AliYalgin BUGUN BANA iSE YARIN SANADIR i}

Babakale'de Garp Sessions’a ev sahipligi yapan, bahcesimezarlik olan o eve girdigimandan
itibaren 6liime dair seyler kaydettim. Sevdiklerinikaybetmis katiimcilarinkaranliklastigi
anlar, pandemisebepli 6lim sayilari, katiimcilardan birinin Avrupa’da yasayan heykeltiras
agabeyinin geginmek igin mezar tasi yaptigi bilgisi, kdydeki kadinlar derneginin ve ickili
bir isletmenin kapatiima hikayeleri, verdigi aciyianlatmaktan zevk aldigimicin birakmayt
erteledigim bir takinti, meydandaki kalenin icinde 6ldiirdigiim zaman... Biitlin bunlari
kaydederken bir yandan ¢coguyla yeni tanistigim bir grup insanla dinlemek ve yaratmak
iizerine konusarak diger yandan Zoom'dan ders vererek giinlerimi gecirigordum. itiraf
etmeliyim ki herhangi bir sey yaratasim veya her an herkesi dinleyesim gelmiyordu.

“Isitsel Seriivenler” igin okudugumuz metinlerden birinde Jean Luc Nancy, dinleme eylemini
bir tir “kulak esnetme” (tendre loreille) ya da kulak kesilme olarak tanimliyor ve bunu merak
ve endiseyle bagdastiriyor. Distiniyorumda, merak etmek bir tiir “isteme”, endiseyse bir
tur “istememe” eylemi. Demek kiben de Babakale’de 6limui dinlerken hem ondan kagiyor
hem de onu daha yakindan tanimak istiyormusum. Babamin teyzesinin yasina ragmen
beklemedigim bir anda gelen 8liim haberi lizerine (“Anneyi kaybettik”) istanbul’a bir giin
erken donilip cenazeye gitmek 6ltimle beni yaklastirdimiyoksa olimi benden uzaklastirdi
miemin degilim.

Babaminteyzesi daha ¢ok bir babaanne gibiydi. Babam, ablam ve ben éliince hazir olsun
diye mezar tasimiza kadar yaptirmis, dogum tarihlerimizi de izerine yazdirmis, kendisi
icin hazirlattigr yerin yanina diktirmis (bkz. Fotograf No. 1). Bu ylizden onu defnederken
varliginiunutmus oldugum kendi mezar tasimla bir kez daha karsilastim. Oraya gémiiimek
istedigimden emin degilim; bu bir uzaklagsma. Babam o giin cok terlemis ve gémlegi sirtina
yapismisti; bu bir yakinlasma. Ablamla benimisimlerimiz aynitasa yazimis, bir tiirlii birey
olamadiysak demek ki... Bu bir uzaklasma mi yakinlasma mi?

Babakale'de 6lim Ulzerine diistinen tek ben degilmisim. Edhem Eldem de Osmanli
imparatorlugu’nda Mislimanlara ait mezar taslariniincelerken istanbul disina dair bir
fikir ytritebilmek icin, Babakale’dekimezar taslarindan bir arsiv olusturmus (Fotograf No.
2). Oliilerin toplu olarak gémiilmesindense bireye 6zgii mezarlara defnediimesi, Osmanlirda
Bati toplumlarina nazaran ¢ok dnce baslamis. Yine de niifuzlu, zengin ve erkek oimayan
bireylerin dayanikli ve kendilerine ait mezar taslarina sahip olmasi 18. Yiizyil bulmus. Bu
demokratiklesmede Marmara Adasinin altinda mermer bulunmasive mermer fiyatlarinin
ucuzlamasinin da katkisi varmis. Ancak kendinize ait bir mezar tasi olmasi, etrafinizdaki
diger bireylerden azade oldugunuz anlamina gelmiyormus. Bas tasinizda o dénem moda
olanve kabirden kabre tekrarlanankuplelerdent olmasiihtimali yliksekmis. Varlikliysaniz
size 0zel betimlemeler ve siirler yazilirken, Babakale gibikdylik yerlerde yaninizda yatan
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komsunuzla bas taslarinizbenzer olurmus. Kimliginizi belirleyebilmekicinse hangi meslekten,
hangi saraylinin hizmetlisinin yegeninin esi, ya da kimin kizi ya da damadi oldugunuz bilgileri
1700-1850 seneleri arasinda mezarliklarda daha fazla gorilmeye baslamis. Mezar
taslarindakiyazili kiiltiriin Osmanlimodernlesmesini yansittigini savunadursun, Eldem’in
en cokilgisini ceken hususlardan biri, yaziya gecilmemis bir bilginin sdzlui olarak yasamini
slirdiirmesi olmus. Eldem, Babakale'de 1889°da vefat eden Hafiz Ali Efendi oglu Aziz
Efendi’nin tasiniokurken, mevtanin sag bir akrabasiona yaklasip genc adamin19 yasinda
tiifekle intihar ettigi bilgisini vermis. Eldem’in biri Fransizca digeri ingilizce iki makalede bu
intiharin sézelligini sonlandirmasi, en az benim de bu bilgiyi burada tekrarlayarak iyice
sabitledigimi diistinmem kadar ironik. Belli ki kaybolma istegiyle kesfetme istegi, 6llimle
yasam yine siki fikiolmus.

Benimicinyaptirilan mezar tasinin fiyatini bilmiyorum. Ad soyad dogum tarihi gibi temel
bilgileriiceren bu tas, dating uygulamalarindaki profillerim kadar gosterisli degil. Burada
yakisikli fotograflarim, konustugum diller, boyum, yatakta ve Gtesinde yapmaktan zevk
aldigim seyler yok. Dénemin moda s6zlerinden bir kuple, benim tasimi glinimiiziin s6zli
gelenegine yakinlastirmiyor. Ya da mezar tasimiyapankisi yaraticiligiyla geleneksel dizeleri
olabildigince egip biikmemis, bir fark yaratmamis. Bir tek babamin soyadiniyanlis yazmis;
demek bdyle bir 6ne gikma bana nasip degilmis. Benim dogru yanlis kendi sézlerimle kendi
dinleyicimi bulmamicap ediyormus. Sanirim bu yazida bunu yapiyorum.

Butlin bu dinlemeleriginde korktugum sey 6lim mii yoksa yasam miasla emin olamadim.
Kulagimizi esnetmek korkuya ragmen yabancilari iceri almak demek, ya da onlarin
zaten hep bizimle oldugunu kabul etmek. Kendi 6limimi fazla dinlemekse kulaklarimi
baskalarina kapatma riskini tasiyor. Bu akustik narsisizme kapiimak istemiyor, kulagimi
tekrar baskalarina ceviriyorum. Garp Sessions'daki diger katiimcilari en iyi birlikte
yemek yaparken dinlemis oldugumu fark ettim. Bu ylizden son olarak Amelie, Ayse,
Ayse, Can ve Cemil’in mutfaktaki fotografinikoyuyorum. Ekibinarasindan bir glinerken
ayriimadan 6nce onlara kiymalimakarna ve erikli kek yapmistim. O gtinden bugtine ¢ok
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Dinlediginiz icin tesekkir ederim. ~  Ensonne zaman yalnie bagima agladigim

Ulkemizde yasamak kadar slmek de pahall.

kahrlquomm‘

1Ornegin “Ziyaretden murad duadir/ bugiin bana ise yarin
sanadir.”
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Fromthe moment | entered the house which hosted Garp Sessions in Babakale and which
hadacemeteryinits garden,|recorded things that are related to death: The moments
when the participants who have lost their loved ones got darkly pensive, the pandemic-
related death numbers, that time when a participant talked about how their sculptor
brother who lives in Europe makes gravestones for a living, the stories of the women’s
association and a restaurant that served alcohol in the village getting shut, the way |
postponed quitting an obsession of mine at the time because | enjoyed telling others
about the painit gives, or how I killed time in the castle that’s in the village center... While
recording all these, | was passing my days having conversations about listening and
producing with a group of people most of whom | had just met, and lecturing on Zoom
tomake a living. lhave to confess that | didn’t feel like producing anything or listening to
everyone all the time.

In one of the texts we read for “Daring Auralities”, Jean Luc Nancy describes the act of
listening as a kind of “stretchling] the ear” (tendre I'oreille), and associates this act with
curiosity andanxiety. Now that | thinkabout it, curiosityis anact of “wanting”and anxiety
isanact of “not wanting”. It turns out that while | waslistening to deathin Babakale, |l was
both avoiding death and wanted to get to know it better. | am not sure, then, whether
returning from Babakale toIstanbula day earlyandattending a funeraluponthe, despite
her age, unexpected news of my father’s aunt’s death (“We lost the mother”), brought
me closer with death or made it diverge fromme.

My father’s aunt was more like a grandmother. She had tombstones made for my dad,
my sister,and me so that they would be ready to receive us upon our deaths. She had our
birth dates writtenonthem,and had them erected next to the place she had preparedfor
herself (see Image No. 1). When we buried her, | came across my own tombstone, whose
existence I had forgotten.I'm not sure | want to be buried there; thisis a divergence. My
father was so sweaty that day that his shirt was glued to his back; thisisa convergence.
My sister andlhave our names written onthe same tombstone, | guess we haven'tbeen
able to become individuals... Is this a divergence or a convergence?

Iwasn’t the only one thinking of deathin Babakale. In hisinvestigation of the gravestones
that belonged to Muslims during the Ottoman Empire, Edhem Eldem also compiled an
archive of gravestones in Babakale in order to have an idea on the funerary culture in
places otherthanlstanbul Image No. 2). He recounts how the burial of the deadinindividual
gravesrather thanmass burial beganinthe OttomanEmpire muchearlier thanin Western

*For example “Ziyaretden murad du’adir/ bugiin bana ise yarin sanadir, translated by Eldem as “Visitor, say a prayer for me / As | lie today so
tomorrow willthee,” orliterally, “What is expected froma visitis a prayer / If today is my turn, tomorrow will be yours.”



AliYalgin As|Lie Today So Tomorrow Will Thee 100

societies. Yetit was onlyin the 18th century that influential, wealthy, non-male individuals
had their own durable tombstones. The discovery of marble under the Marmaralslandand
the cheapening of marble prices also contributed to this democratization. Apparently,
however, having a tombstone of your own did not mean that you were free from other
individuals. There was a high chance that your headstone had been inscribed with one
of those couplets! that were in fashion at the time and were repeated from grave to
grave. If you happened to be wealthy and urban, you would get special descriptions
and poems, while in rural areas like Babakale your headstone would be more likely to
be similar to your neighbor’s. Furthermore, between 1700-1850, your identification in
cemeteries gotincreasingly tied to the inscription of your profession or information such
aswhich courtier’s servant’s nephew’s wife or whose daughter or son-in-law you were.
Eldem may well argue that the development of funerary epitaphs reflects the course
of Ottomanmodernization. Yet, one of the issues that attracted hisattention the most
was the oral survival of an unwritten knowledge. While Eldem was reading the stone of
acertain Aziz Efendi, son of Hafiz Ali Efendi, who died in Babakale in 1889, a living relative
of the deceased approached himandinformed him that the young manhad committed
suicide witha rifle at the age of 19. The fact that Eldem ends the orality of this suicide in
twoarticles, onein French and the other in English, is as ironic as me thinking that I have
further entrenched thisinformation by repeatingit here. Clearly the desire to disappear
and the desire to discover, death and life are intertwined once again.

I don'tknow the price of the gravestone that was made for me. This stone that contains
basic information suchas myname, surname, date of birth, is not as flashy as my profiles
ondating apps. It doesn’t have handsome photos of me, the languages | speak, my height,
things|enjoy doinginbedand beyond. A fashionable couplet of our daysis not put there
to bring my stone closer to today’s oral tradition. Nor did the person who crafted my
tombstone bend the traditional lines as much as possible with his creativity to make a
difference. Only he spelled my father’s last name wrong; turns out that this kind of a
spotlight was not my destiny. It looks like, instead,  need to find my own audience in my
own words, whether they're right or wrong. I guess this is what I’'m doing in this text.

Ineverknew for sure whether it was death orlife that | feared the mostinallthese listenings.
Stretching our ears means letting the strangers in despite the fear of accepting that
they are already with us all the time. Listening to my own death too much carries the
risk of closing my ears to others. Not wanting to succumb to this acoustic narcissism, |
turnmy ear to others again. | realize that | have best listened to the other participants
at Garp Sessions while cooking together. Therefore, I include a photograph of Amelie,
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Ayse, Ayse, Can, and Cemil in the kitchen. Before | left the group a day earlier, | made
themspaghettibolognese anda plum cake. Many things have changed since then.|don't
listen to some things anymore while I listen to some others. A lot of people | know lost
theirloved onesinthe past year. Some of thelost were never found. Gravestones cost
between 750 to 5000 Liras these days. To die is as expensive as to live in our country.
Thank you for listening.

“+wWhen did mou last cry in front of another fer:on?
(5‘1 ‘109\(:2‘??

~Last time | was moved to tears in front of someone

Y 4 . . .
was when | G\CUdcnf&“t\ saw on social media the

picture of & cat with her fur all covered in dust,
eating some pasta placed in & plastic container next
< to an mrﬂ\qo\ake rabble in To\rket\‘
1 do not recall a recent memory of crying by myself,




