HER SEY RACHEL’I HATIRLATIYOR CINDY..

Ustiin BOL, 19.03.2024
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Sevgili Cindy ve Craig,
Bugiin 16 Mart Sali. Birkag¢ haftadir zihnim yogun sekilde Rachel’le mesgul.
Siz diinyanin bir ucundasiniz ve ben diinyanin diger ucundayim.

Ve hig¢ tanimadigim, hi¢ gérmedigim, hafizamda silik birkag kare fotograftan ve kisa televizyon

goriintiistinden ibaret olan bir anne babaya mektup yaziyorum.

Bunu yaparken alt1 yasindaki kizim elime ayagima dolaniyor. “Baba ne zaman bilgisayar1 bana

vereceksin” diyor. Cizgi film seyredecekmis.

Her sey Rachel’i hatirlatiyor Cindy. O da anne babasina sorar miydi, bilgisayar1 ne zaman

alabilecegini?
Ben yaramaz bir ¢gocuktum Craig.

Ordu’nun bir kdyiinde dogmusum. Findik bahgelerimiz vardi, hala da var. Findik bahgelerinde
calisirken “girebi” (baltadan kii¢iik ama keskin bir alet) ile dizimi, bacaklarimi yaralamisimdir

cogu kez.

Balik tutarken evimizin hemen asagisindaki derede, ¢iplak ayaklarimi taglar, paslanmig

tenekeler kesmistir.
Okul ¢ikis1 yamag asagi kosarken kollarim, dizlerim, yliziim goziim kan revan i¢inde kalmistir.

Ve tiim bunlarin sonunda aglaya aglaya eve dondiigiimde annemin ¢igliklar1 viicudumdaki

yaralardan daha ¢ok acitmistir canimi!

Iste o yiizden ve ondan sonra nerem yaralanirsa yaralansin, gizlemisimdir yaralarimu. ..
Taki ac1 dayanilmaz bir hale gelinceye kadar.

Rachel’in size yazdig1 mektuplar1 okurken diistii aklima bu diisiinceler.

Oda gizlemis midir, {izilmeyesiniz diye basindan gegenleri.

Ben otuz alt1 yasimdayim Cindy...
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Ve benim annem hala nereye gidecegime, ne yapacagima karisir.

Benim i¢in korktugunda bir yandan kizginlikla bagirirken, diger yandan hiingiir hiingtir aglar

mesela.

Dogru olan1 yapmakla, anacigimi iizmek arasinda gider gelir ruhum. Ama dogru olani yapmay1

tercih ederim. Annemin {liziilmesi pahasina...

Bizim buralarda bagkasi i¢in bir seyler yapmak akillica karsilanmaz Craig.

Her koyun kendi bacagindan asilir buralarda. O yiizden anlayamazlar Rachel’in neden
oldigilind.

O yiizden bilemezler Cindy ve Craig olmanin ne anlama geldigini...

Bizim buralarda cenaze evine konu komsu birkag kap yemek gotiiriir Cindy.

Diistiniiliir ki ev halkinin yemek yapacak vakti yoktur.

Uzaklardan gelecek yakinlari vardir. Ve elbette kendileri yemek diisiinecek durumda

degillerdir.

Herkes birkag¢ kap yemek getirir ki hem misafirler a¢ kalmasin hem de ev ahalisinin bogazindan

birka¢ lokma bir seyler gegsin.
Rachel’in 61diiglinti duydugum an diisiinmiistiim bunu.

Elime sefer taslarin1 alip gozyaslari i¢inde kapinizi ¢alip ben “Tiirkiye’den komsunuzum ve

Rachel, benim kardesimdi” deyip acilariniza ortak olmay1 istemistim.

Hig olmayacagini bilsem de yedi y1l sonra bile, hala ayni ruh hali igindeyim. Ve belki kim bilir,

bir giin kapiniz1 ¢alar, gecikmiste olsa birkag¢ kap yemek getiririm size.
Bizim buralarda biiyiiklerin elini 6pmek, bir saygi ifadesidir Cindy.
Bayramlarda, diigiinlerde, cenazelerde...

Biiyiiklerin elleri Opiiliir. Belki anlamayacaksiniz bu duyguyu, Ortadogululuk deyip gegin

onemli degil...
Ama adettir iste.

Rachel’in ilkokulda fakir ¢ocuklar i¢in yaptigi konusmayi izledikten sonra ellerinizi 6pme

ihtiyact hissetmistim ilk kez.



Sartlar bunu da miimkiin kilmadigina gore, varsayin ki bu mektup elinize gegtiginde

Tiirkiye’den bir evladiniz her ikinizin de ellerini 6piip alnina gotiiriiyor.
Sizde Gperseniz benim yanaklarimdan nasil sevinirim anlatamam.

Bizim buralarda, biz 6liilerimizi Allah’a ugurlarken. O’na tanridan rahmet dileriz. Dileriz ki

Allah merhametiyle muamele etsin.
Dileriz ki Allah giinahlarini affetsin. Dileriz ki bizleri 6ldiigiimiizde cennetinde bulustursun.

Dilerim ki, Rachel’e Allah rahmet eylesin Cindy, dilerim ki Allah O’na merhamet etsin Craig.

Ve dilerim ki Rachel’i bizlerle Cennetinde bulustursun.

Dear Cindy and Craig,

Today is 16th of March, Tuesday. My mind is very busy with Rachel for a couple of weeks.
You are living in the far end of the world and | am living in another far end of the world.
And now, | am writing this letter to a mother and father whom | have never met or seen before,
and to whom | can only imagine by a few hardly visible pictures and a very short television
image.



When | am doing this, my six years old daughter is hurrying and asking me: “Dad, when will

you leave the PC to me?”. She wants to watch a cartoon on the PC.

Everything reminds me of Rachel, Cindy. Did she used to ask her mother and father when they

will leave the PC to her?
| was a naughty child, Craig.

| was born in a village, in Ordu. We used to have hazelnut gardens, which we still have. When
I was working at those gardens, I had repeatedly wounded myself with “girebi”, which is a tiny

gadget smaller than axe.

When | was fishing in the brook close to our house, stones and rusted tins had cut off my naked
foots.
After school, when | was running down the slope of the hill, my face , arms, knees were all

getting injured.

And after all those things, when | arrive home crying, my mother’s screams have always hurt

me more than my wounds.

So, for this reason, whenever | get injured and no matter how much | get injured, | started to

hide my wounds.

Till the pain becomes unsufferable.

All those things appeared on my mind while I was reading Rachel’s letters to you.

| wonder if Rachel did also hide the things she faced with, in a manner to not to hurt you.
| am thirtysix years old Cindy..

And my mother still tries to manage where | go, what 1 do.

For instance, when she worries for me, she shouts in anger or she wails loudly.

My spirit gets confused between doing the right thing and afflicting my mother. However, |

prefer to do what is right. Even it makes my mum upset.
Here, around us, doing something for others is not treated as reasonable.
Every sheep is hanged up its own leg. So, they cannot understand why Rachel died.

So, they cannot know what it means to be Cindy and Craig.



Here, around us, when somebody dies, their neighbours take some dishes of food to the funeral
house.
It is thought that people in this house have no time to cook.

They would have some relatives to come from far away. And of course, they are not in the

condition to think about theirselves or cooking.

Everybody brings some dishes of food so that both the guests and members of the house can

eat some bite.
I have thought this when I heard about Rachel’s death.

I had wanted to take some food with me, and knock your door in tears, tell you that “I am your

neighbour from Turkey and Rachel. She was my sister” and share your pain.

Although I know it will never be able to happen, | am still in the same mood, even after seven
years. And who knows, maybe one day | may knock your door and bring some food to you,

even | have been a bit late.
Here, around us, people kiss others” hands to show their respect.
In festivals, in weddings and in funerals.

People kiss hands of elders. Maybe you won’t understand the manner in that tradition, but you

may just think of it as a middle eastern attitude.
But this is custom you see.

The first time [ had wanted to kiss both of your’s hands were when I watched Rachel’s speech

in primary school for poor children.

As this was also not possible to happen, please when you receive this letter, assume that a son

of you living in Turkey kisses both of your’s hands and puts them on his forehad with respect.

And if you Kkiss my cheekes, | can not explain how much | would be happy.
Here, around us, when we say farewell to our deaths while we send them to God, we wish God’s
mercy and grace to be with them. We pray God to treat them with its grace and mercy.
We pray God for forgiving their sins. And we pray God for bringing us together in his heaven.
Dear Cindy, I wish God’s mercy and grace to be with Rachel. And Dear Craig, [ wish God treat
her with its grace and pity.

And | wish God will bring Rachel and us together in his heaven



