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irmuzik duyuluyor, kimi kez sert vuruslarla; birtakim inis ¢ikislarla. Uzakta, ¢cok uzaklarda. Bilinen bir ‘kon-
B certo'nun sicak ezgileri. Kendisiyle birlikte nice kucuk, sisli, belirsiz cagrisimlari da yani sira sturukleyerek.
Sanki, baharin uyanisi!

Selahattin Giz'in ‘Istanbul'u ya da istanbul'un coktan unutulmus ‘giz'leri.

Kuskusuz tanidik sokaklar, bildik bir deniz, bugun artik taninamayacak tnld alanlar, 1ssiz raylari ve vefall
yolculariyla yasli tramvaylar, uzaktan uzaga dis ¢izgileri gorinen gorkemli eski camiler, cogu yokolmus buyuk
yapilar, sahil kahveleri. Kara dumanli vapurlar, bir donemin c¢atanalari, sonra kayiklar ve gene kayiklar! At
arabalari, faytonlar, kopru ustunde yaya yogunlugu ve karmasasi, glvercinler, martilar, bir vapur pervanesinin
biraktigr ak kopugun sancak guvertesinden gorunusud, Bogaz'da ¢ikinti yapmis eski ahsap yalilar ile onlarin
zaman icinde biriktirdigi anilar! Kiz Kulesi'ne tepeden huzunlid bir son bakis! Korfez'deki dalyanlar, tarihsel an-
lamda birbirine goz slizen iki Hisar, istanbul Universitesi'nin isiklar icindeki gece gorunumu, sur disindaki sur-
lar; belleklerden bile ¢oktan silinmis eski Taksim, kar i¢cindeki Alan'da kizli-erkekli kizak kayanlar, kar altinda
Istanbul caddeleri, Dolmabahce sirtlarinin merdivensiz doneminde yokus yukari tirmanmaya calisanlar, araba
azligindan blyumdis/genislemis gorinen caddeler, ¢cekek yerinde karlar altindaki kayiklar, Beyazit'in eski ha-
vuzu, Haydarpasa Gari, KiclUksu Kasri, Blyukada'dan bir otel, ucurtma ucuran ¢ocuklar, savas oncesinin eski
model arabalari, yagmur sonucu sele donusen caddeler, okul kasketi giymis liseli kizlar, kar altinda tramvay
bekleyen Istanbullular ve Taksim'deki —iistiine 1943 tarihi ilistirilmis— Maksem duvari...

Gergekten, ge¢mis higcbir zaman dlmez. Dahasi, ge¢mis, hichir zaman ‘ge¢cmis’ bile olmaz. Zaten, Borges'in bir
oykd kahramani da, “Gecmis zaman bellekte surer gider” demiyor mu? Aslina bakilirsa, gegmis zamani ‘simdi-
ki zaman' yapan da bellek! Ama, yalniz bellek mi? Mevsimler de oyle!..

Simdi, uzaktan uzaga duyulan ezgi daha glclendi. Daha belirginlesti. Vivaldi'nin Dort Mevsim'i ¢aliyor “eski
plakta”. itk bolim, bir kir dansi havasinda. Ozgir, sen, vurdumduymaz havall.



piece of music is heard, sometimes with hard beats, with some ups and some downs. Far, far away. The
Awarm melodies of a familiar concerto. Dragging along small, foggy, faint reminiscences. It's like the awak-
ening of spring!

Selahattin Giz's Istanbul or the long-forgotten mysteries of Istanbul.

Undoubtedly familiar streets, a familiar sea, famous areas that are no longer recognizable today, old trams
with their desolate tracks and loyal passengers, magnificent old mosques whose outlines can be seen from
afar, large buildings most of which have been destroyed, seaside cafes. Ferries emitting black smoke, steam-
boats of a long-gone period, then shallops and shallops again! Horse carriages, phaetons, pedestrian crowd
and confusion on the bridge, pigeons, seagulls, the view from the starboard deck of the white foam left by a
ferry propeller, the old wooden mansions protruding into the Bosphorus and into the memories accumulated
over time! A sad final look at "Maiden Tower” from the top! The fishermen in the Gulf, two Hisars gazing at each
other, the well-lit night view of Istanbul University, the walls outside the city walls; the old Taksim that's already
been erased from memories, boys and girls sledding in the snow, Istanbul streets under snow, those trying to
climb uphill on Dolmabahge ridges without stairs, streets that seem to have grown bigger from the lack of cars,
shallops under snow on the boatyard, Beyazit's old swimming pool, Haydarpasa Train Station, Kliglksu Sum-
mer Palace, a hotel from Buyukada, children flying kites, pre-war vintage cars, streets that turned into floods
from the rain, high school girls wearing school caps, Istanbulites waiting for the tram under the snow, and the
reservoir wall in Taksim — with the date 1943 carved on it.

Indeed, the past never dies. Moreover, it's not even past. After all, doesn’t the protagonist from one of
Borges' stories say, “The past flows on in the memory”? As a matter of fact, it is memory that turns the time
past into the present! But is it memory alone? So are the seasons!

Now, the distant melody is stronger. It is more pronounced. Vivaldi's Four Seasons is playing on the old re-
cord player. The first part is like a country dance. Free, cheerful, carefree.

In the seasons, one feels himself always the same person and another person in Istanbul at the same time
— especially on the Bosphorus. Perhaps, that is the Istanbul magic!



Mevsimler icinde, insan kendisini, Istanbul'da —6zellikle de Bogaz'da— her zaman
ayni insan ve yine her zaman da bir baska kisi olarak duyumsar. Herhalde, bu bir is-
tanbul buyusu!

Martin baslangic gunleri.

Denize cephe veren, havali kamu binasinin onundeki kizilerik pembeye calan beyaz
bir cicek ortistne burtndu. Ardindan gelen hafta icinde de, erikler her yerde cicek acti.
Yalniz Anadolu yakasi mi? Hayir! Tam karsi kiyida, Sabanci Mizesi'ne ¢ikarken, koskin
icinde, selvili yolda, gozden uzak sari mimozalar kendini gostermis. Ayrica, pembe ¢i-
cekli badem agaclari!

llkyaz geldiyse, Calli'nin Giil Koklayan Kadin'ini diisiinmemek olasi mi? Kol uclari
islemeli, nerdeyse saydam beyaz giysisi icinde, yari kapali gozlerle hem kokuyu hem
mevsimi varliginin derinliklerine ceken —istanbul'un simgesi— o gizemli ve ucari “ka-
din™?

Bu arada, elbet, Bogaz'a bakan sirtlarin birinde, —nicin, Mihrabad Korulugu olma-
sin?— I1ssiz ve dar bir patikada, elindeki havali kirmizi semsiyesiyle yuridyen Sami Ye-
tik'in kadini da oyle kolay kolay unutulamaz.

Ilkyazin ilk ayinin sonlarina dogru her yer islakti. “Yine yagmur, yine kapali bir gok-
yuzu!" dedirtecek gibi. Hava da iyiden iyiye soguk.

Kanlica, kiilrengi bugln. Gok ve deniz, aynii¢c karartici rengi paylasiyorlar. Son kalan
mavilik, aksamin bastiran karanligi ve kapali gokyuzu birbirine karisiyor. Ayrica, deniz-
de de firtina! ikinci Kopru ustunde arka arkaya kosan isikli araglar gorulmekte.

Gergi, mart bitip nisanin ilk ginleri gelince, yogun yagislar da bir olclide azaliyor
azalmaya; bununla birlikte, yine de insanlar, guines hi¢ varolmamis gibi bir duygu icine
dusebiliyor. Oysa, bahar, takvim acisindan yarilandi sayilir. Evet, kis uzun surdi her
seye karsin; baharsa, hic gelmeyecek sanki.



The first days of March.

The kizilerik tree in front of the swanky public building facing the sea is clad in a
cover of pinkish white flowers. In the week that followed, plums bloomed everywhere.
On the Anatolian side only? No! On the opposite shore, on the way to the Sabanci Mu-
seum, secluded yellow mimosas appeared inside the mansion, on the cypress road.
And almond trees with pink flowers!

If it's springtime, is it possible not to think about Calli's “The Woman Who Smells a
Rose”? That mysterious and volatile “woman” — the symbol of Istanbul — who draws
both the scent and the season into her being with her half-closed eyes in her almost
transparent white dress with embroidered sleeves?

By the way, of course, Sami Yetik's woman walking on a desolate and narrow path
on one of the ridges overlooking the Bosphorus — why not the Mihrabad Grove? — with
a fancy red umbrella in her hand, cannot be easily forgotten.

Toward the end of the first month of spring, everything was wet. Yet again rain, yet
again a cloudy sky. It is also pretty cold.

Kanlica, ash-colored today. Sky and sea share the same depressing hue. The last
remaining blue, the oppressive darkness of the evening and the clouded sky mingle.
To top it all, storm at sea! On the Second Bridge, lighted vehicles can be seen running
one after the other.

Although, when March ends and the first days of April come, heavy rains also
decrease to some extent; however, people can still fall into the feeling that the sun
never existed. Yet, spring is almost halfway over in terms of the calendar. Yes, the
winter was long after all; on the other hand, it feels like spring will never arrive.

However, one should not be pessimistic! Nature keeps its word as long as it is re-

spected.
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Bununla birlikte, kotimser olmamali! Doga, kendisine saygili olundugu ol¢ude so-
zUnde duruyor.

Dogru dal.. Sozgelimi erguvanlar, surekli direniyor iklime. Ucuk pembe —yoksa, firfiri
mi demeli?- cicekleriyle kesin bir ilkyaz vaat ediyorlar. Bir bakima, Dr. Siiheyl Unver'in
o ozenli ve gozalicl suluboyasi Kirmizi Erguvanlar’ gibi. Cubuklu’'da, Hidiv Koski'nun
eteklerinde, Kandilli'de Sifa Cesmesi cevresinde, Rifat Pasa'nin mirasi Kanlica "Muvak-
kithanesi' (Zaman Odasi) yakinlarinda gorildigu tzere...

Demek ki, mayisin elma kokusu yakin!

Zaten, bahardan yaza gecis o denli gabuk oldu ki, tipki erguvan c¢iceklerinin omru
gibi. Zaman'dan kendine yararlar ¢ikarmayi ¢ok iyi basaran bir ozanimizin dedigi gibi,
“Erguvanlar gecip gittiler bahcelerden / geriye sadece erguvanlar kald..”

Haziran isigi!

MSU, Findikli, sonra Molla Celebi Camii! Ortada, Cihangir'den inen sihirli merdiven!
Yalin bir rastlanti mi, bir ¢izgi Ustindeki U¢ bidyUk tapinagin varligr: Kilic Ali Pasa, Nus-
retiye ve Dolmabahce? Ara yerdeyse, bir bilim ocagt!

Yaz kapiyi caldigi sirada, Uskiidar ve cevresinin issiz kdselerini, kiyi kahvelerini, Pa-
sabahce’sini, Beykoz'un cesme ve dar sokaklarini, gunesli kayaliklari, insansiz deniz
kiyilarini gergekgi bir bicimde resmine aktaran Hoca Ali Riza Bey, kentin insanlarina,
mimarisine, ortak havasina ve renklerine taniklik etmiyor mu?

Haziran icinde, denizden bakinca Cubuklu iskelesi'nin solundaki kiiciik boslukta —ki,
su anda, yani birkac yildir ugurlu ellerin ¢abasiyla bir parka donusmus bulunuyor—
tek tuk de olsa birtakim oturanlara rastlanmakta. Kadinlar, gencler, sessizce bekleyen



That's right!.. For instance, redbuds are constantly resisting the climate. With their
pale pink — or should | say ruffled — flowers, they promise a sure spring. In a way,
just like Dr. Siiheyl Unver's meticulous and eye-catching watercolor Red Judas Trees.
As seen in Cubuklu, on the outskirts of the Hidiv Mansion, around the Sifa Fountain
in Kandilli, and near Kanlica Muvakkithanesi (Time Room), the legacy of Rifat Pasha...

So, the smell of apples of May is near!

After all, the transition from spring to summer happened so quickly, just like the
life of the redbud flowers. As one of our poets, who succeeded in extracting benefits
from time very well, said, “The redbuds have passed away from the gardens / only the

redbuds are left.”

The June light!

Mimar Sinan University, Findikli, then Molla Celebi Mosque! In the middle, the magic
staircase descending from Cihangir! Is it a simple coincidence, the existence of three
great temples on a single line: Kili¢c Ali Pasha, Nusretiye and Dolmabahc¢e? In the mid-
dle of it all, a science center!

When summer knocked on the door, Hodja Ali Riza Bey realistically portrayed the
deserted corners of Uskidar and its surroundings, the seaside cafes, Pasabahce,
the fountains and narrow streets of Beykoz, the sunny cliffs, and the unmanned sea
shores. Does he not testify to the people, architecture, atmosphere, and colors of the
city?

In June, when observed from the sea, in the small space to the left of Cubuklu Pier
—which has now been transformed into a park with the efforts of auspicious hands for
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erkekler... Parkin icinde yuksekge bir sogut, yasli bir incir agaci ve de karaya ¢ekilmis
birkag kayik! Peki, bu insanlar kim? Zeytin ve incir Ustline ant icenler mi? Yoksa, golge-
lerin arkasina saklanip icki icenler mi?

Klcuk parkin capraz karsisinda, Osman Hamdi Ailesi'nin artik beyaza boyali yalisi
yukselmekte. Daracik bir araliktan, yalinin bahgesindeki turuncu isikli Cin fenerlerini
andiran bir agac, trabzonhurmasi goruluyor. Bir-iki durak otedeyse, Pasabahcge Tekel
Fabrikasi'nin bahcesinde de, bir baska trabzonhurmasi!

Beyhude Aksam Bahcesi'nin yazari Tanpinar, daha otuz bes yasindayken, gecirdi-
gi zamani sadece duskirikliklarinin doldurdugunu soyler. Vivaldi'nin muzigi de, acaba,
ayni gercegi mi dile getiriyor?

Ote yandan, eger bir de ‘gecmis’, éniimizdeki gelecege emanet edilmeye degerse,
Iki Kadin Sultan'in kasrinin da bu yakada olmasi dikkat cekici degil mi? Biri, Ikinci Mah-
mud’un kizi —iki padisahin da, Abdilmecid ve Abdilaziz'in kiz kardesi— Adile Sultan'in-
ki: yani, yanan eski Kandilli Kiz Lisesi. Obiirii de, Refika Sultan'in Kanlica Koyu'nda,
Mihrabad'in kuzeyindeki u¢ katli yalisi.

Sonra, bir G¢lincu kadin ve ona adanmis sevgi: Uclinct Selim'in annesinin, yani Mih-
risah Valide Sultan'in anisini yasatmak amaciyla, Kasr'in yani basina insa edilen kub-
beli, genis sagakli, zarif Kicuksu Cesmesi. Bir agidan, Nazmi Ziya'nin, Hayri Cizel'in ve
Naile Akinci'nin resimlerine konu oldugu bigimde.

Belki de, Abdilmecid Efendi'nin yalilariyla dikkati ceken Goksu tablosu gibi.

Gecen zaman, birbirini izleyen mevsimler, yasami dolduran —Tanpinar’in terimleriy-
le— ‘duskirikliklar’l, hepsi de ucup giden ya da gidecek birer toz mu? Nice sevgi ve nice
tutkulardan arta kalmis, sekilsiz bir tortu mu?



several years — there are some residents, albeit sporadically. Women, young people,
men waiting in silence... A tall willow, an old fig tree in the park, and a few shallops
pulled ashore! So, who are these people? Those who swear by olives and figs? Or
those who hide behind the shadows and drink?

Across the small park, the white-painted mansion of the Osman Hamdi Family rises.

A tree resembling orange-lit Chinese lanterns in the garden of the mansion, and
persimmons, can be seen through a narrow gap. And a stop or two away, other per-
simmons in the garden of the Pasabahce Tekel Factory!

Tanpinar, the author of Beyhude Aksam Bahcesi (Garden of the Futile Evening), said
that only disappointments filled the time he spent, when he was only thirty-five. Does
Vivaldi's music express the same truth?

On the other hand, if the past is worth entrusting to the future, isn't it remarkable
that the pavilion of the Two Women Sultans is also on this side? One is that of Adile
Sultan, the daughter of Mahmud Il - sister of both sultans, Abdilmecid and Abdulaziz,
later Kandilli Girls" High School that burnt down. The other one is Refika Sultan's
three-story mansion in Kanlica Bay, north of Mihrabad.

Then, a third woman and the love dedicated to her: Domed and with wide eaves,
the elegant Kuguksu Fountain, built next to the “Kasr” to honor the memory of Selim
[lI's mother, Mihrisah Valide Sultan. In a way, in the form it was in Nazmi Ziya's, Hayri
Cizel's, and Naile Akinci's paintings.

Perhaps it's like Abdulmecid Efendi's Goksu painting which draws attention with
its mansions. The passing time, the successive seasons, the “disappointments” that
fill life —in Tanpinar’'s terms — are these all dust that wash away or at least will wash
away? A shapeless residue left over from so many loves and so many passions?

r
|
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Mevsimlerden once, kuskusuz, yluzyillar birbirini izliyor. Gergcekten, zaman Ustline ant icenler hakli: ¢lnk,
acikca zararda olan, ‘insan’! Baskasi degil!

Birkac¢ yil once, Anadoluhisari'nin kurulusunun altiylzincd yildonumd degil miydi? Yazik ki, Hikmet Onat
artik uzaklarda. Onunla birlikte, Anadoluhisari Kalesi tablosu da. Ya da, Calli'nin Blyuk Savas oncesinde ger-
ceklestirdigi Anadoluhisari da.

Bir yandan sirtini Hisar'a dayayip obur yandan da Goksu Deresi'ne bakan, —belediyelerce goz yumulmus—
dermecatma kahvede kahvalti edenler, ayni zamanda da ‘Hisar’ Ustine resmi olmayan bir toplanti gerceklesti-
riyor. Kahvaltida, Hisarlar (Rumeli, Yedikule ve Anadolu hisarlari) Midird'nin bulunusu da dikkat cekici. Ama,
nasil bir sonug ¢ikacak bu gorismeden?

Her seye karsin, yine de gecmis ondmuizde ylruyor; ondan kolayca ayrilmak olasi mi? Yuzyilin bitimine iki
yil kalmis: o gunlerde Huseyin Cahit Kanlica'da oturmakta; Fikret, Anadoluhisari'nda bir yalida kaliyor. Mehmet
Rauf ise, gemide yatip kalkmakta. Gemisine gelince, Tarabya'da demirli.

Kimi geceler gizemli Mihrabad'a c¢ikiliyor, sessiz Koru'da dolunay seyretmeye. Bir bakima, “dogayla iliski
kurmayi delice bir askla seven” U¢ ‘Servet-i Finuncu'nun inanilmaz sayilabilecek ay 1si1g1 gezileri. Ozellikle,
agaclar altinda gunlerce yiyip icen, gezen, uyuyan bir Fikret!

Yaz aylarinin sicak, dingin, mutlulukla dolu glnleri, Vivaldi'nin esrik havali muziginin lirik 0geleri gibi birbiri-
ni kovalar; kum saati hizla akar, cabucak guz kendi rengini duyurur. Bu nedenle dogmus olmali, kuskusuz, guz
gunesinden yogun lekeler tasiyan kizil renkli Kiglksu tablosu! O halde, Abdulmecid Efendi'nin bu resmi neden
Kasir'da degil de Asiyan Miizesi'nde?

Hidiv'de, daha eyliil basinda yapraklar dékiilmeye basladi. Once, kokulari kendini duyurdu. Kestaneler, artik
hep yerlerde surukleniyor. Patlayan kalin, yesil kabuklariyla kahverengi meyveler, parke taslarinin arasinda
suraya buraya siginmaya calismakta.

Besbelli boylesi zamanlarda, “gln biter, ajacta nese soner / yaprak ates olur, kus da yakut!”

Iste, Beykoz'da, Abrahampasa Korusu'nda gecikmis bir kahvaltil Ardindan, dgle sonrasinda, Kandilli'de,
deniz kenarinda bir mola. Kimse eve girmek istemiyor. On Uc Eylil'lin etkisi, hic kuskusuz! Oyle ya, ‘'yara' o



Before the seasons, of course, the centuries follow one another. Indeed, those who swear by time are right: for
itis ‘man’ who is clearly at a loss! Not anyone else!

Wasn't it the six hundredth anniversary of Anadoluhisari's foundation a few years ago? Unfortunately, Hik-
met Onat is far gone now. Along with him, the Anadoluhisari Castle painting. Or Anadoluhisari, which Calli
painted before the Great War, too.

Those who have breakfast in a makeshift cafe, which is condoned by the municipalities, while leaning their
backs on the Hisar and looking at the Goksu Stream, also hold an informal meeting on the ‘Hisar’. The presence
of the Hisarlar (Rumeli, Yedikule and Anatolian fortresses) Manager at breakfast is also remarkable. But what
will be the outcome of this meeting?

Despite everything, the past still walks ahead of us. Is it possible to break up with it that easily? There are
two years left until the end of the century: Hiseyin Cahit lived in Kanlica in those days; Fikret stayed in a man-
sion in Anadoluhisari. Mehmet Rauf, on the other hand, sleeps on the ship. As for his ship, it is anchored in
Tarabya.

Some nights, they go to the mysterious Mihrabad to watch the full moon in the silent grove. In a way, these
are the incredible moonlight trips of three belle-letrists who “love to relate to nature with a mad love". Espe-
cially Fikret, who eats, drinks, travels, and sleeps under the trees for days!

The hot, calm, happy days of summer chase each other like the lyrical elements of Vivaldi's ecstatic music;
the hourglass flows swiftly, quickly the fall announces its color. It must have been born for this reason, no
doubt, the red-colored Kuglksu painting with intense stains from the autumn sun! Then, why is this painting of
Abdllmecid Efendi in the Asiyan Museum and not in the Kasir?

In the Hidiv Grove, the leaves began to fall at the beginning of September. First, their scent made itself
known. Chestnuts are now always dragged on the ground. Brown fruits with their burst thick, green peels seek
refuge within the cracks among the cobblestones.

Obviously, at such times, “the day ends, the tree runs out of joy / the leaf becomes fire, the bird a ruby!”

Here is a belated breakfast at Abrahampasa Grove in Beykoz! Then, in the afternoon, a break by the sea in
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denli taze ki... Tam on bese iki dakika kalal.. Calisma saatinin ici. Ozellikle, baslangictaki ilk iki titresim ¢ok
gucluydu.

Blyuk tedirginlik ani! Yasamla olim arasina sikisan, somut korku ile i¢ ice ge¢mis yogun dalgalanma. Oli-
miin kesinligiyle yasamin igretiligi! Oyle bir zaman dilimi ki, herkes icin, tim yasanmis yasama iliskin ‘gecmis
zaman' karelerinin —bir anda- bir bir her insanin kendi gozlerinin onunde tek bir ‘gelecege’ donismesi!

Kandilli-Vanikoy arasi. Deniz kiyisi.

Bir kez daha, bu eyliil ayinda, havada bir diinya savasinin kokusu duyulmakta. Bir bakima, ikinci Diinya Sa-
vasi'nin hemen oncesi glnler gibi. "Karisik duygular, duyumsamalar”, diyor Oktay Akbal; sonra ekliyor: “hatta,
korkular icindeyiz!” Evet, arkada duruyor belirsiz bir savasin golgesi!

Belki bu nedenle, “Bir bir hatirliyoruz gecen sonbaharlari/ Tesrinin (ekim ayi) hiizni gecer ta iliklere!”

Bir ay sonra. Glnesli bir ekim giini. Ogle saatleri.

Cubuklu iskelesi'yle Dalgic Okulu arasinda, kiyida, “kara balikcilari”. Ayrica, denizde balik avlayan sandallar.
Blyuk tekneler henuz ortada yok.

Ve, kasim sonlari.

Bugin Bogaz'da sis var. Dun de vardi. Burunbahge'den bakildiginda, denizin Ustl nerdeyse gorulmuyor.
Yalniz teknelerin dis ¢izgileri segilebilmekte.

Ama, ogleye dogru gunes her yeri isitti. Aydinlatti. Beykoz'dan bakinca Bogaz'in bu kismi —ikinci Képri'den,
Hidiv Kasri eteklerinden Tarabya onlerine dek—tam bir kapali havuz gorinumunde.

Dedeoglu Deresi kopru parmakliklarina, gorkemli dort ¢cinarin diplerine birikmis guz yapraklari dstine gu-
nes vuruyor. Islak sari yapraklar, altin gibi parlamakta. Belki, su mevsimde, altindan bile daha degerli glines
Isinlari.

20 Aralik, cuma.





