Odenmemis Fatura

Burgak Bingdl, Giresun'da dogdu, Istanbul'da yagiyor

Yedi y1l 6nce sadece bir siire igin diye geldigim istanbul'a yerlesip, ti¢ y1l 6nce
su an hala yasadigim evime tasindim. Tagmdiktan birkag ay sonra yasadigim
kiictik bir olay, kafamda biiytik etkiler yaratacak, komsulugun, birlikte yasama
deneyiminin kiiltiirel degiskenligi, icinde yasadigim topluma dair 6nemli bir
icgorii yaratacaktr.

Bu olay: anlatmadan 6nce, daha eskiye ve daha uzaga giderek, New YorK'ta
yasadigim, kafami meggul eden asil hikdyeyi de daha anlamh kilacak bir bagka
animi anlatarak baglamak isterim.

Ayagimin altindaki hali ¢ekilmis, taze bir eski akademisyen olarak Ankara'daki
yasamima ara verip, 2009 yihni Brooklyn'deki ti¢ katli, hafif yana yatmis

eski bir evin tigtincii katindaki iki odasimdan birinde gecirdim. Simdi oray1
anmmsadigimda, bes kisiyle paylastigim, kirasina kendimce kiictik bir servet
6dedigim, kendini zar zor ayakta tutan bu evin bizimle yasayan altinci kisi gibi
oldugunu diistintiyorum.

Odasini kiraladigim arkadasim Eric kendi kisisel esyalarmi toparlarken bir
makine gosterip “Bunu ister misin?” diye sormustu. En yakin tahminle bir
narenciye sikacagi olabilecegini diistindiigiim bu seyin ne oldugunu bir tiirlt
anlayamanustim. Makine bir “Noise Device” idi. “Giiriilti yapiyor,” dedi Eric,
“uyurken giiriiltii ¢ikaryor.” Kafam karnigmusti. “Nasil yani? Sen uyurken giirtilti
¢ikaran bir makine mi? Neden?” diye sordum. Aldigim cevaplara ragmen durumu
ve cihazin ne ise yaradigimi bir tiirlii kavrayamamistim. insanim uyurken bir
guriiltitye ihtiyag duyabilecegi fikri son derece yabanci ve anlagilmazdi. Sorarken
bile kulaga garip gelen sorularimi siralarken kat arkadasim Matthew bu alete
¢oktan talip olup sevingle odasma gétiirmustii bile...

Bu makinenin tam olarak ne ige yaradigimi aylar sonra bir gece sabaha kars
anlayacaktim.

O gece, Hispanik mahallesiyle komsu, “hipster’larin yavastan biriktigi bolgedeki
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evimize bir partiden artik zar zor yiiriiyebildigim topuklu ayakkabilarimla
yalpalayarak donerken, anahtarlarim Meserole Sokagi'ndaki evimizin kilidini
acmayacaktr. Belli ki evin i¢inden birisi ¢cevrilmemesi gereken mandal ¢evirmis,
anahtar1 kimsede olmayan bu kilidi disaridan agilamayacak sekilde kilitlemisti.
Kapiyi ¢alip birini uyandirmaktan baska care yoktu. Cekingen tik-tiklarla
baslayan kapi ¢alislarim yavas yavas hizlanmis, yaklasik yarim saatin sonunda
gimbiirtiili yaumruklara déniismiistii. Ama o kapi o gece hi¢ agilmadi.

Evi paylastigim bes ev arkadasimdan higbiri o gece uyanmadi. Ciinkii hepsinin
basucunda onlar1 diinyadan, disarida olup bitenden koparacak bir “giriiltii
makinesi” vardi. Bu makine, her dalga boyundan yaydigi siirekli cizirtiyla
disaridan gelen sesi kendi icinde eritip yok ediyordu. Benim kapiy1 parcalarcasima
vurarak ¢ikardigim her boydan ses dagiliyor, bu makineden ¢ikan 6zdes dalgayla
biitiinlesip sonsuz dalga denizinde fark edilmez bir etki yaratiyordu.

i¢eride uyuyanlarin basucundaki giiriiltii siirerken, benim igin disaridaki sessizlik
bitytiyordu. Gidecek bir yer yoktu. Gece karanliginda kapinn 6niinde beklerken,
daha birkag gtin 6nce bir kapkag¢imim yanimdan riizgar gibi kosarak kactigi bu
mahallede zihnim de bos durmuyor, tiirlii felaket senaryolariyla olasi tehlikeleri
caresizligime ekliyordu.

Sonrast ise bugiin hatirladik¢a nasil olup da girisebildigimi hala aklimin almadigy,
senaryosunu hemen oracikta yazip oynadigim bir macera filmi olarak gelisti. Zira
o eve girmek zorundaydim.

Topuklu ayakkabilarla, yar1 sarhos, telle 6rtiilii demir kapinin tizerinden agarak
binanmn arka bahgesine ge¢mis, ara katlardaki pencerelerin demirlerinden
kendimi yukari ¢ekerek yart teras gibi olan ¢atiya tirmanmistim. Buraya agilan ve
hig kilitlemedigimiz tigtincii kattaki pencereye ulasinca sonunda odama girmeyi
gercekten becerebilmistim.

Yiiksek topuklarimi vura vura yiirtiyerek girdigim odamda —nasilsa kimse
uyanmiyordu ve uyanmayacakti— hemen bir not yazmaya giristim. Sonra da
onu en az ev kadar eski buzdolabimiza ilistirdim. Ertesi giin olup da notu herkes
gordiigiinde ev ahalisi haliyle sasird1 ve ¢ok da tiziildii, ama o gece o kilidi kimin
cevirdigini de hi¢bir zaman 6grenemedik...

ilerleyen giinlerde, atildigim bu kiiciik maceradan ziyade bir giiriiltiiyle huzur
aramanin ironisi zihnimi glinlerce mesgul etti. Bireyselci bir yasam kiiltiiriinde
kutsallasan kisisel alan1 ve bu yalnizlastirarak koruyan alanin erisilmezligini

ilk elden tecriibe ediyordum. Benim i¢in yabanci ve garipti. Bu, refah diizeyi
yiiksek Bat1 toplumlarinda kendi kozasina giren insana ve bireyselciligine pazarin
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sundugu cazip oyuncaklar, aligkanliklar ile farkl: bir yasam tarzrydi.

Bu olay birbirimizle kurdugumuz iliskiler ve bunun kiiltiirel baglamda ne kadar
farklilagabilecegi ile ilgili bambaska bir bakis agis1 yaratiyordu. Sonrasinda,
zihnimin kenarmdaki bir g6z olan biteni hep bu araliktan gozlemleyecek, ¢evrede
olanlar1 ve bunlar1 nasil yorumladigimizi, nasil tepkiler verdigimizi gézetlemeye,
stirekli tartmaya baslayacakti. Gergek politika da, kaliplagmis séylemlerin
Otesinde, tam da en yakimindakiyle kurdugun iligskide degil miydi zaten? Adimim
kapmndan disar1 attigin anda karsilagtigin ilk kisiyle kurdugun iliskinin 6ziinde...

2010/da baslayan istanbul hayatim, beni diizenli ve igine kapali Ankara'dan
Tarlabagi'nin hi¢ uyumayan, disaridan bakanlar i¢in oldukga tekinsiz sayilabilecek
ara sokaklarina tagidi. Bir bagka “Meserole Street”. Drama dozu oldukga ytiksek
Kalyoncu Kullugu Sokak'ta hayat hicbir yerde olmadig kadar karmagik ama
diizenli, dokiintii ama gergekti. Birkag yil sonra, sadece birkag yiiz metre 6tede
olmasma ragmen ¢ok daha sakin ve gitvenli olan Aynali Cesme’de, halen
yasadigim evime tasindigimda ise coktan —istanbullularin cogu gibi- fazla
yogun bir hayatin i¢ine yuvarlanmistim bile. Adeta bir ipin tizerinde diismeden
ilerlemeye ¢alisan bir cambaz gibi, u¢ uca eklenen is seyahatleri arasinda,
yapilmasi gerekenleri atlamamaya, araliksiz ¢alisarak yeni hayatimi bir diizene
oturtmaya, buraya her anlamda alismaya ¢alisiyordum.

Tagidiktan kisa stire sonra, Aralik ayinda bir aksam, bir yurtdisi seyahatimden
dondigimde kapidaki sar1 kigidi gérecek ve elektrik faturasini yatirmayi yine
unuttugumu bikkinlik ve hayal kirikhgiyla fark edecektim. Mutluluk biraz da
kiigiik seylere, evin 1sisina, bir temiz dus alabilmeye veya dolapta yiyecek bir
seyler bulabilmeye bagliydi iste...

Kagudi alip eve girdigimde, elektrigin olmadigindan emin halde uzandigim
diigme 1s1kla yanit verince kafa karisikligi ve merakla sar1 kagida geri donmiis, bu
kagidin acaba baska ne olabilecegini diistinerek solgun, resmi yazilarini taramaya
baglamigtim.

Kagidim arkasma elyazisiyla, hi¢ tamismadigim komsumun diistiigi not evdeki
15181 acikhyordu:

Bur¢ak Hamim

Elektiriginiz kesilecekti

Ben 3 no'lu daireden Sadik
Faturamz yatirdim sonra verirsiniz
Veya esime birakirsiniz.
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Nihayetinde bana su yaziy1 yazdiran duygu ve dusiince yogunluguyla birkag
dakika, yanimda bavulum ve tepemde yanan 1g1gimla, sonrasinda aylarca ¢aligma
odamin duvarinda yapisik halde duracak olan elimdeki sar1 kagida bakakaldigim
hatirhyorum.

Beni hi¢ tanimayan komsum, gorevlinin elektrigimi kestigini gérmiis ve inisiyatif
alarak, 6demeyi unuttugum faturami benim yerime cezasiyla yatirmisti. Bu

o anda benim i¢in yapilmis ¢ok biiytik bir iyilikti. Hem ¢ok sasirmis hem de

cok duygulanmistim. Beni ruhen istanbullu yapan sey de tam olarak, giindelik
hayatin kosturmacasi ve stresi i¢inde zaman zaman géremez oldugumuz, yasama
sinmis olan bu dayanigmanin dogallig oldu. Bu hareket, giiciint bu toplumda
derin kokleri olan mahalle ve komsuluk geleneginden aliyordu.

Bu nedenle bu kisisel hikayenin asil konusu olan 6denmemis fatura tebligi,
sadece bir not degil, birlikte yagama kiiltiirii, birbirine gosterilen —zaman zaman
bogabilen- bir ilgi, alaka ve merak, bu iligkiler agini kristalize eden bir temsiliyet
ayni zamanda. Bu yiizden 6nemli ve 6zenle saklanan kiymetli bir belge.

Sonrasinda Sadik Bey'i sadece birkag kere gérdiim. Esini de notu aldiktan hemen
sonra borcum ve minnetim i¢in goéttirdiigiim para ve ¢ikolatayr vermek icin
gittigimde kapidan gérmiis oldum ama sonra pek karsilasmadik. O giinden beri
yogunlugum hi¢ degismedigi gibi daha da artt1.

Kafamin igindeki telas, karmasa ve giiriiltsi, komsularima ¢ogu zaman salt
sessizlik olarak yansiyor. Onlara gore sessiz, kendi halinde biriyim. Bu beni

iyi bir komsu yapiyor mu yoksa —¢ogunlukla apartmanda yasandigi gibi— kapi
araliginda onlarla uzun sohbetler etsem veya misafirlige gidecek vaktim olsa

onlara daha iyi bir komsu mu olurdum bilemiyorum.

Kimbilir, yapilacak islerin ve projelerin zihnimde yarattigi kargasa ve telas belki
de benim kendi “noise device"imdr...

Burcak Bing6l
Aynaligesme, 2017

—> 5.202
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The Unpaid Bill

Burgak Bingél, born in Giresun, Turkey, lives in Istanbul, Turkey

[ visited Istanbul briefly seven years ago and ended up living here since then.
It was four years ago that I moved to the place where I still live today. A few
months after moving I experienced a minor incident in my building that would
have a major impact on my thinking on being neighbours and give me great
insight about the culture that I'm living in.

Before telling about that, however, I'd like to go back much further in time
and begin by telling you another memory, something I experienced in New
York, which will lend greater meaning to the story that has so preoccupied my

thoughts.

As an academic that had had the rug freshly pulled from under her feet, 1
decided to take a break from my life in Ankara and spend 20c9 in Brooklyn. In
a slightly slanting three-storey house. I shared house with five people, paying
a small fortune in rent. When 1 recall the house, I now see that the house itself
was like the sixth person, struggling to stay on its feet.

I was subletting from my friend Eric who, one day while uncluttering the room,
asked ‘Do you want this?’ I couldn’t work out what the machine he was holding
was supposed to be. My best guess was that it might be some sort of juicer. Eric
explained that it was a ‘noise device'. ‘Tt creates noise’, he said. Tt makes noise
when you're asleep! T was confused. ‘A machine that makes noise while you
sleep? Why?’ Despite his attempts to explain, I was incapable of grasping the
point of the device. The idea seemed completely foreign and incomprehensible
to me. I was still asking these questions when my floor-mate Matthew happily
took it off to his room.

It wasn't until one night, months later, with dawn approaching, that I would
finally understand the point of the machine.

On that particular night, I found myself limping home from a party in my
high heels, back to our house in Meserole Street, in the district next to the
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Hispanic quarter into which hipsters were increasingly moving. When I
reached the house, I realised that my keys wouldn’t open the door. It was clear
that somebody had turned the latch down from inside, which we were never
supposed to do, and had locked this lock — for which none of us had a key — so
that it couldn’t be opened from the outside. I knocked on the door. My only
hope was that I might wake someone up. Hesitant at first, my knocking grew
faster and louder until, after almost half an hour, it had turned to clamorous
banging, as I pounded away with my fists. But the door didn’t open that night.

None of the five people with whom I shared the house woke up. Each of them
had a noise- device by their bedsides, cutting them off from the world and what
was happening outside. The constant buzzing that these machines emitted

on every wavelength absorbed and dissolved all noise that came from outside.

I was hitting the door as if trying to break it to pieces, but combining with

the identical waves coming from the machines, the sound dispersed with an
imperceptible effect in a sea of endless waves.

While the noise continued to stream beside those sleeping indoors, outside,
the silence grew. I had nowhere to go. I couldn’t take my mind off what might
happen as I waited in the darkness of our neighbourhood, where - just days
before — a chase had swept past me like the wind, for a possible snatch. A flood
of disaster scenarios and dangers fed my sense of helplessness.

What happened after developed into something of an adventure film for which
I wrote the screenplay and acted out there and then on the spot. I had to get
into that house.

In high heels, half drunk, I managed get over the back garden of the building by
climbing over the wire-covered iron gate. Pulling myself up by the iron bars on
the windows of the floors in between, I was able to climb up onto a terrace-like
roof. Once I reached the window on the third floor that opened onto the roof,
which we never locked, I was finally able to gain access to the apartment.

When I reached my room, clip-clopping along in my high heels — nobody
was about to wake up anyway - the first thing I did was write a note to my
roommates. I attached it to the front of the old fridge, which was at least as old

as the house itself.

The next day, when everyone saw the note, they were surprised and sorry, but
we never found out who had turned the latch that night.

In the following days, I became deeply preoccupied by the irony of using
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noise to create a semblance of peace. I was experiencing first-hand the nature
of personal space, so prized by this individualist culture, and protected by

a process of isolating oneself. It was foreign and strange to me. This was a
different lifestyle with attractive toys and habits marketed at Western people
cocooned in their own worlds, living in societies with a high level of comfort.

The incident gave me a completely different view of the relationships we

forge with one another and the extent to which these can change in a cultural
context. Afterwards, my mind’s eye would always be observing what was going
on from this perspective: how we respond to those around us, how we react,
constantly weighing up every interaction. Beyond clichéd discourse, wasn't real
politics to be found in precisely those relationships that we form with those
around us? It was also what lay at the heart of the relationships formed with the
people you meet when you step out of the door.

My Istanbul life, which began in 2010, took me from neat and introverted
Ankara to the sleepless back streets of Tarlabasi, which may appear shady to
someone looking in from the outside. Like my street in Brooklyn, Kalyoncu
Kullugu Street witnessed a fair amount of drama, but life there had a chaotic
order to it that was to be found nowhere else. A few years later, when I moved
into the house in which T still live in Aynalicesme which, despite only being a
few hundred metres away, was much quieter and safer, I had long since adopted
a life of relentless busyness - like most Istanbulites. With my consecutive
travels, working ceaselessly through long to-do lists, I was trying to adapt to
this place in every sense to keeping it balanced, like a tightrope walker trying
not to fall.

One evening in December, shortly after moving in, I returned from a trip
abroad to see an official-looking yellow note on my door and realised with great
disappointment that I'd forgotten to pay my electricity bill again. Happiness
was in the small things, after all: a warm house, being able to take a hot shower
and finding something to eat in the fridge sometimes.

I took the note and went into my flat. Despite being certain that the electricity
was off, I found that the light came on when I automatically reached out for

the button. Confused, I looked again at the yellow note, wondering what else it

could be, and began to scan the faded, official writing.

Handwritten on the back of the paper was the following note:
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Burgak Hanim,

I'm Sadik from Flat 3

They were going to switch off your power.
I paid your bill. You can pay me back later.
Or leave it with my wife.

I remember staring for several minutes at that yellow paper, with my suitcase at
my side and the light shining above my head, filled with an intensity of feeling
that ultimately led me to write this piece. The note would be stuck to the wall
of my study rooms for months afterwards.

Despite the fact that we'd never even met, my neighbour had seen the
attendant cutting my power and taken the initiative to pay on my behalf the
fine and the bill that I'd forgotten. I was surprised and truly moved by this great
kindness. This was the moment that turned me into a true Istanbulite at heart
— this act of solidarity took its strength from the tradition of community and
neighbourliness that is deeply rooted in this society. Its naturalness pervades
life here, but from time to time we fail to see it, amidst the bustle and stress

of our daily comings and goings. This is why the note about the unpaid bill

was not just a note: it was evidence of a culture of living together, an interest
shown in one another — sometimes too much interest, connection and concern,
admittedly - but it represented a network of relationships. That’s why it was
such a precious document, an important keepsake that I preserved with care.

I only saw Sadik Bey a few times after that. I saw her wife from the doorway
when I went there straight after finding the note to bring her the money and
some chocolates by way of thanks, but we didn’t see much of each other after
that. To my neighbours, I'm a quiet person who keeps to herself. I don’t know
whether this makes me a good neighbour or a bad one. Perhaps I'd be a better
neighbour if I had long chats with them on the doorstep or had time to pay
them a visit. Somehow, my busy life, all the confusion and noise inside my
head, manifests itself as silence to my neighbours — my very own personal
noise-device.

—> p. 292

3 8 8 Translation from Turkish: Ayca Tiirkoglu
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Burgak Bingol
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