdeki Fatma
Teyze'nin annesinin bahgesinde gergeklesmis
mahalle bulugsmalar1 bagka bagka hallerde
yasanmaya devam ediyor bir yerlerde.

Swjwuwnwuntd hd wjghu Unyuwbu
hwydwpwuwtnh En. Uh Jwjp, nnuintn tnwpptn
punypreh hwunhwnidubp Epu yuguwytpwyned:
Wubu hJ pninp dpwgptpu wjuntn wnhe Ehut
Jwpnywug hwunhwtGint, hwywpyGne W 2thyGinc
hwdwp:

Cuwn EncpjwU, 3wjwuwnwl Eh guwgb] wwph
Spwahn hpwywuwglbine hwdwn, pwjg wjuntn
gwnuythu gunw thnnngubtpp, 2nLywubtpp

W Jwpnyuwug: Utup wjgnd hwywpyncd

Ehup® Gpluwunwd™ hptug thnnngubpnud hu
Lywpwhwlwd tnGuwUnLREnp nhintinL: UGS
uGnwuutp Ehup ggnud, hinLptpp quithu, hpwn
hGun swunpwunwd Epu: Gu £ Eh Upwilg EYNLU L
Gpp wGulnwd Eh, G hUuswtu GU wpbdwagwupnLd
hJ Uywpwhwluwd $hUGphu/inGuwunLRGNhU,

Gu wytlh funp hdwuwn Eh gununwd hd
w2huwwnwlph Jtg: Ywndbu pt AnLpuwih® Utn
prwnwJwuh Swrdw Unpwppng dwinhyh wjgned
hpwywlwgynn hwywputnu w) dlewswihny, UGy
wy| ntn" wy uwynpned, 2wnniuwyyned Epu:

My garden in Armenia was also a place for
gathering; a space for meetings of many kinds,
as if all my activities there were simply excuses to
meet people, to come together and interact.

Initially, I had gone to Armenia for a dance project,
but while there, I found the streets, the markets,
and the people. We would gather in the garden to
watch the videos I had shot in Yerevan, in their
streets. As we set up large tables, the guests got to
know each other. I met them too, and watching
them respond to the films I had taken, I found
the deeper meanings of my work. It was as if our
neighborhood gatherings in the garden of Fatma’s
mother in Bursa continued in different forms, but
elsewhere, in a different place.









“Bir mucize olsun”.
«fdnn Uh hpw2p juwnwnpyh»:

“Let it be a miracle”




Ermenistana gitmek, Hrant Dink Vakfrnin
actig1 degisim programi ¢agrisini gormeden
once aklimda olan bir sey degildi. Oyle ki
Ermenistan’la iliski kurmaya bagladigimda,
hafizamda, aslinda toplumsal hafizamizda
Ermenistan’la Ermenilerle ilgili kocaman
bir bosluk oldugu hissine kapildim. Aslinda
oraya gitmek bu boslugu doldurmaya
kii¢tik bir adimdi benim i¢in. O siralarda
ODTU Cagdas Dans Toplulugu iginde

dans ediyordum ve Ermenistan ile dansin
birlesme noktasina dair bir hayal kurdum.
Belki de Tiirkiyedeyken o zamana kadar
ilgimi ¢ekmemis olan halk danslari, bu
konuda bir anahtar olabilirdi. Ermenistan
ve Tirkiyedeki halk danslarini incelemeye,
deneyimlemeye ve oralarda yakalayacagim
bir benzerlikten Ermenistandaki dans¢ilarla
bir ¢agdas dans gosterisi olusturmaya karar
verdim.

Ermenistanda dans projem i¢in halk danslar:
kurslarina gitmeye bagladim. Oradaki
beraberlik hissi, onu neredeyse fiziksel
olarak hissedebiliyor olmak etkilemisti

beni. Adimlar1 bilmesem de kendimi
yalnizca o halkanin akigina birakirsam o
hissi, ayn1 adimlari, ayni nefesleri aldigimizi
hissedebiliyordum. Hep birlikte bir halka
halinde dans etmenin giiciinii o zaman
anladim, bunu ¢agdas dansta ayni hareketleri
yapmadan, hepimiz ayni sekilde durmadan
nasil yakalayabilecegimizi arastirtyorduk.
Kendine 6zgii ve birlikte nasil olabilirdik?
Yankilama, yansitma, yanitlama ve etkilesim.

UhUsle 3pwiliin Yhup hhduwpyh thnpuwbwydwu Spwaph
JwuhU uGp 3wjwuwnwl quwiu wugwd dinpnyu skn
wlglnwd: Gpp Gu uyutgh hwpwptpnentuuGp hwuwnwuntg
Swjwuwnwuh htwn, hwuywgw, np hd hhannniywl JGe,
puwn Encpjwl, Lwle UGn hwuwpwyneejwl hhonnnipjwu
Jto huywjwywu Juh pwg Yw' Iwjwuwnwuh W hwytph
JGnpwptpjw): Iwjwuwnwt quwip Jh thnpp pwy En’

wyn pwgp [nwglbinL nunnnijwdp: Wn dwdwlwy

Gu hwbdwhunwd Eh hd hwdwuwnpwuncd gnpdnn
dwdwlwywyhg wwnh fudpwyp (Uhghu Upltiph
inbuuhywywl hwdwuwpwuh dwdwuwywyhg wwnph
hwunypp): Uinpny pwlwih Eh thunpnud® 3wjwunwuu
nL ywnpp JhwaényGine hwdwn: Uhgnigt dnnnypnwywu
wwntnp, np bwhuyhunwd hué skhu gpwdt), Ywpnn Epu
(huG| pJ thunnpwd pwlwhl: Gu uyubgh nuncduwuhpty
W unynpb] Rwjwuwnwuh W @ncpphwih dnnnypnwywu
wwnbpp® hnyu nluGuwiny hus-np punhwuncp YGun guinub:
Wu hhdp yhwunhuwlwn' dwdwluwywyhg wywnpwjhu
uGpywjwgdwu 2npwtwyncd hwjwuwnwugh ywpnnutph
hGun hwdwagnpswygtint hwdwn:

Swjwuwnwuncd hd® wwph pwagnph hpwgnpsdwu hwdwn
Gu uyutgh hwawht) dnnnypnwywu wwnph nwubph: hua
2w Ep tnwwdnpt) dhtele $hquiwwytiu qguint swithh
hwulnn dhwulncpjwu qqugntdp: Wugwd wywnph pwjtpp
shdwlwiny' Gu dnuncd Eh wyn hnuph' Jwpnywug wyn
2nprwih Utg: UGUp Unyu pwyGpu Ehup wuncd, Unyu dlny
ousnid: Ujn dwdwuwy Ep, np hwuywgw Jhwulbwywl
2nLpgwwnh nudp, Gipp JGUp thnpénwd Ehup wwingby,

eG hUswtu YGpwnEUup win qqugnuup: dwdwlwywyhg
wwn' wnwug wwnpuwnhn UnguwludwU 2wpdnwdutph
yUnyunrejwu Ywd wnwug pninpp Unyu nhppnwd ywuquwd
(hut|nL: huswE'u Ywpnn Ehup JEup Jhwdwdwlwy |hubg
G nLpwhwuwnnLy, RE Unyuwldwl: Updwagwlpbiny,
Yhudytind, Wwwnwupuwubiny W gnpdbiny:

It was not even in my mind to go to Armenia,
until I heard about the exchange programme
of Hrant Dink Foundation. When I started to
connect with Armenia, I realised that there is

a huge gap about Armenia, about Armenians
in my, also in our society’s memory. Going to
Armenia is a little step to fill this gap. Then, I
was dancing in my university’s contemporary
dance group (METU, Cagdas Dans Toplulugu).
I was imagining a key to merge Armenia and
dance. Maybe folk dances which had never
caught my attention before was the key I

was searching for. I decided to research, to
experience folk dances of Armenia and Turkey
hoping to find a common point. It would be the
ground to collaborate with Armenian dancers
in a contemporary dance performance.

In Armenia I started attending folk dance
classes for my dance project. A sense of
togetherness, almost physically felt, had a
profound effect on me. Even without knowing
the steps, I could let myself go, flowing with the
circle of people. We were taking the same steps,
breathing the same breaths. It was then that I
understood the power of dancing together in a
circle, as we explored how to achieve that sense:
a contemporary dance without necessarily
repeate movements, or all positioned the same.
How could we be unique and together at the
same time? Echoing, reflecting, responding and
inter-acting.






Birlikte bu dans projesini gerceklestirecegimiz
insanlar1 bulana kadar hayli zorlandim.
Birka¢ ayin sonunda onlar1 buldugumda, ipin
ucunu bulmusum gibi her sey ard1 ardina
acilmaya, iliskiler kurulmaya baslad.
Hasmik'in kurdugu, o zamanlar ismi Baardia olan
grupla ilk ¢aligmamizda, sanki iiniversitedeki
dans toplulugumla birlikte gibiydim.

Dans derslerinin yapildig1 yerin adinin
“Barekamutyun’, yani tanidiklik, arkadaghik
olmasi bir tesadiif miydii?

Gu 2wpwreUtpny thnpéncd Eh gunut] Jwpnyuwlg,
nLd hGwin wpnn Eh hwdwagnpdwygt) wju
wuwnpuwyhu dpwanh 2pgwuwynid: Lpwlg
guwntp Udwl Ep wubu Ydhyh dwypp
gwuuGnLu, npp Ny Yunwn, np wdtBu huy
pwgytn nL hpwn hGwn Yuwdtp: UGYp

Ujnuh hGunlhg hwpwptGpnepyntuutp Epu
ywnnrgyncd 3wudhyh hhduwd « Pwwpnhw»
wuwnpuwjhu fudph hGwn: 36Ug wnwehu thnpéap
hud hh2tgntg hd nLuwunnwiwl ontinn,

Gpp hwéwhunwd Eh dwdwuwywyhg wwnph
hwunypp: Mwwnwhwyw™u Ep wprynp wj,
nn wwnph thnpdtpu wuglywguncd Ehup
«PwpGywdnrpinitu»-ncd, npp Lowlwynwd £
dwunpenLenLly, puytpne)niLu:

I struggled for many weeks, looking for people to
collaborate with for this dance project.

When I found them, it was as if I had found the
end of the thread that would allow everything to
begin to unfold and connect. One after another,
relationships began to form with Baardia, a
dance group founded by Hasmik. The very first
rehearsal took me back to my student days,

with the Contemporary Dance Group. Was it

a coincidence that our dance classes were held
in “Barekamutyun,” which means familiarity,
friendship?
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Bir giin Barekamutyundaki pazar o kadar renkliydi ki hemen
fotograf cekmek istedim, yine de ¢ekiniyorum bazen insanlara
dogrudan kamerami yoneltmeye. Ben de yapabildigim yerden,
ilgimi ¢eken nesnelerden basladim. Sanki hi¢ insanlarla
ilgilenmiyormusum da yalnizca glines vuran kabaklar ilgimi
gekiyormus gibi. Derken koca kahkahalariyla giilen {i¢ adam bizi
de ¢eksene dediler bana. Onlar1 ¢ektim derken baska bir adam
gelip onu ve bal tezgédhini ¢eker miyim diye sordu. Kamera bir
iletisim baglattig1 anda sanki ortalik bir festivale doniiyor, bir
bag kuruluyor, bir sohbet basliyor.

Uh on «Pwptywdnipintuy»-nLd gunuynn 2nLyuwl wjupwu
gntbwabn En, np gwuywgw wudhpwwbu (nLuwuywpb,
suwjwd np hwbwiu GU Jupwunctd inGuwpughyu nunphn wwhgg
Jwpnyuwug ypw: SGuwpughyu uyutgh yGunpnuwgut| hud
hGwnwppppnn wnwpywubph ypw'® npwtu uygpuwytun:

Uutu Jwnpnhy puwy hué sEhu hGunwppppned. Gu hhwgwd Eh
wnplh 2nnGpny nnnnywis wyn nndhyny: buswbu nn Juinwsty
Eh' Gpywp dwdwuwy swugwy, Gpp Gpbp tinwidwinn,
Pwnanwawju Shdwnbind, huad huunptightp, np hptug £
(nLuwuywnbd: UGY wy Juwbdwnwywl, Gpp tnGuwy, nn

wjn Jwpnywug (nruwuywpnud G4, GYwy hud hwpgptg®
ywpnn GJ hpbu £ nLuwuywpt) hpt Jenph tnwuinwiywiph
Unwn:bJ inGuwhughyp hwnnpnwygnejnil Ep fupwuncd
nnuwywl npwdwnpnentt untndtiny. htug np Ywwtp Gu
hwuwnwwnyned, gnnygp pnuyyned E:

One day, the Barekamutyun market was so colorful that I
immediately wanted to take a photo, though I often hesitate

to point my camera directly at people. I started focusing on
objects that caught my interest, from where I could start. There
I was, as if I wasn't interested in people at all, only fascinated by
the bright dash of sunlight hitting that squash. As I'd hoped, it
wasn’t long before three men with loud laughs asked me to take
their picture too. Seeing me taking their photo, another trader
came and asked if I could take his photo, with his honey stand.
My camera had triggered communication, generating a festival
atmosphere; once the connection is made, conversation begins.












Pazarlarda pek ¢ok bahgeden iiriin bir araya geliyor. Sanki bir kutlama,
bir bayram yeri. Uzun bir siirecten sonra bitkiler meyvelerini,
tohumlarini vermisler, uzun bir ¢alisma siiresinde insanlar onlar1
toplamis ve getirmisler digerleriyle yan yana, simdi tiim meyve
sebzeler bir arada.

Farkli bahgelerin ¢esit cesit tiriinleri, ayn1 tezgahta bulusuyor. Cesitlilik
pazara rengini veriyor. Hepsinin de yeri baska, yabani otlarindan,
meyvelerinden yemislerine kadar. Bir tezgahta bulamadigin yan
tezgahta. Herkes ihtiyacini buluyor burada.

CnLywutpp hwdwfhudpnid U tnwinpptp wyghutphg pGpdwéd wuwpwpp.
wpunwnpwuph wnnuwhudpncpnil, tninUwwwnwpneejwu Jwin: Uadwl

W qupgwgdwl Gpywp purwgphg htunn pnyutpp wnwhu Gu hptug
wwnnLnubpu nL ubpdtGpp: Udhuubp gwupnluwy npwup ywytintg hGwnn
dwnpnhy hwdwpnid GU hpGug wpunwnpwupp W JGyuntnnd nphwup. hhdw
pninp Upqbipu nL pwupwptnGuutpp Uh Juypnud GU hwdwpdt:

Swpptn wjghutphg nwpwwntbuwy pGpptpp hwunhwnud Gu Unyu
JwéwnwubnwuhU' mwpptp W gnluwgbn® gpwdtbing hu npwnpnieyniup:
3nLpwpwlynLpu nLtuh hp nLpngu inenp® Jwynph pununwpnyutphg uhusl
Jnpqtpu nL puntntup: Yju, huy sGu Ywpnn gl Jh Juwbdwnwubnuwuhpl,
yUnnphuhg Ygunutu: 3nLpwpwlyniplu wjuintn guuncd £ wijl, hus hpGu wGwnp
E:

Markets bring together products from many gardens, a celebration of produce,
a place of festival. After the long process of growth and generation, plants offer
their fruits and seeds; after weeks and months of labour, farmers harvest their
produce and bring them together - now all fruits and vegetables gathered in
one place.

Produce from different gardens meet at the same stall, diverse and colourful,
catching my eye. Each has their place, from wild herbs to fruits and nuts. What
you can’t find at one stall, you find at the next. Everyone finds what they need
here.







Giines tezgahta da aydinlatmaya devam ediyor sebzeleri, meyveleri, ben héla
buradayim dercesine. Dallarindan kopmus meyveler icin pazarda en tanidik
sey glines olmali. Kus sesleri de 6yle. Bir de belki eller... Onu sulayan, toplayan
ellere benzer eller. Sasirir mu tek tip tarlada biiyiiyen bir sebze onca bagka
sebzeyle yan yana gelince?

Uplp 2wpniuwyned £ 2nn2nnuwip Juwbwnwutnwuhu npdwd
pwUupwptnGuutph W Upgbph Jpw, wubu wubiny® Gu ntn wjuwntn GU:
BjnLnhg wynyywd Upgbipp 2ncyuwned guinuncd GU wugwd hptug dwunp
wplehu, bwl prsnLULGNHU, nn Unyu Gpgtpu BU Gpgned... UGY Ef gnugl®
aGnptnp... QGnptn, np Ldwl Gu wju dGnptppu, np ont| GU hpbug nL
pwnb: PUy qqugnid YnltubUw wiju pwlpwnbntup, np hp tGuwyh dwu
wj| pwlpwnbntuutph hGn wéatind hhdw hwunhwned E 2wwn wy] inGuwyh
pwlupwpbntultph: 2Qupdw’up yuwnh:

The sun continues to shine on the vegetables and fruits on the stall, as if
saying, “I'm still here” Even in the market, the fruits torn from their branches
find the familiar sun. And the birds sing the same song... And perhaps the
hands... Hands similar to those that watered and harvested them. How would a
vegetable, grown with so many identical produce, feel when meeting so many
different types of vegetables? Surprise?
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Kapali mekanlardan aligveris yapmak yerine pazara gelince, giin 15181 ve
sohbet, varsa riizgar ya da yagmur eslikg¢isi oluyor insanin.

Kimileri iiretici, kimileri arac1 olan pazarcilarla tanismak, bir iki laf
etmek i¢in de giizel bir firsat. Aksamlar1 disaridaki tezgahlardan igerideki
kapali alana taginan pazardaki iiriinler biraz daha ucuz.

Uriin fiyatlari iizerinde yazmuyor. Ilk gidisimde korkutmustu bu beni,
nasil anlasacaktim pazarda insanlarla, asla yalniz gelemem diye
diistinmiistiim. Cok degil birkag giin sonra sokaklarda gezinirken
yolum pazara ¢ikiverdiginde bir baktim anlasabiliyoruz, dile gerek
duymadan. Hem ¢ok da zor sayilmazdi, birkag ciimleyi 6grenmek
yetiyordu. Hem onlarda da “bi kilo”, “mi kilo’ymus. Ilk seferinde siirekli
mi kiloyu duyup Tiirk¢e mi bu diye sasirip durmus, yanlis duyuyor
olmaliyim diye diigiinmiistiim.

Owy Juwjptpnud wnleinnep wubine thnpuwntu 2ntyuw quwip Jtq
puynunid £ wplh dwnwgwyrUEph W gpnuygh Jte: Wuywhu Gnwuwyhg*
pwunLg L. wudplhg, pninpp nwnunwd GU JGp gnnegwyhgutpp: Wu
thnpéwnnipyntup huwpwynpnienLl £ tnwihu swunpwlw nL Jh
Gnpyne pwn thnpuwbiwy G Jwdwnwywuubph W wjgbgnnpdubph htwn:
Uhusle Gpeyn npuh Jwdwnwubnwuutph wwpwupl wytih Edwu

E Juwbdwnynid: Uwpwuputph wpdtputpp npwug dpw gpywé sk,
husu hué uyqphg Jwhutgunid En: huswt'u Yupnn Gup [GgnL guinub
onLywynid. Gu Gppllt Yywpnnwuw'd JGuwy qui 2ncyw: Uhwyu Jh
pwlh on Ep wugt, np thnnngutpny pwyGihu hwywnuytgh 2nLywyned.
wyn’, hpwn hwuywunwd Ehup’ wnwlg [Ggnit hdwUwinL: Rwgh
npwuhg' Uh pwuh Uwhiwnwuncpintup pwywnuwp Ep wpnbu. «dh
yhin»* hwytptu, W «ph phin»® enLpptptU: Unwehlu wugwd Gpp jukgh
«Uh Yhn» wpunwhwjnneiniup, ghinwygtgh, np hwuwuncd GU: W)
ptiq pwl: Uh'ptb Gu Eh upuw) unwd, Uhrb npwup wynpwl Udwl Ehu:
Wjupw £ ndduwip sEn. hd uihup phe-phy dwpned En:

Rather than shopping in indoor spaces, coming to a market immerses
us in sunlight and conversation; whatever the weather, wind or rain, all
become our companions. The shared experience gives an opportunity to
meet and chat with vendors, some farmers, others traders. By evening,
the outdoor stalls sell their products more cheaply. Prices are not written
down, scaring me at first. How could I communicate at the market,
would I ever be able to come alone? Only a few days later, wandering the
streets, I ended up at the market; yes, we could understand each other
without needing words. Besides, a few sentences were enough. “Mi kilo”
in Armenian and “bi kilo” in Turkish. That first time, hearing “mi kilo” I
realised I could understand. What a surprise! Was I mishearing, are they
so similar? It wasn’t that difficult; my fear was melting away.






Birkag hafta sonra artik pazarcilari tanir, birkag ay sonra ise onlarla
sohbet edebilir olmustum. Nerede bilmedigim bir sey varsa ona
gidiyordu elim. Kurutulmus otlar, renkli fasulyeler, bahar geldiginde

her hafta yenisi ¢ikan cesit gesit otlar. Beni yabani otlarla yakinlastiran,
onlar1 ilk kez pisirdigim yer oldu Ermenistan. Bu yabani otlar1 nasil
pisirecegimi de pazarci kadinlar 6gretti bana. Hatta bir pazarcidan is
teklifi bile aldim. Ermenistanda meyveleri kurutup, i¢lerini toz haline
gelmis cevizle dolduruyorlar. Bunu domates, mandalina, portakal, kayzsi,
erik, incir gibi pek ¢ok meyveyle yapiyorlar. Bu pazarci da onlardan
satryordu, bana diyordu ki “Tiirkiyede kuru meyveleri boyle yapmiyorlar,
benim Megride ceviz ve meyve bahgelerim var ama Tiirkiyede kalacak
yerim yok, bunlar1 yapip Tiirkiyede satalim.” Yar1 saka yari ciddi gibi
goriinen bu teklif tizerine giliistiik, biraz kuru meyvelerden aldim ve
ayrildim tezgahtan, gelecek haftaya kadar.

Uh pwuh 2wpwpryw pupwgpnid wpntBu 2nLywih w2huwwnnnuGphu
dwuwsnid Eh, huy Uh pwuh wdhu wug Upwug hGun ywpnnwunwd Eh gpnegb:
CnLywynwd d6npu Uhown dgynid Ep nGwh wju wwpwupubpp, np hué dwunpe
sEhU' snpwgnwid funuinnwipnyutin, (npwqghutph gncduwynn inGuwyubp W
gwnpuwul wJdtu 2wpwre nnLpu GYnn rwpd YuwlwsbnGU: 3wjwuwnwul wju
Juynu En, np hué swunpwgnptg ywjph pununwpnyutiphu. Gu nphwup uyubgh
GLhG: SnLyuwynid w2huwinnn Ywlwyp hud unynptgph, pE huswGu wbunp

E npwup Ghtd. npwug Uté Jwup wnwehu wuqwd Enp hud hwunhwned:
SnLywh w2huwwnnnutphg UGYu wugwd hud w2huwnwlp wnwownybg:
Swjwuwnwuntd Upgbpp snpwglunwd BU W ignuncd puynyagny, unyup wuncd
GU nthyny, dJwunwnphuny, bwpugny, Shpwuny, uwnpny, rqny W 2wwn

wy Ungbpny: SnLywih wyu w2huwwnnnu £ npwughg Ep Jwéwnnod e hué
wuwg. «fénLpphwncd spbpu wjuwbu s6U wuncd, Gu UGnphnod puynygh W
Jnqbph wyghutp nlutd, pwg @ncpphwnud JuwinL wnkn snluGd: Uph' shp
wwwnpwuwntup W npwup Jwwntbup @nLpphwnwd»: UGup Shdwntghup
wju wnwwnyh ypw, npp Yhuwyuwnwy b yhuwinepg plwg: Gu win
Jwéwnwubnwuhg Jh phs shp qubgh W nniLpu GYw® Jhuy Ujnwu 2wpwe
yGpwnwnUuwiu:

After a few weeks, I knew the vendors; within after a few months, I could
even chat with them. Whenever there was something I didn’t know in
the market, my hand would reach for it - dried herbs, colorful beans, and
a wide variety of fresh greens that appeared every week in the spring.
Armenia was where I got closer to wild herbs; I cooked. Market women
taught me how to cook these wild herbs, many for the first time. One
vendor even offered me a job. In Armenia, they dry fruits and fill them
with powdered walnuts. They do this with tomatoes, tangerines, oranges,
apricots, plums, figs, and many other fruits. This vendor was selling them
too, and he said to me, “In Turkey, they don’'t make dried fruits like this.
I have walnut and fruit orchards in my Megri, but I have no place to stay
in Turkey. Let's make these and sell them in Turkey” We laughed at this
offer, which seemed half joking, half serious. I bought some dried fruits
and left the stall, until the next week.












Pazara Tiirkiyeden gelen iiriinler de varmus.
Domates, limon, bazen de portakal. Benim
Tiirkiyeden oldugumu bilen pazarcilar bunlar
“Turkakan, Turkakan” diyorlardi. Yani Tiirkiyeden.
Giircistan ya da Iran iizerinden dolasip sebze ve
meyveler giriyordu demek iilkenin, sehrin ve pazarin
kapisindan. Bizim bahgemizden buraya, pazar
bahgesine.

Uju 2nLyuwynd Jwbwnnud Ehu Lwile
(@nLpphwihg ptpws wwnpwlputbn®

(nihy, thunu W GppGJu £ Uwpphug: Wju
Jwoéwnnnubpp, nnnup ghwinthu, np Gu
(énLpphwihg GU, wunwd EpUY enLppwlywil

w, pnLppwywl: Wn pwlgwntntuubpl no
Ungbpp wju Gpyhn, wju pwnwp nL wju 2nLyw
Ehu hwutb® Jhwju Ypwuwnwuny Ywd bpwuny
dwdthnpntiny: UGp wjgnig nGwh wyunntn’
wju 2nLtyuwjh wjgh:

This market also sold products from Turkey -
tomatoes, lemons, and sometimes oranges. Sellers
who knew I was from Turkey would call these
“Turkakan, Turkakan,” meaning “from Turkey” These
vegetables and fruits could only reach this country,
this city, and this market having travelled through
Georgia or Iran. From our garden to here, to the
garden of this market.
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Karla kapli {i¢ ayin sonunda, karlar erimeye basladiginda, kaldirimlar kendi
renklerini yeniden gosterdi bizlere. Pazar ziyaretime su damlalari sesi,
pazarcilarin eriyen kar sulariyla dolu kova bosaltma sesleri de eklendi.
Neseli bir giin. Baharin yavas yavas geldiginin habercisi. Uzun zamandir
bekledigim ilk gigekler nisan baginda ancak gosteriyorlar kendilerini.

Kis ne kadar uzun siirerse o kadar senlikli geliyor bahar. Her agacin
giceginin kokusu, rengi teker teker kendini gosteriyor.

2nLtuwdws| Gptp wduhg hGunn Gpp &nlup uyubg hwyty, Jwjrebpp

unphg gnug wnytighl hptug gnyutpp: Gpp wn 2wpwre quwgh 2ntjuw, gnph
wpehubph dwjup vhwhuwnuyt| En JpUninpuphu® uGyunbngwd onLywih
Jwéwnwywuubph dwjutph htwn, npnup nwwnwpynwd Ehu nnyGpp® (gywé
hwdnn &jwl gnnd: Npwhuwih op Ep. gwnpuwl Ywdwgniy uninBUwne Lpwuu
En: bd* Gpwp uwywuwd wnwehu swnhyutpp yeppwwtu nnipu GHwu
wuwnhth uygphu: huspwl Gpywn £ dutnp nned, wjupwt wyGih innuwywu
E qupniup nwnunwd: 3ntpwpwlynip dwnh dwnyh pnypu nL gnylp UGy wn
JGy Gplewu GU quihu:

When the snow began to melt after three months, the sidewalks again
revealed their own colors. When I visited the market that week, the sound
of water droplets added to the ambiance, along with the sound of vendors
emptying buckets filled with melting snow. It was a cheerful day, a sign of
the slow arrival of spring. The first flowers I had been waiting for finally
showed themselves in early April. The longer the winter lasts, the more
festive spring feels. The scent and color of each tree’s blossoms slowly reveal
themselves one by one.
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Gnpnpn «pbunpti»-hg UGy wdhu wug utp wjgne
ShpwubUhu dwnytg: «EUpG»-U (enp.' cemre)
oguwanpdyncd £ UywpwaptinL onh, onh W hnnh
obpdwuwnhdwuh pwnépwgnidp: Unwehup wnbnh £
nLuGuncd onh «ptUpGU», Gpynnpnp' onh «ptupbux»®
thGinpdwnht, W epghup® Gppnpnp hnnh «pbdptu» E,
npp puyuncd £ dwpuinh uyhgp:

And a month after the third “cemre” (it is a word
to tell the increase of the temperature of air, water
and earth. First is air, second is water at the end
of February and third is to earth in the beginning
of March) fell, the apricot tree in our garden
blossomed.

Ve tiglincii cemre diistiikten bir ay sonra
cicek agryor bahgemizdeki kayisi.

Uh op MEnpnu, nud hGwn Unylu tnwlu Ehup wwpnud One day, my flatmate Pedro called from his room
(Uw Jh hwpy ytpl Ep dunwd), dwju indtg® wubiing, np - on the top floor that he could see Ararat, the

hn ubljwyhg Gplnud £ Upwipwwnp® Unpp (enp.* Agr)  Mountain Agr1 in Turkish. Surprised, I rushed to
\Gnp: 2wndwgwé Juatigh nbwh Unw wwwinthwlp:  his window. Weeks later, during the time of the

Bir giin, o zamanki ev arkadasim Pedro,
bir kat yukarida olan odasindan Ararat’n,
Agr1 Dagrnin goriindiigiinden bahsetmisti.
Sasirarak penceresine kogsmustum. Haftalar

sonra, ligiincli cemrenin diistiigli zamanlarda,
bu bahgedeki dérdiincii ayimda ilk kez
kayis1 agacindayken Dag’1 gormek beni

CwpwpRLtn wug® Gppnpn «gbunt»-h dwdwuwy,
hd* wju wygnLd (huGinL snppnpn wduncd, Gu Unphg
wwptigh, Gpp Shpwutunt Ununn uwuqUwd wnbuw

third “cemre,” in my fourth month in this garden,
seeing the Mountain while standing by the apricot
tree once again amazed me. So, instead of going

LGnp: WuhupU' wjuintnhg £ ywpnn GJ wnGult) Lenp®
wnwlg npw hwdwn nLph2 wnGntp quwine:

to other places to see it, I could see the Mountain
from here as well.

yeniden hayrete diisiirdii, demek gérmek icin
baska noktalara gittigim Dag’1 buradan da
gorebiliyordum.










dag |Gn mountain






Nereden baksan

baska goriiniir sekli,

ne kadar uzak olduguna,
neresinde durduguna gore.
Kimi tepeleri saklanir,
uzaktan belli etmez kendini
i¢cindeki inanilmaz cesitlilik.
Bitkileriyle, hayvanlariyla
koca bir diinya.

Insanlar icin kutsal olmus,
gokytiziine en yakin yer.
Heybetiyle

¢ok uzaklardan goriiniir
kendine davet eder bakani
bulugmaya bir davettir bu
onun canliligryla tanismaya,
ve paylagmaya ayni nefesi.

Np Ynnuhg k| bwjtu® tnwpptp £ inGupp®
Ywhudwsd Upwuhg, rE huspwl htnnL Ywd Unun
Gu npwl,

ywd npunntn Gu ywuguwé:

Npn2 ququpeubn pwpuyncd BUY

hnptug hwpnrun pwgqdwqwuntintup gnug
inwiny Jhwiju Upwlg,

nyptp Unwn GU quihu hpGug:

Sujywjwywu Jh w2huwph?

hn pnyutipny, hp YGunwuhutpny:

Uju Jwpnywug hwdwp uncpp E nwnéb.
Jwyn, np wdtuwdnwnlu £ Gpyuphu:

hp yGhnipjwdp wjbu tinGuwltGh £ htnyhg®
hn Unwn Yuwlstiny hGunwpppnpynnh.
hwunhwJwu hpwytp®

hp yGuuntbwyncpintup pwgwhwjintGin

L Uniju 2nLusp pwdubygbine:

From every angle, it appears differently,
depending on how far or near you are,
and where you stand.

Some peaks hide,

only revealing their rich diversity to those
who come to them.

A whole world,

with its plants, its animals.

It has become sacred for humans,

the place closest to the sky.

With its grandeur, it’s visible from afar,
inviting the observer;

an invitation to meet,

to discover its vitality,

and to share the same breath.



Daga dogru gitmek, ewh |Grp quw Heading towards the mountain,
once bakigin sonra adimlarinla. Uwhu hwjwgpnyn, hGinn® pwjGpnyn: first with your gaze, then with your steps.













Benim bakisim Ararat’tan,

Sis ve Masis'ten,

Kiigiik ve biiyiik tepeden olusan
hava a¢ik olunca

gokyiizii kalesi gibi

sehrin iizerinde asilan

o bir goriiniip bir kaybolan
dagdan basladi.

Goriintip kaybolmalarini,

bilinmezligini ¢ok uzaklardan izledim,

Pek ¢ok Erivanlinin yaptig gibi.

Bir tarafta Agri, diger tarafta Ararat olan bu dag:
ilk kez gordiigiim yer Erivan.

Swjwgpu nLnnntd GU Upwpwunh,
hwjinup bwl. npwbBu Uhu nL Uwuhu®
hp thnpp nL UG6 ququwputpny:
Muwng Gnwluwyhu

Gnuhup vhup6ywd wdpngh wtu
LEnp Ywhuwé E pwnwph ynpwi.

Jtp punjugwd® Utpe Gplnid E, JGpe
wUuhGunwuncd:

36nyhg htwnlt) U Upw thnpuwyGpwnudutph,
wntndywswihu hwjnuytintu no
wuhGunwuwndu®

huswGu dwpnhy Gu Gplewuncd:

Wu |Grp, np Jh Ynnuhg Upwpuwuwn E, UinLuphg®
Unpp, wnwehu wugwd nGuw Gplewuncd:

I start gazing at Ararat,

also known as Sis and Masis,

with its small and large peaks.

In clear weather,

like a fortress in the sky,

the mountain hangs over the city,
suspended, appearing and disappearing.

From afar, I watched it changing,

its mysterious appearances and disappearances,
like many people from Yerevan.

This mountain, with Ararat on one side

and Agri1 on the other,

I first saw it in Yerevan.






Adimlarimin bakisimi izlemesi zaman aliyor.
Zaman gegiyor.

Mahallemde ge¢miste yasamis Ermenilerin
izlerini ararken

evimizin arka tepesindeki sokaklarda dolagtyorum.
Arka sokaklarimizin bahgelere,

bahcelerin de

eteklerinde dogup biiyiisem de
ormanlarinda pek ytiriimedigim

Uludaga agildigini kesfediyorum.
Yiiriidiitkge yiirtiyorum

Uludag’in eteklerindeki ormanlarda.
Oralarda dolastikga,

insanlarla tanisiyorum,

hemen orada yasayan,

daha 6nce yolum diismedigi i¢in tanismadigim.
Gizli bahgeler buluyorum,

dagin icinde,

karsilastigim kisi beni davet etmese,

o yabanciya giivenip takip etmesem

hi¢ bulamayacagim bahgeler.

Boyle yerleri buldukga ailemi, arkadaglarimi da gotiiriiyorum.

Kendi deneyimim etrafima yayilarak genisliyor.
Birlikte tanistyoruz bu defa.
Sokaklari, bahgeleri, daglar1
kendimize tanidik ediyoruz.

dwdwlwy £ wwhwupyned, np pwjiGpp hGunllGu hwjwgphu:
dwJdwlwyu wuguntd E:

Uhuy Utp pwnwdwuntd wugjwincd wwnwé

hwjGph hGunptpu GJ thuuinpned,

rwhwnnid GJ JGn tnwu hGinlch thnnngutipny:
Fwgwhwjinnud GU, np UGp UppwgpUbnp tnwunwd GU nGwh wjghutn,
huy wyghutipp®

nGwh NunLnwn [Grp:

(¢GW NinLnwnh unnnpnunpu GU UGdwgk,

UhUg opu Gnpptip npw 2ntpgpninnp sbh pwithwnt:
SwpnLuwynud GU pwb) W

NLnLnwnh unnpnunhu gunuynn wuwnwnu GJ Jinuncd:
Ujunbn

Swunpwunwd GJ Jwpnywlg, tnGnwghutph,

nn Uwhuyhunwd sEh hwunhwby,

pwuh np JGp dwuwwwnphubpp sehu hwunyty:

LGnuGpnud gununwd BU pwpludwd wyghubn,

wjghutn, np Gpptp sEh qunuh,

Gt hud nhwug wnGpGpp hpwyhpwd sihuGhu:

Gu wbwp £ Juinwhtd wyn wuswunpehu W hGunl by upwu®
Ludwl JuwypGpp pwgwhwjinGine hwdwn:

Gpp punwuhphu, puytputphu £ GU nnwuncd®

wyn nglLnpniyniup Upwug hGwin Yhubine,

hJ huy thnpédwnnipjnctuutpp twpwdyned N punwnpdwyyned Gu 2nLppu:

Uju wuqwd JhwuhU Gup pwgwhwjuinned:
Utlup uyuntd Gup huputpu Jbq dwlwsbi,
Gpp uyuned Bup dwliwst) thnnngutpp, wjghubpp, |Grutnp:

It takes time for steps to follow gaze.

Time passes by.

While searching for traces of Armenians

who lived in my neighborhood in the past,

I wander through the streets behind our house.
I discover that our backstreets lead to gardens,
and gardens

lead to the mountain Uludag.

Although I grew up in the foothills of Uludag,
I never wandered there much until now.

As T walk,

I continue into

the forests at the foot of Uludag.

Here,

I meet people, locals I haven’'t met before
because my path hadn’t crossed theirs.

I discover hidden gardens in the mountains;
gardens I would never find

it I'd not been invited by the owners.

I must trust that stranger and follow him to discover

such places.

As I take family and friends to share the excitement,
my own experiences spread and expand around me.

This time, we discover together.
We get to know ourselves

as we become familiar with the streets, the gardens,

the mountains.
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ve derler ki iki tarafindan da asilmaz goriinmesine bakmayip Koca Dag’a ¢ikanlar

orada birbirleri ile bulusurlarmas.

Wunwd GU* UGS Lenp pwpdpwgnnutnp, suwjGiny (GrwU pywgjw] wuhwnpwhwnGihnipjwlup,
hpwp hwunhwned GU htGug ququehu:

Some say that those who climb the Big Mountain without fear of its seemingly insurmountable peaks

meet each other there.















