Piet veritas eniendu stiisima coritat iaecusamus
vellendam, solupta tquost, siminul luptat. Catum nam qui
officiis dolorum facea quibust ibustiust eaturib usdanim
inverci psunt, conem venis si alitat dellam nis nobisquam
eostem dolorib uscias ut que perunt, simolorest, quiat.
Ratus dus rem qui dolutat eatur aute ne pariandae nost
auta pos as dolupta dolore niet laborepero voluptassum
faccus as volorecabo. Perovid ut officae sciendicium
quideri orerspid quiderrum isci rerfern atquiatibus
maximendenti occus rehendi con ratur aut aut pello
voluptatia aceprat aturibus nosam sit quam nonsed

qui arcium re minctem poruntiisit fuga. Ciist que offic
tecae siti omnis dipsa nobitem qui illabori idusciis alisti
quunt utecepr oreperspit, comnis utem lis et quodit,

odia voluptur? Mi, suntur? Minihillupta none ma voloria
musciam, occaersperi aliam

S31dVId OML

aAvdniN ® YADINTO

led.)l

Diarias

a 4 Murad









GLUKLYA'S DIARY

GLUKLYA



29 January 2017

Finally, | saw the entrance to the other tower where refugees are living.

I think I will never forget it. This huge corridor reminds me of a path
from the Stalker movie. Your head spins when looking into this corridor. First,
there is a staircase with very wide steps. One of the guards said that it is so
that if a prisoner wants to escape the stairs will stop him, tying him up. He
will fall almost immediately.

Without a special pass, we cannot get inside the prison to them. We
can only see this corridor through the glass outside. Guards are present and
will stop you if you try to open the door.

1 February

My studio is great, but there the windows don’t open. My very first idea here
is to place a living tree in the centre of the room, punch a hole in the window
as though the tree cannot imagine any other life. A rebellious tree.

A tree which cannot manage to be kept in here. Rebellious, wild tree. Ik
ben een opstandige boom.

| would have to cut a hole in the window in order to express this idea.

2 February

| saw the text right by the guards at the entrance of the prison (translation
from Dutch):

All who are in the Netherlands are treated equally in similar cases.
Discrimination because of religion, philosophy of life, political
statements, race or gender or anything else is prohibited.

3 February

Vergadering (meeting) is an important term in NL. Without it, nothing can be
decided. They are carefully planned in advance and are sometimes very long.
We have such Vergadering with all the organisations that are renting spaces
in our former prison and begin discussing ways to collaborate with refugees.
One of the most important issues is how to pay them, since they
cannot accept money into their accounts if they receive monthly support
from the government. It is strictly forbidden by law. But we cannot NOT pay
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them if they are going to be participants in our projects. That would be totally
unethical.

4 February

| decided to learn how to make my way to COA/AZC, organisations which
give refugees a temporary place to stay until they get residence permits.

Up until now it has been very difficult because the prison is a labyrinth, and
sometimes some doors are open, sometimes not. Since | am here to research
the conditions of the lives of refugees in the other tower, | will do it very often,
and so | have to know how much time it will take to walk from my studio to
where refugees are held.

5 February

| saw this document today. When refugees receive a house, their number
vanishes from this list.

6 February

| thought about what the spin of the workshops might be, the idea around
which the body of workshops might revolve. What is the main idea?

First, | will start with the studio. | have to create an installation there
with a special atmosphere so that people can come and feel the possibility of
another reality.

7 February

In the prison, windows are closed tightly, as if in a death grip. | feel
claustrophobic. Theo and Charlotte came to visit me, and they were excited
about the space. There is a great atmosphere, like in the movies, the spirit of
a prison and all that which usually delights enlightened folks from the world of
art..... Sure, it’s great for tourists, but if you have to be here all the time, that’s
another story.

But | am telling myself: you have to struggle and handle it because
refugees who are living in the neighbouring tower have it much worse.
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8 February

Every day | go to my studio along a special road. It is a tiny road going from
the metro to the prison. Running along its left side is a high concrete wall,
the prison towers rise behind it, and the railway is on the right. This road is
very impressive, it is the road that leads to the prison, you cannot escape, its
fatalistic nature is obvious. The road is like a vessel from the heart. Vessel
road. Each time | step onto it, my heart muscle spasms and my mind serves
up a fantasy vision. Today it was a big wing, like the wing of a giant bird,
sticking out of the earth.

If it will be a sculpture, | wonder what material might be used for it.

9 February

Slowly | am coming to understand that the project should revolve around the
topic of language. What could be the concept of a language that opposes the
verticals of power, money, and the Cartesian vision of the world? | think that
creating our language might embrace the phonetic pronunciations of words
in our different languages. Imagine, it is a Universal language somewhere,
before the Babylon tower. Mistakes and confusion are definitely a part of this
game, together with the humour.

For example, the Dutch word DOM (meaning “stupid”) to the Russian
ear sounds like the word for “house” or “home.”

Or the word BOS (meaning “forest”), for the English-speaking sounds
like boss.

10 February

| was thinking about the way | should propose the liberating practices of art
to refugees, and it became clear that we have to share experiences with them
rather than “knowledge”. We have to do something together.

| was searching the internet for texts which might support my vision, when |
discovered Silvana Vignale, who writes precisely about this.

11 February
| am busy creating all kinds of advertisements that might attract refugees to
come to our section of the prison. By working on them, | am also working on

the concept of our workshops.
Sari is helping me translate into Arabic.
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12 February

Fragments of the USSR Empire are everywhere. In our prison, there is a
woman named Lena from Belorussia with whom we can speak Russian.

13 February

Lena came today with a “newcomer” (another word used for “refugee” in the
Netherlands). From Iraq. He said he wants to stay incognito.

14 February

I am thinking about what might be a better way to organise the workshops
and what might be the unifying idea. It needs to be something familiar for
refugees. But also for me, otherwise the project will be alienating.

I have never worked like this before, and | do not know if institutions in
Europe will help with recruiting people to the project or whether | should
do it entirely myself.

15 February

The idea of workshop N1“Simone Weil”

| have asked TAAK (the institution helping me realise the project) if |
can stay with the refugees in their section of the prison in order to establish
some sort of equality, since | am only working at my prison studio and then
going home, while they stay there all the time. They liked my idea very much
and will write to the administration of AZC to ask permission.

People do not know much about Simone Weil—she went to real
factories to work as she thought it was necessary to be with the victims of
WWII both mentally and spiritually. Inspired by her heroic deed, | thought |
can do even a little to be in solidarity with people who are struggling.

18 February
Sari is from Damascus; he was a journalist there, and | met him on the
“Vessel Road” leading from the subway station to the prison. It was just after

“vergadering” (meeting) and we simply started to talk.
Sari organises the meetings between the refugees of AZC, who are
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waiting for permission to stay in the country, and other people renting rooms
in the former prison, including artists like me.

| was telling him about my projects with migrants from the former
USSR republics —the film Wings of Migrants (2012), which | made with
participants from Uzbekistan—and the problem of time with these kinds
of projects. When you are trying to establish relationships with people
outside the art world, the issue of time becomes central. Building trust and
a collaborative spirit take time to do well. | am so happy that | have a whole
year for this project now.

19 February

Sariis violet. He woke feeling like the colour violet. Is the entire colour of a
person an emotional perception? Or maybe this is his aura? Every person
evokes a sense of colour in me, different kinds of doors open depending
on each person, different parts of a mental/sensual construction become
activated; with Sari, | always feel a mixture of melancholy and the ability to
move forward through learning, exploring, researching.

20 February

| want to depict this violet colour (in other words its tone or atmosphere) in
our final event — | do not know yet what | will call it.

| believe that the process of all the workshops is very good, but there
needs to be a final event summarising all our efforts.

22 February
My studio is looking good now! Finally, | am feeling a bit safe. The
administration did not allow me to cut a hole in the window and install the
Rebellious Tree. There are strict regulations here. But | brought branches of
trees from outside (they cut all the trees along the road) and installed them in
the studio. Trees are helping me to bear my existence in this prison.

23 February

Finally, together with Sari, we produced an advertisement that suits
all parties.
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We put them everywhere around the prison where social workers told
us we could. | decided that my door always has to be open. Refugees from
the neighbouring tower can visit at any time. It is impossible otherwise,
because if you ask them to come at a certain time, they promise to do so but
then they don’t come.

24 February

| tried to work things out with the cleaner (he is Dutch, not a newcomer).

| think he is passive aggressive. | feel it. And | am afraid of him. He comes
twice a week to clean our building, and because the WC is just opposite

my studio, | run into him all the time. He is always talking to himself while
cleaning. At the same time, | hate myself for it. Such a shitty little thing! How
can you be afraid of a good and modest, hard-working person who seems a
little bit crazy? How?

I'm afraid to go to the WC now. He requires me to speak Dutch. And
he became hysterical when he found a little spot of coffee near Marcel
Duchamp’s famous object (pissoir).

| told him that, though | passed the B1level Dutch exam, | find it difficult
to speak, though I am sincerely in love with this language and consider it
extraordinarily beautiful.

25 February

| feel like | am in a real prison here, it's a good working spirit. Sometimes

we need to estrange ourselves from society and too much information and
just be alone and meditate and work. But if one wants to achieve this, then
one must lock oneself in a kind of prison. But | am choosing this kind of
“decorative prison” myself, compared to those who are forced to migrate. Is it
honest to compare an artistic kind of prison with real prisons?

26 February

| met lawyer-psychologists who work with refugee cases. They called
themselves Freeke & Monster. | am searching for those with whom | can
collaborate here and had a meeting with one of them: a beautiful, vital

lady who said that the main point of their project is to awake a sense of
Forgiveness in their patients. Of course, they are dealing with a huge amount
of anger. People are caring inside all their negative experience, which once
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upon a time might have rushed outside and harmed other people. That is

why the institution of psychoanalysis is now rooted very deeply in Western
society. When you talk about your frustration, you are sharing, and your anger
might vanish. But the problem is that this kind of therapy is very expensive
for ordinary people. | believe Freeke & Monster are doing a lot of work for
free, and | admire their huge efforts!

Skype with Mother.

27 February

Everybody in our community of renters, Lola Lik, is very busy designing our
section of the former prison so that newcomers can enjoy coming here. The
corridor is now decorated with wonderful carpets and very nice furniture.
There are a lot of toys for children and books. We even have a restaurant now.
But refugees are not coming here en masse, as was expected. Nobody
knows why, but i think they are too depressed and scared probably; it is hard
to overcome inertia and fear. It probably feels safer just to stay in a cell like a
sad frozen bird. But it is a big question why it is like this. The only day when
they come regularly is when clothes are given out for free. Thousands of
sacks with very good second-hand clothes regularly arrive at the AZC camp.

28 February

| am continuing my struggle with how to organise a workshop. The concept
is clearer now—it will be the Language Game where words sound the same
but have different meanings. And it might be based on confusion, since while
learning languages, we often mix up words with the same pronunciation.
It is also interesting to see how participants choose words. And then how
these words can be visualised. It can elevate the capacity of imagination and
associative, comparative thinking.

| have to start inviting people and see if it works with them. Maybe it is
only interesting to me?

1 March

Well, today was quite a day.

One appointment after another and, as a result, a kind of desolation.
You want to give, to help people who escaped from real war or poverty, but
everything seems to work against it. You think, finally, you have money,
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time and desire to do something good for somebody who is suffering, but
strangely, in a very weird way, much like in a Kafka story, the system is
against it.

2 March

Finally, after a huge amount of correspondence, | have understood that Lola
Lik is not going to support my project the way | expected by helping to invite
newcomers. They are only renting rooms. Refugees will never come to the
studio themselves, as we thought they would in our pre-concept version.
TAAK also cannot organise it. | must visit AZC longer myself and go deeper
into the camp. To meet people, to understand and study their conditions. It

is not possible to do this without free access to their section of the prison.

| have noticed that some organisations who are renting the spaces at the
same tower as me have already established their activities inside the refugee
section. They said | must write to the director Marijke. | asked Sari to do it. He
kindly agreed to help. | will of course pay him for his work from my grant. | am
acting as an institution here: Utopian Unemployment Union.

3 March

After all these appointments trying to find a way to collaborate, i feel sad,
desolate. And i get mad at myself for not being able to be like all the other
people of action here. Like businesspeople—cool and pragmatically beautiful.

4 March

A fog descends quickly, just as it happens in winter in St. Petersburg; 1 lit
candles and made the bed with three layers of bedspreads to lie down at
exactly 15:00.

| called Marfa to synchronise our efforts—we agreed to lie down
simultaneously for 15 minutes to recharge and restart. Then | heard someone
talking outside in Dutch, a conversation about paying for something with
invoices and things like that. After that, my concentration disappeared.

| sat for a bit with my nerves exhausted, and then I just went home. | did
nothing today and am feeling guilty, of course.
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5 March

Azinatu came. The first visitor to the first workshop. Thanks to Lena
Davidovich, my friend from Belorussia who also rents a studio here, | have
gotten to know Azinatu. She is 18, from lvory Coast and very shy. But she has
a soft, sly power in her.

| proposed that she draw. She draws a Buddha Devil. When | asked
her what it means, she looked at me with a long, mysterious gaze and said
nothing.

6 March

My collaborators helped to organise a meeting for me with the Strong Woman,
an experienced social worker who is working tirelessly with great enthusiasm
and generosity, and she suggested | print the flyers. That is the way to reach
the refugees, she said. She is calling it: Activity Table. | will create a new
advertisement for the workshops. She invited me to stand with her near the
AZC entrance with these printed flyers and give them out directly to invite
people. She said it is the only way to welcome people to come to us.

7 March

TAAK brigade came to visit. Bernie (our producer) looked out the window
and said “What is that smoke? It looks like it is coming from the ovensin a
concentration camp.”

8 March

Nobody | invited came to the workshop as promised.

| think it is a bad strategy—hovering with flyers near the door where
tired and depressed people are entering the space, intending to rest or eat.

What are you and your Art is becoming a big question.

Never in my life have | felt so clearly the limited place of Art in society.
Thanks to this project, my naivety is vanishing day by day.
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9 March

The man from Afghanistan who promised to come did not come.
Frustration N1.

10 March

Finally, | have found an assistant! So, so happy!

Her name is Nika. Her mother immigrated from a little town in Ukraine
with her and is living in Switzerland. She told me about her childhood living
near the seain the village with her grandmother. Long walks to a local school
(5 km by foot). Working hard around the house and gardening. | told her
about my idea to invite people who are staying in the camp to workshops
while dressed in costumes of surreal creatures. But the materials for these
costumes should be found in the prison or in places surrounding it. Recycling
idea. We went outside, hunting for mattresses. In Amsterdam, people throw
things away on the street, also luxury things. For example, thick, mattresses
in perfect condition.

We drilled holes in them and made a costume of it. And we also started
to produce Resistance Chairs.

11 March

Frustration N2

A friend of Lena’s from Iraq did not come. He said that he wanted to do
a video with me as an advertisement. | was prepared.

Marijke is not answering either.

12 March

Frejo is one of the rare individuals from Damascus who is now visiting the
studio, drinking tea and speaking. His English is quite good. Today he told me
that he can’t just wait here anymore, doing nothing. He has been waiting for
permission to stay for 2 years already. He said: | want to go back to Syria.

24 Gluklya’s Diary

13 March

| have met Dick here (he has a second name, Teun). He worked in this prison
as a guard for 34 years. Now he works in a pop-up museum showing artefacts
from the prison. He showed me the most gloriously horrible artefacts from
the prison collection. For example, special shoes where prisoners can hide
drugs, and there were doors with all kinds of marks and signs from the
prisoners, scratching out in deafening despair.

He said he might bring us to the Mad Tower, where the mentally insane
criminals were treated. And he said that he knows how Marijke looks.

15 March

Now that | have put up all my advertisements, the main thing to do is wait.
We wait together with the refugees now. At last we are equal here.

16 March

Frustration N3

17 March

My mind never stops inventing ideas of what we can do together with
newcomers, if they would appear at the workshop as a group. If Marijke will
give her royal permission, that is. We can organise a performative “catwalk”
also in the huge corridor of the prison.

For that, we should make costumes of fantastic beasts, utopian
animals, with references to the Mythological creatures of their motherland
and fatherland countries. The soundtrack might be their stories as well.

18 March

Yesterday, we were in Sarphatipark. Lena invited me, and we went together
with some residents from AZC. Among all the people there, | noticed a
modest person who was playing a very interesting instrument. It was a kopuz
as | learned later. He introduced himself as Murad.

| do not know why, but something inside him attracted me, and | was
really happy when he agreed to be the first person to wear the freshly made
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‘the coat with the chair’: where we have fixed a chair to the back of a coat |
found in one of the prison rooms.

19 March

Bernie (producer from TAAK) wrote to me that access to the AZC part of the
prison can only be granted by director Marijke. 123 letters of correspondence.

20 March

An important conversation with H. from Afghanistan. He said, “Why is
everybody talking only about the Syrian War? In Afghanistan, war has
been raging for 12 years already!” | was asking why he came to NL, was he
deported or what happened...

(I must say that | very rarely ask about “the story” since | know how
touchy the topic is). | was looking at him and saw all the work and doubt going
on inside him: should he tell me the truth or not. At this very moment, the
fucking siren that is ever-present here brutally interrupted our conversation.

21 March

Murad visits my studio now from time to time. We are becoming friends.
He told me that he was imprisoned for 7 years. The first time when he was
19 years old, the second time around 29. He never gave up resisting the
authorities back then. For him, staying here in the prison, with doors that
can’t be locked from the inside, is the real nightmare because it reminds him
of the real prison. He cannot sleep at night.

| suggested he keep a diary.

22 March
We had a very happy performative visit to AZC in the Mattress costume with

some help giving out the flyers and inviting folks to the workshop. We can
only enter the territory of AZC as guests of someone staying there.
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23 March

Azinatu once again did not come. Strange, right?

Yesterday M. said that people from the East cannot say no directly to
your face, they always say yes and then not showing up is totally normal. |
am working on how to stay cool when people promise to come and then don’t
show up. Frustration N4.

24 March

Why did | name my upcoming performance ‘Report from prison’, asked Theo
from TAAK. Why not ‘Report from former BijimerBajes’?

Well, because prison still exists here in many layers. Besides the fact
that refugees are living in the former prison, we create our prison ourselves,
by idealising, exaggerating, mixing things. Mental and Spiritual prison is the
topic. The trauma, of course, also constitutes our prison.

The role of architecture and memory is an important factor that we
cannot ignore—isn’t it? People are living in a former prison here. | think we can
consider a prison as the fantasies that we project on each other. For example,
couldn’t we also call the huge expectations we have of refugees - that they
return us to Purity and Belief — a prison of our own expectations? Maybe this
expectation is the basis of artists’ motivation to work with refugees?

| think we can also name it prison when some members of the cultural
community start to idealise all refugees.

Some academics and social workers believe that artists cannot offer
refugees anything, cannot touch them. Because you have not suffered
as much as they have—you cannot work with them. Because you will
exploit them, they say. | think this kind of rhetoric derives from the Fear
of Otherness. It is the same as the policy that allows people to stay in the
country, while not engaging with them; you can stay here, but we will not
communicate with you, just ignore you.

26 March

| am so happy that after all the struggles and frustration of people not
appearing as promised that | have found Marwa from Aleppo, who agreed to
play the game Language of Fragility!

She is very talented, and she says that the process of drawing calms
her. The first thing that she drew was her self-portrait.
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27 March

Mass protests against corruption, the planned retirement age hike and prison
torture in St. Petersburg. Can we call it hope?
I am not there and feeling guilty.

28 March

The time here is passing very slowly. Even for me, who has much more
freedom than people in the neighbouring tower.

It is not only because the air is not healthy, but it is also because of the
memory and aura of this space. The deviancy of this place as a former prison
oppresses you psychologically. Maybe that is why most of the people who
are renting studios around me arrive in the morning around 11-12:00 and leave
already at 16-17:00. It is very hard for me to behave like an office worker, but
| have to obey the rules. But sometimes | stay longer. My family is used to it,
but it is very scary. The lights in the entire building are out then, and it is just
very scary.

There are days when alarms regularly force you to leave the working
space and rush outside. It might happen when a child is playing and pushes
the button in AZC, then everybody has to rush outside. On these days it is
very hard to concentrate, and you have to stay longer. Marijke already went
home, and you are staying behind.

Itis a good place to read J.M. Coetzee’s Life and Times of Michael K and
a book that | have been dying to read since | started to visit the Netherlands
in 2010: Max Havelaar by Multatuli, which | am going to suggest to my friends
at the next workshop!

I'm curious what book Marijke is reading.

29 March

Performance ‘Report from prison’ in the Tolhuistuin. Theo kindly agreed to
bring Resistance Chairs in his car.

| wrote a script for the performance and sent it to all the participants:
Mirjam Westen, Erick Hagoort, Theo Tegelaers, Bernie Denkens, Sari Akminas
and Marwa Abboud. The performance revolves around exchanging the roles
of participants to subvert the idea of the status quo. | will ask my guests to
contribute to the script and then invite them to the cross reading, where they
will switch their texts and read them out loud. | am giving freedom in writing
the texts. It can be any text which my participants think will be relevant for
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the situation. Resistance Chairs and Utopian Clothes will participate in the
piece. We will also present the game Language of Fragility, and the important
part will be the soundtrack: the rules for refugees / AZC protocol, which we
have managed to detect.

Sari wrote an interesting text about Pan Arabism:
29 March 7:00 pm

Pan Arabism is an ideology espousing the unification of all 22 Arab
states into one unity, because they share the same history, future,
hopes, and dreams. In order to reach one-Arab big unified land-nation.

According to what we have learned in school, there are several
many factors which play role in reaching this unity; language,
religion, history, and geography. Those are the key factors that were
supposed to lead us toward one united nation in the future.

However, this concept is corrupted, and for more than 50
years, the states in the Arab world have used this concept to lead
their people into a certain type of ideology which served their
interests, and covered up for their corruption and stealing from the
nation’s wealth.

Why the concept is corrupted? Because the Arab world
contains 22 countries, which are spread over a big area covering all
west Asia and North Africa. With a population of more than 370
million people, you can’t put all of them under the Arab concept,
Syria as an example; in Syria there are 18 different ethnic and
religious groups, but still the official name is “Syrian Arab Republic”
and this name can’t be changed without changing the constitution,
which is in the hand of the state, not the people.

In the Syrian constitution, all the other ethnics and minorities
are marginalised, because it serves the interest of the state.
Although the state can’t delete all the other components of the
Syrian society, it can put them under Arabs category because it
gives more number of people for its propaganda in its fight against
Israel (the status between Syria and Israel now is not-war-not-peace,
both countries signed a ceasefire agreement in 1973 after the war,
officially the war is not over).

So in order to manipulate the target of their people when they
start demanding for more freedom and fixing the corrupt economy,
the state uses the concept of Pan Arabism, to stop the people from
asking for more rights and tell them to wait for the big dream and
unity to come true, and the state — among the rest of the other Arab
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states —is gathering the Arab people’s powers for the war with the
enemy (Israel). In Syria, if you started to criticise what you shouldn’t
criticise, you will be charged with “weakening the psyche status of
the nation”, then four years in jail.

The concept itself is also not applicable to the Arab world;
what is the connection that gathers two men, one from Syria, and the
other from Somalia under the Pan Arabism umbrella? What is the
connection between the Iraqi nation and the Moroccan nation? There
is absolutely no shared hope, dreams, nor future for both nations,
regardless of the unified curriculums which emphasised the concept
of Pan Arabism in schools! The geographical distance between some
of the countries made it impossible for any kind of unity between
them (many binary unity attempts have failed through the history),
the people who are living in the Arab countries might have the same
habits and norms, but this is because of the huge spread of Islam in
those countries, but societies and cultures are different, even future
is different too.

Even now, if the unity happens, and all the 22 countries became
one, the people who are living in the rich Arab countries will not
accept people from the poor Arab countries to enter their land (the
biggest example happened in 2011, and still, when 20 Arab countries
turned their back on the Syrian people, closed their borders, and
imposed a visa for the people who were trying to run from the war).

Pan Arabism was for many many years an argument which
the states always win against their own people, promising them
with a big unity, and big hopes of getting their occupied lands back
(Palestine), but what is really happening, is that the governments
individually keep oppressing their people, and prevent certain kinds
of freedom from them, and secretly have a relation with the “enemy”
Israel, all in the pretext of the Arab unity under Pan Arabism and the
pretext of fighting Israel.

When i was in school, i have been told that the Arab world
is destined to be united, but it is not, because there is Israel in the
middle of it. [ have been told that the Arab leaders in the summits
always sign treaties and agreements for a framework to reach this
unity, i remember i told a solution to my teacher once: if they really
want to finish with Israel, why don’t they let the people go to the
borders and piss into the occupied lands, it will drown Israel, the
problem is solved, and Arabs can be united again. Looking at this
solution now, 20 years later, i understand why they didn’t do it,
although from principal, it is easy and costs nothing, but the existing
of Israel means the continuity of the Arab leaders on their chairs.
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And since the Arab nation is a very easy nation to trick and to move
using emotional and religious speech, the concept of Pan Arabism
will keep subjecting those people until a real revolution happens,
which shall swap all the land at once and change the face of that part
of the word forever.

Here is the order of the readings:

1) Theo reads the text by Sari

2) Erick reads the text by Mirjam
3) Sarireads the text by Bernie

4) Bernie reads the text by Marwa
5) Mirjam reads the text by Erick
6) Marwa reads the text by Theo

Marwa’s Text: My life in Nederland
Hi,

my name is Marwa, and i’'m 28 years old, i’'m from Syria.

I came to the Netherlands in August, and i moved to the AZC
in Amsterdam in September.

I spent around five months in that camp, at the beginning,
the camp was like a prison, closed windows, guards, and annoying
alarm... everything was bad!!

Then i tried to participate in painting activities, and i joined
aworkshop in the camp, drawing was always my favourite hobby,
through it i can express my feelings and ideas.

But learning the language is my first priority so i can continue
my study, i studied Biochemistry, and i would like to continue as
laboratory studies.

ilove my life now in Amsterdam, even with its difficulties.

I have met new Arab and Dutch friends, they were very nice,
and they helped me in the hard period which i spent in the camp.

Topics for broader discussion:

—The role of fantasy in the integration process

—How to support artists who want to work with refugees in the face of the
strict rules of COA/AZC?

—How to organise mutual exchange among refugees?

—What rules do artists have to create in this situation?
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—How to encourage newcomers to share more information about their
culture?

—The frontiers of ethics and aesthetics

—Resistance and Vulnerability

—The topic of weakness (weak power) as the only possible position for artists
in the context of aesthetic. For example, when | use handwriting (slightly
childlike), | refer to the dissident tradition of masking protest messages
from authorities.

—Possible ways to work with social workers. How to organise workshops with
them?

30 March

The performance was a kind of a blast (I do not like the word scandal). | had
invited Marwa to the performance and asked if she could read in English.
She agreed. Following the script, she had to read the text of Mirjam Westen,
curator from Museum Arnhem. She started to read, and it was very difficult
for her. But she did not give up reading, she just continued with the struggle.
Suddenly in the middle of her reading, some woman from the audience started
to shout: Where is the artist? Where is the artist? Where is the artist?

| stood up from my chair. She started to shout hysterically and then ran
out of the room. My friends Merel and Dan ran after her trying to explain, but
she did not listen to them. | came to understand that she found it cruel to ask
a refugee such as Marwa to read the text in English in front of an audience.
The fact that Marwa had accepted the invitation to read the text in English
did not seem to matter for her at all. Does this mean that we have to treat our
newcomers as fragile vases and not like one of us? Should we idealise them?
| cannot stop thinking about it. Other people who were present liked the piece
very much. The team of TAAK supported me. So, in general, | am satisfied
and will move forward embracing the vulnerability.

1 April

Workshop with a very young and sad single mother from Eritrea. She
produced a drawing and shared her story.
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2 April

Finally, | have managed to produce the text about the game (with support
from Sari):

The Language of Fragility:

Learning the Dutch language is a serious challenge for newcomers to the
Netherlands. There are many methods and ways to learn a new language
other than traditional learning, and these other approaches add value to the
language-learning process. One alternative method is playing the Language
of Fragility game.

No matter a person’s native language, the number of words that have
similar pronunciation in Dutch is surprising. Words sound the same but have
completely different meanings.

This game can be an important tool for newcomers. It allows them to
acquire new knowledge, motivates them to search and find similar words
across different languages, opens a window for them to see the country’s
culture, and gives them opportunities to learn new skills.

The combination of language + arts gives newcomers a way to express
feelings in a new country without restriction, and to produce something
beneficial with artistic and cultural value.

The Language of Fragility game teaches performative skills that enable
participants to express their feelings by targeting emotions like frustration,
fear or angst. In turn, participants find balance and develop self-confidence.

Language of Fragility is not limited to the individual level. Participants
learn words that have similar pronunciation but diverse meanings in different
languages. The game encourages players to create an atmosphere of
collaboration and unity among themselves, motivating them to engage in
teamwork and to unleash imagination, creativity and self-discovery.

Bot (military shoe)

Sari: “The bot in Dutch is the bone that the dog catches, and they keep it
in their mouths, they like the taste of it. In Arabic bot means shoe, and it is
commonly used to refer to the shoes of the military.

People use non-intellectual ways to express their loyalty to the rulers
in Syria; the pro-Assad people took the military shoe as a symbol. They made
statues in public squares, did live TV shows with the shoes on the table; pro-
Assad people, famous artists, sculptors, actors, they were all shown with this
boot symbol.

It is another way to worship the leader. Since the war in Syria, there
has been a lot of talk about Assad’s ownership of Syria, as the country is
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his farm. Now by switching from worshipping the leader to worshipping the

military (where the ruler is the highest commander of the army), nothing will
change, and the people voluntarily subject themselves to the slavery of the

ruler again.”

Nmer (tiger)

Nmer in Arabic is tiger, but in Dutch, nummer is a number.

Sari: “Numbers are exactly how the government sees the people when
they are looking for support. The soldiers who die to keep the ruler in his
chair are only numbers to the leadership. When they tell people how good
the economy is when actually it is very bad, fake numbers are being used.”
So stop being a “Dutch Nummer”, and become an “Arabic Tiger”.

Naar (to)

Dutch people use the word Naar to refer to a place they are going to, but in
Arabic, the word (Naar) sounds like the word for ‘to’.

Sari: “The woman is going Naar the house, to the house, where a
woman lives, but it is to her husband’s house because of the repression and
suppression that women face in the Arab world. A lot of women don’t know
about life outside the house, only on TV.

From her father’s house to her husband’s house to the grave. This is
the circle of a large number of women in the Arab world. They are not allowed
to know or to think outside this triangle, and for those who do, they shall be
called the ugliest names and considered an outsider in the society.”

Acht (sister)

Two words similar in pronunciation, Acht in Arabic means sister, while in
Dutch it means eight, which is the average number of siblings in families in
the Arab region.

Sari: “The child arrives, and God sends his money with it. This is
the slogan adopted by the peoples of the Arab region, and they do not
give up this slogan even in the most severe crises. You see the family of a
government employee who doesn’t earn enough salary, or a worker who
earns the minimum wage. They have six children and their poor wives
are pregnant! ‘Her belly reaches her chin’, is how Arab people describe
pregnant women.

Ask the men why? And from where will you secure the budget? They
respond with a smile too. ‘The child arrives, and God sends his money with it’
and wishes God to send more blessings...

Sister after brother after sister... Arab women are being used as a
breeding machine, year after year, birth after birth, especially in poor and
rural areas.
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The government is unable to control this issue, there is no policy
on birth control, plus there is a poor economic situation. Men do not use
condoms and women cannot object. Eggs (poor children) are thrown into the
street. Acht after Acht after Acht...”

3 April

During one of the workshops, Marwa was smoking a lot. | said, “l am amused
that you are smoking, did your parents allow you to smoke?” She almost
started to cry. “What's wrong?” | asked with angst. “My parents want to
marry me against my will”, she said.

| felt so horrible and such pity for her. We embraced and cried together.
You know, it is one thing when you read about these things in books, another
when you hear it from someone in person.

We went to Freeke & Monster to ask about the rights of women in the
Netherlands.
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16 April

Marijke did not answer. Tons of letters about negotiations on how to
collaborate with people staying in AZC.

To have access to the area where refugees live, you have to be put on
the list at COA and then guards will allow you to go in. Even if they put you on
the list, sometimes guards cannot find your name. Then you have to wait near
the entrance like a lonely tree, trying to figure out what to do. It might be an
hour or more. It can be all day, if you become a tree ‘echt waar’.

17 April

Suspension of Usual Routes.

20 April

| have read horrible news from Russia.

The Ministry of Justice is ordering the Centre for Independent Social
Research to register as a non-profit organisation performing the functions of
a foreign agent.

21 April

| was moving my stuff from home to my studio with Uber, and the driver
introduced himself and said he is from Marrakesh. He said that his goal in life
is to establish a bank. New Bank. | asked if he sees the difference between
Triodos and ING. He said no, not exactly. Then somehow our conversation
turned to the question of Belief. He said he is Muslim and a believer, and |
said | am not religious. Then he asked: “So, you believe that we came from
animals??” | said yes of course.

The rest of the drive we were silent.
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24 April

| just returned from Brussels, where | participated in a project with wonderful
international artists, but in comparison with my main project in the prison it
was like child’s play in a kindergarten. No risk, curators are doing everything,
the task of the artist is just to give the idea. And then this idea is transformed
because of institutional rules and restrictions.

Part of my family is in Paris. | spent an amazing evening with Marfa. It
is rare when you can be with your child téte-a-téte. That is our strange life.
Suddenly, she began explaining the drawings she made, which she had never
done before. She showed fantastic drawings. They contain only tenderness,
and | could not find the words to say something critical about them, as | had
anticipated. | am trying to overcome such tenderness because | understand
that it is very comfortable for me, but in the end, it will not be good for my
child. The work of a mother is not to just give in to the comfortable condition
of being together as two flowers, but to stay critical and try to explain the
truth. But sometimes it is so nice and also so painfully necessary to be
together like two plants melted in the lake of tenderness. Does Marijke have
children?

25 April

Thinking about the next workshops, what they might be like. Thinking about
Simone Weil again. Where is the equality? May | stay some days together
with refugees in the same tower? Why am | living in the tower that is slightly
better than theirs? And | am not even living there, not sleeping. | am renting

a studio. Who decided to place the entrepreneurs in the office tower of the
prison and refugees in the criminal part? | am feeling Guilty. And it is growing.
Marijke, Marijke, why did you leave us?

29 April

Bernie wrote Jacqueline, who said that only Marijke can decide about my stay
in the part where newcomers live. But she wrote to her.
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30 April

Traveled to Petersburg after a horrible night. Marfa suddenly cried and cried
and cried and was not telling me why. Then | started to shake her and scream,
“What is with you? Tell me, tell me”... and of course, she did not like it, but |
think it was good. Why? Because | want to show her that it is not something
horrible. It is just angst and fear, which all people experience from time to
time. They come like waves, to-and-fro. She did judge me: “You can just be
calm”, she said.

1 May, Labour Day in St. Petersburg

Protest demonstration commemorating Labour Day in St. Petersburg. It

is the only day we can be united with other people for the sublime goal of
resisting our government. We cannot go out on the 9th of May, Victory Day. It
has been captured entirely by nationalists and conservative forces.

4 May

Back to our prison.
| showed the video of the 1st of May demonstration in St. Petersburg to
Murad, and he liked it.

7 May

| decided to name the project “Carnival of the Oppressed Feelings”. It will
consist of various parties, like political parties, but with poetic titles. For
example, it can be Recycling Prison Party (we will use things we might find in
the prison), Language of Fragility party (some protagonists from Marwa and
other drawings should be realised), some other parties... How many? | did
send Marijke some drawings.

10 May
| decided to invite my dear friends to brainstorm the idea of the Carnival of

the Oppressed Feelings and to create a performance as a pre-event. Wrote
letters for appointments with Robert Steijn, Erick Hagoort, Dilyara.
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11 May

| checked the amount of correspondence about asking to have access to the
refugee/newcomer part of the prison. 267 letters. And still no permission

to go freely to the part where refugees are living. Looking at the mountains
of second-hand clothes stored behind bars at this prison. Thinking about
establishing the brand: MARIJKE.

12 May

Happy to meet Handwerkgroep (Handworkgroup). They are a group of
wonderful women who regularly go to AZC to help women from Aleppo and
Africa to sew, speak, encouraging them and even helping them learn Dutch.
They do this for free, without any support. | learn a lot from them. Especially
with a brave woman named Karin Vromen, who is going deeper into the
prison cells, speaking openly with the women. She even helped a woman
give birth there.

15 May

A young, single mother from the refugee tower, a friend of Karin, came to visit
our area. Unlike many others, who say that the project is interesting and that
they might participate (and then don’t show up), she said from the start that
there would be no time for her to participate at all.

16 May
Letter from Sari:
“Good morning,

I'm good, but I had a call from COA that you are going to the rooms
in the AZC, which is not allowed! A man called me, he was with
Holida (Strong Woman) and told me kindly to ask you to stay within
the reception area, otherwise, they will take it out it on Holida, ‘cause
she brought you inside, and we don’t want this to happen, otherwise,
neither you or Holida will come again to the AZC.

Holida was nervous yesterday because she received this note
from COA.
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These are COA rules, and they are so bitchy about it because
they wanna keep high standards.

As for Marijke, just small working plan about what you want to
do in the AZC, she is on vacation until next Wednesday, so she will
read it when she comes back.

And as I told you, for a one-time workshop, we talked with
Katia from the Refugee Company, for more than one time, she has to
read the plan, and then Marijke will give us the right contact.

[ know how complicated it is, if  had the power, [ would change
the whole system, but unfortunately, until I get this power, we have to
go by their rules.

Met Groet, Sari”

18-29 May
| have conceived the idea of the performance and written a notice:
LANGUAGE OF FRAGILITY TOUR

We are cordially inviting you to step into the curious, poetic and controversial
world of the artists contributing to the Language of Fragility tour. Through a
performative excursion along meaningful points in the former prison, artists
will show some hidden parts of it and explain the ideas behind their research.
Nowadays, the main task of any human being is navigating through strict
rules. How to stay true to yourself and become a citizen of a new country at
the same time? During the tour, playful new methods will be exchanged. You
will be introduced to a language game, making it possible for you to get your
mind off things and relax.

A special part of the tour will be dedicated to the Carnival of the
Oppressed Feelings, a performative procession that will take place from
the AZC Centre to Dam Square on the 28th of October. This performative
demonstration aims to make the voices of refugees visible in society.

The tour costs nothing for those who wish to contribute intellectually/
enthusiastically, but it will cost 2 MOLLS (€5,-) in case you prefer to stay
neutral, just enjoying the tour without any engagement.
| am thinking about an alternative currency related to our language game.

If the Dutch word for money, ‘geld’, sounds like the animal “mole” in Arabic,
then we might use this phenomenon for our artistic needs.
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29 May

It was a fantastic performance! We pulled it off! And Murad seems happy! He
gave us his diary and Irene Jansen read it at the end of the guided tour.

Robert Steijn, dear friend, and great performer, starred as a guide who
leads people into the prison reality to see and feel the space, and also to
recognise the prison inside you.

30 May

| continue to go to AZC with Handwerkgroep veterans. Mothers are
exhausted there, but children are joyful.

| have asked Marianne Koeman, a psychologist from their team,
why they are coming here, and she replied: “Because we do not trust the
authorities and want to support people who need it.”

1June

| can tell now that the spin of the project is Murad. Zorava as he preferred
that | call him. Zorava is the name of his birthplace.

Of course, it is more than just him, it is all people who are struggling
and suffering much more than me and my cultural circles. Such destinies are
like a deep, kind of sacral hole where | am looking with horror and respect.
But in this concrete case, this idea of true suffering is represented by Murad/
Zorava. That is why | am writing that the main nerve, or spin, or heart of the
project is him.

2 June

Started to read Abdullah Ocalan, War and Peace in Kurdistan.

7 June

| am not sure if | can take the responsibility of inviting Syrian refugees to take
part in the Carnival.

49 Gluklya's Diary



12 June

Coming to the prison today, | saw a sign from my friend Tsaplya (in Russian
Tsaplya means Heron). Now | know what to do. | got a sign from the spirits
that | am moving in the right direction

| have started to communicate with the women in the refugee camp
about the role of textile in Resistance.

But it is not an easy task because women mostly want to make clothes
for their children and that’s it.

15 June

Skype with Mother about the holiday of Marfa. During the talk, | was thinking
about mothers of refugees who have no such opportunities for their kids.

17 June

Tijdelijk Museum (a project run by two adventurous women here) asked me to
collaborate. | came up with the idea to print huge drawings of these games on
the walls surrounding the prison, like advertisement banners. But we do not
know if Marijke will allow us to do it.

18 June

When | think of Murad feeling lonely in his cell, | send him good vibes.

19 June

One more Vergadering (meeting) at Lola.

At a certain moment, | understood that Lola Lik (and many other
organisations like it) serves the famous idea of neoliberal gentrification - the
disaster of using art as a tool of gentrification. Aiming to attract potential
buyers. That is why it’s important to do a Protest Carnival as an exodus from
this environment.

Everybody in Lola is busy inventing all kinds of attractions, including
tours of the prison with games of hide and seek, a pop-up museum in the
prison, restaurant, sauna, hotel. The hope is that a private owner will buy
the building with all the inventions that people from the creative cluster are
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proposing. In this case, art increases the value of the building since it creates
an atmosphere, and therefore, they think having art in the building will make it
sell better.

| see my goal as radically different from the direction of LolaLik.

27 June

I made a promise to myself that | would get up early in the morning and finish
the corrections of the interview | did for the book Dialogical Interventions.
Martin Krenn invited me. So | did that and then cycled to the swimming pool
as a good girl. | think my upbringing at the USSR plays a role sometimes.
Sport was a necessary activity and perfectly coincided with intellectual work.
There is an open-air pool — which | never had in my life before - it is a luxury
thing. | have to tell TAAK that we should organise a bus and bring people in
AZC to this pool. Then | planned to bicycle to the studio, but | stayed a little
at the cafe drinking fresh orange juice and reading Paulo Freire, Pedagogy of
the Oppressed. Then, all of a sudden, | felt like | was missing something, like
all the iron from my bloodstream was vanished from my body in an instant. In
a panic, | started to phone my dears Peter and Marfa. The attack of anxiety
without reason was so breath-taking that | started to write and phone them,
and while cycling past the market, | bought three apple cakes with the strong
desire not to go to the studio but return home and eat with them. The feeling
was so strong that | wanted to do it, but because they did not answer me, |
sat and drank a cappuccino at the cafe on the way to the studio. | was really
feeling like the most vulnerable creature in the world. Like an insect. Or
maybe like a piece of shit. But | have learned during my adult life not to fall
into desperation or hysterics when the days are empty like these. Everybody
can be weak sometimes. Everybody can be a child and have an empty day
sometimes. Everybody can spend a day feeling the world like a wound.

And again, | thought about Murad, Marwa, Sari, and others in AZC. It
makes me strong. Some people pray, but | am thinking about these people |
have met (maybe it is a sort of prayer?), and it is holding me through my life.

11 July

| swim and reach the condition necessary for work: my body is relaxed, but
not sleepy. In this state, your mind might lead you to good things. To the right
things. Even if there are diverse levels of tasks and ideas in your head, still,
you get the general outline.

Does Marijke swim?
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13 July

We are thinking about making a video, and so | decided to ask Murad some
questions.
He answered me.

1. What do you think about this country? Have you read about Dutch
culture (books and/or films)?

I like the Netherlands because of the tolerance shown to different
cultures, beliefs, and sexual preferences. I love the importance
given to land development and aesthetics. I have visited many
museums in Amsterdam. Van Gogh Museum is an important artistic
value of Amsterdam. [ have read about the role Amsterdam and
Holland played in the development of the Industrial Revolution and
capitalism in Europe. I find people quite friendly here, but I find the
government, like all governments, quite cold and bureaucratic.

You mentioned that you wrote something about our video/
workshop with Erkan. Would you be so kind as to send me this text?
It was a different experience for me. It was pretty entertaining. Being
part of an artistic activity has done me well. I am thankful for this.

2. Can you draft the main principle of a future free Kurdistan?

A democratic and ecological society with equal rights for women
and men. With the leadership of women and the contribution of
everyone, a fair, free and equal country. I do not want a Kurdistan
consisting of a classic state that has narrow boundaries.

3. What is the role of fantasy for you?

The role of fantasy for me is like it is for others, I guess. One’s inner
game that makes you feel free without the obstacle of rules.

4. What does keeping a diary mean for you? Does it help you to understand
yourself more and/or find a kind of balance between your inner world and
society?

Writing a diary is like talking to myself. I create a monologue by
writing about the situations and events that I have experienced and
observed. Sometimes I mention the things I did wrong, and I am
critical. Sometimes [ write about my melancholy, and sometimes
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about my excitement and my dreams in a poetic way. In addition to
the poetic text, [ also write in prose. I decide in which form I will write
depending on my feeling at the moment. Writing makes one free. I
have always liked writing, and it has always been a part of my life. It
has a healing and exhaling effect on me. Therefore, writing a diary
makes me feel good, and it energises me.

14 July

For the first time here, | am fully satisfied with how the workshop went.
My dear friend Dilyara, a sociologist from UvA, agreed to make an

observation during my workshop. It was necessary because our friends/

participants from Damascus kindly asked us not to take photos.

OBSERVATION
13 July, 17.44
Gluklya’s studio.

Present: A man (Man1) and his son (Boy), another man (Man2), a Translator, a
Photographer, Gluklya and I.

Man1 and his son were at an art event in the park last weekend. Man2 helps
Gluklya to find people for her games. Man2 was also in the park last weekend
and translated last time. | have seen the Translator in Lola Lik before, when
Gluklya showed me the building for the first time. The Photographer was also
at the park event last weekend. The son of Man1is around 10 years old.

We are in a big room. Man1, Boy and Man2 are sitting at the table
drinking tea and eating cookies. The Translator is sitting on the floor. | am
also sitting on the floor. The Photographer stays in the corner. Gluklya doesn’t
want me and Translator sitting on the floor and tries to give us chairs, but we
say that we are both fine sitting on the floor.

Gluklya says that we would like to take pictures today and that |
will describe what is going on and take notes. She asks if that is okay for
everyone. Translator translates to Arabic for Man1 and his son. They say that
it is okay. Gluklya says that we won’t use names. Translator translates and
Mani agrees. Everyone says: “No names, okay, okay.”

Gluklya stays near the table, she looks at Man1 and Boy and says:
“First, we play the Language of Fragility. Do you remember the drawing in the
forest?”

Gluklya means the game when you need to draw Dutch and Arabic
words that sound the same but have different meanings. She explained this
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game in the park over the weekend. Gluklya shows several pictures, repeats
some Dutch words: ‘bos’, ‘kaas’. Boy is eating a cookie, Man2 is drinking tea,
Manf is looking attentively at Gluklya and signals that he remembers very
well. Translator translates what she has just said for Mani. Man1 responds,
Translator explains that Man1 could not think about the game because they
had an interview at IND with his family, he was busy with it, he has not had
time to think about such words.

Gluklya continues to show other pictures: ‘aard’. She says to Translator
that her friend who is a linguist told her that this word is the same in Dutch
and in Arabic.

Translator explains this to Man1: “Aardappel — aarde means ground. So,
itis an apple on the ground.”

Man1 agrees. He is studying Dutch and knows this word.

Gluklya shows a new sheet of paper with the word ‘bijna’ (‘almost’ in
English). She says: “Maybe we should do this now. Your status is ‘between’,
in-between, which is bijna. Bijna citizen.” Translator translates.

Gluklya:
“Let’s try to draw bijna. It’s not serious, relax, just draw.” She has several
pencils and asks Boy which one he wants - red, blue, or black.

He thinks for a bit and takes the red one.

Man2:
“l also want to play.”

Gluklya:
“Is black okay?”

He says that it is okay but takes the blue.

Man1 explains in Arabic to his son, then they draw for some time.
Gluklya searches for something in the cardboard, Man1 talks quietly with
his son. Everyone is drawing. Man1 talks with Translator. Boy listens to them
attentively. They talk together for some time.

Gluklya asks Translator:
“What? What have they said?”

Translator:
“They were discussing an idea.”

The music gets louder, and | can’t hear what Translator says to Gluklya.
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Translator asks Gluklya what kind of music it is. She says that it is a radio
station made by her friends in Bologna.

Gluklya:
“Do you like it? | can send you a link.”

Man1 and Man2 talk with each other. Man1 says something to his son. Man1
drinks his tea, Boy also drinks tea.

Man2:
“When you smoke, you feel nothing.”

Gluklya:
“Nothing?”
Translator:
“Your brain creates a tolerance.”

Then Translator continues talking with Man2 in Arabic, even though Man2
can speak English well.

Gluklya shows me her picture. It is a bridge. She explains that the
bridge is almost an in-between.

Me:
“I didn’t know that bijna was such an interesting word.”

Gluklya points to the signs in the picture: “And this is eternity”. She talks
about signs of eternity on the bridge. “Later | will show you an exercise about
eternity.”

The Boy sneezes.

Translator:
“For me, | would draw a line. On Judgment Day, you will be on this line and
after that, you fall.”
Gluklya to him:
“Itis like in a circus, you are like an acrobat. It is all about balance. Do you

want to draw it?”

Translator:
“l am bad at drawing.”

She gives him paper and a pencil, he starts drawing.
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Gluklya shows her picture to both men and Boy; she explains to them in
the same words as to me.

She says to Man2:
“Translate.”

Man2 responds that they understood.

Gluklya says to Manl and Boy:
“Then I will show you an exercise, stand up please”.

The three of them stand. She shows them how to hold hands as a triangle
and moves them in a circle. The music becomes calmer and goes well with
this exercise. We can hear the sounds of the Translator’s pencil. They all do it
for some time, it seems like Man1and Boy like it.

Gluklya asks Man2:
“Why don’t you want to do it?”

Man2 responds:
“l am relaxed.”

Everyone laughs. They continue doing the exercise for some time.

Then Gluklya says:
“Now we are in a real sect.”

Everyone laughs.
Translator shows his picture (a line between hell and heaven) and

explains: “For me, it is not good to be here or here. You need a balance.”

Gluklya says to him:
“Please translate that to our guests” (because he said it in English).

He translates.

Gluklya says to Man2:
“You did not want to draw, but you draw very well.”

He cracks a joke about his drawing: “Now you can sell it for a million dollars.”

Man2 shows his picture, he says that it is the dirty kitchen of AZC,
rubbish. He says that every day he passes by and sees it. The men talk for
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some time, they agree that it is a problem in AZC. Then Boy shows his picture
and explains it to the Translator. The drawing is in green. The translator says
that the drawing is of a present. For Boy, everything here in the Netherlands
is new, and it is a present for him which he opens every day.

Gluklya says:
“But | thought that the task was to draw...”

Translator:
“Yes, but this is how he sees the word ‘bijna’. For him, it is a state in-
between.”

Man1 shows his picture, it is a pair of scales. He explains that bijna for him is
also balance.

Gluklya shows another picture and suggests drawing the word ‘bot’.
She explains the meaning in Dutch and in Arabic, but people become
confused. Man2 says that it is a different word.

He adds:
“You have to learn Arabic.”

Gluklya says that she will check it now. She turns off the music and googles
the word.
She says that ‘bot’ is ‘bone’ in Dutch.

Man2 touches his leg:
“This is a bot.”

Gluklya:
“Leg? Whatis it?”

Translator:
“A military shoe.”

Gluklya:
“Yes, | wanted to ask them to draw it!”

Translator:
“You want them to draw the military shoe?”

Gluklya:
“Yes! Because they saw it.”
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Translator:
“But they are all the same...”

Gluklya (about pencils):
“Here, | want to give them black.”

Man2 to me:
“What are you writing?”

Gluklya:
“We told you at the very beginning that she would take notes about what
we are doing.”

Me:
“Yes, | am taking notes. But we agreed—no names. Is that okay?
Should | stop?”

Man2:
“No, I'm just curious.”

Gluklya:
“Oh, with music it was better, right?”

She turns on the music again. She gives a black pencil to Man1 and says:
“This is very special pencil, try it.”

She asks Man2:
“You are not drawing?”

Man2:
“We should send it to an auction, we can sell it for a million dollars.”

Gluklya:
“We should think about auctions.”

Everybody is drawing again in silence. After some time Man1 has finished,
and he looks at what his son is drawing. Man2 and Translator talk in Arabic.

Gluklya to Boy:

“You need to draw ‘bot’.

I look at the Photographer, and at this moment the dress behind her falls. It
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was on the wall and fell on the table. Gluklya goes to put it back on the wall. It
is a white dress with “l want to go back to Syria” written on it in black letters.
Gluklya explains: “This is from Man2. He wanted to go to Syria because he
has been waiting for a long time. But now he received the status.”

She says to Man2:
“It is good that you let us know, we can use it for the masquerade, for
slogans, you know.”

She finished putting the dress back in its place. She looks at the Translator’s
drawing. On one side of it, there is a dog with a bone, on the other side, there
is a shoe.

Gluklya invites us to go to the smaller room. Manf1, Boy, Photographer,
and | go there. She says to Man1 and Boy: “Here are different creatures.”

She shows them a piece of material, an art object in a starched sheet
with her drawings of monsters on it. They go towards it in a line. She asks
which ones they like and feel sympathy for. Man1 and Boy look at this drawing
for some time attentively. Gluklya is trying to explain one more time.

Photographer says to Gluklya:
“They do not understand, you need the Translator.”

She calls the Translator to come and explain better. After some explanations,
Boy says that he likes a squirrel. Gluklya becomes excited and says that they
need to meet Man3, her friend. When he introduced himself, he said that he is
a squirrel; he is also often here in Lola Lik. Man1 is still thinking. Gluklya takes
something like a placard from the table, one that you might take to a protest.
But it is very small, and there is a picture of a woman on it. She gives it to
Man1 and Boy and explains that they can point with it if it is easier. Man1 and
Boy get confused and do not understand what she wants. Translator explains
for some time.

Gluklya:
“Democracy? You said ‘democracy’?”

Translator:
“Nooo.”

Gluklya:
“I heard something similar.”
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Translator explains what Man1 has said: “He was thinking about which
creature might be IND; how to express injustice, but he couldn’t find this
creature. Because it took them so long with all the documents.”

Gluklya gets excited:
“Injustice! Injustice! Please sit down. Let’s draw injustice, IND!”

Manf1 starts drawing a new picture. Man2 is walking around. Gluklya gives a
new sheet of paper to Boy and says: “Please finish this drawing.”

There is something like a letter 'V’ on the drawing. Boy starts drawing.
Translator and Gluklya go to the bigger room.

After some time, on Man7’s picture the following words appear: “lk heb
geld, ik heb geen geld”, and also something else.

Translator explains: “No money for teeth, for insurance. His tooth costs
one thousand euros. We live in AZC, no money, it is part of our body. Why
treat us like animals!”

Man1 asks how to write ‘reparatuur’. Translator indicates that it should
be with double ‘u’. Man1 finishes his drawing and explains to Translator that
he has a problem with his tooth and can’t repair it here.

Gluklya:
“Yes, but we wanted to draw...”

Translator:
“Yes, we changed the topic a bit.”

Gluklya:
“Maybe it is a monster?”

She sits and starts drawing herself. She draws a tooth. She asks: “How do
you say ‘teeth’ in Dutch?”

Everybody is thinking and then someone says it. Then she writes under
the drawing “Tandarts” (Dentist).

Boy shows his picture and explains that it is a dying man, everyone
looks at it. Gluklya seems very happy and says: “It is a good sign to finish this
day with such a romantic symbol.”

Gluklya says it may be enough for today and maybe we are all tired.
Translator translates and says that yes, it was enough for today.
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15 July

| have asked some of the participants to send me an invoice, as | wanted to
thank them for their participation in this workshop. All of them ask me what
‘invoice’ means. Why can’t Marijke and team explain it to them?

16 July

Murad came and told us about his nightmares again. The doors cannot be
closed in the former prison. When he was imprisoned in Turkey, he was also
not allowed to lock his door. Guards could enter his room anytime. It was
most horrible at night; they were torturing him. The night interrogations in the
real prison are the most horrible thing in this world ever, he says. | gave him a
flower that we made with Azinatu in one of the workshops, so he can attach it
to the door. It’'s a small thing, but even these can help sometimes.

My plan now is to propose ideas for making the rooms for refugees in
AZC more beautiful. But | am afraid | need to ask Marijke about it.

Workshop Idea N 13

How can we bring art to the prison and give people staying there a little
more feeling of safety? | think artists can propose how to decorate the cell,
but first you need to ask a person about their dreams, their desires, of course.
I made some sketches based on conversations with my new friends.

The idea of how to decorate the cell of Murad

The idea of how to decorate the cell of Amina and her children

The idea of how to decorate the room of Frejo

Maybe Marijke will like it and allow to realise this idea?

17 July

Skype with Mother.

20 July
Yesterday was a great day. Amina, mother of 11 kids from Aleppo, wrote her

name. ‘AMINA'. She refused at first, but | insisted, but not much actually. She
wrote the letters one by one and was very satisfied herself. | saw it.
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21 July

Small Mohammed told me his dream.

22 July

Conversations with some inhabitants of AZC.

23 July

Marwa is the youngest daughter of Amina. She embraced and kissed me. She
is the one who can draw for a long time while the other children are running
around and playing their games.

25 July

While we were leaving the workshop room today, one Muslim woman covered
entirely in black said to me: “l am from Aleppo. My house is .....”, using her
hands to show that the house is destroyed.
Tears came to my eyes. She saw it and embraced me. We cried together.
When Marijke gives me permission, | will visit them more often.

26 July

| started to work on the images for our event in October—Carnival of the
Oppressed Feelings. | will propose that we use this title in our next meeting
with Utopian Unemployment Union (UUU) members. Maybe we should create
the characters based on Marwa’s suggestions for our Language of Fragility
game? For example, Mole, Cheese, Kaas... We can recycle prison materials:
chairs, mattresses, clothes. | have asked Dick, who worked in the prison for
34 years, to bring a guard’s uniform.

28 July

The Strong Woman asked me to come at exactly 14:00 to meet newcomers
from Marrakesh. But suddenly, | felt horrible (both physically and spiritually),
and | did not go because | could not move. The reason | could not go is
indescribable. Echt waar. Of course, Strong Woman got angry and did not
want to speak with me after.
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| feel grief and enormous guilt.

| know that Strong Woman will never forgive me. | apologise deeply.

We came to her office to apologise, with the Squirrel holding the
statement “all refugees are artists” written on a sheet because they were her
words once, but she did not open the door for us.

29 July

Marfa and her friend came to the prison and supported me enormously! | am
happy to have at least one daughter. Many women artists have none at all. It
is a luxury to be a professional artist and a parent at the same time.

30 July

Mother broke a bone
Bike has been stolen

Marfa was scared at night in the St. Petersburg airport and took the wrong
taxi for 5000 rubles, which is ridiculous, of course. The bastard mafia driver
attacked her, and she was so scared that she got into his car. That is their
method - to take advantage of the vulnerability of a person who has just
arrived by aggressively inviting them into the car with a horribly
exaggerated price.

The only revelation here can be that this is the school of life.

| wrote a poem:

If your bike is stolen, do not worry

You just go to bike therapy

Go walk around the city, letting go of all the threads binding you to the
workdays

Walk around, | would even say “drift” around and look closely, | would
even say “look fiercely” at bikes.

Bikes in Amsterdam can tell a lot of stories

Drift N1 Chains/Locks configuration
Drift N2 The rhythm of the front wheels
Drift N3 Nature of the pedals

Et cetera
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1 August

Marwa (one of the daughters of Amina) sent me a letter. A love letter. |
responded to her.

| fell in Love with her. Platonic love. | have a strong desire to protect
her, follow her life, sort of adopt her. At the same time, | understand it’s
impossible. | am not crazy. So, | will contemplate one more time my desire,
my embryo, who is dying day by day, very slowly, to empty my inner space
that is open to any kind of love without restrictions.

2 August

Newcomer From Damascus, D. told me a story: Once a dentist came to them
in the prison. (A great achievement for AZC, actually).

The doctor checked him and said that his tooth had to be taken out.
“But, why?”, asked D, “I think it is a strong tooth and should stay.” “Since
you do not have insurance”, the doctor said, “it is easier and cheaper for
us to deal with your dental situation this way.” D was terrified and refused
the doctor’s advice. But this story is now being shared all over AZC and
resistance is growing.

Men, women, children and all citizens of AZC: Never allow dentists to
go with easy solutions! Defend your teeth!

4 August
| learn a lot about Turkey through Murad.
| will ask Marijke to establish a school; we should learn from refugees,
people who suffered from the regime of the oppressors. | saw the movie
Midnight Express, about the prison in Africa. Murad did mention that the
prison portrayed there is like a child’s game compared with the prison where
he was held in Turkey.

5 August

| have asked Azinatu to draw her house. | was never in Africa. Must go.
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7 August

A sad story happened when we started to work with potatoes. One refugee

(whose name will be not revealed), a very nice and sensitive person, started to

paint potatoes, but then one day he suddenly said that he would not continue.
Feeling like a dog with its tail between its legs.

10 August

We started to make the potato costumes for the Potato Eaters Party with
Vitaly from Ukraine. This party is about the common ground between all
people, despite their status, and at the same time it ironically touches upon
the sacrality of the Netherlands—referencing Van Gogh’s famous painting
The Potato Eaters. Besides that, potatoes are also migrants, moving from
Latin America across the world.

While working, Vitaly told me his story. When he was young, he used
heroin a lot. And his parents sold everything they had to pay for lawyers and
save him from prison.

He immigrated to the Netherlands and started to work here, but in the
beginning, his employers did not pay him! (His employers were also from
Ukraine). But the Dutch system, in this case, was great. They helped him to
defend his rights.

Of all the money he makes doing shitty work, half goes to his mother
who lives in a small town near Dnepropetrovsk.

During the workshop Vitaly shared some fragments of his life’s reality:

“I'was biking along one of the canals and saw a completely new sofa.
People here throw away furniture which is as good as new. Thinking
about how to send this lux trash to Motherland.”

11 August

| have collaborated a little in the workshops of a very nice activist, Roza,
who is teaching sewing to undocumented migrants who have been declined
residence permits by the government.

The woman who showed the most interest in the Making Clothes
Workshop survived a boat trip from Ivory Coast. She showed us the wounds
in her leg and said she had experienced heavy sexual harassment and abuse.
Why did the government not give her permission to stay in NL? How are they
deciding?
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13 August

Workshop about our ecological future

One visitor to the workshop told me that he misses zaatar. A kind
of plant that Syrian people eat almost every day, he said. | had an idea to
propose that the Dutch government produce tables with zaatar growing from
them. Imagine, working with your laptop surrounded by zaatar.

22 August

Conversation with Erick Hagoort about the philosopher Emmanuel Levinas.
Why do people on the Left consider Levinas inadequate? Have to research it.
Can we propose establishing a philosophy seminar in AZC to Marijke? | would
start with Foucault.

23 August

Verbal language is only one of the forms of interaction (from a lecture on
psychoanalysis).

I am working with putting pieces of torn textile into a composition.
Sewing it together. But not so many people understand textile as a language
—thatis a problem.

For me, working with textiles is being alive and speaking with myself
and the world via non-verbalised surrogates of different desires.

What about the hidden language that we have lost? The proposition
that Luce Irigaray gave us.

24 August

Sari showed me his destroyed house in Damascus on his telephone.
Yesterday | saw that woman from Aleppo, who | cried together with,
walking with her son along the road. She is extraordinarily sweet with a
reserved, kind face.
Her son is an adult and seems kind of lost. When he looked at me, |
glimpsed the gaze of a stranger...
She was praying the whole workshop, while others were learning to sew.
Since | was riding my bike, | couldn’t stop, but the encounter with her
was imprinted upon my memory forever.
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25 August

Today the Iranian family did not come.

Frustration N100

| still remember their words during a Lola meeting where they told me
they had left their parents and one child in Motherland. They said they never
stop worrying about them.

| saw them on Saturday at a party where everybody was happy, but
that family was sitting in the corner almost crying. They had just received
confirmation that it would be impossible to reunite with the rest of their
family for the coming several years.

29 August

My morning:

07:30

Sending invoices

Triodos bank is better than ING (it seems more green and honest) but with
fucking sophisticated tools.

Reading Ken Kesey, One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest.

28 August

| am very happy that we received permission to go into AZC and film. The
permission that costs so much time and energy and blood. Blood, yes. The
bureaucratic system is a huge vampire sucking all liquid from you. But Marijke
still hasn’t written! | am wondering whether | can go without her permission,
with only this letter?

Original letter:
Dear Natalia,

You have my permission to film inside the centre. If it is only inside
Murad’s room and no other inhabitants are recorded, it shouldn’t be
any problem at all. That’s the private domain of the inhabitants.

If other inhabitants are involved or filming takes place in the
public spaces, we need a written consent form from anyone recorded.
If you need the forms, I can send you some blank ones for adults and
children/parents.
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Met vriendelijke groet,

Menno Schot

Centraal Orgaan opvang asielzoekers (COA)

29 August

| made a drawing.

Murad said it is precisely him. I’'m so happy!

We should do another workshop drawing portraits of the inhabitants
of our prison!

30 August

Finally, Marijke wrote to me that she is giving permission! | cannot believe it!
Ik ben blij. Ik hou van jij.*

*1am happy. | Love All of You.
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Saet 01.16 (Kurdish)
Balif ji bo min pirr giring e!

Iro ez ji kampa penaberan a Arnhemé derbasi kampa Amsterdamé bam.
Gava ku min bihist ez € béme Amsterdamé, ez pirr kéfxwes bim. Ji ber ku
gelek nas G heval li vé deré ne 1 ji bo basblna tenduristiya min ji derfet
pirr in. Her wiha gelek hunermend G rewsenbir ji li vé deré diminin G di van
wextén zehmet de tékili G berhemén huneri wé béhna min binine ber min.
Lé dema ku ez hatime vé deré, per 0 baskén min sikestin. Lewra ev der beré
zindan buye.

Navé vé deré BILMERBAJES e. Ev der demeké beré girtigeh blye
U bi sedan girti li vé deré mane. Dema ku di waré sar de hejmara girtiyan
kém blye, ev war vala kirine G deriy€ vi ciyi li penaberan vekirine. Tewloo,
¢i fikreke xurt, ¢i dilgermiyek G ¢i maztvaniyeke mezin e!...

Peywirdareki kampé, ji bo nisandana odeyan -ciyé ku ez té de
biminim- bi min re hat. Wan koridorén ku ez té re derbas bim béhna min
teng kir 0t wisa li min hat weki ku diwar bi ser min de bén. Gava ku em
gihistine odeya ku ez té€ de biminim, min dit ku ev der bi rasti ji menzeleke
zindané ye. Odeyeke geleki bigik, di nava odeyé de dasireke béderi G
dosekeke kevn hebli. Mala we xerab nebe! Gava ku we deriyé vi wari li
penaberan vedikir, ma qey we nikaribli van hesinén li ber pencereyan ji
rakin?!...

Li menzelé tisteki bala min kisand ku ji bo min pirr giring e. Li ser
doseké balif tineba. Balif... Ji bo min pirr giring e. Dema ku ez hin 16 sali
bilim, cara pésin ez hatim desteserkirin . min gelek sikence dit. Di wé odeyé
de, ya ku pisti sikenceyé€ wan ez dixistimé, balif tineb{i. Cend sevan bé
balif min xwe diréj dikir, 1é cilka xewé li cavén min dihate zéreki. Sedema
béxewiyé helbet ne balif b{, tirsa ji I€dané G bécaretiyé bu... Lé ew balif
bubl wek nisaneyeke demén zehmet, tari G pésirtengiyé... Pisti vé ezmina
giran ku hate seré min, ti caran min nedikari bé balif di xew re bi¢cim. Bi ser
de ji, min her tim di jlyana xwe de du balif didane ber seré xwe.

Ez zivirime ser peywirdér G min got, “I need a pillow” Peywirdér ji
bersiv da 1 got, “Iro ez nikarim balifeké bidime te, ji ber ku mesai xelas
buye G peywirdara balif G dosekan ¢liye malé. Lé sibehé were resepsiyoné,
em ¢é bidine te.” U pisti vé bersivé 1¢ da ji odeyé derket 0 ¢l ser karé xwe.
Devidevi saeteké ez di odeyé de rinistim. Bé€ deng 0 bé lebt 0 liv... Ew
demén res G giran, ku ez tlsi wan hatiblm, yek bi yek hatine ber cavén min.
U ez ji niské ve rablime ser péyan 0 ¢ime resepsiyoné, cem wi peywirdari.
Ez li hemberi wi sekinim 0 min goté, “Pillow is crucial to me!”Zilém li
nava cavén min nihéri G got, “Balif ew qasi ji ne muhim e, tu dikari heta
sibehé bisekini.” Min goté, “Na! Ez nikarim bisekinim heta sibehé, isev ez
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balifé dixwazim.” Bi matmayi li nava cavén min nihéri G got, “Bi raya min,
miskileyén girantir hene, balif ne pirr giring e @i ne miskileyeke giran e. Ji
ber vé yeké ji, ji kerema xwe re bice odeya xwe 1 hetani sibehé sebir bike.”

Zilém pé nizanibu ¢iroka min nisbet bi xwe ciyé mafdariyé ye. Wi pé
nizanibl nebiina balifé ji bo min nisaneya tariyé ye. Neblina wé nisaneya
wextén tenébliné, tirsé, ésé il béhévitiyé ye... Min nedixwest ji zilém re
behsa ciroka xwe bikim. Ji bili vé yeké, Ingiliziya min ji téra vegérrana vi
tisti nedikir. Ez li hemberi zilém sekinim, kela giri li cavén min rabl G min
dubare got, I can not wait until tomorrow morning! Pillow is crucial to
me.” Pist re peywirdar bi réya télefoné bi yeki re axift G pist re rabt ser
péyan U bi hérs ji min re got, “Li vé€ deré raweste heta ku ez hatim!” Ez
rawestiyam... ma gey ez € bi ki ve bicima?... Min nedixwest vegerim G
bicime odeya xwe.

Di nava 20 xulekan de peywirdar hat, di dést de du balif. Wi bi
awireki tirs 0 hisk her du balif diréji min kirin. Yeqin der heqé min de di
tistén nebas fikiri G gote xwe, “Tu’l vi dini lo!” Lé ne di xema min de biin
awir 0 fikrén wi, gava ku min balif hildane destén xwe, kéfa min hat G rt li
min keniya. Min her du balif xistine biné ¢engé xwe i beré xwe da odeya
xwe. Dema ku ez di koridora kampé re derbas btim, bi riikeni i ¢cav bi hésir
min got: “Pillow is crucial to me!”

the time is 01.16
Pillow is crucial to me!

Today I left the refugee camp in Arnhem and went to the one in
Amsterdam. When [ heard that  would come to Amsterdam, [ jumped

for joy. Because I have many friends and fellows here and it offers many
amenities for my recuperation. Besides, many artists and intellectuals live
here and connections and artistic works will do me a heap of good in these
hard times. But when I came here, | was frustrated. Because this place was
a prison.

The name of this place is BILMERBAJES. This place formerly was a
prison and hundreds of prisoners had been kept here. After the number of
the detainees in this cold dwelling had decreased, they had emptied it and
opened its doors to refugees. Jee, what a strong idea, what a heartiness and
what a great hospitality!... One of the officials of the camp accompanied
me to show me the rooms, in particular the place where I would stay. The
corridors through which I passed lowered my spirit, so much so that it
seemed like the walls came at me. When we got to the room where [ would
stay, I realised that it was really a prison cell. It was a very small room with
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a doorless toilet and a worn-out bed in it. Jesus Christ! When you opened
the doors of this abode to refugees, couldn’t you just have removed those
iron bars in front of the windows?!..

When in the room, something that is crucial to me attracted my
attention. There was no pillow on the bed. Pillow... is crucial to me. When
Iwas just 16, I was taken into custody for the first time and tortured a lot.
There was no pillow in the room where they were keeping me after the
torture. I lay down without a pillow for a few nights, but [ couldn’t get a
wink of sleep. The reason for my lack of sleep surely wasn’t the lack of a
pillow, it was my fear from being beaten and becoming helpless... But it
seemed as if that pillow had been a symbol of the hard, dark and horrible
times... After this terrible experience [ went through, I never again could
fall asleep without a pillow. To top it all, I always used to use two pillows
when sleeping.

I turned to the official and said, “I need a pillow.” And the official
responded, saying to me, “I can’t give you a pillow today because we are
at the end of the shift, and the attendant responsible for pillows and
mattresses has gone home. But tomorrow come to the reception desk and
we will give you one.” And after this response he left the room and went
back to his work. I sat in the room approximately for an hour. Silent and
without moving... Those dark and heavy times I had gone through flashed
before my eyes one after another. And then I suddenly stood up and
went to the reception desk to see that official. I took a stand against him
and said to him, “Pillow is crucial to me!” The guy stared at me and said,
“Pillow isn’t that important, you can wait until tomorrow morning.” I said
to him, “No! I can’t wait until tomorrow morning. I want a pillow, and [ want
it tonight.” He stared at me, astonished and said, “From my standpoint,
there are heavier issues, so pillow is not of capital importance and not a
heavy issue. Therefore, please go back to your room and be patient until
tomorrow morning.”

The guy was not aware of the fact that my story was true in its own
way. He was not aware of the fact that the lack of a pillow was the symbol
of darkness for me. The lack of it was the symbol of the times of solitude,
fear and despair... My heart was not in telling the guy my story. Apart from
that, my English was not good enough to express this thing as well. I stood
against the guy, my eyes brimmed with tears and I said to him once again,
“I cannot wait until tomorrow morning! Pillow is crucial to me.” Then the
official gave someone a call and afterwards he stood up and said to me
angrily, “Stay here till  return!” I kept staying...  had no other place to go
to anyway... | was unwilling to go back to my room.

The official returned within 20 minutes, carrying two pillows.
Scowling at me, he handed both pillows to me. I suppose he thought ill of
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me and said to himself, “What a crazy guy!” But I did not care about his
scowling and his opinions, once I took the pillows in my hands, I cheered
up. I tucked them beneath my arms and headed to my room. While passing
through the corridors of the camp, I said smiling and with eyes filled with
tears: “Pillow is crucial to me!”

Saet 01:44 (Kurdish)
Hestkirina wek dareke béreh

Hecku ez darek im ku ji axa xwe hatibe qutkirin. Ji ber vé yeké lagé min
hinde diése. U ev és vediguhire, dibe birineke nepak 0 nesax. Birina dara
ku ji xweza, jiyan Gt cewhera xwe hatiye getandin...

Rehén min di kiirayilya axé de mane 0 li wé deré gewdeyé min
hecku her kéli bigelibe lawaz disekine. Lébelé gewdeyé min derbén giran
xwariblin dema ku li ser axa xwe dijiya. Hé ji dengén sikina guliyén min
di guhén min de ne, 1€ min li ber xwe didal.. Stérk, kézxattn, perperok
ew ¢emén ku me di nerma xwe de derd 0 kulén xwe ji hev du re digotin G
em bi hev re digirlyan govanén min in. Di gel her tisti, berxwedér bam O
li ser péyan dimam. Min ji dildariya bo jiyaneke azad G resen ti tist winda
nedikir. Lé niha?..

Ez wek dareké me ku ji axa xwe hatibe rakirin. Dema ku bayeki hisk
bé, dicirife gewdeyé min. Tav nabe dermané ¢ilmisina min. Baran rehén
nl peyda nake, yekser beravaji wé yeké, sist dike axa li biné min G carinan
ez pé dihesim hecku digelibim. U bi ser de ji, bere bere rit dibim. Ji ber ku
pelén xwe diwesinim...

Pel zimanén daran in. Dar bi ba, balinde G darén din re bi xéra pelén
xwe didin G distinin. L& candarén vé deré bi zimané min nizanin. Lew ra ji,
ez kirnizi G bé deng im, xwin ji min dikise G her tim pelén xwe diwesinim...

the time is 01:44
Feeling like a Rootless Tree

I feel like a tree ripped from its soil. My deracinated trunk is in pain, and
this pain grows into a fatal wound. The wound of a tree that has been
plucked from life, from its nature and essence...

Having left its roots behind, my trunk is so weak that it could fall
over at any moment. However, my trunk, when living in its native land,
had also been struck by heavy blows. The sounds of my branches cracking

116 Murad’s Diary

still echo in my ears. I put up with it, though!.. The stars, the ladybugs, the
butterflies and the rivers with which I silently grieved and wept are my
witnesses. Nonetheless, | endured and survived. My passion for a unique
and free life was still vivacious. But now...

I feel like a tree ripped from its soil. I tremble when there is a strong
gale. The sun cannot recover my paleness. The rain doesn’t feed my roots,
on the contrary, it erodes the soil beneath me away more and more, and
sometimes I feel like [ will topple down. Moreover, [ am becoming every
day more naked. Because I am shedding my leaves.

Leaves are the tongues of trees. They communicate with winds, birds
and other trees in this way. However, the living creatures here cannot
speak in my language... Therefore I keep silent, bleeding and ceaselessly
shedding my leaves...

Saet 02:15 (Kurdish)
Balindeyén Dil

Di singé min de balindeyén rengrengi G bi kéf G esq hene. Gava ku ew
baskén xwe li hev dixin 0 dertén, li esmanan teqleyan davéjin, tu dibéji qey
ez teze ji pésa déya xwe dikevim. Ji niské ve dem G mekan winda dibin. Ez
misqalek im li ser ryé cihané G vediguhirim, dibim mina rojgéraneke li
kozmosé. Cermé min xwe ni dike. Cavén min dibirigin G ruhé min sivik
dibe. Carinan ez hestyar dibim ji firina balindeyén xwe, 1€ disa ji ez hez
dikim ji vé€ hestyariya ku ji baskén balindeyan dizé...

Di van deman de balindeyén min bendi ne di gqefesa singé min de. Ji
ber ku ez nikarim biaxévim... Bi monologén bi xwe re ez dicehdinim ku wan
xwedi bikim. Lé ev téra wan nake G dixwazin di devé min re bifirine derve.
Dema ku ez nikarim bo wan deliveyé ¢ékim, 1€ didin di nava singé min de
bi hérs digerin, li hev du digelibin G cerg G dilé min diperitinin. BEézimani
hésiri ye. Hésiriya gotinén baskdar G balindeyén xewn G xeyalan...

the time is 02:15
The Captive Birds
There are birds living in my chest, colourful and full of life. As they flutter
outwards, I am reborn. Suddenly, time and space disappear. From a speck of

dust on Earth, I turn into a planet occupying a place in the universe. [ shed
my skin for a new one. My eyes shine and my soul is relieved. Even though
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their swift flight from my bosom sometimes makes me sad, I have loved the
melancholy sound of the birds’ beating wings for as long as I have known.

Nowadays my birds are imprisoned in the cage of my chest. As I lack
speech. I try to feed them with my soliloquy. Yet this doesn’t satisfy them,
and they desire to arise through my mouth and flutter outwards. When at
last I cannot afford them this, they huddle in my bosom, crashing into each
other, making my lungs and heart bleed. To lack speech is to be a prisoner.
The bondage of the winged words and the birds of dreams...

Saet 21.23 (Kurdish)
Kampa penaberan a ku ji bendixaneyé hatiye avakirin: BILMERBAJES

Evareke ewri ye i waré ku ez té de diminim rojén min én zindané tinine
bira min. Ji ber ku ev qampa ku ez té de me, wexteki beré wek zindan/
girtigeh hatiye bi kar anin. Ji bo me ¢i zore ku -her waha ci zordariye-
avahisaziya vé deré wek beré parastine. Weki minak, di odan de deriyé
hesin da ku ji pasve nayé kilidkirin hene. Girani G acizkirina wé tisté encax
kesén ku bi demdiréji li girtigehé mabin dizanin. Disa hin jinén ku tené
dijin G xwe di nav ewlehiy€ de nabinin wé fehm bikin. Bi boyaxén ¢ilmisandi
diwarén odeyan hatiye boyaxkirin G paceyén di odeyan de nayé vekirin. Li
ser de ew caxén hesini ku di wexta ev der girtigeh biiye hati ¢cékirin hina ji
disekine. Wek dibé&jin ku “tu li vé deré li bin kilité de yi G ne mimkiine ku
tu ji vé deré derkevi” Qey ewqas tist ne besin ku li ser de hertim alarma
cixaré 1édixe. Dengeki bihéwirze 0 kampax!...Ne kém G ne zéde ev der tam
girtigeh e. Wareki ji bo pékutiya li ser dertniyé ye.

Gelo ¢i hatiye hizirandin G 1i ser ¢i armancé vé waré ji penaberan
re vekirine? Gelo ev berhemeki hismendiya rojavayi ye? Di aliyeki de
pesnén demokrasiyén xwe didin G aliyeki din ji ¢in¢ini bliné wek candeki
dihesibinin. Gelo derheqén penaberan de wek “van kesén ku hatine ji
sinifé duyemin 1 ji desten despotan, ji ser U Xizaniy€ reviyane. Ji bo vé ji
dikarin li her waré bijin” difikirin. Bi kijan aqil it armancé ev cih ti war t€ bi
kar anin? Gelo hé ji mededé wan ji hismendiya “isleh kiriné” heye? Da ku
di wexté de li ser vé zihniyeté girtigehan ava kiribtn. Dibe ku penaberan
wek potansiyelén stic bibinin G bixwazin wan isleh bikin? Naxwazim ku
nirxandinén bé heq bikim 1 bi nérineki yek ali bigehé&jim encamé. Lé di bin
biryara cihkirina penaberan de tu aqleki eréni nabinim.

Evareki bi ewr e @i rojén kevn ku min li girtigehé derbas dikir tén li
ber cavén min. Ji wan deman ev gotin tén ber zimané min:

Ev évar xerib e ji min re G li ba min ninin hezkiriyén min.

Baran bibare ji dibe G nebare ii...
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Ne ezé bigehéjim tama silbliyiné 0 ne ji ezé germ bibim li bin dengén
ewran bi hembézkirina hezkiriyan re.
Ewr vede ji dibe venede ii...

the time is 21:23
From Prison to Refugee Camp: BILMERBAJES

It is a cloudy evening, and the place where [ am currently staying reminds
me of my old days in prison. Because the refugee camp where [ am
staying was once used as a prison. And how hurtful and cruel it is that its
architecture was left much the same as it was in the past. For instance,

it has iron gates that cannot be locked from the inside. Only the lonely
women who were imprisoned for a long time and do not feel safe and
secure anywhere can have a grasp of its heaviness and discomfort. It has
pale walls and windows that cannot be opened. Moreover, the iron bars
outside the windows also remain as in the past. This place gives you the
feeling that you are under the lock and key and that you will never be able
to go outside. And to top it all, there is the smoke alarm device that is
always emitting a terrible noise and going off unnecessarily. A prison in
every respect! A field for psychological oppression.

What are they aspiring to achieve by putting the refugees in these
places? Is it a product of a Western understanding that outwardly praises
democracy while transforming itself into a classist culture? Are they
thinking like, “Somehow or other, these are second-class people that have
escaped from wars, tyrants and poverty, so they can live anywhere”? Why
on earth are these places being used and for what purpose? Or do they
appeal to the sense of “chastening” of the ones who had built these prisons
once upon a time? Do they see the refugees as potential criminals and aim
at chastening them in these places? I don’t want to be unjust and one-sided
in trying to understand it, but I find it very difficult to see the goodness in
placing people in here.

It is a cloudy evening and my old prison days are flashing before my
eyes. Words from those days are coming back to me:

Tonight is a stranger to me and my beloved ones are not at my side.
It doesn’t matter whether it rains or not...

I will neither be able to enjoy getting wet nor get wet together with
my beloved ones who would hug me below the thunder and lightning.
It doesn’t matter whether lightning strikes or not...
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Saet 19.02 (Kurdish)

Ji paceya odeya xwe ve, li balafirén dadikevin ber bi jér ve dinérim. Ji
péniisa min gotinén ne zelal -1€ bi pirani disibin hev- diherikin:

Balafir dadikevin li ser milé min

Dipelisim.

Qirceqirca gefesa singé min e

Xwin dibim.

Ne ji welaté min silavan tinin G ne ji silavén min ji welét re dibin...
Mina ku ejderhayé hesin, dadikeve li ser min

Disewitim.

Hesreta min ji cavén min dipijiqe

Sil dibim.

the time is 19:02

Through the window of my room, sometimes I watch the aircrafts
descending for landing. These sentences, sometimes vague, sometimes
precise, but always akin to each other, are flowing from my pen:

Aircrafts are landing on my shoulders, I am collapsing.

My chest is crackling and [ am bleeding.

They are landing without bringing any greetings from my homeland,
and without delivering my greetings to my homeland...

As if some iron dragons are descending on me

[ am bursting into flames

My yearning is welling out from my eyes

[ am getting soaked

Saet 01.05 (Kurdish)
Sekinin an ji li hévi mayin, pasvec¢iyin e...
Ji yek eziyeta heri mezin ewe ku di nav nezelaliyé de sekin an ji bé hévi
mayin e. Bé ditin 1 nezaniya derheqé péserojé de mirov, hertim bi pirsan re
diji. Pirsén mejixwar. “We ¢i bibe? Cima? Wé heya ku deré ezé bisekinim?

U bi vi seklé gelek pirs... Ji bo vé yeké, li bin ewrén diherikin de sekinin, di
rastiya xwe de pasveclyin e.
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the time is 01:05
To wait is to regress...

One of the biggest forms of suffering is to wait in uncertainty. A person
dwelling in obscurity without foreseeing the future constantly lives with
mind-gnawing questions. Questions such as, “What is going to happen?
When? Until when do I have to wait?” and many more... This is why to wait
while the clouds stream over you is, in fact, to regress...

Saet 20.40 (Kurdish)

Duh évaré jineki Hollendi ji min pirsiyar kir: “ Gelo ez dikarim ji te cixareki
bigirim”? Min got “belé fermo” G min pakéta cixara xwe diréjé jiniké kir.
Careki din ji pirs kir G got: “Hevala min ji heye, gelo ez dikarim ji wi re ji
libek bigirim”. Wateya diréjkirina pakété ew bl jixwe, yané tu ¢iqas dixwazi
dikari hildi, 1 jiniké vé féhm nekir. Ji bo vé ji min got “helbet tu dikari
ji hevala xwe re ji bigiri” Jinika ciwan, pisté ku cixaran girt, desté xwe
avéte cizdana xwe 0 ji min re got: “Ez dixwazim van cixaran ji we bikirim,
kerema xwe re béjin ka ¢iqas hlin pere dixwazin? Wek ava cemidi li seré
min bikin, ez di cih de mam 1 bi sedema mit mayina xwe, min nizani bt ku
ez ¢i béjim. Dema hinek min xwe kom Kkir, bersiva jiniké da Gt min got: “Ez
ji bo tisteki wiha pere nagirim. Ez Kurdim 0 li gor canda me ji bo tistén
wiha bé gqimet pere nayé xwestin 0 her wiha parvekirin kéfxwesi dide me”
Beranberé bersiva min ica wé ji bi rewsek ecéb mayi li min mézekir. Wek
kesén ku sahidiya pir tistek ecép bike dixtiya. Herhal li gor wé, ez pir balkés
tevdigeriyam. Lé li gor min ji xwesteka wé pir ecéb bt. Ji me ké normal bt 4
ké ecéb?

Min seva xwe hem bi hizrandin G ji xwe pirsina van suala derbaz
kir. Pisté van nigas G pirsan, ez dikarim béjim ku di derheqé du mijaran
de zelal bum. Mijara yekem ewe ku min careki din ji ji canda xwe hez kir.
Li gor canda me parvekirin, sanazi dide mirov G her wiha mirov kéfxwes G
hézdar dibe. Wisa dibéjim 1€ tu kes, ji bo sanaz be an ji xwediyé héz be vé
tisté nake. Parvekirin, ji dil t€ G her wiha parvekirin, wek peywireki xweza
té hesibandin. Ew kesén ku yek jé cixare G nan bixwaze 0 bi wé re parve
neke an ji deriyé xwe ji mévanan re veneke, wek sermeki G bi nelet té ditin.
Helbet ku bi derbasbiina demé ve di canda me de ji hin guhertin G bisavtin
¢€bll i nexwesiya takekesi derbasé erdnigariya me ji ba, 1€ disa ji bi taybeti
herémé me yén ciyayi G gundan de ev cand tiptik li ser pé disekine 0 hézdar
e. Ez kéfxwesim ku vé candé dihewinim 0 ez tu car xwesblna vé gandé
bernadim. Hasili kelam sedema pere nestendina min ji canda min bt G li
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gor min ev tevgereki pir rast bl.. Ez encex di yek ali de dikarim maf bidim
jiniké G peré wé gebul bikim. Di axa me de azadiya abori ya jinan li gor me
méran kémtir e. Bi rasti ev pirsgirék, di her deré cihané de li rasté jinan
té. Eger ku hevaleki min ya jin, bixebite G bixwaze ku peré tisté ku me
xwari an ji vexwari bide, helbet ezé wé qebll bikim. Mafé wan heye ku vé
kéfxwesiyé jiyan kin. Her wiha parvekirin, di xwezaya jinan de heye 0 di vé
mijaré de ji ji me/méran pir péstir in. Dema ez di vi ali de ew jina ku xwest

ji min cixare bikire dinérim, maf didim wé. Eger ku mesele azadiya abori ya

jiniké be 0 bi vé seklé xwe wek bihéz his kiribe, ev tisteki bi giymet e.

Lé ev mesele ctida bt. Li gor min ew tista ku min jiyan kir an ji
sahid biim, encamé i berhemén kodén candi Gt hismendi ya bicihbuyi ba.
Ewripa, dibe ku di mijara ferditi G azadiya sexsi de li gor herémén din
péstir be. Lé ferditi ya girédayé madiyat, bi demé de qutbtyina ji civaké
U tenéblné derdixe hole. Mirov, di nav ¢cerxa abori de wek ésir tén girtin.
Ew fikra ku -eger peré te tune be tu nikari jiyana xwe berdewam biki- bi
herkesé ve té€ deqandin U herkes ji mecblr dimine ku jiyana xwe li derdora
peran ava bike 0 her wiha emré xwe bi vi siklé bigedine. Kapitalizm, li her
deveré cihané zihniyeteki ku di navenda wi de dirav heye derdixe pés. U
her wiha gelek deverén cthané de mirov, édi rastiya vi pergalé hédi hédi
ferq dikin. Lé qasé ku ez dibinim, li Ewrlpayé ev rews hati gebulkirin G
bilye candeki bicihbiyi. Weki minak, li Swiss rasté min hatibl; Gelek kal
U pir miratén xwe ji zarok an ji ji xizmén xwe re nedihistin, miratén xwe
ji dewleta wé deré re dihistin. Herhal li gor xwe wisa dihizirin ku; dewlet,
li ser her tisté ye G wé li zarokén wan ji binére. Ji bo vé ji pémayinén
xwe bi tu kesi re parve nedikirin. Hecku dewlet, ji zarokén wan ve fikra:
“Bixebitin, ew perén ku hiin qezenc dikin biparézin G bi tu kesi re parve
nekin. Eger hlin parve bikin hiné bir¢i biminin” empoze dike G wan bi vi
siklé mezin dikin. U zarok emré xwe bi kar derbas dikin @ her wiha peré
ku qgezenc dikin ji bi tu kesi re parve nakin. Candeki bi vi siklé ava dibe G
li ser jenerasyonén ni ji vi candé mayinde dikin. Her wiha ev rews canda
civakbiiyiné dikuje. Ji ber ku mirov, nakevin di nav tekiliyén parvekiring, ji
hevdl qut dibin G tené diminin.

Li gor ¢canda dewlet a li vir mantiqa: “Eger tu parve biki, tu yé kém

bibi @ bir¢i bimini” heye. Lé di canda civaka me de baweriya: “Eger tu parve

biki, tuyé zéde bibi G tu ti caran bir¢ci nemini” heye.
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the time is 20:40

Last night a Dutch woman asked me if she have one of my cigarettes.

“Of course!”,  replied and handed her my pack. “I have a friend, can I get
one for her too?” she asked again. [ thought that she understood that by
handing her the pack I meant she could take as many as she liked, but

she hadn’t. So [ replied once again, “Of course you can take one for your
friend too.” After taking the cigarettes, the young woman reached for her
wallet and said, “I would like to pay for the cigarettes,” adding, “How much
are they?” I was shocked and at a loss for words. When I collected myself,
I said, “No, I can’t accept money from you for such a thing. I am Kurdish,
and in our culture such things have no importance and sharing makes

us happy as well”, and so I declined her offer of money. She was clearly
surprised by my reply. As if she was witnessing something very strange. [
suppose, according to her, my behaviour was bizarre. And for my part, she
had made a very strange request... Which one of us was normal and which
one of us was strange?

I thought about this question throughout the night, and I can say
that [ am certain of two things again. One, I appreciated my culture once
again. In our culture sharing makes one proud, happy and strong. As it
goes against what sharing brings, we don’t share in the name of pride and
strength. We share because we want to and we feel like it is in our nature.
Those who refuse to share their cigarettes or bread, who don’t welcome
their guests, are reproached and seen as cursed. Yet as time passed, our
sharing culture changed for the worse and the illness of individualism
caught up with our region. But especially in rural regions, in our villages,
this culture of sharing still stands strong. [ am happy to carry it with me
and [ won’t give up on its beauty. Hence this is why refusing the young
woman'’s offer was the right thing to do. I could, however, accept her offer
in one respect. In our region, most women are far more economically
dependent than men. This may be less visible in the rest of the world in
comparison to my region, but the same problem exists in every corner of
the world. If a woman friend has a job and wants to pay for our drinks or
food, I would happily accept it. They deserve this happiness, and sharing
is much more evolved in their nature than in men. When I look back at
the woman who wanted to pay for the cigarettes, I think of her request as
a right one. Having economic independence and feeling grounded and
strong is immensely valuable.

But perhaps there is more to cultural codes and lived intelligence.
Europe might appear far ahead in individualism and personal freedoms.
But individualism, when based on materiality, detaches us from
communality and leaves us isolated. People are nearly imprisoned in the
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machines of economies. ‘If you can’t afford it, you cannot live’ becomes the
slogan of a life lived within a monetary centrifuge. As capitalism forces
this centrifuge everywhere on Earth, in some places people seem to be
waking up slowly. But in Europe, unfortunately, it is a cultural conclusion
to live by this rule. In Switzerland I encountered it. A lot of elderly people
are leaving their inheritance to the state instead of their relatives. I guess
they see the state as existing above everything and as reassurance for their
children’s wellbeing. So they are not sharing it with anyone. And since the
state imposes this idea of ‘work and protect your earnings and don’t share
it with anyone or you will starve’, children, while wasting their lives with
work, end up not sharing their gains with anyone. This forms a culture
whereby new generations assure its continuity. Communality ends up
suffering the most. For when not in a sharing relationship, people become
isolated.

According to the logic of the state: ‘if you share you diminish and
starve’. The culture belonging to our society, on the other hand, reassures
us that if you share you multiply and never starve.

Saet 20.22 (Kurdish)

Gava iro di qoridora qampé de dimesiyam ez rasté zarokan hatim. Li vé
deré tista heri xwes a ku dixwazim rast bém helbet ku zarok in! Yek ji yeké
sérintir heft zorokén keg ji xwe re dilistin. Ji bo belavkirina seré xwe
hinek be ji ji bo béhn girtiné li koseki rinistim G min li wan temase Kkir.

Zarok dikarin mirov kasé jiyanek din bikin. Ew jiyan ku em hemi ji
nav re derbas bline G anha ji béri dikin...Ew demén ku paqij, b€ hisab, bi
ber ku pisté zarokti, li nav kincén stni ku li me dikin de em vediguherin.
Derdoré me bi gerdisan G bi qaideyan té dorpéckirin . di nav demé de em
dibin ésiré wi. Pisté demén xwe yén zarokti, em hédi hédi azadiya xwe
wenda dikin. Ji ber vé ji dema ku ez zarokeki sér dikim wek ji van deman
tém birin G xwe siviktir his dikim.
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the time is 20:22

Today, while walking in the corridors of the camp, | encountered children.
The best thing one can ask to encounter here! Seven girls, all more
beautiful than the other, were playing. To distract my busy mind I decided
to watch them from the corner.

Children have the power to drag us into a different life. A life that we
all long for... To a time when we were happy, naive, spontaneous, joyful...
After childhood, we become strangers, weighed down by the heavy and
artificial clothes we are put in. After childhood, rules and tradition
overwhelm us and force us into submission. After childhood we slowly lose
freedom. This is why when I see a child, [ am transported into a time before
our imprisonment and feel myself lighter.

Saet 18.11 (Kurdish)

Mirovahi kete li nav guneheki mezin li hemberé xwe. Paktiya xwe wenda kir
U efsiina jiyané xirav bi. Em mér, blin sedema vé yeké. Ji ber ku me biryara
hikma li ser jina da (i xweza ya jiyané xira kir. Ew enerji (. bedewbiina
zaroka giymeteki mezin e ku jin, hin ji wé qiymeté wenda nekirine. Me
xwest ku hikmeé li ser wé qiymeté bikin t me bi vi xwesteké ji bi xwe, €

xwe qiréj kir. Aniha ji em mér bé kéf in @1 hin ji li pist xwe girseyén bé kéf
dihélin. Jin, wé dinyayé azad bikin 0 bi enerjiya xwe yé bi cos wé erd G
ezman ji nti ve rengin bikin! Ji dil G can bawerim, her cigas ez li wan rojan
nebinim ji ev baweri, min kéfxwes dike.

the time is 18:11

Humanity committed a grave sin. Lost its naivety and the magic of life was
broken. We did this, us men. We decided to suppress women and in doing
so went against the nature of life. The beauty and vigour that children
possess are also values that women possess. We tried to suppress those
values and tainted ourselves in the process. Now we are without happiness
and what we leave behind are mere mountains of hopelessness. The world
will be saved by women one day, and they will return the colour to our sky
and our land with their joyous liveliness! I believe this with all my heart.
And even if that time is beyond my own, this belief makes me happy.
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Saat 23.43 (Turkish)

Kaldigim kampta Iran Azerisi bir arkadasim var. Kalbi, yiiziine yansiyor.
Duru ve hassas...Ortak noktalarimiz edebiyat ve paylasimin giicline olan
inancimiz. Sanirim sa¢ma bir ciimle kurdum. Ciinkii edebiyat varsa zaten
paylasim da vardir. Birbirimizle sohbet etmek iyi geliyor ikimize.

Bugiin O’nu dinlerken ¢ok duygulandim ve zorlandim. Bos
zamanlarinda kendisini disar1 atip gezen biri ve ben, bu durumu O’nun
sosyal biri olmasina bagliyordum. Ancak bugiin anladim ki kendisini
disar1 atmasinin baska ve 6nemli bir sebebi var. Aslinda kamp atmosferi
ve odasindan kagiyor. Cilinkii kamptaki odasinda siirekli kabuslar goriiyor
ve zor zamanlar yasiyor. Bana bugiin odasindan s6z ederken gozyaslari
oluk oluk ve kalbinin derinliginden akip geldi. Cok ac1 barindirdigini
ic cekislerinden bile anlayabiliyordum. “Biliyor musun 1siklar1 acik
birakiyorum siirekli” dedi... Gerisini anlatmasina gerek yoktu zaten, bu
ciimlenin ardini ben yillardir biliyordum... Ona uzun uzun sarilmak ve
konusmak istesem de kendimi tuttum ve sustum. Sadece “anliyorum”
demekle yetindim yutkunarak. Ciinkii konussaydim, sGyleyeceklerim
O’nun acisini daha da katlayacakti. Bu yilizden giin boyu icimden
soylendim...

Anliyorum seni. Anliyorum seni, benim gégsii kabarmis arkadasim.
Anliyorum biriktirdiklerini akitamamanin acisini. Anliyorum kalabalik
icerisinden gelip bu mekanda sikisma duygusunu. Anliyorum ge¢cmisin
kabuslarini hatirlatan bu mekan ve buranin omuzlarina yiikledigi agirhig.
Anliyorum karanliklarda yasadiklarini ve yillar ge¢se de ruhunun bir
floresan 1s181na mahkum kalisini. Anliyorum ardinda biraktiklarinin hiiznii
ve Oniindeki yolun muglakligi ile depresen kaygiy1. Anliyorum seni, benim
ici kalabalik ama dis1 1ss1z olan miilteci arkadasim...

the time is 23:43

I have an Iranian-Azerbaijani friend at the camp where I am staying.
You can read his heart from the look of his face. Pure and delicate. We
have some things in common: literature and our trust in sharing. I think
these two words don’t need to be together in a sentence, since if there is
literature there must also be sharing. Our conversations console us both.
Today I got very emotional listening to him. In his spare time he likes
to go out on walks; [ thought he was just searching for social encounters.
But today it hit me. His travels are mere escapes from the camp and his
room. He is having nightmares and going through tough times. Today when
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he was telling me about his room he burst into tears. His tears were coming
from his heart. I could already sense his pain from his sighs. He said, “I

am leaving my lights on at all times...” He didn’t have to say more. [ knew
which sentence would follow... I wanted to hold him close and talk to him,
but I decided to hold myself back and remain silent. I swallowed two words,
‘Tknow. I thought more words would only add to his pain. The whole day I
muttered those words inside my chest.

I know. I know you, my swollen-hearted friend. I know the pain of
not being able to tell. I know how it feels to be trapped in this camp after
arriving from lively streets. I know how this place loads its weight on your
shoulders, forcing you to endlessly relive the past. I know what you have
been through in the dark and how your soul is condemned to fluorescent
light. I know how worries are rearing up from a painful past and a vague
future. [ know you, my refugee friend, crowded inside and outside alone.

Saet 23.04 (Kurdish)

Cend roj beré ez G xosewist Gluklya me hev nas kir. Hunermendeki xwedi
taybetmendi ye. Ew li vé der€ diji. Her ¢iqgas hin aliyé wé yén dinitiyé hebe
jl, ew aliyé wé yén din, tevgereki rastgo dertine hole. Ji sedema halén wé
yén xwezayi hezkirinek min jé re ¢ébt. Her wiha ew ji li hemberé min pir
durist G bi hurmet e. Li gor min tebiata jinan de enerjiyek wisa asi heye ku
ev enerji ne mimkine bé dezgin kirin. Diwaneti haveyna wan de heye. Ez, ji
wan jinén ku vé taybetmendiyén xwe diparézin hez dikim. Di Gluklyayé de
van taybetmendiya dibinim G dibe ku em bibin du hevalén bas.

Iroj min di projeyeki huneri ya Gluklya de cih girt. Rojniviskeki min
hate xwendiné G dema rojnivis dihat xwendin min ji li enstriimena xwe ya
muziké dixist. Di destpék G dawiya bernameyé de reqskereki pir bigabiliyet
hebt G ev kes bi muzika min reqs kir. Ev ji bo min performanseki xwes 4 bi
tam bl. Gluklya, hunermendeki eleqedaré binéhisiyé ye G her wiha dixwaze
ku cihana ku di hundiré penaberan de vesarti ye derxe holé G nisané gelén
herémi bike. Her wiha ev performans ji bo balkisandina penaberiyé bu
U min ji bi dil xwesti té€ de cih girt. Armanc ew bu ku li ser temasevan G
civaka rewsenbir de tesirek bihéle. Ez bawerim derheqé vé armancé de em
hinek biserketin. Me hewl da ku li ser profil i zimané min, bala civakeé bi vé
mijaré ve bikisinin. Ji bo vé ji min, di aliyek ve performansa huneri péskes
dikir 0 di aliyek ve ji beseki halé xwe ya li vé deré nisané temasevanan dida.
Tisteki ku pevbestin be tune bu. Dikarim béjim ku her ciqas performanseki
wek hatiye plansazkirin xtiya kiribe ji péskesiyek pir xweza G rast bli. Heta
ku pisté performansé min xwest ku rinim G di derheqé tékiliya huner G
rastiyé de 0 tékiliya huner Gt ramané de binivisim.
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Ew kesén ku biner biin wexté performansé hinek xemgin bin, 1€
min get vé tisté nedixwest. Herhal sedema xemginiya wan hin agahiyén
ku di jinenigariya min de dinivisiya bh. Halbiiki ew blyerén-zehmet € di
biyografiya min de dinivisi & guhdarvana xemgin kir, di welaté min de van
bliyeran bi deh hezaran insén jiyan kir G hin ji jiyan dike. Min carek din
j1 fehm kir ku ew €sén em bi deh salane dikisinin G €di li ser me rinisti
ne ji bo gelén vé deré tesirek wek sok ¢cédike. Min pir qiymet da empati
U hewldana wan a ji bo fémkiriné. Lé min tisteki din ji dit ku pé xemgin
bim; di vé demé de dibé gey em li ser du gerstérkén ctida de ne Gt her wiha
jiyanén ji hev ctdatir dijin...

Rojeki xwes bil. Yé ku rojé xwes kir Gt béhna min vekir huner ba!.. Her
wiha ez kéfxwes blim ku ji bo penaberan -em bihevre dijin G sahidé jiyana
wan im- tisteki biclik be ji min kir. Ew kesén ku di performansé de bi min re
bin G kesén ku hatibtlin ji bo temasevaniyé mirovén xwes blin. Nasina wan
U mijaldana bi wan re moral da min. Ez ji xwe haydar blim ji heb{ina hin
kesan ku di nav gelén rojavayé de ne 0 her tim wijdan G aqilé tinin li ba hev,
1é disa ji ditin G bi hineka re mijtlayi kéfxwesi da min. Spas hevala min a
xosewist Gluklya 0 spas huner!..

the time is 23:04

I met dear Gluklya a while back. A unique person, an artist living here. She
has a frenetic side that probably nurtures her sincerity. I started to like
her and her unique nature. She is incredibly honest and respectful to me.
I believe that women, by their very nature, possess an unbridled rebellious
energy. Wildness runs in their blood. I appreciate women who cherish this
side. I see this in Gluklya too, and I think we two are becoming friends.
Today I took part in an art project of hers. A portion of my diary
was read out loud while accompanied by an instrument I played. The
beginning and the finale were led by a very talented dancer who danced
to my music. From my perspective, it was a very pleasant performance.
Gluklya has an interest in the subconscious, and she uses this interest
to focus on the inner worlds of the refugees.  wanted to present a small
piece that was gripping and affecting for the refugees. And I think we
succeeded to a degree. We tried to tell it from my perspective and my
language, intersecting an artistic performance with a section from what
my status here means. Nothing was fictional. It might have appeared as a
designed performance, but it was natural, a real presentation. After today’s
performance, [ wanted to write on the relation between art and reality, art
and thought.
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The viewers lamented a little which wasn’t my intention. I think it was
caused by the inclusion of some sad points in my biography, although we
didn’t see the harm in it. The outlines of my life story are shared by tens of
thousands of people in my country. Now I have understood once more the
pain we bared throughout the past decades, and to become accustomed to
it is still shocking for people here. Their attempt to empathise is the most
valuable thing for me. But there is another thing I recognise: even today it
feels like we are on separate planets living separate lives, and witnessing
this separateness is incredibly saddening.

It was a beautiful day. What made it beautiful and made it breathe
was art! It made me happy to know I did something, even small, for
the refugees [ have been living with. The people who came to see the
performance were lovely. It lifts my spirits to meet and converse with them.
I'was aware of certain people in Western society who speak of conscience
and mind in the same breath, and to have conversations with some of them
brought me happiness. Thank you my dear friend and beautiful woman,
Gluklya, and thank you art!

Saet 13.53 (Kurdish)
Li ser hézdari . béhézi

Yén ku serdest an ji desthilat in, beré her tisté cand G zimané xwe belav
dikin. Ji ber ku desthilati ya heri mezin di nav seré insén de ava dibe.
Desthilatdar li gora xwe tégin G zthniyeteki dihlinin. Bi girédayé vé

carnan hewl didin ku zagonén xweza bi sekna xwe ve giré bidin G rewsa
xwe watedar bikin. Ji van zagonan ya heri pés ji li ser t€ginén hézdari G
béhézi ava dibe. Té gotin ku kesén ku hézdarin, bedené béhéza ji xwe re
dikin péling 0 bi vi siklé asta xwe bilind dikin. Her wiha ev wek zagoneki
xwezayée té€ ditin G bi seleksiyana xwezayi ve té girédan. “Ger ku dixwazi
biji, hewceye ku xwe ji béhézan xilas biki. Ger ku dixwazi biji, hewceye ku
hemi dijberén xwe ték bibi G her wiha ji herkesé hézdartir bibi”. Birdozi
ya dewleté bi ser vé candé ava dibe. Ji bo vé ji hewceye ku dewlet, ji artésé
heya aboriyé bi héz be 1t hemi civak hewceye ku li ber dewleté -héza heri
mezin- de stliyé xwe xwar bike. Hem jin, dijber, karker, hunermend, kesén
ku dixwinin G dikarin gotina binin zimén, kesén ku bi raman, baweri G
berpébiinén zayendiyén ctida ne. Bi kurtasi hemt kesén ku potansiyela
ctidahiyé di xwe de dihewine {1 én di nava van sinoran de dijin. Ji ber ku ev
kesana wek yén hundirin tén ditin G li gor desthilatdari ev kesana dixwazin
héza dewleté pug bikin. Ci heyfe ku kesén li gor vé ¢andé sikil girtine ji
héza dewleté wek teqez qebtl dikin G i gor vé tevdigerin. Heta carnan hin
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kesén ku gaso rexnedarin, muxalifin ji héza dewleté pir mezin dikin G her
wiha héza xwe ferq nakin.

Halbtiki ev dereveki pir mezin e. Ji ber ku tarifén van herda téginan ji
ne rast e. Weki minak, tu cari diktatoreki da ku hemt zagon G cek li desté
wi de ye, li hemberé hunermendeki ku desté wé de tené gitar an ji firceyek
hebe de ne bi héztir e. An ji em mér, bi hezar salané ku li ser jinan zilmé
dikin, 1€ em tu cari qasé jinan bihéz nebln G emé nebin ji. Ji ber ku jin, bi
tirGsin ku ev héjayé hema artesan, 1é em mér, bi rewsa xwe yén itaetkar
arté€san ava dikin G bi van artésan ji hewl didin ku héza jinan biskinin...
Tené ¢ekén desté néc¢irvanek wi tu cari ji séreki an ji ji ¢civikeki bi héztir
nake.

Ji ber vé yeké héz ¢i ye? An ji hézdar kinin? Ez bawerim hewcedariya
me ji nli ve xwendina van pirsan heye. Li gor min tisté ku hézé derdixe holé
cendani nine, wesf e. Ew tistén ku di bin navé hézé de nisané me didin,
rasti ya xwe de bes paravanén kartonin ji bo vesartina heqiqgeté. Eger ku
em héza xwe ferq bikin G bikaribin desté xwe bavéjén li van paravanan,
wé emé xwe bigihinin azadiya ku di pista vé paravané de vesarti ye. Ji
bo vé ji beré her tisté hewceye ku em xwe ji tarza fikrandin G téginén
desthilatdaran azad bikin. Tené em bi vi siklé dikarin bi objektif binérin G
her wiha wateya hézdari Gt béhézi fém bikin.

the time is 13:53
On Powerfulness and Weakness

The Sovereign or the rulers create their own cultures and propagate their
own language, for the mightiest ruler is the one inhabiting the human mind.
Accordingly, a set of notions is established from which weaves an ethos.
In this context they associate their positions with nature’s rules; one being
the notion of powerfulness and weakness. That the bodies of the weak can
be used as upward steps for the powerful is seen as a natural law, referring
to natural selection as its basis. Hence the state must be powered, from
its economy to its army. And all sections of society must obey the largest
power: the state. Dissidents, women, workers, artists, the educated who are
able to speak their minds, people from different beliefs, thoughts and sexual
orientations. In short, all the ones possessing a potential for difference. And
everything is organised in line with its relation to power and weakness.
However, this is completely a lie. Because how these notions are
defined is inaccurate. For instance, a dictator with control over the law
and armed forces can never be more powerful than an artist holding a
guitar or a brush. Otherwise, us men will never possess the same power
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as the women we have tyrannised. Because while women possess within
themselves a power worth armies, us men, with our dutifulness, built
armies against them. A hunter is never stronger than a lion or a bird just
by holding an armed weapon.

Accordingly, the questions of “What is power?’ or “‘Who is powerful?’
should be asked in reverse. I think what determines power is not quantity
but quality. And what we see is only a cardboard screen covering the truth.
Our freedom is behind that screen. In short, and for the most part, we
need to strip our minds of the state-instituted presumption of otherness
and instead begin to develop a more powerful connection to meaning.

Saet 21.32 (Kurdish)

Insén, bi vina xwe té wateyeki. Ji ber ku bliyina xwedi vin, mirov bi
serbixwe U azad dike. Her sekna bi vin, té wateya tercihén bihéz. Lé her
tercih nayé wateya sekna bi vin. Vin, hevpariblina giyan, beden G raman

e. Lé tercih, berpébiina tené xwestekén giyan, raman an ji bedené ye. U
carnan ji berpébtinén an ji xwestekén bépirs in. Weki minak, biryardayina
derheqé xwekirina qazaxeki rojane 1 hilbijartina rengé wi, bes berpébtneki
sikli zayendi ye. Lé biryara guherandina hem tarz G elimandina xwekiring,
terciheki bi vin e. Ji ber ku ji béjinga giyan, beden G ramané derbas dibe. Ya
yekem tistek rojane, seranser 1 sivik e, 1€ ya duyem terciheki bi wesf G bi
tesir e. Her ¢iqas bi kar anina vin édi ketibe asteki pir mutewazi ji, disa ji bi
kar anina vin, her insané kéfxwes dike.

Bijartina penaber buyin, terciheki mecbiri ye. Mecbtriyetek ji bo
jiyankirin, tér byin, stiriné ye G her wiha ji desté ésirtiyé revineki mecbtri
ye. Revin, kéfxwesi nade tu kesi. Wek ku civikeki hélina wé hatibe xerav
kirin G baskén xwe bi és li hevdi bixe...Hem merheleyén ku penaber
ji hundiré wi derbas dibin @t her wiha dema ew hin li welaté xwe de ne
muameleyén ku bi wan tén kirin, sikleki sikandina viné ye. Ji bo kesén
mecblr mane ku terciha penaberiyé bikin G her wiha bixwazin ku di nav ari
de disa bi xwe ve bén, édi ji wan re diwarén bilind hene. Ji bo vé ji sekneki
bi vini 4 ji bo jiyaneki nii baské xwe hevdi xistin, hema hema bé imkan
e. Di nav sinoré hati zelal kirin G qaideyan de bedéla tercihén mecbtri té
kisandin. Penaberi, wendakirina sekna bi vin i qabiliyeta guherandiné ye.
Penaberi, ne berpébtinek sivik G ne ji biryarblinek bi vin e. Di navbera ari
yén pist G diwarén pési de rewseki asé blin e...
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the time is 21:32

A person reaches meaning through will. Because will enables
independence and freedom. Each intention brings strong decisions. Yet
each decision doesn’t necessarily contain intention. Intention comes into
being within a harmony of body, mind and soul. Yet decisions are leanings
towards a demand of the body, mind or soul. Often an inclination without
questioning. For instance, the decision of which colour sweater to wear

is often solely based on gender, hence it is stylistic. But changing one’s
dressing habits completely is an administrative task that requires the
filters of mind, thought and soul. The latter being daily, superficial and on
the surface, and the other manifesting itself as a determined and effective
choice. The use of will may boil down to prudent scales, yet once used it
still makes one happy.

To choose to be a refugee is an imperative. A compulsory escape to
live, to be fed, to take shelter, to not be a prisoner... Escapes don’t make
people happy. Just like a bird flapping its wings in grief after its nest
burned down... With every step that a refugee takes, the treatment they
receive at each stop is a decimation of their will. The ones who desire to
be reborn from this forced choice, to be reborn from their ashes, now face
walls. It becomes nearly impossible to have any will and to fly off to a new
life. One can only endure what is determined for them between borders
and regulations. Thus, being a refugee is to truly lose the power to change
things with will. It is not an orientation, nor a voluntary decision. Being a

refugee is an incarceration between the ashes left behind and the walls still
ahead.

Saet 00.58 (Kurdish)

Bi rengé bask i bedena min nexape xeribo. Teni ya sewatan daket ser min.
Dema mirov baz bide G nekaribe li pista xwe binére  aliyeki din de ji hemt
danehevén mirov bisewite, és nasekine. Bi ku de bici ji ew és te mecbir
dihéle ku bi teni G ari re biji.

Hey, tu xeribo! Tu get bliyi sahidé sewata danehevén xwe? Te get
qijina wéneyén ku disewitin bihist? An ji get biraninén te yén ku bi riiyén
xwe yén sewiti digerin ¢ébiin?

Bi rengé bask 0t bedena min nexape xeribo. Anha her ¢igas bisibim
sevsevokeki res ji di hundiré min de perperokeki rengin heye.
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the time is 00:58

Stranger, don’t be deceived by the colour of my wings or skin. The soot
of many fires has collected over me. As everything you accumulated in
life burns, running away without looking back doesn’t ease any pain and
instead forces you to exist amongst ashes.

Hey, stranger! Have you witnessed the burning of everything you
accumulated in life? Have you heard each photograph scream? Or are the
faces of your parading memories burned?

Don’t be deceived by the colour of my wings or skin, stranger. I may
look like a black bat, but inside there is a colourful butterfly.

saat 17:37 (Turkish)
Post Diktatorliik

Insanlar, burada posta kutulariyla yasamak zorundalar. Buna post
diktatorliik diyorum ben. Her sabah ve her aksam posta kutularina bakma
zorunlulugu nasil tanimlanabilir ki baska? Cagimizin kutsal ibadetgahlar
gibi bu kutular. Ne bakislarin 1s1ltis1 var ne de kalbin sicakligi...Her sabah
ve her aksam aksatilmadan bir ritiiel gerceklesiyor. Goniilsiiz selam
veriliyor, zorunlu askerlik yapan insanlar gibi. Sabah ve aksam tekmil
veren emir komuta yiginlari. Bir posta kutusu ve icindeki kagitlara
bagimli kiliniyor insanlar. Mektuplar, ruhsuz kelimlerle dolu. Rakamlar
ve talimatlar var sadece. Diizgiin climleler ile bozguna ugratiliyor hayat...
Daha fazla harcama ve rahatlik vadeden renkli banka kagitlari ile 6deme
ve uyari eksenli, soguk-brokratik talimatlar.

Ve devlet denilen Leviathan
kagitlarla hiikmediyor artik.
Atesten toplara gerek duymadan...
the time is 17.37
Post-Dictatorship
People are forced to live with their postboxes here. I call this post-
dictatorship. How else can I define the urgency to check their postboxes

twice a day? These boxes are modern-day sanctuaries. Yet without a
sparkle in their gaze or warmth in their heart... Every morning and
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every night a ritual religiously takes place. They greet reluctantly, as if
completing compulsory military service. Stacks of commanders give an
oral report day and night. People are subjected to a box and the paper it
contains. Letters are full of soulless words, only numbers and instructions.
Life is put to rout with unruftled sentences. Colourful bank statements
promising future expenses and comfort. Bureaucratic instructions sitting
atop the axis between payments and notices.

And the leviathan called the state
Now rules with papers.
Without the need for fiery cannons...

Saet 02.02 (Kurdish)

Monteigne dibéje ku “Mirov, hemi halén mirovatiyé di xwe de dihewine”.
Mirov di encamé lihevxistina karekterén ontolojik -da ku bi xwe de
dihewine- dibe xwediyé nasnameyeki. Ev demana ji bi €sin G di nav xwe

de gelek xeleti G emelén cewt dihewinin. Zayina mirov an ji ¢ébina mirov,
pisté xeletiyan gengaz dibe. Ji bo kesén ku xwedi 1épirs, bi mereq 0 bi derdé
heqiqget G wate, tucar meliimat an ji agahiyén ztha tér nayé. Dixwaze ku bi
jiyankirin G bi tamkiriné xwe bigéhine rastiyé. Ji bo vé yeke ji pédiviyé wi bi
kirina xeletiyan heye 0 tam ji li vé deré pénasiya azadiyé derdikeve holé. Li
gor min azadi, di derheqé xeletiyan de bétirsbiyin e.

Ew kesén ku dibe penaber, pégirtiyén mafén bi sinor e G ji bo van
mafan wenda neke ji mecbire ku bi hin rézikan re biji. Ji bo penabereki
xeletiyek té wateya pasvecliyinek bételafiyé. Yek xeletiyeki tené dibe
sedema giranblina rewsa wendakirina aboriyé G tengblyina sinorén
tevgeriyé. Ji bo vé yeké ji penaber, her tim di dGlér/kendaleki de diji. Ev
dilér/kendal, di navbera tistén tine ziman U tistén dixwaze 1€ nikare
biné ziman de disekine. Edi ji bo kesén ku dibe penaber, rengé sin ne li
ezmanan de ye. Ji bo wé sin, di bérika wi de ye. Ji ber ku ew nasnameya
ji bo sekinandina wé welaté hatiye dayin di rengé siné€ de ye G her tim
mecbiire ku wé nasnameyé bi xwe re bigerin e. Li gor min penabert, ji bo
neketina xeletiyek her tim bi tirs jiyankirin e. U ji bo vé yeké ji penaberd,
wendakirina azadiyé ye.

the time is 02:02

“Every man has within himself the entire human condition”, says
Montaigne. Every person gains their identity through this war of
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ontological characters. These are painful processes harbouring the
praxis of mistakes. What we call a human being arises from its mistakes.
Especially for those who seek truth and meaning in things with curiosity,
slivers of information are never enough. They aim to reach a truth by
questioning and tasting things. For this they need to make mistakes, and
for me this is exactly the place to come to a definition of freedom. To me
freedom is to not fear making mistakes...

A refugee person is subjected to the limited freedom given to them
and is obliged to live obeying certain regulations so as to not lose these
freedoms. Making mistakes means regression that is hard to compensate.
Making mistakes means heavier conditions, economic loss and a
decreased range of motion. Hence, a cliff hangs between what they say and
what they mean. For a refugee, blue’s meaning changes from the sky to an
identity card in their pockets. To me, being a refugee is the fear of making
mistakes and losing all freedom...

Saet 02.10 (Kurdish)

Min iroj destiira mafé rinistandiné hilda. Nola bareki giran ku li ser milén
min rabt be. Ew girani ya ku li ser min de da ku nedihat teheml Kirin ji
rayé sekinandiné bl. Min xwe wek di nav cembereki de mame de his dikir.
Esa derketina ji welét, her wiha ésa dirbuyina ji malbat @ hezkiriyan ji xwe
giran b ji bo min. Li ser van ésan de sekinandina ji bo igame girtiné ji
yek caran min teng dikir. L& anha wek hineki sivik bume. Ji vir sinde wé ¢i
derkeve pésiya min nizanim 1€ hinek be ji pésvectinek ku min kéfxwes kir
derket pésiya min.

Vé évaré diréj mesiyam. Min paseroja xwe fikiri. Ew demén ku min ji
bo azadiya gelé xwe G ji hemi mirovatiyé re jiyaneki bi heqaniyet dixwest
U ji bo vé ji bi kelecan xebata ku min dikir. Her wiha van demén xwe yén
ku ji bo biryara iqameteki kéfxwes dibim ji fikirim. U min paseroja xwe @
aniha da berhev. Rewseki xerib e. Ez ji xwe pirsim, gelo xeyalén min bictk
blne an ji ev, encama dertniya di nav dorbé¢ de mayine? Sert Gt mercén
ku mirov té de jiyan dike, li ser fikrandin G ramané mirov pir tesir dike. L&
mirov, xwe li gor her sert it mercan jilé tine G 1€ tehamil dike. Ev desttira/
biryara igamé, helbet ji bo bi riheti bigerim 0 biafirinim pir giring e. Lé ev
destiira iqgamé, li cem xeyal G hécané min de pir sivik diminin. Ji bo min bes
destlrek sivik G kareki burokratik e. Ez destlr nadim ku ev biryar, li ser
min hikm bike G her wiha xeyalén min bi sinor bihéle. Ez nikarim dinya xwe
bictik bikim.
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the time is 02:10

Today I received my residence permit. I feel a weight lifted off my
shoulders. There was the unbearable heaviness of waiting. I felt trapped
inside a circle. Now I feel a little relieved. I don’t know what I will face next,
but alongside the burden of leaving my country, being far from my family
and loved ones, having to wait for the residence permit was too much. And
now, despite all the pain, something happened to make me slightly happy.

I walked for a long time tonight. Thought about my past. | compared the
excitement of working for the freedom of my people, in order to further
the freedom of all humanity to live in a just world, and the happiness I

felt when I received the residence permit. An odd position. I wondered

if my dreams had shrunk or if it is just the psychology of being trapped.
One’s world of thought is heavily affected by the conditions of life. But one
adapts to any condition so as to endure. Surely, this residence permit is
crucial to being mobile and productive. Yet in comparison to my dreams
and my excitement for life it is just a simple bureaucratic process. I can’t
allow it to rule over me and diminish my dreams. [ won’t shrink my world.

Saet 02.19 (Kurdish)
Berkenibtn...

Mirov, bi xerceki ji qaide, kevnesop 1 ji ajoyan té ditin. Ev xerg, bi
derbasbliyina salan ziwa dibe G bi xwe re cermé ji hisk dike. Bi taybeti ji ew
gulpikén li rti de ziwa dike. Her wiha hin kulilkén li bedena mirov de vesarti
U dixwazin ku aj bidin ji bi bihurandina demé ve ziwa dibin. Ji ber ku ji rojé
mehrim in G her wiha ji sedema perdeyén li ser cavén mirov de nayén ditin.
Lé belé kulilkeki renaheng Gt mezin ya dil heye. Xwediyé bedewbtneki wisa
ye ku wek dayika hem kulilkan e. Ev kulilk, dema fersend bibine xwe davé
derve G rayé xwe nisané me dide. Dema em keseki riiken bibinin, wé emé
wé kulilké bibinin.

Li ku deré 0 ké dibe bila bibe, dema keseki dikene dibinim, di riiyé
min de ji keneki derté holé. Hela ku jineki bikene, jiyan bi sikleki ctida
bi min dixtye. Kena zarokan ji paqiji G saftiyé tine bira mirov...Carnan
gerekterén nebas -piraniya wan mérin- di televizyoné de dibinim ku dikenin
(diz, kesén ku ji bo nift G erké ser derdixin, key, diktator) di hundiré xwe de
ji wan re ¢éra dikim. Lé ferq dikim ku bi riikeni ¢éra dikim @ ji bo vé yeké ji
ji xwe re hérs dibim. Ji ber ku ew kesana gerekteré zalim in G riikeniyé heq
nakin. Lé héza kené wisa ye ku li ser min hikm dike. Herhal séhreki kené
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heye ku dikare hemi nérinin politik ték bibe. Li gor min berkenibin, ji
inyada zirxa bedené vebtina kulilka dil e.

Li vé deré, ev axén ku ez téde misexti me min wateyeki nli ya
berkenibiné kefs kir. Min ferq kir ku penaberén li vé deré, dema bi
révebireki gampé re diaxivin an ji derdikevin li nav bajér her tim bi riken
in. Ev hal, wek dimeneki xwes bi min hat G sahidiya vé pozitifbliné€ min
kéfxwes kir. Bi taybeti ji naxwazim ku ew kesén heremi, penabera wek
kesén mehdtirs bizanin. Lé dema min bala xwe da van halén riukent,
sedema asil da ku di bin rikeniyé de vesarti ye min ferq kir. Ew kenén
penabera ji hundiré wan nedihat G her wiha sedema kenén wan ji vekirina
kulilkén dil ji nebl. Wan hewl dida ku ew hestén xwe yén pelgiqi vesérin. Ji
ber ku piraniyé wan ziman nedizani G nedikaribin xwe bas ifade bikin. Ji
ber ku piraniyé wan xwediyé€ azadiya abori nebtin G aliyé abori de mecbtiré
alikariya dewleté blin. Her ciqas ew alikariya ji dewleté dihat pir tistek
bé giymet be ji hewcedariya penabera bi vi alikariyé hebt. Ji xeyné van
sedeman, piraniya penaberan dizanibiin ku gelén ku li van deran dijin
penaberan wek bareki dibinin. Piraniya penaberan dizanibtn ku édi
hélineki wané bikaribin disa vegerin tune ye 0 di nav haleki muhtac de ne.
Vi rastiyé bi és his dikirin. Ji bo vé ji wek dil sikesti @ pel¢iqi his dikirin. U
hewl didan ku ev hestén pelgiqi bi riikeniyé bivesérin.

Min fehm kir ku penaberi, berkeniblinén derewin in...

the time is 02:19
To Smile...

People are plastered with a mortar of traditions and rules. This mortar,
as years pass by, hardens the skin. The buds, in time, dry off. During this
time, inner parts of the body blossom. But they live deprived of sunshine
and remain as secrets. The heart has a colourful flower. The mother of all
flowers, it harbours a mixture of all. This flower shoots out at times and
shows its face. This is the face we see in every smile.

No matter where and who, a smile appears on my face whenever I
see one. Especially if a woman is smiling, life reveals itself differently to
my eyes. And children’s smiles always remind me of lucidity and purity...
When I see bad characters — they are often men — thieves, warmongers of
oil and power, kings and dictators etc., laugh on TV, I curse at them silently.
But with a smile. Which makes me angry at myself. They are too cruel to
deserve any smile. But the irresistible power of smiling overcomes me.
And possesses a charm to overrule all political gazes. Because smiling is
the blossom against the armour on our body...
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Here, in this land of exile, I discovered another instance of smiling. I
realised that the refugees are always smiling when they see officials in the
camp or locals on the streets.

It does look nice as an image, and I felt happy to have witnessed that
positivity. Because [ wouldn't desire for the locals to know the refugees as
morose people. After watching their smiles for a while, I noticed the real
reason. Refugees were not smiling because of the blossom in their hearts.
They were trying to cover up a feeling of lowliness. Because most of them
don’t speak the language and can’t express themselves. Because most
of them are only able to live with the help of the small financial support
coming from the state. Because most of them see themselves seen by the
locals as a burden. Because most of them sense that there is no home to
return to and they depend on the help of others. Hence they feel lowly. And
this feeling camouflages itself with a smile...

[ understood that being a refugee means untruthful smiles...

Saet 00.35 (Kurdish)
Niseyén di derheqé jiyan Gt miriné de -1

Em ji mechtlé téné, dibinin G pistre bé dilé xwe disa vedigerin mechtlé. Me
hatina xwe ne hilbijart, 1é em dixwazin ku ¢liyina xwe hilbijérin. Pisté ku
em tén vi jiyané G dibinin, édi naxwazin ku vegerin. Lé ji bo me kijané zore,
ew € ku em jé hatine G nayé zanin an ji ev € ku em niha dijin G dizanin? Li
gor min ya ku em dizanin 0 jiyan dikin zortir e.

Diroka mirovahi nege légerin dihewine ku ji bo diréjkirina dema kin
ku navé wé jiyane. U her wiha ew légerin hin ji berdewam dikin. Gilgamés,
Fir'ewin, Hekimé Logman {i nece kes dermané bémiriné geriyane. Di vé
caxé de li dii hin dermananin ku get nebe ¢end salan emré direj bikin.

Eré ji bo ¢i? Navé girédana jiyané ya bi vi seklé ¢iye? Birasti ji ev “evina
jiyané” an ji cosa jiyankiriné ye? Bi sonda temama na! Li gor min, ger

ku girédaneki bi evini heba bi jiyané ve, evqas zilm, takekesi G nigén
xwediblyiné pés nediket. Tu girédanén bi eving, takekesi, hikm kirin G
komkirina sermayé nahewine. Ji bo vé ji ew tista ku em bi navé evina jiyané
dixemilinin, di rastiya xwe de sikleki halé takekesi ye. Em dibin muptelayé
tista ku em jiyan dikin G dizanin G her wiha dikevin haleki perestisek bé
sinor.
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the time is 00:35
Notes on Life and Death-1

We come from the unknown to see and to return. We didn’t choose the
coming but we wish to have a say in our return. After seeing this life, we
don’t wish to return. Is the unknown we come from or the known we now
know and live through more difficult? For me, that which we know and
experience is more difficult.

Humanity’s history is full of pursuits to lengthen the short step
called life. And these pursuits still continue. Gilgamesh, pharaohs,
Lokman Hekim and many more seek it. In our epoch, we are seeking to
prolong it by a couple of years. Why? Can such devotion to being be called
love? Or is it the fervour of life? No! If we were devoted to being by loving,
all this oppression, self-interest and this urge to possess wouldn’t exist.
No devotion to love contains egotism, dominance or the exploitation of
capital. What we embellish as love of life is, in fact, a state of egotism and a
fear of loss. And it worships only what we live through and what we know.

Saet 02.04 (Kurdish)
Niseyén di derheqé jiyan (i miriné de -2

Terifkirinén derheqén arami de, rastiya xwe de légerina valahiyé ifade dike.
Dema ku em aramiyé digerin, dixwazin ku ji barén li ser xwe xilas bin 0

her wiha terifa bé fikariyé dikin. Ma jiyaneki bé fikari mimkin e? Fikarén
térbiyiné, fikarén zédebliyiné, fikarén star bln an ji stiriné 0 li ser van de
fikarén miriné...Hasili kelam ger ku jiyan hebe fikar ji heye...Dibe ku em
terifa ew valahiya ku em hin ji dayika xwe nebine dikin, terifa ew demén
ku bé fikar ya ziké dayika xwe de. Eger em bizanibin i bi bawerbin ku pisté
em bimrin wé disa emé vegerin valahiya bi aram, emé wé bi rikeni xwe
bavéjin. Lé tu agahiyé me derheqé vé de tune ye 0 ji bo vé ji tirsa me dest pé
dike. Ji ber ku tirs, hiseki di derheqén tistén nayén zanin de ye. Di aliyeki de
em li aramiy€ digerin 0 di aliyeki de ji em ji miriné ditirsin.

Ihtimalén wendakirina tistén ku di destén me de ye, bi xwe re tirseki
avakir. U me vé tirsé ji dani li ser tirsén din. Lé ew tistén ku destén me de
ne G her wiha ew tistén ku em dixwazin bidest bixin, tirsa wendakirin G
miriné zédetir dike. Ciqas destketiyé me zé€deh be ewqas tirsén me ji mezin
dibe. Tirs di hemu ajalan de heye 1€ mirov, tirsé pirole/fisal dike G her wiha
di nav gefesa singé€ xwe de vedigliherine cinawireki. Ji ber ku ji bili mide G
raviyén insén, ¢cavén wi ji birci ne..Her tim ji pédiviya xwe zédetir dixwaze
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U kom dike. Bi komkiriné re ji tirsa wendakiriné mezin G kar dibe.

Eger ku em li cthané aramiyé bigerin, beré her tisté hewceye ku em
xwe ji barén li pista me de ne xilas bikin. U pistre ji hewceye ku em xwe ji
hewesén xwedibiyina her tisté xilas bikin. U her wiha xwe ji tirsa miriné da
ku nayé€ zanin azad bikin G bawer bikin ku ji her miriné jiyaneki zil dide.

the time is 02:04
Notes on Life and Death-2

The depictions we make of serenity express a pursuit of emptiness. In
pursuit of serenity, we seek to unload the weight from our shoulders and
define carefreeness. But is a life free of worry even possible? The worry
of hunger, the worry of reproduction and the worry of sheltering are the
sum of the worry of death. Namely, if there is life there is worry. Maybe
we are defining emptiness before birth. The carefree times we spend in
our mother’s womb. If we believed that there would be a return to that
emptiness after death, we would jump smiling. Since it is the unknown
we fear. Fear concerns the unknown. On one side we seek serenity, on the
other we fear death.

Unfortunately we added to this fear, the fear of losing what we
possess. Yet what we possess and what we desire to possess aggrandises
our fear of death. The more we possess, the more we fear. Fear is shared by
all living beings. But humanity glorifies it and turns it into a monster living
in our chest. Because hunger is not only in our stomachs but in our eyes...
We want more than we need and accumulate. As we accumulate the fear of
losing crowns and roots.

If we are after serenity on this earth, first we must drop the weight
from our shoulders. Then abandon the urge to possess. And then not fear
a death that is unknown, but believe that life stems out of it.

Saat 19.40 (Turkish)

Daglar1 olmayan, rengarenk kumlariyla kizgin bir ¢6ldeyim simdi.
Kanimda karincalar siiriisii.

Plastik ciceklerle siislii vahalar1 geciyorum.

Ardima bakarken ayaklarim, ayaklarim yok diyorum.

Ciinkii attigim adimlarin artik izlerini géremiyorum....
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the time is 19:40

I am now in a flat, open desert covered by burning, brilliantly
coloured sand.

An army of ants in my veins.

I pass through an oasis of plastic flowers.

While looking behind, my feet, well I tell myself that [ have no feet.
For I can’t see the trace of my footsteps...

saat 22.22 (Turkish)
Bir esitsizlik filmi

Bizler bir bahceye sikistirilmis biiyiik yiginlariz. Bahgenin etrafini kurallar
ve yasalarin yazili oldugu citler cevreliyor. Bahgeden ¢ikmaya calisanlarin
yasam sans1 yok..Icimizden bazilar1 bu citleri asmanin hesabini yapiyorken
bazilarimiz da ¢itleri komple yikmanin hesabinda...Cogunlugumuz ise
halinden memnun ve sadece karnini doyurup yasama derdinde. Citlerin
ardinda az sayida insan dolasiyor ve ¢cok da siislii goriiniiyorlar. Biz,

onlara 6zenerek bakarken, onlar da kendilerini ¢cevreleyen genis ¢eperin
ardindakilere giptayla bakiyorlar. Yani ¢ceperin ardindakilerinin de bir
¢eperi ve onlarin ¢eperlerininin ardinda da bir baskasi var...Halkalar
genislerken insan sayisi azaliyor. Ve halkalar genisledikge, azalan insan
sayisina paralel daha fazla toprak ve gokyiizii diisiiyor paylarina. En
biiylik kalabalik bizim bulundugumuz orta bélgede.Yiginlar halinde ve
alansizliktan iist liste, nefes nefese. En genis halkada ise birkag kisi yasiyor
sadece, tiim sinirlarin sahibi olduklarini diistinerek ve bobiirlenerek.

Ama aslinda yiiksek bir dagin tepesinde oturmus ve aksam cayini icenler
tarafindan yonlendirildiklerini bilmeyerek....

the time is 22:22
A Film of Inequality

We are a big mound squeezed into a garden. The garden is surrounded

by fences bearing the words of rules and regulations. The ones who try to
leave don’t stand a chance in life. Some of us are contemplating ways to
pass through these fences and some of us are calculating how to demolish
it all. The majority is content after having their fill, only seeking survival.
Beyond the fences there are few, and they look very ornate. As we watch
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them enviously, they watch the ones behind the wall surrounding them. In
other words, the ones behind the wall are surrounded by another wall, and
behind theirs lies still another... But as circles expand people disembark.
And as people embark parallel to this decrease in numbers, their share

in land and sky multiplies. Our circle is most crowded in the middle. In
stacks, from a lack of abundant fields, out of breath. Only a few people live
in the largest circle. And they do so thinking they own all the inner circles,
boastfully. Without knowing that those who are sitting on mountain tops
and drinking their tea after dinner are ruling them...

Saat 02.24 (Turkish)
Sebi Yelda

Bu gece seb-i yeldadir...En uzun geceye boyle denir bizim diyarlarda.
Fars edebiyatindan Mezopotamya ve Anadoluya ge¢mis naif ve derin bir
tanimdir. Hiiziinliidir, kigkirticidir, umudu besler, tahrikkardir, mistiktir,
1518a agilan kapidir, agktir, tecriibedir ve daha yiizlerce tanimi, duyguyu
barindirir iginde bu adlandirma. Seb-i Yelda...

Ben ise hiizniindeyim bu gecenin. Ustiime ¢6kmiis bulutlarim var
ciinkii.Yildizlara dokunamayali epey vakit oldu. Ay ile bakismadan ve
sevismeden ge¢iyor zamanim. Anladim ki yurdundan ayri olmak, gece ile
giindiizden de kopariyor insanu. ikisinin arasinda gri bulutlarin ¢6ktiigii bir
zaman boslugu yasaniyor. Uzayan bir kaos araligi...

Seb-i Yelda bu gece. Dokunamadim onun 1sildayan eteklerine ve o,
geciyor yanimdan sessizce...

the time is 02:24
Sheb-i Yelda

Tonight is Sheb-i Yelda. It is how we name the longest night in our land.
A naive but deep definition of winter solstice passed on from Persia to
Mesopotamia and Anatolia. Its denotation is sombre, seditious, it cherishes
hope, it is insightful, it is a door opening to light, it is love, knowledge, and
it possesses a myriad of words and emotions, Sheb-i Yelda...

I stand with the sombreness of tonight. There are clouds flopped
down around me. It has been a while since I touched the stars. Time
passes without making love with the moon, without even glancing at it.
[ understand now, being away from one’s homeland separates us from
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day and night. Between the two there remains only an emptiness of grey
clouds. A stretched gap of chaos...

Tonight is Sheb-i Yelda. I couldn’t touch her twinkling skirts, and she
is passing by silently...

saat 00.20 (Turkish)
Yeni Y1l Kutlamasi

Birkac giinliigiine Berlin'deyim. Yeni yil kutlamasini gérmek i¢in kuzenim
tarafindan davet edildim ve Berlin Kapisina gotiiriildiim. Kutlamalarda
biraz gézlem yapip belki farkli bir seylerle karsilasmay1 umarak heyecanla
geldim buraya. Ozellikle de bir bayram havasina déniisen bu kutlamanin
nasil bir psikoloji ve duyguyla karsilandigini yerinde gérme sansim olacak
diye sevindim. Bir de yasadigim kamp hayatinin sikiciligindan birkag
giinliigline kurtulup biraz da olsa nefes alabilmek iyi gelir diye diisiindiim.

-Insanin kendini, sadece i¢ diinyasina kapatmamasi gerektigine
inanirim. Siirekli degisimi esas almali ve etraftaki farklilik ve renklilikleri
anlamaya ¢alismalidir. Diinyaya sadece kendi gozlerinden bakmayi tercih
etmek, bir kuyunun dibinden goékytiziine bakmak gibidir clinkii-

Biitiin sehirde (anayollar,biiyiik kavsaklar, ara ve arka sokaklar,
koyler, tren istasyonlari ve tiim duraklar) havai fisekler patlatiliyordu.
Ozellikle genclerin neredeyse hepsinde bu fisekleri firlatan diizenekler
vardi ve rastgele ateslliyorlardi. Cocuklarin ve yer yer yaslilarin da buna
eslik ettigini gordiim. Kendinden gegmiscesine patlatilan bu fisek ve
torpillerin yarattig: biiyiik bir giiriiltii ve goriintii kirliligi s6zkonusuydu.
Biitiin sehir duman altinda kalmis durumdaydi.Bu goriintii ve ses kirliligi
arasindan Berlin kapisina yiiriimek, heyecanimi ve merakimi olumsuz
etkiledi. Cok basit ve diizeysiz goriindii ¢iinkii bana ve bu halin sebebini
anlamaya calistim gece boyu.

Kutlama bahane bana gore. Insanlar, sistem ve tiiketim kiiltiiriin
mengenesi altinda adeta presleniyorlar. Avrupa toplumu, egitim yoluyla
sisteme eklemlendi. Ozgiirliik ve 6zgiir birey olma kiiltiirii gérdiigiim
kadariyla bir kandirmacadan ibaret. Ciinkii elestirel diisiince, liberalizmin
sinirlarina sikistirildi ve bu sinirlar disindaki tiim elestiri ve karsi duruslar
radikal ve tehlikeli goriildii. Devletlerin boyle géormesi, dogasi geregi gayet
normal. Ama aci1 olan toplum da buna inandirilan bir egitimle yetistirildi.
Tiiketim kiiltiirtiniin insana sunabilecekleri ¢cok sinirlidir. Ciinkii insan,
duygu ve hayal diinyasiyla bir deniz gibidir. Maneviyatsiz yapamaz.
Avrupa toplumunun -genellemem,bu gercegi goriip alternatif bir yasam ve
anlayista israr eden avrupalilar1 kapsamiyor ki onlardan ¢ok dost edindim.
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yaptigim genel bir tahlildir sadece - anlam diinyasindan soyutlanan ve
maddi diinyaya sikistirilan yasamlari, zamanla bir daralma yaratmakta.
Bence insanlar mutsuzlar ama mutsuzluklarinin sebebinin de tam olarak
farkinda degiller. Bu hal, onlar1 bir bosluga itse de maalesef elestirel

ve felsefik bir arayisa sevk etmiyor. Intihar olaylarinin giderek artmast,
yaslanmaya baslayan niifusun moralisizligi, yabancilara kars1 giderek artan
tahammiilsiizliik aslinda avrupa toplumunun kendi icindeki buhranin disa
vurumudur. Mevcut hali degistirme giiclinden yoksun birakilmis insan,
Ozglir bir birey olabilir mi?..

Bu cerceveden bakinca, soklaklara dokiilmiis yiizbinlerce insanin
delirircesine icmesi ve havai fisekleri firlatmasini anlayabiliyorum sanirim.
Insanlar, iclerindeki sikisan duyguyu, tepkiyi bu giin vesilesiyle disa
atiyorlar. Ve sanirim devletler icin de bundan daha iyi yontem olamaz.
Daralan ve moralsizlesen toplum, havai fisek patlatarak rahatliyor! Bu
ylizden devlet, hicbir engel koymadan isteyen herkese, istedigi yerde havai
fisek patlatma 6zgiirligii taniyor. Ne biiytik bir 6zgiirliik ama!

Berlin kapisina varinca orada gordiiklerim de cok farkl degildi.
Onbinler ya da yiizbinlerce insan biraraya toplanmus, i¢ip bagiriyorlardi.
Kurulan sahne ve miizik sadece bu gecenin aksesuari gibiydi. Saatler 24'ti
calinca yine patlayan havai fisekler ve insanlarin bagirip cagirmalari,
gorebileceklerimin smirini da ciziyordu. Icimdeki ses “6tesi yok
bunun,bosuna bekleme” dedi ve ayrildim oradan.

Yeni yil kutlamasi...Eskiyen ve eksilten bir yil sonrasi, sadece
toplumun gazini almaya yarayan bir etkinlik bence. Bir de donen tiiketim
carkinin dislileri i¢cin bu etkinliklere ihtiyac var anlasilan. Ne yalan
soyleyeyim ¢ok sikildim bu etkinlikten.Yine de toplumu ve kiiltiirii
anlamam acisindan iyi bir gézlem sansi buldugum icin mutluyum bu
geziden.
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the time is 00:20
New Year Celebrations

I'was in Berlin for a couple of days. My cousin invited me to share in the
New Year’s celebrations and took me to the Berlin Gate. I arrived excited
to observe and encounter something different. [ was happy to finally see
with which psychology and emotions this celebratory event was welcomed.
I thought it would do me good to take some time off from the camp and to
just breathe a little.

I believe one shouldn’t hide inside oneself. One must be predicated
on constant change and on trying to understand the differences and
colours around one. To choose to gaze at the world with only one pair of
eyes is like watching the sky from the depths of a well.

Across the whole city (on highways and large intersections, in back
alleys and villages, at train stations and all the stops) fireworks were going
off. Almost all young people had mechanisms to light fireworks and they
were setting them off quite randomly. Even kids and the elderly were
participating. There was an enormous amount of noise and visual pollution
created by these firecrackers and fireworks. The whole city was under a
cloud of smoke. It was this image and the sound pollution that adversely
affected my enthusiasm and curiosity. It seemed banal and simpleminded
and so I tried to find meaning behind all this all night.

It seems the celebration was just an excuse. People are systematically
suppressed under the culture of consumerism. European society attaches
itself to this system through education. Freedom and individualism appear
to be smoke and mirrors. For the people of Europe are the ones most
dependent on the state and the status quo. Critical thinking is trapped in
the borders of liberalism and anything beyond these borders is deemed
radical and dangerous. It is expected that states should insist on such a
view. What is painful is how this understanding of society is turned into
belief through education. The culture of consumerism cannot offer us
much. For with their emotional and imaginary worlds, people are like a sea.
We cannot do without spirituality.

When looking from this perspective, I think [ understand the
hundreds and thousands of people taking to the streets and drinking like
mad, setting off fireworks. People are letting out pent up feelings by using
the occasion as a vessel. And it seems there can’t be a better way for states.
A tightened and dispirited society eases itself with fireworks! Hence the
state allows this freedom to everyone without any restrictions. What a
great freedom!

What I saw at the Berlin Gate wasn'’t so different. Tens, or even
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hundreds of thousands of people gathered, drinking and shouting. The
stage that was built and the music that was being performed seemed

like an accessory of the night. When the time hit midnight people were
shouting at each other, and the fireworks limited what I was able to see.
An inner voice said, “There is nothing more than this, don’t wait around in
vain”, and so I left.

New Year’s celebrations. At the end of a worn-out year that had worn
on us as well, it was an event organised to deflate society’s expectations.
Besides, it seems necessary for the consumerist machinery to continue
working. I must say I was completely bored by this event. Yet [ was content
that it had provided a good opportunity to observe this society and its
culture.

Saet 15.38 (Kurdish)
Entegrasyona Huneri

Ey siyasetmedarno, burokratno, ey makineyén xwe wek endezyaré civaké
dihesibinin. Li gor min, ji me zédetir ixtiyaca we bi entegrasyoné heye.
Hewceye ku hiin tekildariyé bialimin. Destpéké bi xwe bi xwe re G pistre ji
bi jiyané re. Dizanim ku wé hinek zehmet be ji bo we. Ji ber ku hiin, yek bi
yek ji bo jiyaneki di nav gefeseki camekan de hatin elimandin. We behna
axé jibirkir t we xwe bi qir stst. We ji nav camekanén xemilandi de kulilk G
rojé temase Kir. Li ser rayé we de mimikén bidem 0 berika we de -bi rengén
ctida hatibin nivisandin ji- gotinén disibin hevdi hene. Pir zehmet be ji ji
bo we, netirsin. Ez formila careseriyé dizanim, rihet bin. Beré her tisté
lazime hiin gebil bikin ku bé maqam 0 stat(i hiin tu giiyék ninin. U pistre
xwe ji huneré re bihélin. Hemt Evqas e! Huner, ji bo kesén ku xwe get tune
dihesibine re enerjiyeki muhtesem e. Ji ber ku huner, van kesana ji nii ve
diafirin e. Ji bo v€ ji huner, wé ji derveyé jiyané we bigre G bine tam navend
U kiirahiya jiyané.
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the time is 15:38
Artistic Integration

Oh! Politicians, bureaucrats and the machines that see themselves as
social engineers. I think you need more integration than us. All of you need
to learn to touch, first one another and then life. I know you will struggle.
Since all of you are trained to live in a glass cage. Having forgotten how
earth smells, you bathe in tar. Gazing at blossoms and the sky from fancy
vitrines. You walk around with time-adjusted gestures on your face and
with the same word written in different colours in all your pockets. Even if
it is incredibly difficult, don’t worry. I know the solution, feel at ease. First,
you have to admit that you're worth shit outside your positions. And after
you need to leave yourself to art... That’s it! Art is a glorious energy that
recreates those who consumed themselves into nothingness. It will take
you from the periphery of life and move you right into the depths of it...

Saat 21.20 (Turkish)

Bugiin kampimizdaki cocuklar1 oyun oynarlarken seyrettim yine. Nerede
olursa olsun, bir cocuga goziim ilisince viicudumdaki enerji farklilasiyor.
Pozitiflesiyor o an i¢in hersey ve yliziimde bir tebessiim beliriyor. Clinkii
onlar, biitiin karmasa ve cirkinlikler i¢inde bile goriinebilecek bir
glizellige sahipler. Ve bence cocuklar yeryiiziine degil, gokyiiziine aitler.
Ne zamanki biiyiiyorlar, clisseleri agirlasiyor, iste o zaman yeryiiziine
inmeye bagliyorlar maalesef. Onlara bakinca, heran yiikselecek gibi kanat
cirpan rengarenk kuslar goriiyorum. icimden “keske hic biiyiimeseler

ve agirlasmazsa bu narin beden ve ruhlar” diyorum. Keske hic
biiylimeseler ve diismanlik, nefret, ihanet, yoksulluk, kiskanclik, savas,
sinirlar, miiltecilik, adalatesizlik gibi kavramlari hi¢ bilmeseler. Keske
gokyliiziinden hi¢ inmeseler...

Eger dogaiistii bir giiciim olsaydi biitiin cocuklarin ve annelerinin
yasini dondururdum. Ve sorardim kadinlara asik oldugunuz insanlar var
mi diye. Eger gercekten ask yasayan kadinlar var ise onlarin segecegi
insanlar1 da 6liimstiz kilardim. Kendim de dahil diger arta kalan insanlar,
yaslandik¢a gogecektik bu diinyadan. Boyleyece Yeryiizii, gercekten de
askin ylizli olurdu.. Anladim ki agk, yetiskin karsi cinsler ya da hemcinsler
arasi olusmuyor sadece -ki bu yok denecek kadar az yasaniyor artik- Asil
ask, cocuklarin tebessiimiinde ve annelerin kalbinde.
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the time is 21:20

Today [ watched the children playing at our camp again. No matter where I
am, as soon as I catch sight of a child my energy changes. In that moment
everything turns positive and a smile appears. Because they possess a
beauty visible even in chaos and ugliness. And I think children belong to
the sky and not the solid earth. As they grow their body brings them down
to the surface of the earth. When I look at them I see colourful birds about
to clap their wings and take off. I say to myself, “I wish they would never
grow up and become heavier, these delicate boxes and souls.” [ wish they
would never grow up, so they would never know what hostility, hatred,
betrayal, poverty, jealousy, war, being a refugee or injustice is, or what
borders are. I wish they would never descend to Earth...

If I had a supernatural power I would freeze the age of all children
and their mothers. And I would ask the women if they are in love. If there
are any in real love, I would make their beloved immortal. The rest would
age and depart this life, including me. The earth would be the face of love.
I realized that love —which is rare these days — does not only occur between
adults of the same or different genders. The real love is in the smiles of
children and in the hearts of mothers.

Saat 14.37 (Turkish)

Yiirtiyorum sokaklarini bu sehrin. Bir bahar giinii ve 6glen sonrasi.
Bastigim taslarin soguklugunu duyumsuyorum. Ogleden sonrasi degil
de sanki bir kis ayazi. Ellerimin cebimde olmasi dylesine degil yani,
tisliyorum, iisliyorum ve titremedigim i¢in bunu bir ben hissediyor ve
goriiyorum. Sonra arkakik siitunlara, kilise ve saray duvarlarina ¢arpiyor
gozlerim. Gozlerim...tirmanip tirmanip asagi atryorlar kendilerini.
Diistiiklerinde ise pargalara ayrilmiyor ve tekrar tekrar ve 1slak 1slak
yeniden dogrulup tirmanmaya devam ediyorlar. Ve sonra lalelerine
dokunuyorum kentin. Cicekler, gonliimiizii ¢celen giizelliklerdir ne de olsa.
Ama onlarin da iclerinden arilar ¢ikip sokuyorlar parmaklarimi. Sisen

ve kanayan ise parmaklarim degil kalbim oluyor. Ah Kavafis! yurtsuzluk
iklimindeyim. Ve ¢cok uzun ve ¢ok soguk bir mevsimdeyim....
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the time is 14:37

I am walking the streets of this city. A spring afternoon. I sense the coldness
of the stones [ am stepping on, as if it is not an afternoon but a winter frost.
My hands in my pockets are not placed at random. I am cold. I am cold,

and because [ am not shaking no one else is able to sense my cold but me.
Archaic columns, church and palace walls catch my eyes. They climb and
climb and throw themselves off. Once they hit the floor they remain intact
and again and again, wet, they straighten and climb back up. And then I
touch the tulips of the city. Flowers are beauties that captivate our hearts.
But the bees inside are hostile and they sting my fingertips. What swells
and bleeds is not my finger but my heart. Oh! Kavafis! [ am in a climate of
rootlessness. And I am dwelling in a very long and very cold season.

Saet 02.01 (Kurdish)
Cihana di xeyalé min de

Difikirim ku ez ne aidé vé ¢axé me. Ez vé ji ber ku ez pir biaqil an ji xwediyé
maharet im nabé&jim. Berevaji tu marifeteki min tune ye Gt her wiha ez
miroveki besit/sade me. Heyfa min li min té ( her daim hewl didim ku
zédetir sade bibim. Ji ber ku li ser min kod G adetén hezar salan hene. Li
gor min besiti an ji sadeti, li vé ¢caxé de nirxén estetiké ne ku hatine wenda
kirin. Mirovahi, kaosa estetiké diji ku ev kaos li ser pirole/fisal ava blye. Ev
halén ku pirole/fisal bi min dide hiskirin ku ez ne aidé vé caxé me. Her tist
bi min stni G bé samimiyet dixtyé. Bi rasti ez xwekustiné ji fikirim. Mirin,
ne tisteki mezine ji bo min Ié€ min terciha mayina jiyané kir. Ji ber ku mirin
réyeki dawiya wé ne zelal e (1 ezé ji xwe rojeki bicim. Lé di nav jivané de
gelek tist hene ku nayén zanin G ez dixwazim a wan tistan kesf bikim. Elbet
ku vé terciha min li gor terciha miriné zéde cesaret nedixwest. Lé mirin,
bersiveki ji xwe emé hinblyin G réwitiyeki xwezayi ye.

Du dem hene ku her tim xwe téde xeyal dikim G dixwazim bijim. Ya
yekem, xwe xeyal dikim ku di navbera sedsalé 9-12’de dijim. Ji ber ku min
pir dixwest bi Omer Xeyyam, Baba Tahiré Uryan, Mevlana, Sadi, Firdevsi
U Yunus re heta ku bi Hesen Sabah re bijim 1 li van nasbikim. Lé dizanim
ku ev édi dema bihtri de ma 0 her wiha eger ku ez li ser wextén bihtiri de
biminim wé ezé ji vé wexté qut bibim 0 nikaribim biafirinim. Ji bo vé yeké ji
bi nigén soresgeri hertim li péserojé dinérim. Wé ev pergal bihilwese G wé
jiyaneki bi sekleki nti ava bibe, her tim meyla min li ser baweriyé ye. Carnan
ev jiyana nQ ya péserojé parce parge dikeve xewnén min. Ew jiyana ku wé ezé
sahid nebim 1€ baweriya min heye ku wé bé jiyankirin bi vi siklé xtya dike:

149 Murad’s Diary



Her tim xeyala cihaneki, hemi teknoloji hilwesandi dikim. Tu tisté
ku elektronik wé nexebite. Hemi seyare, tiran G compittr wé birize. Hem
tistén ku beré hatibin bikaranin wek seyare, teleflin, tv i compitir, wé di
calén ku derveyé qadén jiyané de hatine kolandin de bén dewsandin. Li ser
hin amtran de wé kevz derkevin i riyén wan bén girtin. Derheqén caxa
teknolojik de wé hin kevnargeh/mize hebin Gt ew amirén ku di vé ¢caxé de
hatiye bikaranin wek amtrén ibret ji jenerasyonén nti re bén rawandin G
izah kirin.

WE mirov, beré xwe bide ax (1 xwezayé 0 dest bi hilberiné bike. Ew
avahiyén ku li ser hev hatine ¢ékirin wé bé valakirin. Ji ber ku pergala
jiyana kevn ( dema xirav ku em té de dijin) wé biguhere G wé hewcedari ya
bikarananina van avahiyén kevn ji nebe.

Di her qadén jiyané de wé jin bibin péseng G xwediyé biryaran. Em
mér jiwé li gor planén jinan di nav karan de cih bigirin.

Pere wé neyé bikaranin. Her wiha wé tu qiymeta zér an ji mucewheran
tune be. Tené jin, eger ku bixwazin dikarin wek tistén xemilandiné
bikarbinin.

Bikaranina petrol, xaz 0t komir wé bé lanetkirin. Ew kesén ku vana
bikarbiné ji sticén zirardayina cithan G civaké bén darizandin. Ji roj, av Qi
ba, (ji bo ronahi, pompeyén avdayina zeviyan, as) wé enerji bé peydekirin.
Karanina ducerxe, fayton 0 ji bo ¢linhatiné hin wesayitén bi enerjiya rojé
bixebite wé bi pés ve bé birin.

Ax, li gor hejmarén kesan 1 ixtiyacén salane wé bi malbata re bé
parvekirin. W& hem hilbirin, li ser koperatif G yekitiyén heréman ¢ébibe G
ji bo hevsengiya ixtiyacan wé rébaza alegori/teqes bé bikaranin.

WE tv tune be. Lé salonén sinema wé hebin. Kesén ku bixwaze bi
sinema 0 bi kisandina fotografa eleqeder bibe, wé bén perwerdekirin G
pisté perwerdeyé kamera Gt makina fotografan wek xelat bén dayin. Wesfén
kamera G makinén fotografa wé bisibe hevdi. Hewcedari bi compittran
tune be 1 teknolojiya dijital ji wé nehewine.

Hejmara xwendina pirttk 0 léxistina enstirmanén miziké, hejmara
nivisandina helbestan, wéne, sano, reqs 0 her marifetén huneré wé bibe
sedema itibaré. Ji bili vana, ew tistén ku ji bo statliyén civaki tén bikaranin
wek megam, serwet, nisane an ji diploma wé neyé qabul kirin G her wiha ew
perwerdeya canda statliyén civaki xwedi dike ji wé bé rakirin.

Zagonén abori G cezayan wé bi desté jinén pir ve bé nivisandin.
Iskence, kustin, sirglin @i girtin di nav cezayan de wé tune be. Ji civaké
avétin U tené histin wé bibe ceza heri mezin.

Ji bo her kesé i civaké wé mafé parastina rewa hebe. Eger ku li ser
jiyan G rimeté ériseki ¢cébibe, wé mafé bikaranina daré zoré hebe.

Mijarén baweri U teoriyén oli, wé wek mijarén entelektiieli bén ditin
0 niqas kirin. Lé tu ol an ji bawerd, ji aliyé réwebir, kal @i piran an ji zagonan
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ve wé neyé€ ziman 0 pésniyarkirin. Ol i baweri, wé nebin mijarén civaki G
wek tercihén ferdi bén ditin. Ké bixwaze wé bikaribe li gor baweriya xwe
jiyan bike 1€ tu kes, li ser keseki din nikare ol Gt baweriya xwe péwist bike an
jili ser oldarén ctida éris bike.

Evin, wek pirozi ya heri mezin bé ditin. Ji bo kesén ku evindarin, wé
hin derfet G war bé ¢ékirin ku ew bikaribin evina xwe bi reheti jiyan bikin.
Elbet ku jin G mér wé di yek asté de bén ditin Gt her wiha wé tu cins aidé
cinseki din nebe. Eger ku evin hebe wé aidiyet, ji xwe bi gelbi bé jiyankirin.
Ecizkirin an ji sikandina evindaran wé wek sucén mezin bé ditin  wé bibe
sedema ji civaké avétiné.

Ev ¢axa ku em té de dijin, her ¢igas mirovahiyé ji manewiyat G
xwezayé dir xistibe ji, elbet ku tecriibeya ji hezar salan hati ji heye. Fikra
min ewe ku hilwesandina pergalé, wé di insanan de roniblineki ji ava bike G
beré wan bide destpékeki nii ya ji bo vejina mirovahiyé. Ji bo vé ji ew jiyana
ku di xeyala min de ye, ez bawerim ji bo mirovahiyé ji xeyalé néztir e twé b
é jiyankirin.

the time is 02:01
The World in My Dream

I think I don’t belong to this age. Not because I think I'm overly intelligent
or have outstanding talents. Rather, because I have nothing that stands
out. 'm a simple man. [ regret not being even simpler and I try to become
so, because I carry the codes and traditions of thousands of years with
me. I think simplicity and plainness are aesthetic values long-lost in

our time. Humanity is living in an aesthetic chaos based on excess. This
excess makes me feel like  don’t belong to my time. Everything seems
artificial and insincere. [ even contemplated suicide. Yet in not wanting

to exaggerate death, I began to find it more interesting to discover the
unknowns of this world rather than departing to the biggest unknown
there is. Surely this is the choice that demands less courage out of the
two. And death is going to be an inevitable journey that will be answered
anyway. For this reason, there have been two eras where I desired to live
and imagine myself in.

The first one is where I imagine myself living between the 9th and
12th centuries. Because I would love to meet Omar Khayyam, Baba Taher
Oryan Hamadani, Rumi and Sadi, Firdowsi and Yunus Emre, and even
Hassan-i Sabbah and to live with them. But I simply know that all this
is left behind and to stick with these thoughts would mean idleness and
detachment from the future, and I look at the future with an incurable

151 Murad’s Diary



revolutionary urge. I like the thought that the system we are living in will
collapse and a new form of life will be born anew. Sometimes this new life
enters my dreams in pieces.

The life I wish for, the life I may not witness yet but know will be
lived, comes to be like this:

I imagine a world where all technologies have collapsed. No
electronics will work. Cars, trains, computers, all will rot. In large pits
outside settlements used cars, cell phones, computers and other wares
will be buried. Some cars will be covered in moss. Everywhere there will
be museums full of relics of the technological era, where these exemplary
tools, formerly in use, will be exhibited for future generations.

People will gravitate towards the earth and nature and begin
to produce. Stacks of tall buildings will be abandoned as the old life
(the corrupt era we are currently living in) and its order will be altered
completely.

Women will take the lead in every aspect of life and make decisions.
Us men will position ourselves according to their plans.

Money will no longer be in use. Gold or jewelry will not have any
material value. Only women, if they wish to, will use them as ornaments.

The use of oil, gas and coal will be damned. The ones who continue to
use them will stand trial for crimes against the world and the public. The
energy needed for our daily life (for lighting and for water pumps and mills
for agriculture etc.) will be harvested from the sun, water and wind. There
will be developments in bicycle use, horse carriages and solar-powered
transportation devices.

The land will be divided amongst people parallel to their needs and
population numbers. Production will take place through cooperatives and
local associations, resulting in exchanges aimed at maintaining the balance
of needs.

There will be no TVs, only cinemas. Cameras will be distributed
for free along with relevant education for those who want to occupy
themselves with photography and film. The quality of the cameras will be
around the same ratio as the current day and will not contain any digital
technology.

The number of books people will read, the instruments they will play,
the poems they will write, the talents they have in the fields of painting,
theatre, dance and all the beaches of the arts will be their justification for
gratification. Outside of these, there will be no awards, fortunes, medals,
diplomas and no other validations for social status or education systems
such that feed this current culture.

Only elderly women will form the economy and penal codes. There
will be no torture, killings, exiles, segregation and imprisonment. The
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highest punishment will be exclusion from the community and isolation.

Each individual and community will have the right to self-defence
and will have the right to use violence against attacks targeting their life
and dignity.

Religious theories and matters of faith will be open for discussion
as intellectual subjects. But there will be no faith and religion to be
governed by administrations, the elderly or the law. Faith and religion will
be pursued not as a communal matter but as an individual one and no one
will force upon each other a religion or faith, nor attack one different than
their own.

Love will be seen as the most sacred thing. The ones who practice
it will be given space and possibilities. Women and men will be equals
and no gender will have ownership over the other. If there is love then
its belongingness will be lived at heart. Hurting lovers will be one of the
biggest crimes and will result in excommunication from the community.

The age we live in, even though it detaches us from spirituality
and nature, also contains the culmination of knowledge gathered over
thousands of years. In this context, any system that collapses will also
bring the beginnings of a period of enlightenment and the resurrection of
humanity. This is why I believe that the life I dream of is closer to a reality
than to a dream.

Saet 00.12 (Kurdish)

Em derbasé qampeki ni ban. Ji gampa beré -ku girtigeh bt da ku hestén
giran bi min dida jiyankirin- em derbasé qampeki prefabrik bin. Ev der
avahiyeki du qat e G gelek odeyén wi hene, her wiha di nav avahiy€ de cihén
ku em bihevre bi karbinin hene. Elbet ku ez kéfxwes biim ji bo barkirina
wé qampé. Ew cihé beré, rojén giran G rojén zindané dianin bira min G dibt
sedema zédebliyina kabosan. Ev waré ku anha em téde ne di vi aliyé de bas
e. Hercigas menzeleki pir bigtik da ku nikarim té de tevbigerim hebe ji her
wiha cihé desavé 1 serstisting ji aliyén heft kesan ve bé parvekirin ji jé razi
me. Dikarim béjim ku ev der hinek bas bt ji bo min.

Di lagata wéje 1 siyaseta me de terifkirineki wek “ehveni ser” heye.
Yané té wate ya “ basi ya ji nebasan” Ger ku tu nikaribi basiyé bibini, ewcax
hewceye ku ji nav nebasan de li ser alternatifa heri bas de 1éhtr bi/l1é kom
bi. U heya ku yén nii 0 yén bas ava biki hewceye ku pé guliyén ehveni ser
bigri. Ez bawerim di jiyana xwe yé anha de bi guliyén ehveni ser digrim.
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the time is 00:12

We moved to a new camp. From the old prison that felt excruciating, to
a compound with two-story prefabricated houses with many rooms and
common living areas. [ was happy to get rid of the old place. It reminded me
of a past of imprisonment and was giving me nightmares as a result. From
this aspect, the new place is kind of an improvement. My tiny room, which is
impossible to move inside, and the toilet and shower that I share with seven
other people might be considered a problem, but still, this place feels better.
In literature and politics there is a saying, ‘€hven-i ser’. It means the
‘the lesser of two evils’. In case you can’t find what is good, you should
focus on the better choice between the bad. And until you construct the
good out of the new, you should hold on to the lesser of two evils. I guess
that’s what I am doing at the moment.

Saat 00.44 (Turkish)

Kampimizda escinseller ve translarin birarada oldugu konteynir ev ya da
boliimler var. Daha 6nce kaldigim farkli kamplardan da gézlemledigim
kadariyla bu insanlar i¢in kamplarda kalmak ¢ok daha zor. Ciinkii cinsel
yonelimlerini anlamak istemeyen ve onlar1 dislayan gelenekesel kiiltiir,
ayn1 zamanda kamplardaki insanlarin biiyiik bir kisminin da 6ztimsedigi
ve sahiplendigi bir kiiltiir maalesef. Politik nedenlerden dolay1 gelenlerden
ziyade daha cok savastan kacan ya da sadece ekonomik nedenlerden
dolay1 gelenler icerisinde bu geleneksel yaklasim hakim. Bu yiizden cinsel
yonelimleri farkli olan bu insanlara, yargilayan gozlerlerle bakiyorlar.
Haliyle farkli cinsel egilimleri olan insanlar da kendilerini psikolojik bir
baski altinda hissetmeye devam ediyorlar. Genellikle kimseyle diyalog
kurmuyorlar ya da yiiriirken etrafa pek bakmiyorlar. Bu, kendilerini rahat
hissetmediklerinin ve ice kapandiklarinin gostergesi.

Bence bu insanlarin birarada kalacagi, kendilerini baski altinda
hissetmeyecekleri 6zerk kamplar ya da yasam alanlar1 olustulmali.Go¢
etmis tiim insanlarla ayn1 kampta kalmak zorunda olmalar1 hig iyi bir
uygulama degil. Bazen onlardan biriyle karsilastigimda gozlerine bakip
giilimsiiyor ve selam veriyorum. Kendilerini rahat hissetsinler ve onlara
sayg1 gosterenlerin de varoldugunu ve az olmadigini bilsinler diye.

Kaldigim tiim kamplarda karsilastigim bu insanlardan bazilariyla
mutlaka sohpet ettim. Giizel paylasimlarimiz oldu bazilariyla. Cinsel
yonelimleri umrumda degil, hayata farkli bakabilen bu insanlar1 seviyor
ve saygl duyuyorum. Bana iyi geldiler ve bu diinyaya da iyi geleceklerine
inaniyorum.
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the time is 00:44

In our camp there are separate container houses or sections
accommodating gay and transgender people. As I observed in other
camps, staying in these places is harder for them. Because the traditional
culture that excludes them is often the culture of the majority of people
in the camps. It is not necessarily political refugees, but refugees who are
fleeing war and economic crises that generally have more conservative
attitudes. Therefore, people with these views often don’t accept those
with a different sexual orientation as they see it as putting them under
psychological pressure. [ noticed this through our conversations and my
own observations. Usually, the gay or transgender refugees don’t converse
with anyone or they don’t look around when walking. These are indicators
that they don’t feel comfortable and that they are turning inward.

I think there should be autonomous camps opened for them where
they can stay together without feeling pressure. Forcing them to stay with
all the other migrants is an imposition. When I see some of them, I look
into their eyes and I smile.  want them to feel comfortable and know that
there are people who respect them at the camp and that we are the majority.
And at all the camps I've stayed, I've always had conversations with some
of them. We shared nice things. [ don’t care about their sexual orientations.
I like them for their different outlook toward life and I respect them. They
were good to me and I think they will do good for the world.

Saat 22.54 (Turkish)

Bugiin bir belgesel izledim kampin cafesinde. Dogrusu ¢cok da anlamadim
dilinden dolay1.Tibette ¢ekilmis bir belgeseldi ve bir ¢ocuga odakliyd.
Sanirim kutsal goriiliiyordu bu ¢cocuk ki O’'nu gérenler baslarin1 oksanmasi
icin O’na dogru uzatiyorlardi.O da uzanan baslara eliyle dokunuyordu.
Cok hoslandim bu goriintiilerden ve giin boyu goziimde canlandi izledigim
kareler.Cocukluk,tebessiim,sevgi,sefkat ile kutsanma,afedilme ve arinma
istegi tizerine ¢ok diistindiim.

Bence kutsanmak istiyorsak bir ¢ocuga dokunmaliyiz.Ya da
onun bize dokunmasini beklemeliyiz. Duvarlara, heykellere, taslara
ya da cesitli canlilara dokunarak huzur aramak ve dilemek yerine, saf
enerjinin en belirgin tezahiirii cocuklarda bulabiliriz o huzuru. Onlar,
dokunabilecegimiz maneviyattir, yasayabilecegimiz sevgi ve pesinden
gidebilecegimiz hakikattir.
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the timeis 22:54

Today I watched a documentary in the cafe of the camp. To be honest,

[ didn’t understand much because of the language barrier. It was a
documentary film set in Tibet and the focus was on a child. I think the
child was believed to be holy because the people who saw him were leaning
towards him so he could fondle their heads. He was touching the prostrated
heads with his hands. I enjoyed this scene a lot and had a mental image

of it for the rest of the day. I thought at length on childhood, smiles, love,
compassion and the desire for ordination, absolution and catharsis.

To me, if we hoped to be blessed we should embrace a child. Or wait for
their embrace. Instead of seeking peace in walls, statues, stones or other
living beings, we can find peace in the manifestation of pure energy in
children. They are a spirituality we can touch, a love we can live, and a
truth we can pursue.

Saat 00.48 (Turkish)
Sanatsal {iretimin ifsasi

Genel olarak liretmek, her insana iyi gelir ve nefes aldirir. S6z konusu
sanatsal iiretim olunca da durum boyledir. Sanatsal liretimin, sanatcidaki
karsilig1 6zgiirliige dokunabilmektir.Yine iirettiklerini sergilemek her
insani1 gururlandirir. Peki s6z konusu sanatsal iiretim olunca da aynisini
soyleyebiliri miyiz? Bence s6z konusu sanatsal iiretimin sergilenmesi ve
sanat-sanatci iliskisi olunca durum bunun tam tersine doniisiir. Ciinkii
iirlintinii sergileyen bir sanatg1 icin 6zgiirliik ve 6zerklik kaybolmaya baslar
bana gore.Saflik yitirilir ve siradanlagsma belirir. Ger¢cek mutluluk kaybolur
ve bosalan alanlar1 yavas yavas suni tebessiimler kaplar. Gururlanmak i¢in
iireten bir sanatci ise zaten olamaz. Zira gurur, bir sanatgi icin son derece
basit ve ylizeysel bir duygu olmalidir.

@zgﬁrlﬁk, her insanin 6zilinde var! Evet buna gergekten inaniyorum.
Herkes buna dokunabilseydi keske...Zira yasadigimiz diinya ¢ok farkl
bir halde olurdu.-ben de ¢ok az dokunabilenlerdenim maalesef- Kendi
oziine ya da i¢indeki kuyuya inip 6zsuya dokunabilenler ise sanatcidirlar.
Bu yiizden sanatcilari bedenlerini coskun bir ruh sarmalar. Ozgiirliik
enerjisidir bu. Katiksizdir, kelimelerden, simgelerden ve geleneklerden
azadedir. Biitlin duvarlar1 asabilecek glictedir. Saf halinde ve insanin
en derin kuyusundan gelir. Bu baglamda bir sanatg¢inin iiretimi, biitiin
kaliplarin ve verili olanlarin disina ¢ikilmasini ifade ettigi kadar, ayni
zamanda i¢indeki bu enerjinin disar1 tasirilip evrendeki enerjiyle
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bulusturulmasini da ifade eder. Bu enerji bilesimi ise evrende bir zerre
olmayi ve zerreyken de evrene dokunabilmey1 saglamaktadir. Ozgiirliigiin
sonsuz formudur bu. Insan enerjisinin evrendeki patlamasidir ayni
zamanda..! Sayet evren de bir patlamayla olustuysa insan, onun bir
minyatiirii olmali...Sanatcilara bakinca bunu gorebiliyorum.

Bir sanatcy, liretmek icin sessizlesir. Kalabaliklar icinde de sessizlige
gomiiliir ve zamanla daha da koyu bir ortama ihtiya¢ duyar. Etraftaki
sesler artik giiriiltii gibi duyulmaya ve hersey bir tornadan ¢ikmis gibi
goriinmeye baslar kendisine. Kirkbin y1l 6ncenin verilerini biliyoruz
artik. iclerindeki enerjiyi disariya tasirmak isteyen insanlar, yasadiklar
bolge ve kabilelerden ¢ok uzaga giderek bir magaraya kapaniyorlardi.
Duvarlara ¢gizdikleri resimler, ¢ikardiklari sesler ve yaptiklari hareketlerle
aslinda sanatsal bir iiretimi gerceklestiriyorlardi. Bu gercgeklik hep
varolagelmistir. Yani sanatcilar, dogurmak isteyen canlilar gibi kendilerini
yanlizlastirirlar. Bu yanlizliktir onlar1 6zgiir kilan ve ¢ogaltan, kalabaliklar
icindeki siradanliktan ve esaretten kurtaran. Bu baglamda sanatcilar i¢in
tiretmek, kendi 6zlerini disar1 tasirmak ve evrende 6zgiir birer enerjiye
doniisebilmektir.

Tktidar dedigimiz sey, bircok tarifi barindirdigi gibi bir anlamiyla
da saf olanin tahribidir. Doganin ve kadinin hiikmiiyle baslayan iktidar
tarihi, ayn1 zamananda dogal olanin pargalanip, yerine yapayliklarin ikame
edilme tarihidir de. Siniflar, sosyal statiiler, makamlar, satafat, sansohret,
glizellik, cinsel kaliplar, kiymetli mallar, para ve ayricaliklar ile daha
nicesini sayabiliriz bunlara 6rnek olarak. Bu yapayliklara gore sekillendi
biling, duygu ve tahrip oldu ruh.

Sehvet, nefret, ihtiras, haset, gurur, intikam gibi diisiinceyle
harmanlanan yapay duygular olustugu gibi doyumsuzluk, herseye
sahip olma ya da iistlin olma istegi de hilkmetmeye basladi. Bu durum
sanatcilara da yansidi maalesef. Saf arayis ve yolculugunun sonucu iireten
sanatcilar, olusturulan bu yapay ¢arkin dislilerine takilip safliklarini
yitirdidiler.Yani derdi sadece kendi ici ve evren olan bir sanat¢inin saf
enerjisi kesintiye ugratildi. Kalabaliklarla bulusturuldu, alkislara ve paraya
alistirildi. Ozgiir ruhu, iktidarin yapayliklariyla oksandi ve esirlestirildi.
Uretimler, alkislar ya da lanetlere gore yonlendiriliyorsa bunun adi esaret
degil de nedir ki? Gurur, 6fke, hirs, kiskancglik vb birgok sagma duyguyla
sanatci gembere alindi. Boylece sanat¢inin 6zgiin hali elinden yavas yavas
alinarak ve sadece “belirlenmis” 6zgiinliiklere yonlendirilerek, 6zglirliigii
ve Ozerkligi yok edildi.

Bence bir sanat¢inin iiretimlerini sergilemeye baslamasi, 6zgiirligiinii
de azar azar yitirmesidir. “sanatgilar, liriinlerini hic sergilemezseydiler
biz nasil tiyatrodan, miizikten, resimden, sinemadan yararlanacaktik?

Ve bu kadar bozulmusken hersey, bir de sanatsal iirtinlerin yoksunlugu
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agirlastirmaz miydi hayat1?” Bunun gibi sorular olusuyor elbette. Ama
bence bunlar da birer yanilsama. Clinkii s6ziinii ettigim biitiin tiretim
bigimleri, dogal olanin disinda alistirildiklarimiz aslinda.

Iktidara boyunlari egdirildigi ve 6zii tahrip edildigi icin cogu
sanatcinin, diinya, bu kadar ¢ekilmez hale dontistii. Eger yanlizligini ve
ozglirliigiinii koruyabilseydi sanatgcilar, eminimki diinya da bambaska bir
halde olurdu. Insanlar, bu 6zgiir iradenin pesinden i¢sel yolculuklarina
yonelip 6zlerini agiga ¢ikarmaya daha fazla yonelirlerdi.

Bugiin bize “nefes alacak alan” gibi goriinen sanatsal {iretimler,
soziinii ettigim derinlik icinde sadece siradan yansimalardan ibaret
olurlardi. Evren ile bagini kurmus enerjilerle dolu bir gezegenin, bizzathi
kendisi bir sanatsal platforma doniistirdii

the time is 00:48
The Disclosure of Artistic Production

Production, in general, does good for all people and allows them to
breathe. This is also true of artistic production. Production’s equivalence
in the artist is the ability to touch freedom. Again, to display one’s
production makes a person proud. But can we say the same thing for
artistic production? I think that when it comes to displaying artistic
production and its relation to the artist, the situation reverses. Because
I think that once displayed, freedom and autonomy begin to disappear.
Naivety begins to get lost, and mundaneness begins to appear. Real
happiness gets consumed by synthetic smiles. Those who pride themselves
on what they produce cannot be artists. Because pride, for an artist, should
be a simple, superficial feeling.

Freedom exists in everyone’s essence! Yes, I truly believe that. I
wish everyone could embrace that part... The world we live in would be
an entirely different place in that case. [ am also one of those who can
barely embrace it. The ones who can get to their own core, or to their inner
well, are artists. That’s why an exhilarated spirit graces their bodies. This
energy comes from freedom. It is pure and free from words, symbols and
tradition. It possesses the power to jump over every wall. It comes in the
purest form from the deepest well of a person. In this regard, an artist’s
production, as much as it also means being outside giving form to models
and shapes, means the joining of inner energy in unity with a universal
one. This unification allows one to be a speck in the universe and, once a
speck, to embrace the universe. This is the eternal form of freedom. The
explosion of one’s energy inside the universe! If the universe began with
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an explosion, then one should be a miniature of this... This is what I think
when [ see an artist.

An artist becomes quiet in order to produce. They become quiet in
crowds and in time need a more obscure environment. The surrounding
sounds become noise and everything appears as if woodturnings from
the same lathe. We now have the data from 40,000 years back. People
who wanted their inner energy to overflow were abandoning their tribes
to find isolation in distant caves. With the cave drawings, the sounds they
made and with their movements, they actualised artistic production. This
actualisation has always existed. That is to say, artists, similar to the living
when close to giving birth, isolate themselves. It is this isolation that
makes them free and multiple. It saves them from solitude in crowds and
captivity. In this regard, in order for artists to produce, they must overflow
their essence and become a free-floating energy in the universe.

What we call power, aside from its many other meanings, means
the destruction of what is pure. The history of power, which begins with
a command over nature and women, is also the history of replacing the
natural with the artificial. We could include class, social status, ranks,
attributions, valuable goods, money, privileges as so many examples.
These artificialities shaped consciousness and emotions, and our soul fell
into ruins.

As much as the artificial feelings that were formed became
entangled with thoughts of lust, hatred, jealousy, pride and revenge, the
wish to possess everything or be above everything began to dominate.
This unfortunately affected artists in return. Artists who produced
through their pure search and journey have lost their purity by getting
entangled with the gearwheel of this artificial machinery. Namely, their
pure energy, concerned only with their inner world and the universe, has
been interrupted. They adapted to crowds, and got used to applause and
money. Their free spirit fondled with artificialities of the rulers and they
became enthralled to them. If production is steered in the direction of
only receiving either acclaim or criticism, isn’t its name servitude? The
artist is encircled with pride, anger, greed, jealousy and other nonsensical
emotions. Thus, the artist was gradually stripped of freedom and
autonomy by the erasure of their authentic self, replacing it instead with a
designated ‘authenticity’.

For me, once an artist begins to showcase their production, they
begin to lose their freedom. Some questions occur: If the artist doesn’t
showcase their work, how can we benefit from theatre, music, paintings and
cinema? And since everything else is corrupt, wouldn't the disappearance
of art make life heavier? But I think these questions are themselves
illusions, because all of the modes of production that I mentioned are
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outside the natural order that we have become accustomed to.

Because artists are forced to submit and their essence is mutilated,
the world is an unbearable place now. If they could maintain their solitude
and their freedom, I am sure the world would be in a different state. People
would aim harder to follow their free will towards an inner journey and to
expose it.

Today artistic production that appears to us as ‘breathing space’
remains as ordinary reflections in the depths I have been talking about.

A planet full of energies bound to the universe would itself become an
artistic platform.

Seat 20.19 (Kurdish)
Referandiima serxweb(iné ya li herema Kurdistané

Ez tu cari nijadperest 0l netewperwer nebtim 0 her wiha tisté ku heri nefret
dikim yek ji ajitasyonén li ser van herdu nézikatiyé ava dibin. Heta min
mesafe dani ji bo gotinén pirolekiri yé derheqén serén mafdar de ji. Seré
mafdar, li gor min parastina rewa ya ji bo nasname 0 rimet e. Li gor min
nasname U rimet, du esasén mevhiimé azadiyé€ ne. Yek politik e ya din ji
manewi ye. Ev herd esas, ji bo insén qadén azadiyé pék tine G her wiha
civak ji bi insanén xwediyé van esasan pék té. Li gor min ji bo civakbuyin
an ji bayina gel ne hewce ye ku mirov ji eyni nijadé bin. Ew kesén xwediyé
hismendiya azadiyé ne 1 ji bo wé yeké ji xwediyé canda bihevre jiyankiriné
ne li gor min ew endamén civak 0 gel in. Nijada wé, baweri, reng G zayend
ji aliyé cinsi de meylén wé yén cuda...ci dibe bila bibe. Dirok nisané me

da ku danasina ¢anda civak an ji gel ji ser yek nijadeki nabe G ev danasin
vediguhere xetereyek pir mezin. Her wiha dirok bi és nisané me da ku
dema em xwedi li mafé yek miroveki dernekevin hem gel bi zincirén
ésirtiyé dorpég dibe.

Li gor min em Kurd, wijdanén hemti mirovatiyé ne. Ez vé ji bo pesnén
gelé xwe bidim an ji gele xwe ji gelén din bilintir bibinim nabéjim. Sedema
gotina min ewe ku kesén ku és bikisine, gedrén kéfxwesiyé ji ¢étir dizane.
Ew kesén di bin muamela bi nefret de diminin i wek “é din” tén ditin,
giymeta bihevrebuyina bi hezkiriné bas dizanin. Ew kesén ku bi skence
rimeta wan hatiye sikandin, dizanin bi sefqet néz€ mirovan bibin G her
wiha parastina hurmeté ji bo wan dibe wek tarzeki jiyané. Ew kesén ku ji
axa xwe tén sirglinkirin, zimané civikan hin dibin. Ew kesén ku zimané
wan té€ qedexekirin meylé axaftina bi cavan dikin. Em Kurd bi sedsalane
merlizén tevahiyén van tistan man 0 diminin. Hema hema tu rébaz G
amurén zilmé nema ku li ser me bé ceribandin. Ji bo wé ji em hatin tGjkirin,
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geliyan G hin ban. Ger ku li ¢cavé me were nérin, wé xemginiya sedsalan

bé ditin. U dilé me bi xezebé béhtir bi sewqet tije ye. Di nav me de ji hin
tip hene ku qir G borina ji bo ser dikin. Tékiliya ev kesana hem ji diroké

0 hem ijiji evrojé qut buye. Her wiha wan tu és nekisandiye G ev kesén ku
wek parazitin, dixwazin ku ew €sén hati jiyankirin ji xwe re bikin sermaye.
Li gor min sembol G kurtasiya me ya Kurdan a heri mezin Jinén Kurd in.
Ew jinén ku li hemberé ewqas és, bi rikeniyén xwe yén rengaheng riprast
disekinin, wérek in 0 bi wijdan in. Dema ez li jinén Kurd dinérim, hezkirina
min ji bo gelé Kurd zédetir dibe. Jinén Kurd da ku wek forma estetizebtina
wérek G wijdan in, dema ku ez li wan dinérim, diparézim cosa xwe ya di
derheqé wateya jiyané de. Ew, hewandina riimet t nasnameya me ne 0 her
wiha ew, temsil G hilgirtén hismendiyé azadiya me ne.

Tu zirareki me Kurda ji kesi re tune ye. Ne bi Ereban, ne bi Farsan
U ne ji bi Tirkan re derdeki me nine. Em bi hezar salane bi van gelan re
bihevre jiyan dikin. Bi taybeti tékiliyén me bi gelén Farsi re ev sé hezar
sale heye (i me bihevre dewlet ji avakiri ye. Ev hezar sale em bi Tirkan
re jiyan dikin. Her wiha bi hezar salane em 1 gelén Ereb ciranén hevda
ne. Lé dewletén van gelan hertim xwestin ku me tune bihesibinin. Disa
jl nevbera me G van gelan de tu pirsgrék ¢énebt G jiyana me ya bi wan re
berdewam kir. Li gor min gel G dewlet ji hevdii cida bén desgirtin. Dewlet,
mekanizmén zor G desthilatiyé ne. Dema wext were G hewce bibine ji bo
vé mekanizmé qirkirina gelé xwe ji dide bercav G tu fikare nabine. Canda
gel ya ktr 0 bi ¢cesid di dewleta de tune ye. Ji sedema tebieté dewleté ev
ne mimkan e. Ji ber ku dewlet li ser yek ¢candeki tén birévebirin. Yané ev
mekanizma ji derveyé civaké bes yek candeki xwe heye. Gewr e, esk e, bi
ajitasyon U seranser e G her wiha menfaetperest e. Xwe piroz dibine an ji
piroziyén civaki ji xwe re dike mertal. Hasili kelam pis e, gemar e.

Ji aliyé heml dewletan ve em di welaté xwe de rasté pékutiyan hatin.
Hin dewlet ku em li bin ala wan de dijiyan G hin dewlet ji pistre hatin kém
man 0 ¢lin. Me ling kirin @t xwestin ku me xilasi bikin. Li hemberé her tisté
me bi canda xwe girt G cehdkir ku em her hebin. Em dikarin béjin ku di vé
mijaréde em serkefti derketin. Qey ji bo gel tistek hesan e ku heblina xwe
biparéze G serbikeve? Em wek teyré tawis bilin li nav ejderhayan de. Plrtén
me hatin birastin 0 em pir hatin hincirin. Her wiha hin kesén ji me li bin
piyan de man, 1€ disa ji me heblina xwe parast i em zéde bln.

U ev roj li heréma Kurdistané referandiima serxwebiiné heye. Teyrén
Tawis ku bi pir¢én rengin, beré xwe dane rojé G baz didin. Ev roj nikarim
li cthé xwe de biminim ji sedema hécana xwe. Her ¢iqas hinek ctidahi hebe
ji di navbera nérinén me yén politik de ji, anha tu qiymeta ctidahiyé tune ji
bo min. Ew kesén ku vé rojé referandiimé ¢édikin perceyek ji gelé min in.
Her wiha vina xwe derxistine holé t wé azadiya xwe bigérin. Azadi li wan
té 0 ew azadiyé heq dikin. Béguman eger ku ew, li diyé dewleteki xwediyé
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mekanizma esk 1 li ser avabliyina yek nijad de ¢lyiblina miné pistgiri

neda wana, 1€ dizanim ku €di gelé Kurd bixwaze ji nikare bibe dewleteki
nijadperest G zilmkar. Hévi dikim ku révebirén Kurdistané, wé vina gel

a refarandumé de xtya bike bibinin @ bi cesaret xwedi derkevin. U hevi
dikim ku di nav ew demokrasiya ku wé avabikin de hem civakén ctida

cih bigirin G bibe minakeki bas. Lewra baweriya min ew e ku Kurdistaneki
rengin 0 demokratik, ji hemi gelé cihané re wé bibe cavkani ya ilhamé. Bi
taybeti ji berxwedan t modela Kobané Gt hemi Rojava bt despékeki bas.
Hevidarim ku ev referandiima li herema Kurdistané té lidarxistin, wé intiba
eréni 0 tecriibeyén ku di Rojavayé de derket holé zédetir bike. U helbet ku
bila tacek dayne li ser diroka berxwedané ya di herema Kurdistané de. Gelé
Kurd, tecriibeyén hemii kesén bindest dihewine 1 ji bo vé yeké ji xwediyé
wijdana mirovatiyé ve.

the time is 20:19
Kurdistan Independence Referendum

I have never been a racist or a nationalist, and what I hate most is the
agitation built by these two positions. Even when it comes to the most
rightful of wars, I keep my distance from exaggerated statements. What [
mean by rightful war is acting in self-defence to protect one’s identity and
honour. To me, identity and honour are the two components of freedom.
One is political and the other moral. These two foundations form each
person’s scope of freedom, and the definition of society is the gathering of
people around this consciousness. I think that we don’t need to belong to
the same race in order to form a society or a community. Everyone with an
awareness of freedom and who maintains a culture of coexistence in this
spirit is a part of the community or society. Whatever their race, colour,
gender or sexual orientation may be. History showed us that a nation-state
formed on a single race is a real threat to humanity. And again, sadly,
history has shown us that if we neglect one person’s freedom then all of
society becomes tangled in chains of captivity.

Us, the Kurdish, I think we are the conscience of humanity. [ am not
saying this to praise my people or to set them above the rest. Because the
ones who suffer are the ones who best know the value of happiness. The
ones who face the cold face of death know best the value of life. The ones
whose honour is outraged by torture know how best to approach another
with compassion and turn respect into the way of life. The ones who are
in exile know best how to speak with birds. The ones whose language is
forbidden learn to speak with their eyes. Us Kurds have been enduring
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all of this for centuries. Almost every tool of oppression has been tried

on us. This is how we are sharpened, scorched and learned. If you look
into our eyes you will see the sadness of centuries. Our heart is full of
compassion and not rage. Amongst us, there are of course warmongers.
They are the parasites who are detached from both the present and history,
who have not endured this pain yet instrumentalise it to gain capital and a
foothold. I think the biggest symbol and summary of us Kurds are Kurdish
women. Against all the pain, they maintain their colourful smile and stand
upright courageously and conscientiously. As I look at them I care for my
people more. As I see our women, formed in the aesthetics of courage and
conscientious, my excitement for the meaning of life remains intact. They
are at the intersection of our honour and identity, carriers and spectacles
of our belief in freedom.

Us Kurds, we are not a threat to anyone. We don’t have any problem
with Arabs, Persians or Turks. We have been living together for thousands
of years. Especially with Persians, we have even governed together, our
relationship is 3000 years old. With Turks, we have been together for 1000
years. With Arabs, we have been neighbours for thousands of years. Yet the
states these people lived under always tried to disregard us. We continued
to live with these societies without having problems with the people. I
belong to those who think states and the people need to be considered
separately. States are contraptions of power and force. If need be, they
crop their own people. States don’t possess the profound culture and
diversity that the people do, and by their nature, they never will. Because
states are ruled through a singular culture. Or more correctly, this extra
societal mechanism contains its own unique culture. It is grey and rigid,
agitated and superficial. It is a bottom feeder. It sees itself as holy and
guards itself with the holiness that belongs to the communal. Its clothing
is filthy and dirty.

Us Kurds were suppressed, lynched and all the states in the region
and the states founded afterwards desired to eradicate us. Regardless, we
held on to our culture and survived so as to exist. Is it easy to survive to
exist? We were like peacocks amongst dragons. We got torn, our feathers
were plucked, some swallowed under dragon feet, yet still we multiplied
and survived.

And today there is an independence referendum in South Kurdistan.
With their colourful feathers, peacocks are running towards the sun. [ am
fidgeting out of excitement today. Even if our political views are different,
it doesn’t matter right now. They are a part of my people who will execute
their will and exclaim their freedom. Freedoms suit them well and they
deserve it. [ wouldn’t be supporting them if they were aiming to form
a stark state based on a single race. The Kurdish, even if they wanted,
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cannot be a nationalist and cruel nation anymore. I hope the Kurdish
governors can find the courage to endorse the will of the Kurdish people
who voted ‘yes’in the referendum. And I hope they can build an exemplary,
participatory democracy open to and representative of all walks of life.
Because I do believe that a colourful and democratic Kurdistan will

be a source of inspiration for all peoples of the world. The Kobani and
Rojavan resistances and models were an especially great start. [ hope the
South Kurdistan referendum will reinforce the awareness and positive
impression formed in Rojava. And of course, to crown the history of
resistance in the south. Kurdish people carry the legacy of all suppressed
people and the conscience of humanity with them.

Saet 19.11 (Kurdish)
Efrin

Efrin, kulilka heri xwes a Rojavaye..Ke¢a ciwan ku bi fistana xwe yé
rengahenk di erdén beji de baz dide. Xezala min a bi kéf G cos. Welaté min,
da ku asitiyé watedar dike bi darén xwe yén zeytinén gedim. Jina ku riiken
U hembéza xwe ji bo kesén ku ji riyén seré dilhiskan direvin re vekiri ye.
Skefa ¢andé ku té de gotin G newa tén strandin. Efrin..Welaté min a ku li
bin hiirbariné de reqs dike.

Anha bombe dibarin li ser te i bi dengén sewat dihesim. Béhna
min teng dibe G xwe li kolanan dixim. Lé dirGsmén ku bigérin davéjim tér
nake i nabe mertal di pésiya bombeyén ku li ser te de dibarin. Desté min
dicemidin ji ber ku nikarim destén zarokek ji te bigirim G ev min gehr dike
0 giran dibe gavén min...Pistre vedigerim odeya xwe ya qampé ku ev der
wek nalet 01 ji min re xerib e. Tam ji wek gotina Can Yiicel dibé

Bi qirin dengé xwe dibirim!..
Bi qarin dengé xwe dibirim!..
Bi qijiin dengé xwe dibirim!..
the time is 19.11
Afrin
Afrin, the beautiful flower of Rojava... A young girl in a colourful dress,

rushing around in a barren land. My vivacious gazelle. With ancient
olive trees, my homeland where peace finds its meaning. A genial woman
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embracing all those fleeing the pitiless face of war... A cultural vessel
where words are kneaded with melodies. Afrin... Dancing with the rain
droplets, my homeland...

Now a bomb is dropping and I feel the aching sounds. My body feels
tight and I hit the streets. But the slogans I cry out are not enough to shield
you from the bombs. My hands are cold because I cannot reach out to the
hand of another’s child. I am grieving and my steps weigh a ton. After,

[ return to my damned, foreign room at the camp. The poet Can Yiicel’s
words become true once more,

I am keeping quiet aloud!
I am keeping quiet aloud!
I am keeping quiet aloud!

Saet 20.15 (Kurdish)
Bédengiya ji bo Efriné

Li Suriyé me Kurdan rimeta xwe parast li hemberé ISID 1 réxistinén
cihadist yén radiqal. Me di berxwe da G her wiha me wan mejiyén tari G
ehlagén rizandi avét ji axa xwe. Me ji bo kesi ser nekir. Em ji xwe haydar
blin wateya azadi G serxwebtiné 1 ji bo van nirxan ji me di berxwe da. Jinén
Kurdan pésenktiya vé seré Kkirin. Ji ber ku heri zéde ew haydar bin ji van
jiréderketiyén res ya bi hismendiya nérti G bas dizanibin ku van kesén res
beré her tisté neyaré azadiya jinan in. Di wan rojén zor de me careki din

ji dit ku hismendiya azadi ya jinan, ji me méran zédetir G kartir e. Gellek
dewlet, artés G bi sed hezaran insan welaté xwe ji van mejiyén res re histin
U reviyan. Lé Kurdan revé wek bértimeti ditin 0 ji bo vé yeké ji li welaté xwe
man 0 bi ruh G can ser Kkirin.

Mes, eger ji bo terkandina welét de be, wek li dojehé de sewat e G di
coleki bé régeh de wendabiin e. Lé mes, eger ber bi sibehek hésin de be,
wek li ser mehineki ji ntive 1 ji kiirde arsin kirina jiyané ye.

Li Kobané 1 li herderé Rojava ciwanén me, jinén me yén ciwan én
fermandar da ku hin di hijdeh saliya xwe de, poré xwe dihtinadin G ew
carsefén res dicirandin. Bi agiré dilén xwe, wan mehltqatén bisar G
gewdeyén bi giréz disewutandin G dikirin xweliyé agiré. Bi dilén xwe yén
bi esq li hemberé xwestekarén getliama G dilén wek kevira de disekinin. Bi
eviné, tékbirin nefreté ya ku berhema cehaleté ye...Soreseki rast!...

Wan rojana tén bira min. Dilén hem gelén cthané bi ciwané
berxwedérén Kurdan re b, ji ber ku ciwanén Kurdan, heyfa kesén bésii¢
ku li Parisé, Londoné, Beliné, Briikselé G gelek deveré cithané de ji aliyé
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ev réxistina tari ve dihatin kustin ji digirtin. Li hemt cihané berxwedan G
serfiraziya Kobané dihat piroz kirin. Yeké Mijdaré, roja Kobané ya cithané
dihat ilan kirin. Gelek kes, ew kincén ku ciwané Kurd -di rojén derbas biiyi
de ji gelén din ji gelek mirov tevlé berxwedané blin- dema di ser de li xwe
dikirin wek nisane diditin G wan ji li xwe dikir. Heya ku hin firosgehén cil 4
bergan, des bi firotana van kincan kiribti. Wek ku di hem cthané de ji bo
rimeta mirovahiyé hisiyat G hestiyariyek pésketi bt.

Lé ev roj? Pisté xilasiya tezahtrén hismendi ya kevneparéz da ku
di bin navé DAES de kom biblin? Kurda ku ewqas bedel dan G her wiha
li rimeta mirovahiyé G azadiyé xwedi derketin. Li ser vé ji xwestin ku
pergaleki demokratik G asitixwaz ava bikin. Lé ew roj disa di bin ériseki
mezin de man. Bi serde jiija kesén ku éris dikin artésa dewleteki ye
li cem wan ji bi dehan réxistinén cthadist da ku ji [ISIDé zayine hene. Bi
balafirén ser, bi mosekan, bi tank i kesén ku desté wan de str hene érisé li
ser Efriné dikin. Ew gelén cthana mezin li kuderé ne? Ew dewletén Ewripi
ku dema me ser dikir minet 0 pistgiriyén xwe dianin ziman li ku deré ne?
Ew endamén senato G kongreya Emerika yén ku muhterem li ku deré ne?
Ev bédengi G duriti ji bo ¢i ye?

Elbet hin kesén ku qasé kulmeki be ji dilé wan bi me re ye G hin kesén
xwedi wijdan, rewsenbir, hunermend, parlementer G kesén ku daketine
kolanan dibinim. L& azadi bi dengén lawaz nayé qezenc kirin. Hewceye
ku kesén diqérin, dengé xwe bigihinin hevdl ev deng di kozmoséde belav
bibe. Duh ev deng gihistiba hev G enerjiyeki avabibi. Me bi wé enerjiyé di
nav mejiyén tari de ronahiya azadiyé belav kiribl. Me bi ronahiya azadiyé,
mehluqatén rizandi yén cehalet G koletiy€ xilas kiribt.

Lé vé rojé ? Hin li ku deréne ey mirovahi? Kesén Parisi, Londoni,
Berlini, Brukseli t Newyorki hiin li ku deré ne? We ¢i z1 jibir kir ku di
kolanén we yén ewledar de alikariya berxwedarén Kurda ji heye. Bi hezaran
ciwanén Kurd ku bi taybeti ji jinén ciwan cané xwe dan. We ¢i zi para wan
jibir kir? Ci bt ji ¢epik 0t dengé we yén bilind da ku ji bo pistgiri G pesnén
berxwedéran bli . me heya duh ji dibihist? Ma qey dengé we koriki an ji
desté we westiya ye? An jl wijdana we zuha b ye?

Edi tené zarokén me dimirin @i ew axa ku em té de dimirin ji we pir
diire, ne wisa? Dema ji rliyén miriné ya sar xilas dibin Gt dema sinora bi
télan teng dikin, dil ji sar dibe, ne wisa? Nexwe ciheki we jan nede i hiin
bikaribin bi reheti seré xwe daynin li ser balifé, hiin ésa wan zarokén bé
malbat 0 béwar diminin his nakin? Bédengi, hilma miriné ye G her bédengi,
cihané zédetir sar G tari dike, té fémkirin ku hiin vé rastiyé ji nabinin. Hin,
ey dewletén ku riiyén xwe ji van rojan dizivirinin @ her wiha ey girseyén ku
li dG van dewletan di¢in, hiin bi nankoriya xwe pir bi¢tik bn. Lé em, ew
kesén ku di ¢iya G kolanan de azadiyé digérin, yek keseki ji biminin wé emé
bibiriqin.
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the time is 20:15
Silence Against Afrin

Us Kurds protected our honour against ISIS and other jihadist radical
organisations. We resisted and got those darkened minds and rotten
morals off our land. We didn’t fight for anyone. We knew what freedom
and independence meant and we fought for these values. Our women led
the fight. They knew well how these blackened masculine deviants were
first against the freedom of women. We saw then once again how women
possess a much deeper and stronger consciousness of freedom. States,
hundreds of thousands of people, yielded to these dark minds and fled. But
the Kurds saw fleeing as a dishonour and stayed to fight with their lives.

To walk away from one’s country is to be burned in Hell’s flames and
lost directionless in a desert. But to walk toward a blue future is to stride
deeply upon the earth again atop a mare.

Our youth, young women commanders of eighteen years, braided
their hair and got rid of chadors in Kobani and across Rojava. They turned
the slobbering bodies of these sword-swinging creatures into ashes
with the fire burning in their hearts. They resisted the stone hearts that
demanded slavery and massacre with their loving hearts. A win against
hatred, the product of ignorance, with love...A real revolution!

I remember those days. The hearts of the people of the world beat
with the resisting Kurdish youth. The Kurdish youth were avenging the
innocent massacred by this terror-spreading organisation, dishonoured
in the Middle East, Paris, London, Berlin, Brussels and other cities of the
world. The resistance and triumph of Kobani were celebrated all around
the world. The 1st of November was declared World Kobani Day. People
were wearing the symbolic clothes of the Kurdish resistance and their
international allies. Clothes were even being sold in stores by capitalist
populists in an attempt to turn this revolutionary stance into advertising
and consumerist merchandise. Regarding human integrity, there was a
rising sensitivity and a feeling of closing ranks around the world.

What about today? When the outbreaks of this reactionist mentality
named ISIS came to an end, Kurds, who had sacrificed so much and who
were beginning to weave a democratic and peaceful system while looking
after human integrity, came under attack. And now, this time it is a state
army with dozens of jihadist organisations behind it. They are attacking
Afrin with fighter jets, missiles, tanks and a raft of sword-bearing, bearded,
paid deviants. But where are the powers of the rest of the world? Where are
the European states who were once so supportive and thankful? Where are
the parliament and senate members of the USA who saw us as heroes?
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Of course, I see a handful of conscientious intellectuals, artists,
parliamentarians and people taking to the streets. But freedom cannot be
gained by meagre voices. Our raised voices should unite and spread across
the world. In the past, we created energy out of these voices and shed
the light of freedom over darkened minds. With the light of freedom, we
diminished the rancid creatures of slavery and ignorance.

What about today? Where are you, Humanity? Parisians, Berliners,
Londoners, Brusselites and New Yorkers, where are you? How soon you
forgot the contributions of the Kurdish youth, especially the young women
who fought so your streets could be a little bit safer. What happened to
your praises and claps of support loudly heard just yesterday? Did you
become hoarse? Are your hands tired? Or is your conscience dried up?

Now only our children perish, and the land we perish on seems too
far, right? Once we got rid of the cold face of death and once the borders
were strengthened with wire fences your hearts grew cold, is that so? So
you no longer feel the pain of children and families without homes once
you yourself no longer hurt and once your heads hit your soft pillows?

It seems you also don’t see that silence is the kiss of death and that

each silence brings more coldness and darkness to this world. O! You,
the countries who turn their backs on today and the crowds who follow
them. You shrank with your ungratefulness. But for us, who shout out for
freedom on the streets and from mountaintops, we will continue to shine,
even if there is only one of us left.

Saet 13.14 (Kurdish)
Efrin Ji Dest Ci...

Xwezi li wé sibeya nebixér ez siyar nebtima. Ew kesén ku li Efrina sérin bi
desté zoré dihatin kocber kirin min neditiba (. ew wéneyén bi s li cavén
min rlinenistiya... Jinikek di desté wé de zarokek hebli t dema ji welaté
xwe derdiket cara dawi vedigeri G bi kelGgirin li welaté xwe dimeyzand,
xwezi min a wan di wi halé de neditiba G ew cax bi ditina wan kezeba min
neperitiya...

Xwezi li bin dengén ¢ek Gt bombeyan de, ew pira ku wek dareki ¢inaré
b1, li ser pista ciwaneki de G ji sedema terka welat bi éseki giran digiriya
min nemeyzanda...U li bin siya xemginiya wé de ez nesewitibima...

Xwezi ez hin ji dayika xwe neblima 0 wek kii¢ i kulmeki ax li ser erdé
Efrina sérin buma. Xwezi Efrina sérin bi zarokén xwe yén sén li ser ryé
min bilistiba...
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Xwezi hemi van tistana get nebtiya Gt min wek ¢likeki terka vé jiyané
bikira. Xwezi ev sibeh ji get nebliya 1 ez ji siyar nebtima...

the time is 13:14

Afrin Fell...

I'wish I never woke up this morning, so the grief of those forced to migrate
from Afrin would never have reached my eyes. I wish [ hadn’t seen the
woman holding the hand of her child while taking a last glance at her
homeland. I wish my lungs hadn’t melted with that sorrow.

Iwish I hadn’t seen the elderly fleeing their country under explosions
and gunshots, crying on the back of a youth. I wish I hadn’t charred in the
shadow of the grief they left behind.

I wish all this didn’t happen this morning and that [ was a bird fleeing
this world...

Iwish [ hadn’t been born, but remained a speck on Earth, and Afrin
was a commune with children playing above me.

Saet 22.04 (Kurdish)

Ez Efrin im Afirandin im

Di pasila xwedajinan G di tirikén kal G piran de av G tov im

Bi sedsalan e bi kulman téme resandin

Ey dijminén res!

Gelo wé ci bikin bér, tevr G pélavén we yén qiréj?

Ez li vé deré zilén zeythn, li her bihusta axa welét édi zilén stérkin G
hézgerdin im

Ez Efrin im Afirandin im

Bi tina dil G bi destén dayikan ve Di Desta Ciimé ¢andina genimé
sor im

Bi sedsalane bi héviyan téme resandin

Ey dijminén res! Gelo wé ¢i bikin hov, bir¢i G dizén we yén sergéj
Ez li ber qirika Cemilé Horo 1 li ber desté Mamoste Dérsimi bliime
Gotin im, hévi G stranén dengbéj

Ez Efrin im

Afirandin im
Li ¢ciyayén Kurménc bi xwédana ciwanén riiken ax hat avdan
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Iroj wexté cininé ye G berhemén sedsalan im ez, ¢tk im cik, ¢iikén
ji axa sor

Ey dijminén res! Gelo wé ¢i bikin ¢ek G topbaranén we, agir G sinor
Ez Efrin im, ber bi rojé ve firin im

the time is 22.04

I am Afrin

The one creating madly

In the bosoms of the goddesses and in the sacks of the old men and
women

[ am water and seed

I have been scattered in handfuls for many centuries

O bleak foes! What’s the use of your dirty spades, pickaxes and
shoes?

[ am here, as the shoots of olive trees, in every span of my land as
starry shoots

and as mighty as the universe

[ am Afrin

The one creating madly

Scattered by the hands of the hearty mothers

[ am the wheat being sown in the lowland of Ctimé

[ have been scattered with hopes for many centuries

O bleak foes! What’s the use of your gullible brutes, famished guys
and plunderers?

[ grew ripe, mesmerised by Cemilé Horo’s tunes and was trained by
Master Dérsimi

[ am the Word itself, the hopes and songs of the bards

I am Afrin

The one creating madly

Amid the Kurdish mountains by the sweat of the cheerful youth

the land was irrigated

Today, it is time to reap and I am the crop of centuries, merely a bird,
one of those of terra rosa

O bleak foes! What’s the use of your weapons and shellings, fire and
borders?

I am Afrin, the one flying towards the sun
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Saet t15.11 (Kurdish)

Referandiima serxwebtné ya Heréma Kurdistané i ketina Efriné nisané
me da ku..

Me Kurdan careki din ji dit ku xerib G sare paldankén meqam 0 diwarén
burokratik. Hilekarin ew kesén ku bi stlibend, xwediyé riiyé nerm G ziman
sérin. Ji derewan ava dibe rapeyvinén wan én bi cos. Dema ku em tén
rojevé, bébandor dibe zagonén wan én derheqé serxwebln Gt mafén esasi.
Dema ku em dikevin li nav cemberek ji agir, kor G ker dibin ew, “dostén ku ji
ava medeniyeté vexwari ne”

Me Kurdan carek din ji fehm kir ku ¢iyayén bilind G asé ji bo me jiyan
e, can e U dosta heri gedim e...

the time is 15:11
The Kurdistan Independence Referendum and What Afrin Reveals

Us Kurds witnessed once more that official positions and bureaucratic
walls are cold to our touch. Tricksters, the soft-faced and soft-spoken
necktied ones, are made only of lies; the effusive sermons are soaring from
their mouths. When it comes to us, the legislation for independence and
basic rights is out of order and we are encircled in a fire. Blind and deaf are
the friends who drank from the fountain of civilisation.

Us Kurds understood once more that the rebellious, high mountains
are both life and spirit, and also ancient friends of ours...

saat 01.14 (Turkish)

Miilteci kamplarinda kalma siiregleri, beni ¢ok incitse de ayn1 zamanda
tipki yasadigim cezaevi siirecleri gibi 6gretici de oluyor. Cilinkii buralar
ezilenlerin mozaigi oldugu gibi kiiresel sistem ve ekonomiyi, politikay,
toplumsal ve bireysel psikolojiyi analiz etmenin de laboratuvari gibi.
Kampimizda agirlikta Suriye ve Afrika {ilkelerinden olmak iizere asya,
kafkasya, uzakdogu ve balkanlarin bircok tilkesinden insanlar yasiyor.
Cok cesitli inang, dil ve kiiltiirler s6zkonusu. G6zlem yapiyor ve haddimi
bilerek hemen hemen hepsiyle diyalog kuruyorum. Hayatim boyunca
okuyarak, gezerek ya da yasayarak haberdar oldugum bu ¢esitlilik
icinde ilkez gordiiklerim de var elbet. Konusabilmek, bazen gozlerle bile
anlasabilmek ve paylasabilmek beni ¢ok mutlu ediyor.
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Bizler, bu diinyada 6tekilestirilenlerin bir 6zeti gibiyiz. Bunu arabesk
ya da buhran icinde belirtmiyorum. Magduriyet edebiyatindan ise nefret
ederim. Realitenin objektif bir okumasi bu. Kampin disindaki hayat ve
icini karsilastirmam bile yeterli geliyor. Acilarimizin dili birbirine ¢ok
yakin oldugundan anlasabiliyoruz birbirimizle. Ornegin Tibet’ten gelen
escinsel bir ¢iftin, Srilanka’dan gelen bir Tamil kaplaninin, fran’dan bir
sanatcinin,Yemen'den bir doktorun,Tiirkiye'den gelen Ermeni bir ciftin
ya da Irak’tan gelen bir Ezidi’'nin magduriyeti ayni zihniyete dayaniyor.
Hepimiz iyi taniyoruz bu zihniyeti. Farkli agilardan da olsa gordiik yiiziini
bu iktidar canavarinin.

Farkliliklara tahammiil edemeyen ve 6zgiirliikleri sadece kendileri
icin ve kendilerinin belirledigi sinirlar i¢inde isteyen yonetimlerden kagiyor
bu insanlar.Yine bu geri yonetimlerin orgiitledigi yobaz giiruhlar ve onlarin
karanlik diinyalarindan uzakalsma cabasidir buralara gelme sebepleri.
Sadece kagmak ve kurtulmak i¢in de degil, ayn1 zamanda varolma ¢abasi
ve 1sraridir bu gelisler. Ve sanirim benim gibi politik nedenlerden dolay:
gelmek zorunda kalanlar icin {ilkenin daha da 6zgiirlesmesi ve birgiin
tekrardan tilkeye giiclii bir sekilde doniilebilmesi amacini tasir buralara
gelisler. Bu ylizden anlamak-anlasilmak ¢ok da zor olmuyor aslinda. Bu
kadar farkli cografya ve kiiltiirden olanlarin paylasimi ve dayanismasi
ise gii¢ veriyor insana. Bizler, 6tekilestirilenler, yani diisiincesi, inanci,
etnisitesi ya da cinsel yonelimi yiiziinden distalananlar, biraz dik dursak,
dayanismamizi biiyiitebilsek ve diinyanin heryerindeki direnislerimizi
bulusturabilsek ne giizel olur bu diinyal!..

the time is 01:14

The time periods I spent in refugee camps, just like my prison times, were
painful but also informative. Because these places are laboratories for
analysing global systems and economies, politics and social and individual
psychologies as much as they are a mosaic of the oppressed. In our camp
there are many people from Syria and African countries, but also from
Asia, Caucasus, the Far East and many countries in the Balkans. A large
variety of beliefs, languages and cultures coexist. I observe and have
dialogues with almost all of them while knowing my place. Amongst this
diversity, there are cultures I am experiencing for the first time alongside
ones [ was informed about by reading, travelling and experiencing. To be
able to talk and get along, even if sometimes only with eye contact, makes
me very happy.

We are like a summary of the marginalised of this world. I am not
stating this from an arabesque sensibility or because of depression. I
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hate the literature of victimhood. Mine is an objective reading of reality.
Even the comparison between the camp and the outside world is enough.
Because the language of our suffering is so close to that of another, we

are able to communicate. The unjust suffering of a gay couple from Tibet,

a Tamil Tiger from Sri Lanka, an artist from Iran, a doctor from Yemen,

an Armenian couple from Turkey or a Yezidi from Iraq all stem from the
same mentality. We all know this mentality very well. Even if from different
perspectives, we saw the face of this ruling monster.

These people are running from the governance of those who cannot
tolerate differences and who want freedoms only for themselves and at the
expense of their desires. The reason they are here is to be as far as possible
from the bigoted herds organised by these regressive governments and
their dark worlds. It is not just running away to be safe. Coming here is
a struggle and insistence for existence. And I think coming here carries
with it the hope to return home one day stronger, having cultivated more
freedom for those who are forced to migrate for political reasons. This is
why to understand and to be understood is not that difficult. The sharing
and solidarity between so many from different geographies and cultures
gives one strength. If we, the marginalised — meaning those alienated
because of their opinions, beliefs, ethnicity or sexual orientation — stand
upright, grow our solidarity and bring our resistances from all over the
world together, what a beautiful world this would be!

Saet 00.00 (Kurdish)
Entegrasyon

Mirov, bi zimané xwe 1 bi rengé xwe y€ xwezayi xwesik e. Sepana ku navé
wi entegrasyone, €risa li ser xwezatiyé ye. Li vé deré perwerdeya derheqén
riayeta rézikén silsile yén ku hati danin, mecbiriyeta elimandina zimaneki
n{, posta, cezayén pere, sigorta, imze kirin, gewl stendin re dibéjin
entegrasyon. Bi geideyén hésan én rojane candeki navendi ava buye 1 ji

bo vé candé ji herkesé riayet t€ xwestin. Li gor min ew tista ku dibéjin
entegrasyon, tersé rihé xweza 0t mirov e. Tune kirina sénayi G herkesé bi
yek rengé ve nixumandin e.
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the time is 00:00
Integration

A person’s beauty comes from their own language and natural colour. The
imposition of integration is a violation of such naturalness. The request

to agree with a thread of predetermined regulations and routines, the
obligation to learn a new language, to pay fines, postage fees, and insurance
premiums; to learn to sign one’s time, to endorse one’s checks, and to follow
instructions. This is what is called integration here. These simple, everyday
rules form a central culture that everyone is expected to follow. I think what
they deem integration goes against the spirit of humanity and nature. It is
the destruction of all colours in favour of just one.

Saet 23.50 (Kurdish)
Di Irané de bayer & muxalefeta civaki

Iran, di erdnigariya me de welateki li ser cavkaniya candé ye. Ev cografya
ku em Kurd ji li ser dijin, ji hezar salan beré wek welaté fikr G ramané té
hesibandin. Wéje, siyaset, felsefe G ilm, ji vé herémé belav bl ye. Derheqé
insén, ferditi, réwitiya ber bi hundir, esq @t heqiqeté ¢i kelam hatibe gotin.
Li ser mey-yar 1 jiyané ¢i helbest hatibe nivisandin. Sadi, Hafiz Sirazi, Baba
Tahiré Hemedani, Omer Xeyyam, Firdevsi, Fertidiné Attar i néce nirx li ser
wé axé jiyan kirin e. Mansir G Mevlana ku sexsiyetén wek nisaneya azadi

U eviné bun, ji kaniyén vé axé wexwarin. Kevnesopi ya Zerdtsti heri zéde

li ser vé axé de hatiye jiyankirin. Di derheqén her halén mirov de da ku
mijarén heri mahrem ji dihat nivisandin G nigas kirin. L€ anha ¢i digewime
li ser vé axé?

Dizanim ku di nav gelén li ser erdnigariya me de dijin, gelén ku heri
nézé huneré ye U bi azadiya xwe re girédayi ye Farsi ne. Hin hevalé min én
Farsi hene ku di nigasa navbera me de her tim asteki heye G samimiyeta
wan ji his dikim. Iroj zihniyeta ku li frané xwedi erk @i dewlete, ew mirasa
candi Gt mirovén bi wesf weki ku tune dike. Ew rejima oli ku dewleté biréve
dibe, ne li gor kelepora gelén li wir dijin e. Milet, nikare ku fikré xwe bine
ziman hiinerweriya xwe derxe hole. Esa heri mezin ewe ku seré jinan bi
zoré té girtin. Lé belé jinén Fars G Kurd xwediyé riheki azadin  disibin
wek c¢ivikén rengaheng. Ji wan té xwestin ku ew porén xwe yén res da ku
pir xwesikin, di bin lagikeki de vesérin. Elbet kesén ku bixwaze dikare seré
xwe bigre G hurmeta min ji hema baweriyan re heye. Lé dema dewleteki
an ji saziyeki biryar bistine 1 ji herkesé re bike mecbiri, ez vi wek zilm
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dibinim. Di bin gelek zilman de G her wiha di vé minaka sergirtiné de ji
kesén ku heri zirar dibine disa jin in.

Doh gava min nliceyan dixwend rasté jineki Aryani hatim ku laciké
xwe dabi li ser dara desté xwe 0 dihejand. Li gor niice navé wé Vida
Movahed bi. U pistre kelecanek min girt ji vé dimené. Pésenkti pir li jinan
té {t min xwest ku li wé deré bim @ her wiha li pist wan bimesim. Li Irané jin
pésenktiya protestoyan dikin. Li frané li ku mesén ji bo azadi ¢ dadé ¢ébe
ez bi kelecan temase dikim 0 hestiyar dibim. Pir dixwazim ku ew kesana
biserkevin. Ji ber ku eger ew kesén ku protesto dikin, ev rejima pasvexwaz
daxinin, wé tesira wi li ser hemti gelén heremé ¢ébibe. Li gor min ev mesele,
ji guhertina rejimeki pir zédetir e. Mesela esil ewe ku wé xezina ¢candi ya
herémé disa derkeve holé G hismendiya azadi ya civaki wé pél bi pél belav
bibe G her wiha wé cografiyek bi ronahi ji nti ve ava bibe. Di wan kesén ku
penaberin G di gampé diminin de ji heyecaneki heye. Dibinim ku di navbera
wan 0 welat, cand Gt wate de bendeki heye i ev min ji kéfxwes dike.

Gelén Irané ber xwe didin. Wek seré tariti @i ronahi ya felsefa
Zerdusti. Bi sed salane tariti bi ser dikeve. Ez ne eminim ku wé ija ronahi bi
serbikeve an na. Lé ew girseyén ku temsilén ronahiyé dikin, li herémé zéde
dibin 0 ez bawerim ku wé rojek serbikevin. Ev seré Ehriman G Hirmiz e.
Dilé min di cenga Hirmiz de ye...

the time is 23:50
The Social Opposition and Developments in Iran

Iran is part of the cultural resources of our land. This land, that we

Kurds also inhabit, has been a home to worlds of thought for thousands

of years. Literature, diplomacy, philosophy, science, all spread form

these soils. Many words have been spoken on being a human, being an
individual, inner journeys, love and truth. Many poems were written on
the subjects of wine, the beloved and life. Saadi, Hafez Shirazi, Baba Taher,
Omar Khayyam, Ferdowsi and many more figures lived on these lands.
Symbols of love and freedom like Mansur Al-Hallaj and Rumi drank from
these springs. This is where the Zarathustra tradition is lived. What is
happening now in this region where every human condition, even the most
confidential, is written and spoken about?

I know that Persian society is the most inclined towards art and most
devoted to freedom in our territory. I have Persian friends and I sense a
graciousness and sincerity in our sharing. Today, the mentality in power
in Iran is destroying the cultural heritage and meritable people of Iran. A
regime unfit for Persian people and Iranian land is ruling the government.
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People are not able to voice their opinions and bring their talents out into
the open. And the biggest pain is that women are forced to cover their
heads. Even though the Kurdish and Persian women are free-spirited

and like colourful birds, they ask them to hide their beautiful black hair
under a cover. Everyone who wishes can cover their heads of course,

and [ respect every belief. But when a state or establishment decides

on a general verdict to be forced onto all it is oppression. As with most
oppression, the ones primarily affected are women.

[ saw a woman when reading the news yesterday. A young Iranian
woman waving her hijab from the tip of a stick. Her name was Vida
Movahed. This image excited me. It suits women to be protest leaders,
and I wish I could be there walking among them. Women are leading the
protests in [ran. Freedom marches are spreading across the country.
watch them with excitement and get emotional. [ want them to succeed
with all my heart, because their success in toppling an oppressive regime
will reflect positively upon other people in the region. To me, the issue
is beyond the change of a single regime. The real issue is in uncovering
the cultural treasures of the region to develop an emancipatory public
consciousness again, and to let it expand outward in waves to build an
enlightened region. The Iranians living at the camp are excited too. To see
them so strongly maintain their bond with their country through cultural
and meaningful connections makes me happy.

The Iranian people are resisting. Just like in the fight between light
and dark in the Zarathustra tradition. Darkness has been prevailing
over many centuries. This time I don’t know if the light can succeed,
but the ones who represent lightness are growing in the region and I
believe sooner or later they will overcome the darkness. This is the war of
Ahriman and Ahura Mazda. My heart rests on the side of Ahura Mazda...

Saet 23.40 (Kurdish)
Huner

Huner, ji bira xwe av vexwarin 1 tekildari ya xwe bi xwe ye. Li gor min di
nav hemi kesan de bireki G di vé biréde ji avaki rengin heye. Herkes ji
vé biré haydar e. Elbet ku girani, tam G rengé ava ku ji biré té kisandin,
li gor herkesé ctida ye. Hin kes vé avé, tené di singé xwe de his dikin.
Hin kes dikarin tené kulmeki ji vé avé bigrin 0 ji bo tama vé wenda nebe
jl her tim di nav devé xwe de dicelqinin. Lé hin kes ji her daim ji vé ava
muhtesem bi kulm kulm derdixin i bi vé avé ¢av, guh, poz G destén xwe
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dison. Li zimané van kesan de tama avé jixwe bicih blye. Ez, ji van kesan
re dibéjim hunermend G bi xemgini dibinim ku ji van kesan li devdoré me
pir kém hene. Li gor min hunermend, ew kesin ku dikarin dest bidin ava
xwe ya heq, vexwin G xwe nii bikin. Navé vé qonaxé ji huner e. Ji bo insan,
xwentikirin-veguherandin zehmet e 0t her wiha wek xwe ji nt ve afirandin
e. U her qonaxa afirandiné, hem és 0 hem ji sadi dihewine. Dema em li
cavé hunermenda binérin wé emé vé bibinin. Di cavén wan de cos 0 keder
bihevre disekinin.

the time is 23:40
Art

Art is the ability to embrace oneself and to drink from one’s well. I believe
that there is a deep well with colourful waters in every person. Each knows
about this well... Surely the amount of water and the colour depends on
the person. Some only sense this water in their chest. Some can only

get a handful, tossing it in their mouth without drinking it to retain the
flavour. Some grasp as this marvelous water by the handful and wash
their eyes, ears, noses and hands every time. The flavour settles on their
tongues. These are the ones whom I call artists, and [ witness their rarity
amongst us sorrowfully. I think an artist is the one who can touch their
sap, drink it and replenish themselves. And this process itself is the art.
For a human being to replenish, to change oneself, is difficult and almost
feels like recreating oneself. And each creation contains both happiness
and heartache... We can see it in the eyes of an artist. Fervour and sadness
stand side by side...

Saet 16.48 (Kurdish)
Alarm...
Li ser diwarén sar de bi diréji alarm lédixe. Wek sirenén ji derbasbtiyina
dojehé ye...Di dema nlijen de ev dengé zincira ésiriyé ye...Artésa zilamén
ku qatén res li xwekiri bi yekdevi dengé borizané dixin guhé me.

“Cixare ji bo tenduristi ya we zerar e.
Lé xiravblna derini ya we feydedare...”
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the time is 16:48
Alarm...

The alarms at the top of the cold walls are going off at length. Sirens from
the past’s hell... Chains of enslavement resounding in modern times... An
army of men in suits unanimously forcing their trumpets in our ears.

“Smoking is bad for your health.
Losing one’s sanity is useful...”

Saet 19.23 (Kurdish)
Tespitek di derheqén alariman de:

Alarm, ji aliyé leviathané niijen ve wek amiirén ji bo belavkirina tirsé tén bi
karanin. Koka wi heya borizanén ser dice. Lé di icadkirina wi de armanceki
fireh heye.

Armanca esasi ew e ku li ser kesén an ji devdorén ku wek dijmin tén
ditin de tirs G qutifandin belav bikin. Hikma li ser wan bi réya dertniyé
hesantir bikin. U pistre wan bi xwe ve giré bidin  li gor xwestekén
xwe réya berali kiriné vekin. Despéka xebatén ezmlni li ser girtiyén di
girtigehandene hat ¢ékirin. Her roj-bi taybeti ji di sevan de- bi dengeki
bilind G pir caran ev alarmana hatin léxistin. Bi vi seklé hat xwestin ku tirs
bikeve dilé girtiyan G qerekterén qutifoki ava bibe. Mexltigén qutifi, bé vin,
itaetkar, bé ruh G li gor fermanan tevbigere...Ev tecribekirina di girtigehan
de li ser hin girtiyan encamek wek té xwestin derxist hole.

Leviathanan dit ku pisté ev encam li goré xwesteka wan derket,
xwestin qada pratigé firehtir bikin. Icar Leviathanan xwestin ku di nav
kesén ku xizmetkar 1 leskerén xwe de vé tirsé belav bikin. Di nav leskerén
artésa xwe de wextén igtima 0t amedekariyén peywirén derasayi de wan
dengan bi kar anin. Her sibeh G her roj! Ji ber ku dixwestin xwe bikin erkeki
bé dawi Gt ew kesén ku di bin fermana wan de ji biguherinin G bikin wek
tistén/berkirdeyén itaeté. Dema ji vé tetbiqaté ji encamek li gor xwe girtin
kéfa wan zéde bl G xwestin vé rébazé zéde G belav bikin.

Ew kesén ku erké li desté xwe de digirin wek key, pase, zordest,
serok an ji serokwezir biryar dan ku vi amura serkefti li hemberé gelan ji
bi karbinin. Ji bo vé yekeé ji vi amtre di nav teskilatén polésan de belavkirin
0 xwestin ku li ser alarmén polésan ve ¢anda tirsé li nav gel de ava bikin.
Edi van siren G alarman, erka leviathanan digeriyan 0t her wiha hikma wan
a teqez ilan dikirin. Lé ditin ku ev rébaz, tené bi seré xwe encameki li gor
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dilé wan dernaxe U li ser gelan zéde sirayet nake, hewcedariyek bétir deng G
texlidén alarman kirin. Ji bo vé yeké ji pédiviyén wan bi derewén xemilandi
U baweriyén sérin hebl. Her wiha des bi bangesiya “ em ji bo we dixebitin,
dewlet ji bo gel heye” kirin. Bi vi seklé ji égirkujan heya ambulansan li ser
geleki vesaitén réxistinan de ji van alarman danin. Civak hédi hédi van
alarman xunaftin 0 her ¢iqas ji dengé alarman eciz bibin ji hatin elimandin
U édi erka dewleté dibihistin.

Ev rewsa civaké ku édi di nav haleki elimandide ne, kéfeki mezin da
kesén ku alarman icad kirine, 1€ bi vi encamé ji tér nebtn! Ji ber ku li gor
watedayina wan “¢iqas zéde alarm, ewqas ji tirs” bui ji bo gelan. Ji bo vé ji
dixwestin ku tirsé béhtir bikin i bidin sirayetkirin. Anin rewsekiwisa ku bi
hénceta “ji bo ewlehi” li ser wesaitan heya malan, ji warén dan G stendiné
heya marketan li her cihé ji van alarman danin. Gelan bi zédetir merazé
van dengan kirin. Ev ji tér nekir G bi hénceta ' ji bo tenduristi ya we 1 ji
bo teminata jiyana we” alarmén nti ¢ékirin G belav kirin. Wek pékenok
U ecébe ku hin alarm bi sedema cixareyé tén bi cihkirin. Ci wext cixare
were kisandin ev alarm I€ dixe da ku dengé wi mirov eciz dike 0 mirov bi
hérs dike. Her wiha tu tesireki eréniya van alarman li ser civaké tune ku
mirov ji cixaré dar bikeve. Berevaji, ev alarmana dema I€ dixin potansiyela
kisandina cixaré hil té/radibe. Ji xwe armanca esasi ji ne ev e.

Hasili kelam, alarm, amureki ji bo qutifandina civakan G di navwan
de belavkirina tirsé ye. Ji bili vé her tist ¢irok e...

the time is 19:23
A consideration regarding alarms:

Alarms are devices for spreading fear used by the modern Leviathans.
They trace back to war horns. But their invention harbours a much more
expansive purpose.

The main goal is to spread fear to the ones seen as enemies and to
suppress them in order to make it easier to dominate them psychologically.
Afterwards, it provides a path to enchain and govern them. The first
experimental studies were done on prisoners and took place in jails.
Every day, and especially at night, with the use of repetitive and loud
alarms, they aimed to create cowering people by instilling fear. Cowed,
flaccid, submissive, lifeless creatures that move by command... The prison
experiments had the intended result on some subjects.

Leviathans, after seeing these positive results, applied them in a
more expansive way. This time they wanted to induce fear in the soldiers
and workers in their disposals. They began to use these sounds while
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training their soldiers for rallies and unusual assignments. Every morning,
every day! Because they wanted to be the absolute power and they wanted
their subordinates to become objects of obedience. Once they saw the
results they wanted, they rejoiced and endeavoured to expand their reach.
Kings, sultans, dictators, presidents or prime ministers who held

power decided to use this successful weapon against their people. They
distributed it amongst their police organisations and tried to spread a
culture of fear through the use of police sirens. As sirens, alarms shout
the power of leviathans and become a pronouncement of their absolute
dominance. But once they realised that their effect on society was not as
they intended, they wanted to introduce more alarm sounds and varieties.
For this, they needed fish tales and pretty beliefs. They hid behind the
propaganda of ‘We are working for you, the state is for its people!’ In this
manner, they integrated these alarms into many organisations, from fire
departments to ambulances. People slowly digested the alarms and while
they were once bothered by their sounds, they have long since become
used to hearing the sound of the state’s power.

And this gave more motivation to the inventors, as they were not
willing to settle for this! Because the people thought ‘more alarms, more
fear’ and for this reason sought to expand their reach even further. This
resulted in such a state that ‘for the sake of security’, they placed alarms
everywhere and exposed people to them to an even greater extent, from
cars to homes and shopping centres to markets. As if that wasn’t enough,
new alarms were produced and installed under the excuse of ‘health and
safety’.

The most bizarre and farcical are the alarms installed against
smoking. Whenever someone smokes these annoying, infuriating alarms
go off. Yet these alarms are not working to influence people against
smoking. On the contrary, when these alarms ring the chances of people
smoking increases through the anxiety they induce. Besides, that is not the
goal here.

In a nutshell, alarms are devices used for suppressing people by
spreading fear. The rest is history...

saat 21.50 (Turkish)

iktidar olma hali, aptal, doyumsuz ve korkak bir obeze doniisme halidir
aslinda. Ciinkii iktidar olan ve olmak isteyen, giicii, ciissesinin biiyiikliigii
ve sahip olduklariyla esdeger tutar. Bunun icin de siirekli ve suursuzca
yer. Yiyemediklerini ise stoklar; bozulsalar bile kimseyle paylasmaz ve
kendine saklar. Zamanla bu hal, beraberinde psikolojik hastaliklar da
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yaratir. Anksiyete, obsesiyonlar ve kaybetme korkusu... Yediklerinin
azalmasi ya da onlari1 tiimiiyle kaybetme ihtimali adeta kabusa doniisiir.
Korkusu biiytidiikge agresiflesir. Ortalikta, karsi bir fiil ya da somut bir
tehlike olmasa bile korkusu biiylimeye devam eder. Zamanla etraftaki

tiim farkliliklar: hatta kiiciik iktidarciklar: bile tehlike olarak gérmeye
baslar ve onlara karsi1 saldirganlasir. Hersey kendisinin olsun ya da
kendisinin istedigi gibi olsun ister. Saldirir ve saldirtir! Saldirdik¢a kendini
yanlizsatirir. Saldirdikca enerji harcar ve acikir. Ve her saldiridan sonra da
daha fazla yeryeryer.

Ozet olarak iktidarlar yerler, siserler, korkarlar, saldirirlar, acikip bir
daha yerler, yine sismeye devam ederler ama sonunda patlarlar! Iktidar
halinin kisir ve igren¢ dongiistidiir bu. Ve bu iktidar halinin hastalikli
dongiisti diktatorliiklerde, oligarsik devletlerde, giicii elinde bulunduran
biiylik sermayederlerde ve tiim bunlarin minyatiiriine doniismiis olan eril
zihniyetlerde hep ayni isler.

the time is 21:50

Power is becoming a stupid, insatiable and cowardly obsession. This is
because the ruler and the ones who want to rule put power on par with the
greatness of their bodies and what they possess. For this they constantly
eat in a stupor. They stock what they can’t finish eating. Even if it rots

they won’t share it with anyone and will only save it for themselves. In

time this brings mental disorders. Anxiety, obsessions and fear of loss...
The possibility of losing what they can eat or of being removed entirely
becomes a nightmare. And as their fear of loss grows, they become more
aggressive. Even if there is no counteraction or tangible thread their fear
still continues to grow. Eventually, they begin to see every difference or
capability, even of the smallest scale, as threat and grow aggressive against
them. They want everything to be theirs or, at least, the way they want it

to be. They attack and turn against! As they attack they become lonely. As
they attack they lose energy and become hungry. And so they eat more and
more and more after each attack.

In a nutshell, power eats, bloats, fears, attacks, becomes famished,
eats again and again and bloats still further. But in the end, they explode!
This is the vicious and disgusting cycle of those in power. And this
diseased cycle of rulership works the same way in every dictatorship or
oligarchy, with big wealth holding power through the miniature version of
this: the masculinist mindset.
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Saet 23.17 (Kurdish)
Penaberi, bé demsali ye...

Cografya, hemi zindiyén li ser xwe disibine xwe 0 her wiha insana ji. Weki
minak ew kesén ku li heremén ciyayi de dijin, hisk dixtiyén li destiyan re.

Ji ber ku bedenén ciyayi li gor sertén dijwar sekil digirin Li hemberi sertén
dijwar zédetir berxwedér in. Karekterén wan bi hismendiya parvekirin G
bihevre blyiné ava dibe. Li gor baweriya wan, ji bo jiyankiriné hewcedariya
berxwedayin G bihézbiiyiné heye. Hindik diaxivin G pir kar dikin. Asi G bi
inyad in. Ji ber tekiliyén né¢irwani G xwariné xwediyé qurnazi ya xwezayi
ne. Lé ev halén qurnaziyé ne xerab e. Zimanén ¢iya, ezman i geman
dizanin. Xwediyé zanyari ya xweza nin 0 ji yekbliyina ked 1 jiyané bawer
dikin. Dibe ku ji aliyé fikri de nerm G semetok nebin 1€ dilé wan pir mezin e.

Kesén ku li destan de dijin hesas in G z diskén. Ji wan ked, piri caran
wek enerjiya vala dice Gt mirov diperitine té ditin. Ji karkirina hindik G
gisedana pir hezdikin. Ew halé qurnaziya xwezayi ku di ¢iyayi de hebq,

di destiyan de dikeve sikleki politik @i bé wi jiyan nayé mesandin. Di aliyé
fikri de nerm in G ev nermbin, di karekteré wan de ixtimala derketina hin
bédengetiyan dibe. Di destiyan de ji civakbliné zédetir takekesi derdikeve
pési. Di diroké de komkirina sermiyan G xwestek/canda xwedibiina milk
0 mal di destan de pésve clye. Serén ji bo bikaranina ax, navbera qral
baweriyan 0 her wiha ji bo gelek pirsgirékan dest, buye wek bésik.

Derya, li ser insan de tesireki xwesker/qencker dihéle. Divé bila ¢iyayi
an ji desti be, eger ku di kéleka behré de biji, xwediyé karektereki naif,
enerji ya pozitif i wesfén bas dibe. Bi wan kesén ku di kéleka deryayé dijin
re tekili ¢ékirin, li gor kesén din hesantir e G germahi dihewine.

Lé col, insan beji dike. Her ¢igas ku mirovén li ¢ola dijin, xwediyé
karekterén hézdar i berxwedér bin ji, her wiha di nav xwe de haleti ruhiya
takekesi ji dijin. Ji ber ku di ¢olan de lazimi yén jiyané pir kém tén ditin G her
wiha herkes dixwaze ku xwediyé van tistén bibe. Ji bo vé yeké ji kesén ku di
colé de diji, ji bo tistén ku desté xwe de biparéze G bi kesi re parve neke, xwe
ji mirovén din dar digre, izole dike. Mirovén colé, ji ber ku tekiliyén xwe bi
insan U cthané re bi sinor dikin, di aliyé fikri de ji hin tengbtyina jiyan dikin.
Lé kesén ku hem ¢ol @t hem ji ¢iya de dijin, em dikarin wek istisna nisan
bidin. Ji ber ku ev kesana, li gor mirovén din zédetir berxwedér G dest vekiri
ne G her wiha di aliyé fikri de ji péstir in. Ji ciyan ¢anda pistgiri (i zanyari ya
xwezayi girtine G bi zexmbuyina ¢olan ve girédane.

Penaber, kesén ku ji dorhéla xwezayi qut buyi ye. Lé beden, ruh
U hismendiya wé, li gor waré ku bi mecburi jé derketi sekil girti ye. Hin
kes ji ciyan, hin kes ji destan, hin kes ji behran G hin kes ji ji colan tén.
Atmosfera cihé ku jé hatine germén wan kifs kiriye. Berf, baran, germahi
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anji firtoneyén qiima daketiye li ser wan. Herkes elimiye demsala xwe 1 jé
hezkiriye. Divéjim hezkiriye, ji ber ku dema ruh bielime, hezdike G dixwaze.
Lé anha ew cihén ku édi téde dijin, di nav haleki bédemsali de ne. Ji bo
zarokan ev hal, belki wé neyé firq kirin G nebe pirsgirék, 1€ ji bo mezinan ev
hala bédemsali wé her tim berdewam bike.

Ew hesreta welat ku dilé wan de ye, wé her tim wan bisewitine. Li
derve seqem 1 ¢ile ji hebe, wé ewé sewata hundiré xwe his bikin. An ji hewa
ciqas germ dibe bila bibe, wé nikaribe li ser germahi ya agiré li hundiré wan
de bigire. Baran, wé nikaribe vé agiré bitemirine. Ba, wé agiré har bike. Ji
ber ku her ba, wé bi xwe re ari yén welat (i biraninan bine. Hasili kelam, ji
bo vé ji kesén ku dibe penaber, li derve bédemsaliyé diji. Lé hunduré dile
xwe de demsaleki pécemin... Demsaleki wisaye ku ji ezman miri dibarin,
ciya ji agir 0 kulilk ji cemed ava dibin...

the time is 23:17
Being a Refugee is Unseasonableness...

The land transforms each living thing into its own image. People, too. The
ones living on mountains appear harsher in the eyes of the ones living in
lowlands. Their appearance comes from attuning to tough conditions. They
are more determined in the face of hardships. Their traits revolve around
togetherness with a belief in resistance as the condition of life. They speak
less and do more. They are rebellious and persistent. Because of their
relationship to prayer and nourishment they possess a natural craftiness.
But not a cunning one. They speak the language of mountains, the sky,
the sun and rivers. They contain a knowledge that stems from nature and
believe in the togetherness of labour and life. Their consciousness may be
slippery or unresponsive, but their hearts are immense.

The ones living in the lowlands are more sensitive and fragile.
Labour is mostly seen as a waste and expenditure of energy. They like
to talk more and do less. The natural craftiness of the mountain folk
turns into politics with lowlanders and into an absolute imperative. Their
consciousness is more responsive and this responsiveness can sometimes
cause an imbalance in their characters. With lowlanders, the emphasis is
on the individual and not the societal. The accumulation of capital and the
desire to possess more arose historically in the lowlands. Soil cultivation,
land fights, kings, polemics and the cradles of many more troubles are
found in the lowlands.

As for the sea, it has a healing power over people. Whether from the
lowlands or the mountains, if one neighbours a sea they become naive and
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wrap themselves in the many energies and aspects that add beauty to life.
People from the coast are easier to communicate with as they harbour an
inner warmth.

As for deserts, they make people arid. Desert people hold a very
strong and resistant character, but they also exhibit a selfish temper. This
is because there is too little to live off and everyone tries to have some of
that little thing. By extension of protecting what they have and not sharing
it with anyone, they isolate themselves from others. In limiting their
relation with the world and others, desert folk also constrict themselves
mentally. An exception would be the desert folk living concentric to
mountains. These people are both more resistant and generous in
comparison to desert folk and also mentally further ahead. This is because
they receive the solidarity and natural wisdom of the mountains and
reinforce it with the endurance of the deserts.

A refugee person is someone detached from their natural habitat.
Their body, soul and consciousness are shaped by the land they had to
leave behind. Some are from the mountains, some from the lowlands, some
from the seas and some from the deserts. The air where they come from
decides their skin. They are permeated with snow, rain, heat or sandstorm.
Each is inured to their climate and they love it. They love it because as they
get used to something it loves them and it welcomes this feeling. But now,
wherever they are, they are living unseasonably. Children may not notice it,
but for adults, this sense of unseasonableness will persist forever.

Their longing for their country will always burn inside them. Even
in the severe winter cold, they will feel their blaze. Even very hot weather
outside will not be able to suppress the heat of their inner fire. Rain will not
stop it. And the wind will flare it up. Because each wind that blows brings
cinders from their countries and memories with it... This is why a refugee
person lives outside the seasons. And in their heart is a fifth season... A
season of ants raining from the skies, of fire mountains and ice flowers...

Saet 22.50 (Kurdish)

Li gor min di sedsala bistan de tekosina her mezin jinan G ew kesén ku
di bin ala keskesor de kom bline dan. Ew, li hemberé zagonén me yén
hisk, bi rébazén resen, aqilane 0 naif bi sikleki mtiazam di ber xwe dan.
Hewcedariya zor G x(iné neditin Gt meseki soresgeri domandin.

Di nav diroka 5.000 sali ya patriarkal de ji bo biata nisana “bavti” me
ew erka xwe ya plc bikarani i her wiha me wan insanan perisan kir. Lé hat
ditin ku hemt zilmén di qonaxa diroki de, bi xwe re hiseki berxwedér ji ava
dike. Ez bi taybeti ji li porén jinén me yén pir de, destén wan € nasir girti G
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cavén wan € bi xemgini de réca ésén ku hati kisandin 0 her wiha hérsa wan
a kom buyi dibinim. Helbet ku ew récén ji ésén hezar salan maye 1 ¢irtiskén
hérsé, di dilén hem jinan de hiseki ava dike. Dizanim ku hisé dilan, ji
hisén mejiyé firehtir, mayinde G zinditir e...Ji bo wé ji l igor min, di sedsala
bistan de kesén ku heri péstir ¢lin jin in Gt her wiha kesén ku guhdaré dilén
xwe kirin. Hévidarim ku di sedsala bistuyekan de ji ev kesana bi serkevin Qi
pésiya dawihatina cthané bigirin.

the time is 22:50

For me, the biggest struggle is fought by women and those united under
the rainbow flag. They, against the stiff laws of us men, resist with
extraordinary strength through their one-of-a-kind, naive and witty ways.
In miraculously avoiding violence and the shedding of blood, they made a
revolutionary march real.

Throughout the 5000-year-old history of patriarchy, in allegiance to
the name of our ‘fathers’, we exploited a rotten power and put these people
through the wringer. But it appears that all oppression experienced in the
writing of history brings about a revolutionary memory/repository. I see
the spark of anger and the trace of life ache particularly clearly in the
grey hairs, callous hands and sombre eyes of elderly women. And it is the
glistening anger and the traces of a millennium-long pain that form this
memory in women’s hearts. I know that the memory of the heart is vaster
than the one of the mind, more persistent and more alive. For this reason,
the ones who forged ahead most in the 20th Century have been women and
those who dared to listen to their hearts. I hope it will be them who prevail
in the 21st Century, for it is them who can save us from the destruction of
the world.

Saat 21.09 (Turkish)

Kaldigim kampta transeksiiel bireyler de var.Bu koca kamp ve kalabalik
icerisinde sanirim en ¢ok Onlar dikkati ¢cekiyor. Bazi insanlarin Onlara
bakis1 cok acimasizca ve bu durum benim canimi acitiyor. Zira bakislar,
negatif enerjiler ile dolu ve bazen de agizlarindan kotii hakaretler diisiiyor.
Diinyanin her yerinde farkli cinsel yonelimleri olanlar dislaniyor
olsa da, Ortadogu'da bu biraz daha fazla ve siddete doniisebilmekte
maalesef. Hangi inanctan olursa olsun, kat1 dini dogmalar ile hareket
edenler ve asir1 milliyet¢i-fasist diislinceye sahip olanlar, bu 6tekilestirme
ve lanetleme haline en fazla katilanlardir. Din ve milliyetcilik kavramlari,
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geleneksel ataerkil kiiltiiriin sac ayaklaridirlar. Konu “farkli yonelimleri
olanlara” gelince, bu kiiltiirel kodlara sahip olanlar Amerikada'da ya da
Ortadogunun herhangi bir iilkesinde ayni refleksi gostermektedirler.
Otekilestirme, itibasizlastirma, lanetleme ve bazen de siddete basvurma...
Suan kampta tanik oldugum durum tam da bu zihniyetin disavurumu;
asagilayici ve onur kirici bakislar...

Transeksiieller, farkli cinsel yonelimleri olanlar i¢erisinde en
fazla baski ve distalamay1 yasayanlardir. Ik 6nce aileleri onlar1 dishyor.
Sonra yakin arkadaslari, komsular1 ve sevdikleri. Yasadiklar1 mahalle ve
kentler dishiyor onlar1 ve baska yerlere gitmek zorunda kaliyorlar. Sonra
tilkenin tiimiinde lanetli, clizzaml1 gibi parmakla gosteriliyor ya da yiiz
cevriliyorlar. Kendilerine yasayacak ¢ok az yer buluyor ve cogu zaman da
iilkelerini terketmek zorunda kaliyorlar...Kampimizdaki transeksiieller,
devasa asya cografyasi ve iilkelerinde tutunacak bir dal géremedigi i¢cin
buralara gelmek zorunda kalan bireyler. Ne ac1 bir durum. Neolitigin,
medeniyetin, kiiltiiriin, ¢esitlilik ile hosgoriiniin cografyasi ne hale geldi...
Oralardan kagip gelen ve buralarda da kotii bakislara maruz kalan bu
insanlar, kim bilir nasil da ac1 cekmektedirler...

Bence 20. ylizyilin gercek devrimcileri transeksiiellerdir! Devrimeci
ruhu ve diistinceyi tasiyan biri olarak bunu séylemekten gocunmuyor ve
Onlara biiytiik bir saygi duyuyorum. Bizler, baskici sistemlerle miicadele
ederken iskence goriir, siirgiinler yasar ve bazen 6ldiirtiliiriiz. Ama
ailelerimiz bizi destekler. Sokaklar bizimle olur ¢ogu zaman. Karsimiza
aldigimiz ve doniistiirmek istedigimiz baskici bir iktidar ve zihniyetdir.
Oysaki trans bireyler, sadece bir bolgedeki sistemi karsilarina almazlar.
Aileleri basta olmak iizere neredeyse biitiin diinya onlar1 distalamaktadir.
Cografyalar degisse de dinler, gelenekler, kiiltiirler...hepsi translarin
karsisindadir. Buna ragmen tercihlerinde 1srar etmeleri, bedenlerine sahip
cikmalari, ayakta kalmalar1 ve miicadeleye devam etmeleri hayranlik
uyandiricidir. Bence gosterdikleri cesaret ve tavir, saygiy1 haketmekle
beraber gercek bir devrimciliktir...

the time 21:09

At the camp where [ am staying, there are also transgender people. In this
vast camp, I guess they are the ones that attract the most attention.
Some people gaze at them spitefully and I find it very hurtful. For their
glance is full of negative energy, and sometimes insults find a way out of
their mouths.

All around the world people with different sexual orientations are
marginalised. But in the Middle East it is worse and grows into violence.
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Regardless of what religious background, it is always the ones going

by strict religious dogmas and the ones with ultra-nationalist, fascist
ideals that are the biggest contributors to acts of marginalisation and
verbal abuse. Notions of religion and nationalism are the pedestals

that traditional patriarchal culture has been built on. When it comes to
‘different orientations’, across geographies from America to a country in
the Middle East, it is always those with shared religious beliefs that show
similar reactions. Marginalisation, denigration, verbal abuse and violence.
What [ am witnessing at the camp is the expression of such a mentality.
Derogatory and injurious gazes are everywhere.

Transgender people are facing far more oppression and exclusion
in comparison to those with different sexual orientations. They are first
excluded by their families. Then their close friends, neighbours, loved
ones, neighbourhoods and cities exclude them, forcing them to move
elsewhere. Then their whole country points a finger at them, like pointing
at a leprous people, while completely turning away. They find little to no
place to exist and in most instances, they are eventually forced to abandon
their countries. The transgender people at our camp are individuals who
couldn’t find a branch to hold on to in the vast continent of Asia and who
were therefore forced to come all the way here. What a state of heartache!
What has become of the land of the Neolithic Age, of civilisation, culture,
diversity and complaisance. How much they must be suffering, those who
fled from there only to be subjected to maleficent gazes here.

I believe that the true revolutionaries are transgender people! As
a person carrying revolutionary spirit and thought, I don’t take offence
when saying that, and I greatly respect them. When up against oppressive
systems, we are tortured, exiled and at times killed. But our families
support us. The streets are with us most of the time. What we are against
and what we desire to transform is an oppressive power and its mindset.
However, transgender people are not only facing a localised system.
Beginning with their families, the whole world ostracises them. Even if
geographies change, if religions, traditions and cultures change... Trans
people are up against it all. Despite this, their insistence on their choices,
how they are claiming their bodies, how they remain standing and continue
to fight is formidable. Their bravery and their disposition deserve respect
and are truly revolutionary.
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Seat 00.12 (Kurdish)
Di malé de, seva min a yekemin.

Iro ez ji qampé derketim @ derbasé xaniyek biim. Di nav hestén pir tevléhev

de me. Ev salek zédetire ku di gampé de diminim G helbet ku xilasiya ji van

deran wé min bastir bike. Lé dema ku ez li pas xwe dinérim G ew kesén ku

li gampé mane dibinim dilé min disewute. Weki minak kaleki Afgan heye

di gampé de ku ev sé sale bé stati li wé deré diji. Wek wi gelek malbatén

bi zarok hene ku bi salane bé stati/bé igame dijin. Disa malbateki Ermen

heye ku ji wan pir hez dikim. Gelek ciwanén Irani bé statii disekinin @ gelek

kesén mina wan...Ev roj wexta ku ji gampa penaberan derketim pir héstiyar

blm 1 ji min re pir giran hat. Demek stinde min nikaribt pésiya héstirén

xwe bigirim. U aniha seva yekeme ku -li mala xwe ya hin vala ye- derbas

dikim. Li ser hem diwar G tenhayén malé de hikmé xemginiy€ heye...
Qedeha xwe ji ¢civikén ku bi necari kogbar dibin re radikim...

the time is 00:12
My First Night at Home

Today I left the camp to settle in a house.  am in a labyrinth of emotions.
I had been staying at the camps for more than a year, and to be freed from
those places will certainly do me good. But when I look at what’s left behind
my heart stings. There is an elderly Afghan man for instance. He has been
without any immigration status for the entire three years that he has been
at the camp. Just like him, there are families with children staying there. Or
the Armenian couple who I love dearly. And Iranian youth similarly waiting
without any status, as well as many more people. Today I struggled and
became emotional after leaving the camp. Later on, I couldn’t hold back
my tears. And now [ am spending the night in my new but currently empty
home. Sadness reigns over every nook and cranny of the house.

[ raise my glass to the birds that were obliged to migrate...

Seat 23.48 (Kurdish)
Di mal de seveki hema wisa...

Divé ciheki/wareki ji bo mirov hebe ku bikaribe bi xwe re ri bi ri bimine.
Maleki, odeyeki an ji klipeki...Belki ji bes gliliyek daré an ji quntara ¢iyayek
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asé. Divé hin warén resen hebin ku mirov bikaribe xwe té de zéde bike.
Kena zarokeki, hembéza dayikeki (i cavén evindareki...Isev hem avén
tiriyan ji bo Virginia Wolf e.

the time is 23:48
At Home, a Night at Random

One must have a living space in order to be alone with themselves. A
house, a room or a cubicle... Or maybe just a branch of a tree or the foot
slopes of some rebellious mountains. One also needs authentic places to
unpack oneself. The tittering of a child, the embrace of a mother and the
eyes of a beloved... Tonight every last drop of grape juice is drunk in the
name of Virginia Woolf.

Saat 23.41 (Turkish)

Kaldigim kampzi ziyaret ettim bugiin. Eve yerlestikten sonra kampta
kalanlarla bagim1 koparmadim. Zira oradaki arkadaslar1 gidip gérmek ve
miimkiinse biseyler paylasabilmek bana iyi geliyor. O atmosferi tekrardan
solumak elbette rahatsiz etse de, orada kalmaya devam edenleri diistindiikce
kendi huzursuzlugumun bir anlami kalmiyor ve bu durum, ayni zamanda
ogretici de oluyor. Kanatan ve acitan durumlardan kagmak yerine {izerine
gitmek gerektigini diisiinliyorum. Nietzsche’nin dedigi gibi gercekten de
“oldiirmeyen ac1 insani giiclii kiliyor” Bu tespitin hayattaki karsiligini, hem
uzun cezaevi yillarimin akabinde hem ¢ok sevdigim insanlar1 kaybettikten
sonra ve hem de yasadigim iskenceler akabinde fazlasiyla idrak etmistim.
Simdi ise cok daha degisik bir 6rnegi ile bunu yastyorum/z.

Arkadaslarim olan Ermeni bir ciftle otururken tizerimizde bir
helikopter belirdi ve kampin icine dogru alcaldi. Biz, bir tatbikat sandik
once ve merakla izledik. Savas helikopterlerini ve ugaklarini ¢ok
gormiisliigiimiiz var ve bizdeki izleri ac1 yuikliidiir...Bu helikopter ise sivildi
ve biz ilk kez iirkmeden bir helikopterin yanimiza inmesini izledik. Garip
bir deneyimdi. Ibni Haldun’un dedigi gibi Cografyalar, insanlarm kaderini
belirliyor ya da etkiliyor gercekten. Buradaki insanlara cok siradan gelen ve
gordiiklerinde doniip bakmayacaklari bu ucan cismin bizim bellegimizdeki
yerini anlayinca aradaki u¢rumlarin bir resmi olusuyor. Hasil1 helikopter
inince icinden birkag saglik gorevlisi kosarak ¢ikti. Biz hala bir tatbikat
oldugunu saniyorduk ki saglik gorevlilerinin kostugu yonde, kampin 6biir
ucunda bir kalabaligin biriktigini farkettik..Ters giden birseyler vardi ve
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bazi arkadaslarim durumu anlamak icin oraya yoneldiler. Ac1 haber tez
yayilir derler bizim oralarda. Oyle oldu nitekim ve 6grendik ki kampta
kalan ve heniiz ¢ok geng yasta olan Liibnan’li bir erkek intihar etmis!..

Oliim getirmedi belki bu helikopter ama bu kez bir 6liime geldi.
Haliyle bellegimizde ac1 olan yerini-anlamini degistiremedi. Ortalig1 derin
bir suskunluk ve hiiziin sardi. Herkes gozleriyle konusuyordu adeta. Her
bakisin altinda derin ve ac1 6ykiilerin durdugunu biliyordum. Ama kimse
bu Gykiileri dile getirmeye yeltenmiyordu ki herkes birbirinin acisina ¢ok
asinaydi...O an iclerinden biriyle konussak ve birinin acisina dokunsak
biliyorduk ki kendi yaralarimiz kanamaya baslayacaktsi...

Helikopterin yiikselisini izlemedi hi¢ kimse. Yiikselirken ¢ikardigi
gliriiltii, sessizligimiz ve 1ss1zligimizda boguldu. Ortaligi toz-duman eden
pervaneleri, icimizde kopan firtinanin disa vurumu gibiydi.

Mavi kanatlariyla gencecik bir kus u¢tu aramizdan, tiiylerini
birakarak...Ne Van Gogh'un saris1 6rtebildi hiizniinii ne de Rembranth'in
golgesi gizleyebildi yarasini...Otiisii farkliydi, yabanciydi ve anlasilmazdi
bu diyarlarda. O, Feyruz'un sesinden ve Cibran’in sézlerinden beslenmisti
clinkii. Mavi kanatlariyla gencecik bir kus u¢tu aramizdan, tiiylerini
birakarak...Kirmizi caddelerle meskulken insanlar ve sehvetin camekana
diistiigii bir ¢ag yasanirken, farkedilmesi imkansizdi bu kusun. Ne
kanatlarinda duran diisler goriildii ve ne de haykirircasina suskunlugu. Bir
kus uctu aramizdan, uctu...Erken biiylimiis o6ykiilerini, sadece bulutlara
fisildamay1 umarak.

the time is 23:41

[ visited the camp [ used to stay at. After settling into my new home, I kept
in contact with people at the camp. To see my friends there and to share
with them feels good. Breathing the air from the past is uncomfortable,
but my uneasiness fades quickly when thinking of the people staying there,
and, eventually, it even becomes a learning experience. Instead of running
from painful conditions that make one bleed, I believe we should insist on
them. As Nietzsche said, “That which does not kill us makes us stronger.”
I came to understand this quote right after my lengthy prison years, both
after losing loved ones and immediately after the tortures I was forced to
endure. Now [ am/we are living them all over again, though in a completely
different iteration.

While sitting with my Armenian friends, a helicopter appeared
and flew towards the inside of the camp. We thought it was a drill and
started watching curiously. Throughout our lives we have seen many war
helicopters and planes and the sight of them brings a feeling of sorrow. Yet
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this helicopter was a civilian one and, for the first time, we watched it land
close to us. It was a strange experience. As Ibn Khaldun says, geographies
determine or influence a person’s destiny. When comparing what may
appear as an ordinary object to people in the Netherlands — something they
might not turn their heads to look at - to the kind of place that same object
holds in our memory, a picture of the cliff that sits between us is painted.
Once the helicopter landed, a few health officers exited it at a run. We were
still thinking that it was indeed a drill, right up to the moment where we
noticed a crowd in the distance located where the officers were running
towards. There was something wrong. My friends went ahead to try to
understand what was going on. Where I'm from they say bad news travels
fast. Sadly, it came true in this instance, and we learned that a young
Lebanese man staying at the camp had committed suicide.

The helicopter didn’t bring death this time, but instead, it came for
death. As such, the painful place in our memory devoted to the helicopter
remains. A deep silence and sorrow surrounded us. Everyone was speaking
with their eyes. [ knew that under each glance lay deep and painful stories.
Yet no one attempted to speak of these stories as everyone was attuned to
each other’s pain. If we dared to speak to someone and feel their pain, our
wound would also start to bleed.

Nobody watched the helicopter depart. The noise of the helicopter
was drowned out by the pervasiveness of our silence and solitude. The
rising clouds of dust created by the spinning rotor blades were like an
expression of the storm that raged inside us.

A young bird flew among us with his blue wings, leaving his feathers
behind. Neither the yellow of Van Gogh nor the shadows of Rembrandt
could cover his sorrow or hide his wound. His song was different, foreign
and incomprehensible in these lands. He was nourished from Fairuz’s
voice and by the words of Gibran. A young bird flew among us with his
blue wings, leaving his feathers behind. Neither the dreams housed in his
wings, nor his screaming silences were noticed. A bird flew among us, flew,
hoping to tell his untimely stories only to the clouds.
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