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I'm analysing myself.

There's a phone in my hand. Graphics in front of my

eyes... I'm playing a game. I am laying down on the bed, my

head is resting on the pillow. There is no thought in my

mind. I just think I should get a good score. Daily worries

gave me a day off, just like my school. Such a merry

Sunday!

I notice that the sun is outside when my curtain moves

under the influence of the heat inside. Suddenly I'm bored.

My sweaty quilt and my touchscreen cuffs plugged into the

wall socket fling my loneliness in my teeth , as if someone

had blown cigarette smoke in my face.

I'm getting up. My numb feet aren't helping my mood at

all. When I open the window, the cool, fresh air hits me in



the face. It's pretty relaxing. My mind is slowly erasing the

stupid graphics of the game it's been playing over and over.

All that remains is that I'm a 16-year-old boy living in

Copenhagen. Having no friends, hobbies or goals... There is

no sign of life other than breathing…

When these thoughts touch me, I feel remorse for every

drop of water I drink and every bite I eat. I offer new video

games or action movies that are not a solution to my

conscience, which is seeking help and is shaken by pain,

and I console it like a crying baby. That's how I get back

into this vicious circle. Until I get bored again…

It's hard to beat habits, but this time, I want to break this

vicious circle.

I am slowly pulling my fingers back from the phone. My

brain is preoccupied with questions. What should I do?

What should I do? Before I can even get close to an answer,

my hand reaches elsewhere for my wallet which has three

separate ID cards in it. While forty smart brain cells were

arguing whether there was a problem, my subconscious,

who knew best what was going on, had already thrown the

stone into the well.

If you want to change yourself, you must firt know

yourself. The most basic information about us is on our

identity card.

I take out the first card and read it. There is nothing

much, in fact. My name, surname, number, class... The

school ID Card.

When I see the other two cards, I smile. According to an

optimist, dual citizenship is an indicator of belonging to

different cultures of the world. I don't think that

contributes much to someone like me.



I read my information briefly. My name is Arda. My last

name is Yol.

My eyes are stuck in my mother's name for a while.

Birgitte... When I read this name, my chest tightens and

some images come to life in front of my pupils.

I am closing my eyes. A drop of prayer falls down.

I am a kid whose mother lives but has never spoken to

his mother. She lives here, three or four kilometers from us

- I mean, my grandmother's house, where I've lived for as

long as I can remember.

My mother is in room 207 at a private mental hospital.

Me and my gramdmother are visiting her on the weekends.

When we get there, she moves up to a corner and starts

screaming in her room. My own mother doesn't know me,

such a terrible thing...

I don't know how she lost her sanity, there's no one

willing to tell me family stories. All I know is my mom's

been in that white room since I was a baby.

There's an unfamiliar name on the top line. My father's

name, Bedri…

I'm feeling bored.

I've never seen him before. Even any photos of him... I

have to settle for my own theories about him.

A few years ago, I asked to my grandmother in fear,

"When my mother got sick, did my father leave us?"

“No.” she answered. “Never!” She said that my father

was a very good man and a groom, but she told me nothing.

My life isn't different from the other young people whose

one of their parents came from an another country. I go to



Turkey every summer to visit my uncle. And for the rest of

the year, I'm living my normal life in Denmark. I have an

uncle. He and I get along, we're like friends, but he won't

answer any of my questions about my dad.

Last year, I asked him to at least give me his picture, and

he turned it down in fear. “Why? What would happen if I

saw his photo?” I shouted.

“Please don't go after this, Arda. It's not something you

can understand. We tried so hard to save you.” If misting

my eyes is called crying, I cried. He tried to stay calm, but

my uncle cried too, I noticed.

“Is he alive?” I asked.

“He's alive,” he said. “But don't try to find him.”

Like I said, there's no one willing to tell me family

stories.

I'm filled with indescribable emotions when I put the ID

back. When I look at my father's name, something sticks in

my eye, I go to the bathroom to wash it with warm water.

The questions in my head change for a moment, is it the

sinking eyelash? Or did the electronic screens I keep

looking at all time mess with my eyes? Fortunately, the

burning sensation goes away when I washed it.

I think about how overwhelming it is to be home alone on

the way to the kitchen. I filled the glass with water, but I

stopped drinking, I'm pouring it.

I take my wallet and jacket from my room and suddenly

head for the outer door. The sound scares me, I slammed

the door faster than I should have. But now, it doesn't

matter. Right now, I need to get ready to take my bike and

to pedaling.

I'm going to Dr. Konorre Hospital to see my mother.



I'm going out. The weather's good, but the road's clear.

When I riding the bike, my brain doesn't think about where

to go, and leaving the captainship to the spinal cord. I went

the route between home and hospital so many times... Now

I know every turn by heart.

Where I'm going is an alley, a small, very old building.

Since the hospital didn't get a license this year, it had to

move to a new building soon, that's what I heard.

The further you get from the city center, the more lonely

the houses get.

Finally, my bike reaches the front of the hospital. I'm

gonna lock it up in the fence painted with rainbows. I will

show myself to the consultants who already know me and

go upstairs to the second floor to evaluate the visiting time.

I'm surprised the garden is empty. Patients who were in

relatively good shape always spent time at the tables

outside. Some of them used to chatting, some used to

playing games like chess or reading books.

Although the garden is small, it is impossible not to

admire how the hospital socialize its patients. Some have

unrestricted access to the garden, some have restricted.

There are some serious patients who, albeit in small

numbers, never get out.

Like my mother.

They can't even get my mom's shirt off. As soon as her

ligaments were untied, she started pulling out her hair and

scratching her face. They don't tell me the details, but they

say walls have ears, I know them all.

I'm getting more and more devastated every second.

I come in with colorful thoughts mixed with coal. I'm

taking a look at the information desk, there's no one! I can't



wait for someone to come back from the bathroom to show

myself. I'll be fine if I just go upstairs. They won't throw me

out.

There's a familiar face at the end of the stairs to the

second floor. Our old and darling nurse, Mrs. Kloe! When I

see her, my face smiles just like hers.

She's the first one to start the conversation we've always

had.

“Welcome, Arda.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Kloe. I want to see my mother.”

“Sure... It is good you are here, she missed you.”

It's too romantic to miss someone for someone who

running away from someone she doesn't know exists with

horrible screams, and I'm no longer a ten-year-old being

comforted by simple lies. But I don't mind what Nurse Kloe

says at all.

I'm not objecting this time either. I am just calling out,

“Miss Kloe!”

“Yes?”

“Well...”

I bite my lips, not knowing how to say it. “I need to ask

my mother something.”

She's hesitating. “Sure...” she said, her face was saying

“Ask her, but you should know that you will not get an

answer.” in the language of gestures.

“Isn't there a drug?” I said with hope. “To restrain my

mother, make her understand me a little...”



“If there was, we would give her.” she says, and she

confronts me with my cognizance infection. I bow my head

understanding my stupidity. She's smiling. “Come, I'll take

you to your mother.”

She's taking me to the parlor. The familiar restlessness in

my temples... Minutes later, a familiar sight at the door. A

nurse and a woman who breathes by inflating her rib cage

and pierces the place where she looks.

Mom's here.

I know she was sedated before the interviews.

Otherwise, she might try even to break the iron, not the

shirt. And the worst part is, she can do it. In general,

people never use all of their muscle because the mind

draws a limit to not been getting harmed or harm a person.

Some people lose that limit.

Kloe puts her in the chair in front of me. My mother is

very uneasy. She looks at me like I'm her enemy, not her

son. I know she won't talk, and I know she won't say

anything meaningful even if she does. My tongue wanders

in my mouth a few times, I say "mother" senselessly.

As expected, she's not responding. But today I'm

determined to find a trail.

“Miss Kloe, could you untie my mother? I want to hold

her hand.”

I've read a lot of patient stories that come out of comas

with the miracle of love. Maybe my mom would feel a little

better when she felt her son.

Well, I just criticized romantic thinking, didn't I? I'm like

the continental climate, one season doesn't match the

other.



The nurse is getting restless. “I'd love to, but if I did, I'd

jeopardize your safety.”

“Please,” I say. “If she does anything to me, I'll defend

myself. If she tries to do anything to herself, there are two

of us here, we will stop her.”

She agrees, but she's reluctant. I can feel that she is

scared when she is taking the shirt off.

My mom's wearing a blue patient outfit. I'm witnessing

how weak she are compared to the old photos. Her arms

are so slim. Her hands are as pale as stolen from a grave. I

can feel her bones when I hold her hand.

Two drops of tears fall from Arda's eyes who didn't cry

even when he has been mocked in elementary school,

didn't cry when he falls or he loses his favorite toy car.

“Mom.”

What can a child give his mother? Since I only shed tears

for her until today, I gave her my lacrimal lake. I didn't cry

sobbingly. I just shed a few drops.

My mother's hands are dry. I don't have waterfalls inside

of me anymore.

“I am Arda. Your son.”

Even if she tries to back off, I am not letting go of her

hand. I won't this time. She screams, and even though I feel

like I'm going to become deaf, I don't let her go. She sticks

her fingernails into my flesh, and this time the tear comes

from the pain. I'm still not quitting.

“Mom, it's Arda,” I repeat over and over. Kloe leaves the

parlor for a few minutes and comes back, brought a

tranquilizer dart to intervene in an emergency.



My mother, whose voice is now constipated by shouting,

suddenly fell silent. I lift up my head and we meet eye to

eye. Her gaze is beginning to make sense, or so it seems to

me.

Miracle, romance, madness, air, water... My mouth is

open, and I've lost the meaning of all these terms.

“Arda...” she says. I can't detect the situation at first.

When I perceive it, I am treading on air and I wander

through heaven for a few seconds.

My mother says my name!

“Mom!” said I with admiration, I was hoping that this

divine moment to repeat. Her lips are singing a folk song

with a strange rhythm.

“sh-e wants a ba-by... a ba-by... a ba-by... wants she...

who-se na-me wouldn't be-en sa-id... she's gon-na ta-ke...

ar-da...”

I could listen to her forever, until I heard the sound of

her neck breaking.

I'm shivering. I fall from heaven for a minute to the

lowest level of hell, just like the Devil. Now, it's my turn to

scream unconsciously, and soon Kloe ends up next to me

with a needle in her hand.

I don't remember the rest of the movie.

 

 





t h e f u n e r a l

 

 

 

I'm waking up, I'm in my room. There's something on my

left side that's falling apart, but I don't have anything on

my mind. My brain is asleep, my body is under the control

of my spinal cord. My hand reaches for the phone

reflexively.

All my experiences come back to me, one by one, in time.

My eye fountains are losing function. I stare blankly at the

ceiling for minutes.

There's a game on the phone, waiting where I left. This

situation makes me ask, “I wonder if everything was a

dream?”. I am filling with hope. I stand up and open the

window, and the sun leaking from the curtains supports my

little mistake.

I am opening the notification bar of the phone, wanting

the day to be Sunday.

The day amazes me.

“Tuesday?” I shout.

That means I've been sleeping for about 45 hours.

KMy door is opening. My little uncle heard my voice, he's

coming in.“How's my mom?” I ask with hope. I wish he'd

say, “She is as always...” And I would tell him about the

nightmare I had. I wish he would placate me by saying,

“The old prophets said that seeing someone die in a dream

is to give them life.”



I wish the wait I always complained about would

continue as it was. I can pedal a thousand times over. I

could go through the alleys a thousand more times. I could

sit in the parlor for hours, staring nervously at the door. I

wish... My mother was alive.

But when my uncle hugs me, all he says is, “My

condolences to us.”

There's a big crowd in there. Our relatives, my mother's

friends... My father's relatives are here. My uncle, my

grandmother, my grandfather... I find strange them all. It's

like everywhere should be empty today. It is like I should

take all the mourning on my own. I feel guilty when I find

out the funeral was postponed one day because of me.

When I go out in the hallway, I see a photo. It's a picture

of my mother long before she got sick... Her long blonde

hair is swinging on both sides. My mom is smiling. I'm

looking at her hands right now. They're holding the knife to

cut the cake written “Happy birthday Birgitte! Be happy

with your 22nd age!”. They're not like the last time I

touched them. The bones don't pop out of the joints.

They're healthy. Her fingernails are decorated with red nail

polish.

I remember when I believed in numbers.

“How did you lose your joy?” I whisper to the photo.

Three years ago, I stopped here again and said, “I will

make the same cake written '44' with my own hands and

we will celebrate together. Regardless that I suck at

cooking.”

“Why did you die, mom?”

The moment of death passes before my eyes again and

again. How can someone break its own neck? My finger,



announcing the guilty person, returns to me again. She

wouldn't be so scared if I hadn't pushed myself so hard to

introduce myself. She wouldn't make any sudden moves.

My reflection on the frame glass is catching my eye. I

look at my long brunette hair, my facial hair that didn't get

the “beard” title, the pits on my cheeks, the bruise under

the eyelashes. My face is as pale as a corpse. At that

moment, I realize I shouldn't feel weird about my mother

losing weight all these years.

I lost weight in just two days.

In my bed.

My head is cracking. I want to go to sleep, but I'm

already asleep. I'm leaning my head back where I'm

standing. It's not comfortable, so I'm going back to my

room. I'm happy when I see my old bed and my dirty quilt.

I put my head on the uncomfortable pillow. I'm looking at

the phone. The game is open and waiting where I was two

days ago. I suddenly throw the phone against the farthest

wall of the room.

It's falling to pieces.

It's like me now.

I put my head on the pillow and close my eyes. I cover

the duvet. I don't care if time passes me by. I guess I don't

care about anything anymore. I can sleep here forever. Or I

could die. I could die like my mother.

“None of you can lift me up from here!” I shout. “No

power, no reason!” The heat is overwhelming me. I open

my duvet, but my eyes are still closed.

After forcing my vocal cords and causing a roar, I get

calm like after storm.



This time the spinal cord isn't in charge. My brain is

torturing me. He's yelling at me, he's questioning me. I

have to ignore him, get a little quiet.

However, that's not possible.

My brain, which stops asking me questions, starts

focusing on surrounding sounds.

“My condolences”, “we are very sorry” voices are flying

in the air. I want to get out of bed and kick everyone out of

the house. My selfishness whispers that no one has the

right to be sad but me. I suppress my unjust anger. “Stop

listening to people...” I say to myself. “Just sleep already.”

As I get dizzy, I perceive all the sounds are mixed like a

soup. And then I realize that a piece doesn't fit into this

soup. One whisper is much closer than the others, and I'm

getting goose bumps.

My uncle owns the whisper.

“Okay, Bedri, it's safe here. You can pass.” Even though I

can't see him, I feel his head sticking out of my room. He's

controlling me. “The child is sleeping.”

When the sound of the outer door closing comes, I

realize that the name “Bedri” used in the sentence is my

father. My eyes, which I close like a sealed chest, go wide

open.

My vows are upside down...

I must be a rocket. No! I should even make the rocket

jealous! I fall down when I get out of bed. It won't take me

a second to get up. I don't shut the door, and I start running

barefoot, no shoes on.

My father is here.



I'm too sane to shout like “Dad!” I have to be faster than

a cheetah, but quieter than a snake when I am going to

him. Marble swallows the sound of my bare feet, so I reach

my goal. When I was about to go down to the bottom floor

of the apartment, I could see my father from behind who I

could only hear his footsteps for minutes. He's wearing a

big hat, his hair is not visible, he's wearing a coat even

though it's not too cold, his hands are gloved... The

excitement surrounds all of my body, my knees are shaking.

“Wait!” I say. At that moment, I get a tickle in my throat,

I cough a few times. He stands amazed, but does not look

back, resisting his reflexes. Even though I can't see his

face, I can feel his excitement and terror. We share the

same feelings.

I'm going down the stairs slowly. I may be slow, but if he

tries to escape, I'll run after him. A drop of me falls to the

ground, the sweat of my forehead.

Meanwhile, Bedri leans carefully. I can tell by the sound

of a pencil that he's writing something. The stairs are

ending and a child is just waiting for the moment to meet

his father.

The moments... Those that don't go away.

I notice that my three uncles are watching me from

above. They're trying to figure out what I'm doing. I'm just

focusing on the pen that moves on the paper.

My father's knees are lifting up ten feet in front of me.

He's finally getting up. He'll come back to me and give me

the paper. My stomach is a valley of butterflies... I wonder

if he's handsome. Young-looking? Does my face look like

him?

When he stands up completely, I feel the pain of my

lower lip, which my teeth hurt. He doesn't have the paper,



it's on the floor. It doesn't matter. I... I think I'm happy.

Now he's gonna turn around. He'll look at me, he'll be

surprised. Maybe we'll hug, maybe our first moments will

be cold and calculating. I'm setting up dozens of scenarios

in a matter of seconds. I'm ready for all but one.

The moment my father runs away, instead of turning his

back, I realize that the happiness of someone like me will

last for a few seconds at most.

I go out and grab the paper in my hand and sit on the

floor. While I was staring blankly away, a voice inside me

yells, “Why?”

That voice is my inner voice, no one can hear it but me.

No one's ever really tried to hear what I'm saying

anyway.

My uncles are catching up with me immediately. “You

haven't seen him, have you?” they ask, and they are happy

when I approve. I don't understand why. I'm not saying

anything else, I'm not asking. I'm hiding the paper nicely.

I'll read my father's words alone.

 



t h e l e t t e r

 

 

 

“Hello my son,

You're too close. I wish I could see you right now. Wish I

could looking at your face, taking away years of longing. I

wish it was possible. I wish the way I look at you wouldn't

hurt you.”

My facial expressions are changing. I hadn't anticipated

such a start.

“I can't give you much information. She doesn't want

that. I understand that you're angry with me, but I want

you to know that I've never done anything willingly. I'm

following her orders.

I did something once that she didn't want, and it ended

with your mother getting sick and having nightmares every

night. I can't do it again. I have to follow her orders toe the

line.”

I'm beginning to lose interest in the letter when my

father implied that there is someone who giving orders to

him. What is this? I feel like crumpling up his hard-to-read

writing because he writes fast.

My logic says that if there is a body of the ordering

entity, it can be handled with the police.

“It all started when you were born. She became a

nuisance the day you were born. No one gave you my

picture or made you listened my voice because she



wouldn't let you to do it. When something is done that is

not allowed, she goes mad and does not feel pity when she

is punishing. The first day she came in, when your mother

and I weren't allowed to talk to each other, I accidentally

said, ‘Do you understand?’ to your mother, and it just

happened. She blew your mother's mind. Normally, you

can't predict what punishment to give, but sometimes she

says it.”

When my mother gets involved, the attention I lost

gathers again. I'm looking at my heart. No matter how

much my mind disagrees, I believe in my father.

I'm an idiot, so I can't get away with shit.

I keep reading.

“There is no way. There's no void. We will never see each

other again, Arda. If you hear my voice one day, she will

tear apart my vocal folds or if you see my picture, she will

tear my eyes out. If I reach out to you, this time she will do

the same damage to you.

Know that your mother and I both love you very much

and that your mother sacrificed herself for you.

May the happiness be yours,

Bedri”

Happiness, huh? I'm about to go crazy. This letter means

nothing!

I'm trying to wrap up what's written. There is a presence.

She's giving orders to my father. And when it doesn't follow

the orders, she punishes him with the people he loves. One

of the orders of the presence is to never see my father! The

powers of existence are superhuman.

That sounds crazy, doesn't it?



It's not like that. Not if everyone in the family is afraid of

a disembodied being and obeys her orders toe the line.

There must be some truth to it. Something they're afraid

of...

Are they all psychologically disturbed? Is this being a

demon? A djinn? How do they all come together in one

place, from my great uncle, who sees the believers of God

as mad, to my Muslim uncle and my Jewish grandmother?

I'm getting up. An unquenchable rage within me. I just

found out that some fucking being took me away from my

parents. I don't even consider the possibility that my father

is lying. I told you, my heart is stupid. I believe in the letter.

The sun is leaving the day. I'm not going out.

The stars of the night are rising. I'm not blinking.

It's almost dawn. I am thinking. I'm looking for a way.

The sun is rising. I decide to settle this in its place.

I can't stay in this house anymore. I can't cover this quilt,

I can't look through this window. I can't cross these streets.

I'll think of the promises I made to die, and I'll go. My

mother's screams are heard in my ears, I shut up. I'm

running out of air every minute I breathe in here.

I plan to tell everyone at breakfast that I have decided to

move to Turkey and I hope they will not react too much.

At first, my uncles don't want me to go. But when they

realize that I'm serious and that I really need it, they let me

do it unwillingly. I'm packing my bags. After two months of

proceedings due to bureaucratic issues, my school

registration is taken to Turkey.

Sixty days delay gives me a chance to pull myself

together and think rationally. The pain won't go away, but



I'm learning to live with it. I'm learning to sleep at night...

And to not losing myself when I saw my mother's picture

when I am wandering around the house.

Before I go, we make a deal with what's left of my family:

to study in Turkey for the last two years of high school and

to return to Denmark when my university age comes.

Even if I promise to return, if I can eliminate that

creature, in my mind, there is the idea of staying in Turkey

always. I want to move in with my father and start a new

life. I don't tell anyone about my dreams.

My plane ticket is scheduled for forty days from now. I

am sleeping, waking up, and I'm just waiting for the time to

hit the road.

 



 



t h e s e c t i o n

 

 

 

A cheeky wind opens the skirt of the curtain. The cheeks

of the embarrassed sun are becoming on my face. There is

a smell dedicated only to dawn in the air... My pique was

wrinkled in my lap all night. For the first time, I am waking

up with getting enough sleep. The first time I wake up,

there's a smile on my face.

I'm going to Turkey!

My flight leaves in about 17 hours. I got the ticket a

window seat.

I want to look at the world from the top, even if just for a

few hours.

My feet are touching the carpet. My eyes are a little

sunken. Sleep catatonia. Meanwhile, I'm thinking about my

dream. One of the countless dreams in which I hear my

mother's call “Arda!” ... I'm not hurting this time, I'm even

smiling. My face illuminates when I realize that I have a

dream I want so much. And I'm not licking my dry lips. To

keep the taste of raspberry birthday cake on my palate.

I held her hand again while she cut the cake. How soft

she was, how beautiful she got since the time I saw her.

Happy birthday mom.

I yawn and get out of bed. I remember the feeling of

gratitude I forgot and I look out the window. The streets

take on the beauty of a farewell.



Perhaps it's the first time I've enjoyed the view, which is

consist of houses and streets.

I have a sweet headache. I want a morning sleep, but I

am renewed by the excitement of wanting to stay awake. I

want to jump in the bed like it isn't been a while since I was

seven. I'm changing my sweaty shirt and leaving the room

to wash my face. That's when I realize there's an unusual

hum in the house.

My uncles came.

It's early even for breakfast. They left their warm beds to

spend more time with me. I feel loved. Why is my season so

bright this morning? I never want the sun to set again.

I'm gonna go in and say hi. The seats are all taken.

There's my little uncle in the triple sofa, my aunt with the

short red hair who likes rock music, and my 15-year-old

cousin Talja. She straightened her hair out and tinged her

eyes with kohl today, but I can still see the drowsiness. In

the other three seats, my grandmother, my great-uncle and

my other aunt, who was his wife... In the single seat,

there's a young girl I don't recognize at first glance.

“Welcome.”

She's wearing a white shirt. Black pencil skirt

underneath... Her hair, neatly combed and half-collected,

looks like a black waterfall. I remember her name.

“Sybil? You are welcome, too.”

She smiles shyly. “Thank you,” she says in a rhythmic

tone, like singing.

Sybil, my great-uncle's daughter, sixteen years old. She's

a few months younger than me. She's extremely

meticulous, and she hasn't left her room since she was

seven, unless it's mandatory. She doesn’t go to school. She



doesn't talk to anyone except her tutor and her shrink.

Sybil is sitting on my grandmother's couch right now...

Should I call it a miracle? I can't find the words.

“Let me offer you something.” I propose to the hall.

“Shall I brew you some Turkish tea?” I say and laugh. “I

learned how to brew.” My offer is accepted. Half an hour

later, our cups fill with nice-brewed tea.

My older uncle coming to the point when he finishes his

drink.

“You're going to Turkey today, aren't you?”

“Yes.” I say, finding strange that him to ask something he

knows. He smiles and says, “Then say hello to your

companions.” Both hands point to Sybil and Talja.

There is no sound from me, but when they saw how my

face changed, my uncle immediately lists the defense

items.

“You know Sybil locks herself in her room. For years,

we've been forced to convince her to even show up on her

doorstep. She wants to see a new place for the first time.

When she said 'Can I go with Arda?', her mother and I were

very happy. Please accept. We're sending Talja to take care

of her. They will stay for two months and return.”

“Calm down,” I say, extending my hand. “I did not say

anything. I'm just surprised. They may come, of course...”

He heave a sigh of relief. He was afraid that I would see

Sybil as a burden, so he got rid of his fear. “I was going to

threaten him,” he says, “... because if they're not going, you

aren't going neither.”

I cannot see a person as a burden who does not

deliberately try to be a burden. Would it be fair to hurt a



sensitive person who is prepared like an orchestra

musician for a journey?

“I promise I'll take good care of them.”

“Will you always stay at Mr. Berat's house?” uncle asks.

Berat is my father’s brother. “During the summer,” I say.

The dormitory can also be arranged for school time. We'll

talk about the details when I get there.

“Give him my regards when you are gone.” he says.

The rest of the day is spent packing and checking the

paperwork. Passports were issued hastily for Sybil, and her

family hopes there will be no trouble. Since Talja is already

a very social child, she has a passport for three years. I

don't worry about myself because commuting between two

countries is as natural for me as taking the city bus.

Just before I leave the house to go to the airport, I take

my father's letter and put it in my capri's pocket. I'll read it

over and over again on the way.

When we go out, a beautiful July evening welcomes us. I

look at Talja and me, we all shabby and all well dressed up

both. I'm wearing a V-neck T-shirt. I'm wearing a black,

triangular spindle and some string necklaces that my

grandmother gave me. Camouflage patterned capri and

sandals complete the rest of the outfit. My toenails are

long, but I don't care. Talja is wearing shorts and a strappy

blouse. She's got a giant sunglasses in her eyes. “Why are

you wearing it, it's night?” I say. “I need it in the morning,”

she says. We're laughing.

Sybil... She's like she's from a different world. If I didn't

know I was going to hurt her, I'd say, “Aren't you burning?”

for her long-sleeved shirt. The thing she wears is ironed

like a razor. White silk socks on her leg... “Doesn't it bother



you?” I would like to say for her black patent leather shoes.

She can take small steps because of her tight knee-length

skirt. An uncompromising meticulousness. I have no

compassion for her as if I were a superior being. On the

contrary, I admire her dedication.

Sleep welcomes me at the airport gate. My eyelashes are

all messed up. What an avalanche of fatigue has fallen on

me, I am surprised.

Talja and I can easily pass through the door detector. It's

Sybil's turn. However, the detector beeps as she passes by.

There's a gentle attendant at the head of the device. “Can

you take your metal things off?”

Her hands and feet are shaking. I am interfering. “Calm

down, if there is a belt or a piece of metal on your shoe, you

will take it off and pass, then you will wear it again.” And I

apologize to the attendant on behalf of Sybil.

I am doing a little checking. She's got pieces of iron in

her shoe. When I make a move to pull it out, she pulls back

in fear. “The floor is dirty.” she says, rhythmically.

Sybil, whose voice I've heard twice, isn't speaking

fluently. She has her own way of talking. I get goose bumps

because of that spelling... It reminds me of my mother's

state before she died.

The attendant understands us. “Okay, she doesn't need to

take the shoe off. You may pass.”

And the rest is the routine processes. Fortunately, we

manage to get on the plane without any further trouble.

As the plane takes off, I lean my head against the window

and watch the plane rise from the runway. Talja opens one

of the popular novels, and Sybil sits upright on the corridor

side, not leaning back. I look to my right side in fear when



the seatbelt warning is given. Even though her anxiety can

be seen in her glass-blue eyes, she wears the belt smoothly.

The plane first circles the runway, then rises and starts

to travel towards Esenboğa airport at full speed. The last

thing I'm thinking about is the city lights coming out of the

tiny window of the plane.

When I woke up startled, I think it was only a few

minutes ago.

I'm thirsty. The left side of my lower lip is wet with

saliva. When I involuntarily look around, I see that the

passengers are preparing to land. Then I notice the unusual

acceleration of the plane.

I'm looking at my companions. Talja pulled out the

sleeping patch and fell asleep. I'm poking. Sybil put her

back against the couch a little bit. She's not sleeping, she's

got this uncomfortable expression on her face from the

people who are trying to get over their obsessions. I

appreciate her effort.

When the plane stops, we get up. We line up and get off.

Two people will soon set foot on the land of a country they

know nothing about.

My uncle greets the group of Denmark. We cuddle and

fulfill our longing. We're leaving the airport by car just

after midnight.

Oh, I have get enough sleep and feel rested. I'd sit up all

night if they let me. On the way, I think of my cousins, one

is on my age, one is two years older. Eray and Gürsel...

They're cool neighborhood kids, but unfortunately, we don't

get along very well. They've always found me spoiled and

snobbish, but I'm just anti-social. I hope that this situation

will change when I settle in Ankara.



We're close to home. To a three-story apartment with a

garden... My uncle parks the car in a convenient place.

We're getting off. It feels good to get my feet on the ground

after four hours.

My aunt greets us when we enter the house. The

beautiful smell of meal... She made pies and desserts for

us. “Oh no!” I say. “Now, it would be a shame if Talja did a

long calorie calculation, as she does with any meal.” I say

to myself that I should warn her sometime.

I'm leaving the girls inside and going to my cousins'

room. “Hey, guys!” I said as soon as I opened the door I

clicked on. One of them has a phone in his hand, and the

other one scratches things on a notebook.

Gürsel closes the drawing book. He has a bewildered

look on his face. “Dude, I didn't know that you are able to

say any greeting words?” He's right about that. On my

previous visits, I would find an empty corner and pick up

the phone.

Eray is also making his comment. We're joking, we're

laughing.

What really excites my uncle's children is the guests I

bring to stay with me during the summer.

“Ugh...” Gürsel is staring mindfully. “Did you say girl?”

“Whoa, he's in hyena mode.” Eray looks at his brother

strangely. “Damn it! Such an uncouth, hungry, barbarian,

greedy man you are?”

He's turning to me. “Arda. My dear brother.” he says.

“Would you introduce your beloved cousins to a gentleman

like me immediately?” he says nicely.

I can hardly help laughing. I know their English

knowledges isn't bad, they can talk with Sybil and Talja, so



I'm not worried. Dating phase is going better than I

expected. My male cousins manage to adjust their

distances well. Not too shy, not too aggressive. Talja likes

them. She asks questions and tells something of her own

life enthusiastically. Sybil sits stiff, but she has a smile on

her face. She listens to the kids. I say yes, that's an

improvement.

As the conversation gets deeper, I retreat from the scene

without being seen

I find Gürsel's phone in his room. I'm going into the

guidebook quickly. A number called “My uncle” is

registered, which belongs to my father. I'm transferring

those eleven numbers to my own phone

I'm going out on the balcony.

It's forbidden to hear. It's forbidden to see. What about

texting?

I'm opening the messaging program. My fingers are

making short sentences on the keyboard. “I came for you.

I'm in Ankara. Arda.”

The answer is not delayed. “I wish I could thank you, but

you can't do anything, Arda. The darkness allows us to

reach the light as much as it wants.”

I'm feeling bored. I hold the keyboard like a soldier

grasping a gun with a fire in my forehead. “Why did you

surrender to her so much? What have you got to lose? You

lost your wife. You can't be with your son, we can only talk

with the curtains between us. You have to fight.”

His fever is long gone. “There are things in life that

cannot be undone.”

“I will fight with the power that took me away from my

father, whether you help me or not. It is over.”



I'm deleting the coming answer. I mute the phone and

put it in my pocket. When I am going in I think that I am

done with the vain words. Enough of this 16-year stalling.

It's time to ask the real questions.

 



e x p l a i n

 

 

 

I walk in to my cousins' room, I have a couple of words to

say.

When they are in the middle of a conservation, I say, “Do

you know her name?” The voices stop, and no one really

understands what I mean.

“Do you know the name of the thing that makes my

father not be here right now?”

My cousins are getting fussy. Ignorance may be the best

strategy in such a situation, but Gürsel blurted it out by

saying, “How the hell do you know about those events?”.

Eray's playing dumb. “Dude what are you saying to the

deceased man?”

I'm getting nervous. “I know, don't try to deny it. My

father didn't die, I saw him at the funeral. I mean, I saw it

from a distance. He wrote me a letter and told me

everything.”

Gürsel blunders out for the second time. “He can't tell

everything, Sy...” He puts both hands in his mouth and

swallows with terror. “Well, I mean...” he says then. “That

thing won't let my uncle.”

My blood pressure is rising.

“Look, yes, we know, but we can't say his name, okay?”

Eray can't find a place to run. Confessions and explanations

are pouring out. “She has been keeping my uncle under



arrest for sixteen years. My uncle has to be alone every

night. He can't stay anywhere but home, we saw that with

our own eyes.”

“She comes when you say her name.” Gürsel said. I can

read the frostbitten horror in his blood from his face.

“Is this a person?” I can only say.

“Ghost or djinn, whatever you say.” Eray leans back.

“When we saw wizards and blowers in the movies, we used

to make fun of them. When we faced with the same, we

started to run after them too. There are no hodjas left we

haven't gone to. From those who solve centuries-old

treasure spells, to those who are strong enough to hire the

djinns as servants...”

“My uncle has a powerful black magic on him,” Gürsel

adds. “They can see that, but they can't figure it out. They

don't understand the nature of the spell.”

“This 'thing' doesn't go even when a verse from the

Quran is read. Therefore, a few hodjas say that a person

communicates with my uncle from a distance rather than a

djinn.”

I'm in my habit of challenging. “Let's say her name once,

what could be happen?” I say.

“You'll pass out and have an epileptic crisis or

something, nothing more.” Eray says. He leans forward,

puts his hands on top of his head. “Uncle Bedri is very fond

of you. He is afraid that something will happen to you.”

“Oh, come on, is that why he's not being with me?” I

don't believe these words neither.

“You don't know how his voice changes when he talks

about you.” His condemning gaze pierces me. “And you



don't know how he prayed and begged for hugging you one

day... And under the harassment of that 'thing'.”

I remained silent for a while. It's hard to say anything

that makes sense. The more I put myself in my father's

shoes, the more I go crazy.

Maybe it's best if he loses hope. Maybe it's my turn to

fight.

“I want to be under her harassment too.” I look into the

eyes of Eray and Gürsel. I am determined, there is not the

slightest lie in what I say. “I want to share my father's pain,

in the least.”

“If it helps, let's share it together.” He opens his joined

hands and his voice becomes as despairing as the letter.

“But... there is... no way.”

There are ways of millions of information can be

contained in the nerve cells of our brains. There is a way of

the seasons, days and nights to come one after the other.

There's a way of a baby bird to learn how to fly fast by

fluttering. So, isn't there any way for the people who are

able to get water from a flint to defeat a being who hasn't

even a body?

“There is... a way.” I say with the same emphasis. “If you

don't want to confront her, I'll do this myself.”

I have an enthusiasm inside of me. Desire on the sword

of a warrior soldier. I need to go somewhere where I can be

alone and provoke her. I want her to face me, and I want to

square accounts with her.

I'm going into the brothers' room. As I'm about to close

the door, I notice a silhouette standing on the doorstep. I'm

scared. “Sybil! Why did you come so quietly?”



She returns with small steps after saying, “They

accepted.”

I'm still willing to be on my own. Nevertheless, I return

to them, I am defeated by my curiosity. Talja, Eray and

Gürsel's facial expressions are all mixed up. It was Sybil

who offered to tell me her name, so I get it. “Brave girl!”

I'm saying from the inside. “None of them are brave as you

are.”

Although Sybil is the one who takes the risk, the coward

chickens inside of the room are moving away to the

sidelines.

My cousin is smiling. “Are you ready? One, two, three.

Her name is Syra Lula.”

Syra Lula... As soon as I hear the name, I feel a cold

energy, but nothing happens.

The room is freezing.

“So where is she?” I say, laughing incompatiblely. My

voice echoes in the room. “Your presence did not come. Are

there no seats left in the buses?”

My three cousins are sweating coldly looking at Sybil

standing there. When I talk, Eray can barely move his

mouth.

“Arda.” He clenched his teeth. “Just shut up!”

My eyes are staring unintentionally at where the others

are looking. I'm going into shock, and my mind is emptying

out like a transformer connected to the ground.

Holy shit.

Sybil's mouth is on her ears. I am not using metaphors,

they are indeed in her ears. Her grin is so deep and terrible



that it can only be found in a skeleton. There are two big

craters where the cheek should be. The whites of her eyes

have completely disappeared. There are bright, black

onyxes in her eye sockets.

When she starts talking again, I'm feeling like hundreds

of nails are scratching the wall. I cover my ears, I shrink.

“You have learned my name. Well done.”

I open my closed eyes in surprise. When Syra Lula talks,

she doesn't pause like Sybil. Her speech is Turkish and

extremely fluent.

“Now, I will take my revenge more comfortably from your

father and you.”

Suddenly, the captured body falls to the ground. After a

while, my cousin starts moaning. I'm resisting another

nervous breakdown. If anything happens to her, I'll never

forgive myself.

Gürsel says my name, he is angry with me. “We'll help

her.” he says. “You answer the phone.”

The phone is blinking. My father's number is on the

screen. I'm opening it without hesitation.

Damn the consequences.







 



“Arda, what did you do?” he picks up the phone. The

crack of fear in his voice... Syra Lula must have bothered

him, too. I forget everything for a moment and enjoy a first

time in my life. As I am breathing, he says, “Don't... The

permission she gave is one-way. She just let me make my

voice heard to tell you all that happens.”

I swallow my words. We'll have a long talk someday

somehow or other.

“We spent the last months of your mother's pregnancy in

Denmark. We were excited, happy... She went into labor a

little before midnight. On the way to the delivery room, our

car suddenly stopped in front of another hospital. In the

hospital where your mother later entered as a patient and

died.”

I hold all my breath.

“I was going to get out and look in front of the car, or I

was going to take Birgitte and run. I didn't know what to

do, then a woman came to help us. The name may sound

familiar.”

I immediately understand what he is going to say.

“Kloe Konorre.”

I breathe into the phone to show that I'm listening.

“She said she had been a midwife before. I don't know

how accurate it is, but she managed to arrange a room and

made your mother give birth.”

This information amazes me. I didn't know my midwife

was Mrs. Kloe.

“We were going to rest at night. We were going to see

our doctor in the morning. Then the nurse came back.”



I can see from his changed voice tone that the incoming

person wasn't Mrs. Kloe.

“Her voice and face had changed. Even I was scared to

death. Think of the fear of a mother who has just given

birth...” He sighs. “She said she was a girl who died in this

hospital years ago. Then...”

His voice turns into a whisper and plays like the last two

notes of a symphony that brings storms to my ear. “She

wanted you for adoption.”

“What?” I say, but in a whisper. My breath gets stuck in

my throat all of a sudden, and I have to cough for minutes.

I can hear my father begging the entity, “Wait, he sait it

by mistake!”. My cousins don't see me.

I'm starting to flinch from lack of breath. “Kill me,” I say.

“Kill me. I'm not afraid of you.” I'm already fell to the

ground. I held on a piece of wood. My eyes are starting to

darken. I pray over don't suffer too much. I'm thinking of

books I couldn't read. My temperament I couldn't change...

My god who I didn't devote myself to... I'm sick of being

late. I don't regret fighting. I don't regret having decided to

fight Syra Lula.

At the point where I give up hope, my breath comes back

to me.

I give the good news by taking the phone and taking

deep breaths. We're both relieved... I can hear my father is

crying in his voice. “Thank God.” he says. “God has spared

you.”

I smile. My eyes are turning to the ceiling. I want him to

know I'm smiling.

“The 'she' who wanted to adopt you, wanted to enter

your mother's body after the nurse. To raise you in your



mother's body... Birgitte never surrendered her body. She

persuaded me to disobey an order and her body became

unusable. She got crazy. She would no longer have any

influence over you. Even if it costs you to stay away from

both of us.”

The ceiling is pure white. For a moment, I see it as the

sky in the daytime. It's so light blue that it's like white...

“You grew up next to your grandmother without even

knowing I existed. And I continued my old life, provided

that I was alone at home every night, under her control.”

I close my eyes so I can look at the starry night.

“Good bye.”

The phone turns off. And I don't feel like getting up from

the ground.



 

c a r r i o n w o r m s

 

 

 

The skin that stretches over my rib cage trembles as I

give water to my bosom. I still have earthquakes on my

hands... I realize the fact that I was reborn a minute ago. I

understand the gravity of the matter, I must continue the

war as soon as possible, I must open the fronts.

“Are you all right?” I turn around when I hear the sound.

“As I have never been.” say I as I breathe deeply. I smile.

“How about you, Sybil.”

“I'm fine,” she says. Her voice sounds bright, I'm glad.

“Let's get together.” I'm walking to the kitchen door. “We

have things to do.”

It strikes me that my cousins who are sitting just over

there, don't know what happened to me. Obviously this is

Syra Lula's doing. The possibility of dying all alone a little

while ago saddens my heart, but I have no intention of

telling anyone.

I'm just saying, “I talked to my dad.” I don't do any

repetitions because they already know what I know.

Nothing was hidden from them, they were witnesses

everything from the beginning. I'm sitting next to them.

“Let's look into that dead girl.”

“But how do we investigate?” says Eray. “The internet.”

I'm sitting in an empty chair, leaning back. “A little girl who

died the year I was born.”



Talja brings a different perspective that is definitely

right. “That girl, Syra, doesn't have to be dead the year you

were born.”

When Syra says that, everyone, including me, getting

scared. Especially Sybil, she is making a ripple motion, as if

possessed.

“Calling only the first name does nothing.” says my

cousin. “Chill out.”

Meanwhile, Gürsel enters the room with his laptop in his

hand. I suggest that “Let's give her a code name..”. “Like a

living dead girl.”

“Or we can combine the two names and call her Syla.”

Eray says, and everyone likes this suggestion more.

“I will be a straight man by writing her full name on the

search engine.” I explain my plan. Talja nods protestingly,

saying it will put us all in danger.

I sit next to Sybil holding the computer. “Nothing

happens when we write, her problem is what comes out of

our mouths. Me and my father have texted when Syla

doesn't let us do anything, and nothing happened.”

Eray and Gürsel go to my other side, they lean on the

screen curiously. Talja is reluctant, yet sits on the edge of

the seat at an angle where she can see the screen. Here

comes the desktop.

“Here we go.”

There is a tension on everyone's fingertips... The blood is

draining through our capillaries. I'm turning on the

Internet. As the letters are completed, my blood pressure

touches the clouds. I find solace in not being alone.



I seamlessly search for the name and close my eyes as

the page loads.

When I turned them back on, I didn't know I'd be

disappointed.

I go through the sites in detail to find something useful.

Nothing! There’s nothing! A few stories about former

Brazilian President Luiz Inacio Lula de Silva. Film or book

pages with “Lula” in them.

“I am gonna write the name of the hospital and searche

it again.” I say, mostly to myself. There's no sound from my

cousins, they're lost.

There's only one result on the list. It's a Youtube video

which its name only consists of a dot... My heart, returning

to its normal course, starts to accelerate again, as if it will

stop soon. I'm tapping. Like signing my death warrant...

When the video upload window appears, I immediately

look at the description and the video tags. Both fields are

empty. There are no comments or views on the video. “It's

not mentioned anywhere, how did Google find this video?”

says Eray. I'm shaking my head. If I had an idea... Talja gets

off the couch screaming. “Check out the recommended

videos!”

When I look at it from the corner of my eye, I feel like I'm

trembling in my bones. Thumbnails of the videos are black.

There's no explanation, just the name of the next video to

play.

“BeY'in ruhunu parÝalayan leþ kurtlarý”

If we ignore the unnecessary cutting mark and the

Turkish character problem, it says “carrion worms who

crush the brain soul”. I'm frowning. Brain soul?



“Why the hell wasn't the video uploaded, is the internet

troubled?” Gürsel says. His brother says to him, “Dude, the

all damn thing is troubled.” “Look!”

“It's finally loaded.” I mutter.

The video is black and white, and it looks like it was

taken from a security camera. There's no date, no time.

It's not hard to recognize where the video was taken. My

swallow is clogging up my adams apple.

This is the hospital's backyard. Much older than now,

neglected. A little girl comes out and starts digging and

playing. There's nothing strange at first sight, except for

one thing: Her hair is white.

“Syla...” Eray murmurs. Bloody-toothed bats are flitting

in all of our souls.

Sybil objects out loud. This is the first time she's been so

eager to join us. “No. She is not. She is my great-aunt

Kloe.”

This information gives me the creeps more than

anything, including Syra Lula and what she did to me.

“Is Mrs. Kloe your great-aunt? How?” My voice rises

from my amazement. If I didn't have the computer in my

lap, I'd jump to her. And my cousin is calmly explaining our

relationship with Kloe Konnore with her rhytmic and

artificial spelling.

I summarize her rather long explanation as “So Kloe is

your mother's father's sister.” She approves of me.

We forget to watch the video in turmoil, but we see that

the video paused somehow. We are going on.



The video comes to an end while the child is playing.

“That's ridiculous,” Talja murmurs. Because the video is

normal as it is. Nothing can be understood, the fear in us

does not go away.

In the final seconds of the three-minute video, another

girl in the same outfit as the first one enters the frame and

the video ends.

The four of us, we act like everything's normal. Until the

fifth of us, Sybil, uttered the first words of a depressing

rhyme.

“The founder of the hospital has two children. The little

one is a girl. Her name is Kloe. The older one is a male. His

name is Kris. The two children of the hospital's founder are

Kloe and Kris. The one is older, the one is little.”

At the same time, “Kloe doesn't have twins!” we say.

The name of the account that uploaded the video appears

to be “207”. I'm opening it in the new tab, the account is

unreachable.

We're all jumping out of our seats with the other video

starting with a big bang.

A man lying on the floor... All of his body surrounded by

worms. His flesh-punctured skeleton is causing our

stomach muscles to contract. The buzzing of the bright flies

echoes to the computer speaker. In spite of all this, a

strange feeling comes over me, an awareness, a pain.

He's alive.

If you look closely, you can see that his chest rises and

falls. When you look more closely, it appears that he feels

every bite of the worms one-by-one.



“Arda, are you okay?” someone asks. I don't know which

cousin is it. “No, I am not okay!” I answer. The sweat that

wet my shirt... Empathy is getting into my lungs. I want to

get up. To forget the desperation of the dead but alive

man...

A thick and muffled voice rises from the video:

“Father...”

The fuse of a nervous breakdown is catching fire from my

temples stuck in a vise.

It's my voice.

A second awareness dissolves in my brain cells. The

secret of the apostrophe in the video's name.

The spirit of “BeY”. BeY. Bedri Yol.

 



w a l t z r h y t h m

 

 

 

My temples are beginning to be rubbed with the cologne

on top of the showcase. My aunt came in my voice, she

looks at me with asking eyes.

It's not real,” Eray suggests, stroking my sweaty back.

“Arda, pull yourself together. It's not real, okay?”

“What isn't real?” my aunt asks. Eray tells her

everything's fine. “We watched something terrible on the

internet, that's all. He will be okay soon.”

“I know…” I whisper. “But it is gonna be. She's

threatening.”

My aunt advises us not to go to bad web sites and goes

to the kitchen to prepare something to drink.

“If it is in our destiny, it happens, if it is not, it doesn't.”

Gürsel says. “Syla can't afford to hurt you if the destiny

doesn't allow.”

“What if there is...” I say, like a moan. I don't know if I

had a fever.

“Then there's no way to stop it anyway. Why are you

already upset about something that has not happened?”

“This is her goal.” Eray says. “To scare you, to

discourage you.”

“She succeeded one.” I say with a deep breath. “She

won't succeed the other one.”



At the same time, Gürsel is texting with my father. “My

uncle is very okay.” he says to me. “He is preparing the new

article of his magazine. I told him about the video Syla

showed me. He said he wasn't scared at all. My uncle

would even risk being attacked by flies for you if necessary,

but he couldn't stand you feeling bad.”

I'm not responding, but I secretly wish no one had to

make a sacrifice for me anymore.

The computer I threw away during the shock is on the

floor. Fortunately, it's in good shape. Talja picks it up and

resets it. I feel better as if the computer is to blame for

everything.

When I stand up, my legs shake.

“I'm going to the bathroom. Do you want anything?”

People who experience paranormal phenomena are

usually afraid of places like toilets. For some reason,

toilets, bathrooms and anywhere else I can be alone feels

me better.

The absurdity of my question makes the room laugh.

“You can bring some shit.” Eray says. I say, “I don't need to

bring it.” It's half joking and half real. “We already have

plenty in our lives.”

Walking down the long corridor sounds like therapy to

me. I close the bathroom door. A faucet in front of me, and

a mirror. I come eye to eye with my reflection to meet

myself.

Who are you?

I remember a cliché scene which finds place for itself in

every horror movie. I want to live this scene. I am soaping

my face to see the moon face of my haunter in the mirror

even tough I don't need it.



There's no rattling, no sound. When my face cleaned

from soap, I see nothing but my frustrated face in the

mirror.

I'm not afraid of any possibility.

I smile.

Maybe the soap really erased all the evil from my

memory, as Talja said.

After drying, I put my hand to the doorknob. Feeling the

door open, I lower it down and push. The door won't go.

After shaking the dooeknob a few more times, I lean with

all my power, it won't open. It's not like it's locked. Looks

like someone's holding it.

My cheeks, which have just cooled down, are on fire.

“Gürsel, is that you? Eray! “ When I kick the door, it

opens slightly, then slams back. After this, I understand

that it's not locked.

While I use all my power, I mumble, “Damn your joke,

you basterds... Let go of the door!”

There's a rattle coming from the doorknob. Someone's

banging on the door with their fingernails.

“Knock-knock-knock... Knock-knock-knock...”

I notice that the rattles are in an order. It's like three at a

time... This has a special name in music.

I am trying to remember, and soon I find it. Whoever's

behind the door is banging on it with the rhythm of a waltz.

If she at home right now, there's only one person who's

obsessed with rhythm and harmony.



“Sybil! Let go of the door!” Finding the perpetrator

makes me sweat a little bit more instead of comforting.

Sybil Nandemann's weak and white arms do not have the

power to stop me as long as they do not exceed their limits.

Besides, this girl is not the type of person to make jokes

like that. I know her, she's got the soul of a white butterfly.

When I call out Sybil's name, the door is suddenly

released. I see that the back is empty, and then I get a

hunch. A silk is born, a kind of web made of white threads.

Sometimes you have to be afraid of white butterflies.

I notice that the last words of my mother, who was left to

fade like a plucked carnation, fit the rhythm of the waltz...

And that Sybil's way of speaking follows that rhythm. A silk

web is born in my mind, but I can't see what this web is

woven around.

The little girl in the videos, the nurse I've known for

years... Kloe Konnore.

And my relative from this family, Sybil.

A hospital owned by this family is where Syra enters our

destiny like a bacteria that enters a beehive and

decomposes and destroys offspring.

If I want to destroy my enemy, I have to find out who the

victim is, who the perpetrator is.

I need to investigate the Konorre family without Sybil or

anyone else knowing.

I'm walking to the room. To other people. I won't tell

anyone about this, just like I escaped the abyss of drowning

at the last moment. I'm a sea, I'll keep all the dead fish

inside me.



My aunt squeezed pomegranate, everyone has red

glasses in their hands. Two on the table. The glasses in

hands are half empty. One person doesn't drink. She stabs

the glass with her blue eyes. Only mine and hers are

untouched.

I say, “Let's continue.”

“Let's chat or go to bed,” Eray says. “We've seen too

much for today.”

I laugh and give a tone to a joke. “I haven't seen

enough.” The truth is, I haven't killed her yet.

“I'm just gonna look at the hospital,” I reply, grabbing

the juice and turning on the computer. The sons of the

house look at me anxiously and intriguingly. “Don't write

her name,” Eray says, thinking about me rather than his

device because he's old.

“Really, just the hospital.” My call, like a mumble. I am

keeping that promise. Dr. Konorre's website painted in blue

and white confronts me. After a few representative happy

patient photos, a building photo appears on the screen.

This isn't the alley I've been going down for 16 years. A

new, luxurious building on the edge of a busy street, in the

middle of a garden as lush and spacious as a park.

When I see the text, “We are celebrating the opening of

our new building!” I click on it. There's a news coming up.

In the photo, there are doctors and nurses, most of whom

I know. A red ribbon in front of them, several protocol

members, the mayor of the city with scissors... Everything

that should be in a common opening photo. It seems

complete, but I notice the lack when I look at faces one by

one. Kloe Konnore didn't show up for the opening.



I'm trying to get down to read the article. The history of

the news is coming up, and I freeze like drops of boiling

water thrown into the air at the poles.

It's not new, it's 13 days before my mother died.

It was a spring month, I spent two Sundays at home, I

went to visit one Sunday and I lost her.

My lips get cross and my eyebrows fall in love. My brain

solves this simple problem like a scientist about to solve the

mystery of the universe. Slowly, but very determined.

It takes me minutes to process the fact that she moved

into the hospital's new building before my mother died.

On the last day I went to the old building, the garden was

empty with people at all hours of the day. It was like a tree

with fallen leaves and an old man who had lost his loved

ones. There was no one at the information desk, and I

thought the attendants went to the bathroom! They were

all gone?

The day I shed my leaves, I knew there was no one in the

building except me, nurse Kloe and my mother. I don't

know how a nurse convinced the hospital management to

stay in the old building with one of the patients in serious

condition.

Suddenly I'm coughing like crazy. When the pomegranate

juice, which travels down my throat, contaminates my

clothes, the computer screen and my aunt's white seats, an

another ring gets involved in the web that surrounds me.

Syra Lula, Konnore family, the old building.



 

h u n t

 

 

 

I am a stork bird that leaves the house which is two steps

from the old building and migrates to another country,

thousands of kilometers away to investigate an incident on

its place.

I am too blind to understand that the workplace where

dozens of people work has moved...

My level of intelligence and my breathing are worthless.

That's why I'll hunt when I want to hunt in the forest of

fear.

Connections are being established one by one.

Logarithmic equations are drawing water from my mind

wells. A curse that infects a family from an old building and

then being tried to be handed over to a poor pregnant

woman. They don't make it, it backfires, and the damage

they did to my mother changes shape to find her own

grandchildren.

As I ask for wet wipes, I look at Sybil, who is still afraid

to lean back, still sitting upright and standing with her

ironed shirt and pencil skirt. She's not crazy, that's definite,

but incompatible, incomprehensible. Being misunderstood

is the key to the cell of loneliness, right?

“I wish the children didn't bear the consequences of

grown-ups' faults.” I say to myself.



“Don't look at it!” Eray shouts. He's making a move to

take the computer away from me. “No, nothing happened, I

choked on the pomegranate juice.” I say, laughing.

I grab a rag from the kitchen. I'm wiping the seat before

the stain deepens.

If she's going to follow us, we shouldn't left any traces

behind.

The cough is an excuse to throw myself in the bathroom.

If I can't go to her, she should come to me. I'm gonna do

what my mom did years ago. I will disobey an order and let

her strike me down. I can't make rational calculations, my

mind gets in the way of my ambition.

This time, I'm locking the door of my own free will.

Looking in the mirror, I say, “I have the courage to call

you, Syra Lula.”

Nothing happens, but first the burning charcoal, and

then the intense smell of algae fills the bathroom. It's not

natural, and it's not a coincidence, I know.

“Do you have the guts to show yourself?”

A buzzing is heard. I close my eyes and listen, it is like a

song. But the lyrics is unclear. I suppress my rising fear,

and I utter the unrelenting saying that brings disaster:

“What would be the worst that could happen?”

My hand, on the other hand, is on my phone. I write to

my father without looking at the keyboard. “You need to

hear my voice, dad. She ordered it.” My lies are dirt cheap.

The gruesome rhyme becomes clear. “No mother, no

mother, she is angry, she is agony, agony, there is death, the



sister said 'go', you are rebel, you are lucky, I don't kill, I

don't kill, there will be blood, blood, blood, will flow...”

The door is knocked with all its might. “Arda, open the

door!” Eray shouts. “We'll break it! Open the god damn

door!” The phone is initiating the call. I can hear the signal.

I can't feel my kneecaps. I keep my eyes on the mirror.

My family members are gathering at the door feeling

that something bad is happening. Even though I challenged

her, she doesn't show herself, she lies in wait to strike a

blow. And I'm waiting.

I know her weakness. How she is struggling to make us

obeyed... I'm waiting to hunt her down from her soft spot..

The beeps are breaking up. That means the phone's

turned on, but I can't hear my father's breathing.

“Don't cheat,” I call out. I've never heard my voice so

deep, so rebellious. “Listen to me, dad. Breathe into the

phone.”

He's blowing.

“I cheated.” I'm in the dark, but my lips can still curl. “I

didn't have permission, dad.”

The smell is as intense as if I were by the sea. The death

rhyme continues on my neck. ”mom says you must die, you

must die, you, sister pities, I do not kill, I make some

wounds, blood flows, blood, blood”

I don't know if my father hears those whispers. But I can

hear his hiccups.

I can hear my uncle screaming. The door is being kicked.

She came very close to me, waiting for my final word to

strike.



My mother comes to my mind. Her bony hands... A flash

of light hitting her blank eyes... Her situation that

frightened me was for me, to protect me from the darkness.

I give everybody what they want. Before I know it, my

throat whispers:

“I am sorry, dad.”

Pretty soon, my trap starts to work. She is coming. A

feeling under my chin... She's attacking my throat.

As soon as I hear a feeling, I refocus on the mirror. I see

her. My eyes are getting bigger.

Her hand is full of warts and green, her nails are long,

her arm is white and thin. Her face isn't angry, maybe it's

serene.

I can feel the blood gushing out. The smell changes, the

rhyme stops. I'm running out of power. In a whisper for the

last time, “No!” I can say.

Sybil's fingernails are tearing my throat out.

 



r u s s i a n d o l l

 

 

 

The door breaks with a great noise.

It's true I lost some blood. I see the world in a blur, but

part of me is conscious. My senses aren't as clear as an

awake person, but I am not unconscious. For example, I

notice that Gürsel is holding my neck to stop the blood, and

that my uncle is calling an ambulance... My aunt is bringing

gauze, Talja is trying to understand the situation in shock,

Eray is holding my pulse.

Sybil... She watches us silently from a distance.

“I told you so.” Her gaze appeared in her eyes. Her face

isn't angry, maybe it's serene. I immediately make sure of

the situation that I have suspected for some time. She

knows. She did knowingly.

She's got a full glass in her hand. Not with pomegranate

juice, with my blood. Only she and I are aware of that. She

knows.

“Don't worry,” I say to myself. “I know, too.”

My uncle finished his call, he is coming. His anger will

melt his belly. Looks like the thorns will appear in his

medium-thin eyebrows and and cacti will grow on his

beardless face. “Don't do this, kid!” he yells at me. “Do not

resurrect our suffering!”

“Berat, stop...” says my aunt. “Not now.”



“No, I will do this right now!” His voice echoes from the

ceiling. “I saw how my brother lose his wife, his joy, okay? I

witnessed his suffering because he could not see his son.”

He grabs me by the collar in anger, but he doesn't shake

much. “You have no right to inflict new losses on him!”

I don't feel like talking. Because I think I can't afford to

talk, I want to whisper, “I'm trying to win us.”

“Shut up!” He's kicking in the broken door again. “Do

not dare to answer!” He turns his back as if he were going

to get out of the bathroom for a moment, then changes his

mind. “From now on kid, if you mess with Sy...” He hits

himself in the mouth. “If I see you messing with her, I'll

throw you out on the street. I don't care if you go back to

where you came from or sleep in the park!” He's breathing

so fast, his cheeks are swelling. He stares at me with anger

a few more seconds, and he goes.

Before I say, “I can go back if you want,” Gürsel says,

“Don't worry about it. He is angry. If you try to leave, he

will get more angry and delete you.”

The ambulance is coming fast, which is a good thing, it is

seen that insensitive persons didn't bother the ambulance

in traffic this time. Maybe it's after midnight already, who

knows? We forget the friction for a while while we lie to the

officers about the injury.

The dressing is done there. The wound is too deep, and

it's muddy. When I was asked, “I fell on the rake.” I answer.

Sybil burst into a sudden, silent, supposedly unprovoked

laugh. No one notices this irrelevant expression except me.

At the hospital, my breathing is checked first. If the

wound in the throat causes obstruction, a surgical

procedure called “tracheostomy” will be performed, which



requires a hole in the throat. I can breathe a little, so

there's no need for an operation.

My voice is a little low, but it doesn't sound serious. The

doctor in the ER says I must go to a specialist doctor right

away tomorrow. We're going home in an hour. I have plenty

of bandages around my neck.

Despite my aunt's insistence, I refuse to eat. I just want

to get some sleep.

I'm locking myself in my cousins' room. I think a lot. My

mistakes, my gains... Courage is good, but loneliness gives

me nothing but defeat.

I decide to share everything with Eray and Gürsel.

But when? Not today. Not tonight. I've seen how sneaky

she can be. I need to get Sybil out of the house before we

have this conversation. Or the three of us should leave as

soon as I can guarantee Sybil's home.

I realize that my thoughts are not clear. Syra Lula is

Sybil herself? Or is Sybil collaborating with her? What

about others from the same family, like Kloe Konnore?

What exactly are their missions?

Until today, I preferred to confront her directly. I

confronted her, provoked her. I can maintain the same

policy from now on. I can go two different ways to the same

destination.

I want to intertwine my conversations like a russian doll.

Talking directly to Sybil, then going behind my other

cousins' backs...

While I am drawing maps in my brain folds, I sink into

my first morning's sleep in Turkey.

It's 3: 30. The sun is almost up.





d r e a m

 

 

 

“You should wake up before sunrise,” says the hand on

my throat, “...you should never reach the day.” While I am

stopping the hand with a growling and silent scream, I

know the owner of these thin fingers, even if the room is

dark.

“Why, Sybil?” I do the welcoming ceremony by

whispering.

She's not surprised, and she's not running away. Just like

me, she whispers: “She wanted it.”

“She is you,” I say. The rhythm in her voice is like the

anthem of my funeral. The fear of death wraps around my

temples like a cloud. I know, she could take my breath away

at any moment.

“I'm.” she says. Then she denies herself. “I'm not.”

I'm taking her fingers off my bandages. “Don't lie.” I say.

“The two cannot be true at the same time.””

I am astonished when she asks, “Are you your reflection

in the mirror?” “What?” I can only say. “You are, and you're

not,” she says, like a rhyme. Mirror images are forming in

my mind.

“Why did you take my mother's mind first and then her

life sixteen years later?” The birthday picture come to my

dream. Her happiness imprisoned in a photo frame... She



hears my question, but she remains silent. A drop of tear

flows into my bearded feathers.

“I do not kill.” I remember the echoing rhyme before I

was injured in the bathroom. It was not said in Sybil's

voice, but in her rhythm, in a tone as subtle as hers... “I

killed.” she says.

I suddenly remember the fact that Sybil was born months

after me. The beat of my heart is changing. I must have

made a mistake when I was equating. My brain is working

fast and suddenly the sentence, “You are using Sybil's

body.” comes out of my mouth..

“Her reflection.” she replies.

“Where's Sybil?” I'm almost yelling. It's hard to keep my

voice below a certain level. “She is in between restless

thoughts and a peaceful sleep.” She laughs. Her face isn't

angry, maybe it's still serene. “I don't use her body. I use

her reflection.”

“What’s your name?” My sweat wets my hair. My

challenge tonight is so heavy, I can't get out of it.

“You know.” she says. “You don't know.”

I understand quickly this time.

“You're Syra.” I say. “You're not Lu...” When I say Syra,

her face changes for a moment, I close my eyes afraid.

When I say Lula, she puts her fingers in my mouth, and I

can't get the letters out. “Don't call mom,” she says. I'm

still trying to shake off the surprise of Syra and Lula being

different souls.

“Did she kill her? The person you call the mother?” I ask.

This time she doesn't say two opposite expressions in a row.

“Yes.”



Syra calls Lula mom. It occurs to me that rather than a

real bond, Lula adopted her, just like she wanted to do to

me. Was this deal made with Sybil's family? I can't figure it

out.

I say, “Tell your story.” “Whose?” she says. “The story of

this body's twin or the one whose name has changed?”

“I'm so confused.” I open my eyes and meet the light of

the street lamps leaking through the window. “Please,” I

beg the monster. “If you didn't do it, help me.”

The hand I just pulled is moving around my chest again.

It's as scary as the one in the bathroom, but a quieter

rhyme fills my ears.

“We are one, we are one... we are the same two souls... I

was small... she came... told me a fairy tale... we got

involved each other... she told and I slept... she made, I

watched... I got no greed, I wanted a body... the mother

wanted a brother for me... she drive them crazy, she

killed... their own bodies... I hurt it, I hid it... I didn't kill

anyone... she doesn't like this, she doesn't like disclosure,

she kills me, she kills you... secrets should be secrets she

said...”

I memorize every word as my sweat hits the pillow. I can

understand Lula forcing Syra into atrocities she didn't

want, but nothing more. What did “I wanted a body” mean?

My questions scatter from my mind like a marble. The

words of the rhyme become meaningless and I continue to

sleep.

When I woke up startled, there was a suspicion in my

mind... Unlike the night, the room is illuminated. “Was it all

a dream?” I ask myself and get up to join the breakfast

table.



I see the kitchen is empty except for my aunt.

“Good afternoon,” she says. My eyes go to the clock and I

realize it's a little after noon. I've been asleep for nine

hours.

Before I ask, she says, “The girls are out for a walk.”

“Talja thinks it might be good for the white girl - I forgot

her name - to shop.”

“Where are the boys?” My voice is thicker. It sounds like

it's coming out of a pipe. “They went to play basketball.”

she says. “Come, my child, I heated honey milk for you.

Then we will go to the hospital.”

“The hospital?” I'm so weak that I don't even want to lift

a finger. However, I do not object to what my aunt said.

We can only get back together with the boys when the

time that mid-afternoon starts to becoming evening. The

girls are still out there. I am happy to get out of the

hospital with two drugs and to know that I will recover

quickly. I have to seize the opportunity. Now is the time to

tell me everything that happened yesterday. And the

dialogue I don't know if it's real or dream...

 



t h e t r i p

 

 

 

If I don't start by saying, “She is in Sybil.” I can't get the

attention of my tired and hungry cousins on me.

“It would not be good if I told my father,” Eray threatens

me. I'm the one on the end of the ball, but they're more

scared than I am.

“Will you leave me alone when I know so much?” I find it

useful to play with their conscience. I get closer, I look into

their bodies, into their eyes. “I won't make a scene. I'll tell

what happened.”

When Eray says, “Every time you said 'I won't make a

scene'...” his brother silences him. “Let's take a breath and

then we'll sit on the balcony. We will listen to you.”

“We need to hurry.” I say, begging. “It won't be long, I

promise.” Just as a tree hides in the seed, I tell the story by

choosing such concise words. The quirks of Sybil... What

she said to me... I say the rhyme one by one.

Their faces get wrinkled with denial. My face gets

wrinkled. If my closest relatives don't believe me, who am I

gonna get support from?

“That girl's psychology is disturbed.” Gürsel says. “I

don't think it has anything to do with Syra.”

“Did you not see how her face changed when Syra's

name called?” I'll go crazy. I'm rubbing my hair back. “I

don't know what I can do to prove it, but…”



I frown and smell the air a few times. The smell of moss

fills the room... Before anyone says, “What is this?” the

eyes of Eray and Gürsel, who rejected me a little before

they came to me, are getting bigger. It's not surprising

when you experience a situation more than once.

Sybil's breath is behind me.

She comes when we say her name.

“I suppose you believed me.” My voice trembles, hoping

not to be too late. My cousins just witnessed a supernatural

event. To have an entity come to us without steps or

distance...

“What do you want?” I say, harshly. Somewhere inside

me, my traitorous veins are ready to give themselves.

“Find my name,” she whispers. Her tongue is waltzing

annoyingly. “Find my story. Give me to the sea. My word is

my bond, I will leave the mother...”

The scent slowly wipes off. Her voice, her breath. When I

look back, I see that she's not there anymore. Eray and

Gürsel are trying to pretend that they are not affected, but

it is obvious that they are about to faint.

“I told you.” My forehead is turning red. “Different

names starting with 'S' and beginning with 'L', should I say

souls, whatever. 'S' is always inside Sybil. But 'L' only came

once and then Sybil be able to speak properly. Do you

remember?” I'm wiping my sweat. That's what always

happens when I get angry.

“What do we do?” Gürsel is looking at his feet. And I'm

going on the road, the only way we can go.

“I think we're going to do what she wants. We'll find out

who Syla's 'S' is.”



I'm talking about the weirdness in the building for a

while. That's where the video was. Even after the hospital

moved, Kloe Konnore and my mother stayed there. “We

have to go to Denmark somehow.” I am getting the issue.

“We should examine the house of my great uncle, father-in-

law, nurse.”

“No way.” Eray breathes the air as if he were smoking.

“They are gonna say, 'If you were going to come back, why

did you come anyway?' We can not go.”

“I'll make up an excuse. I say I miss you. I say I will visit

my mother's grave.” I'm struggling with the circumstances.

“It hasn't even been two days since you came.” my

cousin reminds me. “Maybe all you have to do is let it go,

huh?” He's leaving the room. He's obviously got a lot of

nerve.

Gürsel is thinking. His hand is on his temple. He raises

his head and hands me an umbrella while I find myself in

the rainy street of a strange country and begging for fear of

getting wet and sick.

“The sports club we are registered to will have a trip to

Europe in August.” he says.

“So?” The ups and downs of my chest are accelerating.

“Eray and I can go to Denmark.”

“Give me the details!” I make him regret to said the

odds. “How many days later are you leaving?”

Gürsel laughs at my excitement. “It's two weeks until the

trip starts, but I don't know when we'll get to Copenhagen.

Besides, there is nothing definite, we need to get

permission from my father and save some money. Don't

worry, I'll get permission. We don't stand idly by. We do a

lot of research.”



This unexpected light illuminates me when I see an

obstacle from my uncle and one of his sons.

“We can do this, right?” I say with joy. He agrees with

me.

“Sure!”

The cool air shares my hope as a guest in my lungs. The

sky extinguishes the red lights, the evening call to prayer

wanders in the clouds.



 

m e d a l l i o n

 

 

 

There are some certain times when the numbered days

do not pass quickly. I understand that when I have trouble

falling asleep every night and refuse to wake up every

morning.

Gürsel is trying hard to get permission. He's trying to

sell some of his old electronics and make some money. I'm

afraid it won't happen, I'm burying my head in the pillow.

Eray doesn't care much, but he doesn't object to the idea

of a trip. He even helps out with the piggy bank sometimes.

Sybil usually stays away from me, hangs out with Talja.

Talja complains of her frequent disappearance. I giggle

when I hear that, just like Sybil did to me the day I got

hurt.

I'm turning the websites upside down. And the horror

book shelves in the library... No story satisfies me, doesn't

resemble mine, doesn't give me the information I need.

I get the happy news from Gürsel the day my waiting

gets in the way of my patience. They put their names on the

travel list. Three days from now, they'll be on their way to

Denmark next week after visiting a few countries.

The numbered day does not pass quickly. Like a turtle, I

throw my loads on my back and follow the shearwater

every day.



My bandages are getting old every night. My wounds

hurt less and less, and I can't even feel them when they're

untouched. When I wake up one morning late again, I find

the bandages on the floor. They fell. I look in the mirror,

apart from the thin shells and some scars, the wounds have

left my neck.

I'm walking around the house. I see my aunt who peels

apples in the living room with TV, Talja who watches her

and Sybil who is sitting upright and looking in front of her.

Eray and Gürsel left at night. In four days, they'll be in my

old town.

I get by on sleep, then on wake up. I spend all day with

my old video games or helping my aunt with her chores. I'm

not going out unless she makes me go to the grocery store.

Nightmares do not visit my night, dreams do not visit my

day. I'm just imagining the day I'm gonna see my dad. I

could see his body behind a distant suit, not as fat as my

uncle, not too thin. He was just like me. He is an average

man, his arms full, he is suitable for become paunchy but

he doesn't exceed this limit. I wonder, do we look alike? I'd

love to ask my uncle, but I'm afraid of his reaction.

One morning, when I get a message on my phone saying,

“We've arrived in Copenhagen,” I know that something is

over and something has started.

Gürsel mentions that there is a time period in the

afternoon when everyone is free. I lock myself in a room

when they are on the way to the building where I gave its

address. I'm gonna go talk to one of my cousins, Eray, on

the phone. Gürsel will instantly send photos and videos on

social media.

I set up the phone for the call and turn on the computer.



The first photo comes from the front of the building.

Outside the garden. The old hospital building looks scarier

than ever. The plaster on the walls spilled a little more.

Black rain clouds have filled the atmosphere.

Eray calls me.

“We're here, we're going in now.”

“Okay.” My lower lip is between my teeth. “Don't hang

up, okay? I want to hear your voice.” I hear a rustle, then

my cousin's voice. “Okay.”

A photo comes from the garden, which has lost all its

bitter joy. Tables and chairs are scattered all over the place.

Then the phone in my ear welcomes the voice of a woman

from far away. Kloe's voice!

“Hello. - rustling - How can I help you?”

There's a new notification coming in. Gürsel sends me a

secret photo of Kloe and Eray. I understand there's been a

fork in the road. They'll use different pathways to find

different clues.

Eray's phone is in his pocket, and he's wearing

headphones so he can hear me when he needs to. He's

talking to Kloe about me, about my mom. He says he wants

to visit the hospital and have a little chat as he happens to

pass by.

A picture of the backyard falls on the computer. Both

Gürsel's mind and mine remember that video of little Kloe

digging the garden.

My other cousin is acting like his job is to distract the

nurse. He's babbling. But what I want to do is make sure

that woman's body isn't just an empty jar of rats. I'm

whispering my request, but I don't know how to test it.



Gürsel is digging the ground. Right where the little girl

was in that weird video. I concentrate on the phone, hoping

for something useful.

My cousin talking to the nurse is having a hard time

finding something to talk about. He just shuts up. I can feel

his eyelids opening a little more, even though I didn't see

him.

He whispers in Turkish: “There is no reflection of her in

the mirror!”

Meanwhile, Gürsel sends four photos at the same time.

In the first photo, there is a blackened skeleton

integrated with the soil, the meat of which is rotten. It is

the size of a knee. Covered in dead worms... She's wearing

pieces of wool that once appeared to be a dress, and a gold

medallion that defies time.

The second photo takes the corpse closer. The skeleton

appears to belong to the little girl in the video. My lips are

opening. If Kloe didn't have a twin, which child's body

carried this skeleton once?

In the third photo, Gürsel tries to turn the medallion with

a stick. The photo is hazy, the writing is illegible.

The fourth is a photo of the front of the medallion clearly

showing. I read the article. I am going of the deep end.

“We share the happiness of the birth of Kloe, the first

daughter of the Konorre family,

Strand Family”

 

 

 



t w i n s p a r a d o x

 

 

 

I understand what Syra means when she says, “I'm not

using her body, I'm using her reflection.” And I understand

what she means in the rhymes she said, “Mother kills, I do

not kill.”... And the reason I saw Sybil in the mirror when

she was nailing my neck.

The first thing I can say with my incurred shoulders

which I thought that they had a stroke is, “Eray, get out of

there as fast as you can!”. More air visits my lungs in less

time.

I understand too much.

The cute old lady who welcomes me and behaves nice

since I was a baby is not Kloe Konorre. She never was. My

mother's nurse was her killer. Lula... She couldn't adopt

me, so she took revenge by making so-called second

motherhood.

She lives as a parasite in the reflection of the body she

killed. That's why there's no reflection of her. She can take

a body's reflection out of a mirror and use it. Even if the

original owner is dead, it doesn't matter. The real Kloe

Konorre died when she was a kid. Her reflection was

brought up by the evil spirit of Lula.

Eray plays the part well. He says he has to go because he

has a job and makes a move to get out of there.

When I hear a lock sound from all the doors of the

building at the same time, I flinch. We can't escape Lula's



intuition!

My cousin manages to hold the phone, but the earpiece

comes out of his ear. He is running... Running... But, to

where? Nothing I can hear but a series of footsteps. I'm

texting to Gürsel.

“Eray is in danger. Walk away from the building without

looking back, call the police!”

The message I sent does not reach Gürsel, while the

photos he took reach me.

“This building has a very deep basement.” The stairs

appear to go down at least three flights of stairs in the dark

basement. “STAY AWAY!” I write in capital letters. A yellow

triangle appears next to my message, with an exclamation

point.

“Send god damn it... Come on.”

I understand that Eray was able to put the headset back

on when he said, “I turned to the fire escape.” “This woman

is a monster! She can teleport anywhere that isn't dark!”

“She is reflecting! Just like the light is reflected from the

mirror.” I shout. “RUN!”

After he said, “I'm trying,” a big noise comes. Eray

mumbles with boredom. “I fell into the basement.”

At the same time, a photo showing Eray comes from

Gürsel.

“Go downstairs!” I yell. Obviously, they followed my

word. The call ends, there's no phone or internet reception

downstairs.

For the first time in my life, I close my eyes with my

fingers and start sobbing. We have no way of



communicating!

The door to the room rings. I'm looking through the

keyhole, it's Talja. I'm bringing her in. She's got anxiety in

her eyes, she's heard my voice. “Are you okay?” she asks,

I'm not good, I'm not good at all, she doesn't know.

I'm hugging. I'm not trying to stop my tears. When Sybil

appears in the middle of our room, breaking the laws of

nature, she joins me. We cry non-stop, like two children.

The door closes on its own.

“You're not Sybil...” Talja says as she pulls herself

together. I'm answering that. “She is not. She never was.”

Sybil hasn't been with us since she was seven years old;

the age that they say she started to getting weird. As the

real, genuine Sybil vanished into obscurity, her reflection in

the mirror emerged from the mirror with Syra's soul.

Syra was the girl who couldn't speak fluently, who was

extremely meticulous, who liked classic clothes. The person

who stole my mother from me is Lula, and she is also the

one who warned me with her rhyme by entering my

mother's tongue before her death.

I understand too much.

I leave Talja and open my hands like a wretched beggar

in front of a stolen body. “I'm begging you. Let us go.” Her

face isn't angry, maybe it's serene. There's not a trace of

compassion on her.

“Find my name.” she repeats. “Find my story. Give me to

the sea. My word is my bond, I will leave the mother...”

“I have no power.” I say. “I can't go anywhere… I have no

strength for that.”



Syra's looking around. The place she's looking at is

getting dark, Talja comes with fear and clings my arm. I

show courage to look around after standing in the fetal

position with my eyes closed for a while.

We're still in the room. Metal zippers, bunker iron, glass,

hardwood floors... Everything that can be reflected shows

us the basement of the old building.

I raise my head. I'm rolling on the floor while I'm

retreating. I'm standing in front of the body of a young girl

who's became horrible. A face half rotten, hair mostly lost,

an old dress torn...

I open my mouth to say her name, but my lips tremble

too much to make a meaningful sound. I see Eray and

Gürsel under my feet.

They walk with the light of a small flashlight. They held a

thin cloth to the end of the flashlight. To keep the glass

from reflecting... Their fingers are touching the wall gaps.

Gürsel takes out a notebook, a photo album.

There is “1871” number on it.

There's only one photo in the album. A mansion... On the

place of the old building! Family members and employees

were photographed collectively. All the faces are in place,

but two faces are carved on the photo.

The face of a young woman in a fluffy dress, apparently

the daughter of the house.

The face of another, older woman standing behind her,

holding her by the shoulders. I can tell by her dress that

she's a governess.

I'm laying on my stomach. I'm trying to see better.



The children turn the picture upside down for a moment.

I have the opportunity to read dozens of names written on

the back. My brain focuses, sees, on two out of a dozen

names.

Lula Devchenko. The nanny's name...

Serena Strand. The woman's name...

I involuntarily turn towards Syra. It looks like she has a

patch on her face, and when I look closely, I can see that

the young lady's scraped face is there.

I'm saying her name. This is the first piece of information

she asked us to give up Lula.

“Serena...”

I am falling flat to the picture as if the parquet below me

is a jelly.

 







p u p p e t

 

 

 

A single note music is playing in my ears. It's like the

voice of an opera singer mixed with the cellos. My vision

gets blurry like I'm swimming in a pool of yellow light. The

water fluctuates, then it calms down, everything becomes

clear, the voices stop.

I'm in Serena's consciousness. The year is 1871, and

she's 17. I see the world through her eyes. I feel her

feelings. I can remember her past like I remember my own.

She's got protruding cheekbones, almond eyes. Her dark

brown eyes, almost black, the same color as her wavy hair.

Her nose is curved. If it wasn't for the late 19th century, I'd

think it was aesthetic. She's beautiful, but she doesn't like

herself. She turns her head with embarrassment when she

looks at the mirror a little bit. Her confidence was hit.

The problem of speech is the biggest reason for this. It's

derived from a febrile illness she had at an early age. In her

childhood, not a word came out of her mouth for years. As

she stepped into her teenage years, she finally found a way

to talk, even if it's by spelling it out. She does not want to

do this unless it is necessary, she is very embarrassed and

is looking for a way to get away from the environment. Her

meticulousness, her obsession with beauty, her adapting

her syllables to the rhythm of the waltz; all of these

attitudes derived from this reason.

It's weird when I see Lula as a normal nanny. She's

always taking care of Serena and running after her. If I saw



her from the outside, I'd think she was doing a good job.

But I know how jealous and manipulative she is because I

have access to Serena's memory.

The young girl in whose mind I am in mostly has the

thought of “Mom will be angry.” Syra calls Lula mom.

Lula's gonna be pissed if she sees of her friends too much,

if she spends time with her family, if she takes care of her

hobbies, Lula will be furious. Serena Strand must be

addicted to her nanny the same way she's addicted to the

root of the plant. If she whows her love and her care

someone else but Lula, if she blossoms in life, Lula will be

angry.

If I could feel my body, I'd clench my teeth in anger. I'd

sweat, jump in the cold shower to get rid of the feeling of

drowning.

Both the nanny and the young girl have psychic abilities.

Lula is a dark woman who deals in witchcraft, and she

begins to convey her knowledge to Serena at she is the

tender age. “Will you be my daughter? Will you be my live

voodoo baby?” she asks, processing her self with fears. “Or

the monsters will come for you every night.”

I find out what live voodoo is from the information in

Serena’s mind. First I remember what voodoo is. Voodoo

magic is done to harm people over a toy puppet. When this

puppet is stabbed with a variety of needles, the victim of

the spell is hurt. So the voodoo dummy and the victim are

connected on the spiritual plane.

Live voodoo is Lula's invention. Not a toy, a real human is

used in this spell. The puppet man's soul comes back to life

by stealing the victim's reflection in the mirror. Thus, the

puppet spirit loses its original body, becomes parasitic and

seeks a body to be used as a host.



Lula is a parasitic spirit herself, but she also makes a

puppet the girl she's babysitting. She doesn't completely

separate Serena from her body in the first place, but she

continues to torture her spiritually every day, like she is

sculpting a marble. Day after day, she separates her from

her loved ones and her real life.

If I was in my own body, I would go out in an open area

and scream.

I'm having memories of Serena. She grows, and as she

grows, she becomes aware of the pressure on herself. She's

looking for a way out. As she looks out from the balcony of

the mansion she live in, she and a young sailor glance each

other every day and they fall in love with each other. Daniel

with brown hair, blue eyes and always a smile on his face…

The young girl hides her feelings from her nanny. She's

taking on a secretive nature. Her exterior is obedient, and

the insurgency flares up in her inner world. She's been

preparing for months with a soldier's discipline. The night

she's ready, she packs her bags and runs to the lighthouse

where Daniel's keeping watch.

When Serena arrives at the lighthouse, she finds her

nanny looking like a devil's curve, not her boyfriend smiling

in front of her. Daniel is lying on the floor. He's not dead,

unfortunately not dead, naked, but his skin is invisible,

every inch of his body covered with carrion worms that eat

him alive.

I want to jump off the cliffs into the sea, shatter the

memory part of my brain and forget what I saw... I notice

that Serena took this memory and turned it into a video I

watched at my uncle's house to show me the truth, and

that's when I hear her talking.

“You found my name. You found my story.”



Every three syllables, she takes one step.

“Souls of living voodoos are imprisoned in objects. Throw

the object into the dark, burn it. That's breaking the spell.

All I want is to go in a bottle of water. Drain it into the sea.

I will bid my farewell and go.”



u l t i m a t e u n i o n

 

 

 

When I look up, I'm not in the room anymore. I'm in the

old building. I am with Eray and Gürsel, who lifted the

fabric on the flashlight, took a strange porcelain doll with

red clothes, freckles on the cheeks from the closet. “What

is this?” I ask. When they notice me, they get scared, it

must be because of the sudden and silent coming of me.

Then Gürsel explains that this is a way to break the live

voodoo spell.

“This baby is Lula's favorite. When we show this, her soul

will not be able to stand and she will enter the baby.”

“We will cover the baby with something light-proof and

burn it.”

Live voodoo... The spell on Serena, Sybil, Kloe. In fact,

voodoo is done by sticking a needle in a cloth baby. If a

living body is used, it's called live voodoo, and the soul

comes out of the body that was stabbed. In order to exist, it

has to stay as a parasite in another body. That's why Serena

said “I wanted a body” in her rhyme and couldn't leave

Lula's side before.

“Where do you know?” I ask in astonishment.

“We found Serena's diary.” he says. “Let's go upstairs.

We have so much to do.”

I'm going after them. Lula, who looks like Kloe, falls into

the trap of her ancient baby very quickly.



“Give me your shirt!” Gürsel shouts. I'm handing it over.

We're covering the baby.

We're going out to the garden. I feel so tired that I

collapse where I am. My cousins are putting the baby in the

pit. The flames are rising.

A stink of coal, followed by a stinky scream.

Lula Devchenko, gets into hot waters.

We don't need to do anything for Serena “Syra” Strand.

She enters Gürsel's water without bothering us at all. The

color of the water changes, the muffled sounds and songs

rise from the water.

“Poor girl...” I say to myself. Her soul is trapped under

the spell of a psychopath. “It is almost done.” I mutter to

the water. “You will soon be free.”

We sit in front of the building. With a triumphant fatigue.

Not believing it was all over. “I don't know how to explain

the change of country to my uncle.” I say laughingly. “We

got rid of her forever, didn't we?”

My cousins approve of me. They don't laugh like I do. I

think it's because they've been playing chase in an old

building for hours. The pain will go away and the beauty

will stay.

“Arda!” Gürsel says suddenly.

“Yes?”

“You are free now. Don't you want to see your father's

face?”

My heart is beating in my rib cage. I'm making friends

with a big smile. “Sure I do!” I say, and then my cousin gets

up. “Come here!”



“Hey, show me here!” What I said is wasted. My cousin

obviously wants to play a game. I'm going in after him.

Gürsel delves in his bag. His wallet... He withdraws a

passport photo of my dad from the wallet. I'm as impatient

as a little boy.

“Show me!” I say.

“Okay.” He's pointing the photo at me. “Look. Look

carefully.”

My face is glowing. The handsome face on this little

piece of paper belongs to my father. Dirty beard. He has

medium-length hair and a very good-looking hair style. He

kind of looks like me. I'm looking. I'm looking carefully. I

can't keep my eyes off.

I'm proud of my father.

Eray's footsteps are coming from behind. I'm

daydreaming.

We'll come together. We're going on a picnic, fishing.

We'll have long conversations. We will take revenge for our

silence in the hours we look into each other's eyes. Every

year we will celebrate my mother's birthday in absentia.

Making a cake together... The cake will be raspberry.

We'll live in the same house. My dad's going to sign up

for the matriculation exam just to keep me company, a few

years from now. We're going to study. We're gonna nerd out

together, hang up the questions together. Our fights will be

as much fun as our laughter.

The voices are muffling. I can't take my eyes off the

photo. When I started to see things through the eyes of the

photograph, I understood what was going on. I can't move.

“It's a trap!” I want to shout with all my voice.



I realize I've lost my body. Something went wrong, and I

went into the spiritual plane, Lula's spell became true, I

became a parasitic spirit.

Then I was trapped in a picture of my father.

I won't have a home anymore, and I won't have a body. I

won't live, and I won't die unless they burn the photo. It's

hard to accept.

Being imprisoned in an object feels paralyzed. I have no

heart to beat, I can't even breathe. Movement is a very

distant concept for me now. Oh, if I see a light, I'll go away.

They covered me up so fast!

“Let go of me. I promise I won't be a nuisance. I will live

quietly in your region, around you. Let me go!”

The deep darkness in which my thoughts vanish upsets

me. I beg the void, “Please let me talk.” No one can hear

my silent voice.

As I run for freedom, I am now in the darkest bondage.



and then…

 

Two brothers are sitting on the pier. There is a bottle

wrapped with paper in one's hand... The other one has a

picture with black cardboard taped on it...

The astonishment of a few hours ago is still on them.

They destroyed the curse and they lost someone they loved

for it. Turns out Lula kidnapped and imprisoned the real

Sybil. It is not easy to remove the weak and dying girl from

room 207 and deliver her to her family.

Gürsel opens the bottle and drains the water into the sea

from a few meters above. The water sounds like a song.

Eray is taking the photo in his hand. “I wish...” he says to 

himself. “I wish we didn't have to catch him, I wish he 

hadn't fallen under the spell, I wish there was a way 

back…”

The most useless word on the beach of a farewell is “I

wish”.

He leaves it into the water, so that the waves will lead

him to freedom.

The sun is going down.

The two brothers turn around and walk away from the

beach. A ghost is looking behind them, who has no power

to take even a step.

Arda's tears mingle with the waves of water. Serena's

song of freedom is heard through the waves.

It will continue to be heard...



Until the water evaporates.

 

t h e e n d
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