Annabella Akcal, Schwaebisch Gmuend

Dear Christiane,

What´s difficult to comprehend is the cirumstance that there are no new experiences.

No new experiences in a new culture. Why then, since my youth, do I live without soil I could have taken root in? 

This is my situation. My condition. I´d rather take root in the clouds. 

You´re in New Zealand now. You´ve sought out a country on your own. Packed your things and emigrated. How I envy you for making your own decision! I live in a place where I´ve learned to freeze since I was a little kid. As you know, my parents made the decision to move to Germany. Not I!

“My genes are used to sunnier realms” my mother used to say. And then she told of a country that is her country. 

Of a place where the sun burns the skin, where the sun a allows wonderful fruit to prosper. Where you make jam 

from the fruit of the mulberry tree. Where a special sirup is produced from promegranates, a sort of vinegar that`s used in desserts, salads or for cooking. And she spoke of big, wide rivers, the Euphrates, the Tigris. Her rivers which flowed through the country she is from. Through Turkey. 

With radiant eyes she told stories of her youth in the mountains around Urfa, where her parents also grew grapes. As a small child, she had sat in the vineyard and witnessed 

a locust plague that swept over the crops and fields. It was traumatic for her, but still she sat there in her own country. Her feet could walk on its soil. She was entitled to it there, where she was a native. She would be nourished by Mother Earth, fed from deep down inside. I don´t know this feeling, Christiane. I always go about in Germany as if on foreign soil, regardless of how long I´ve lived here. It is and remains a mere lingering. I must admit that over the years the Dreikaiserberge have become somewhat familiar to me. I must admit that I always enjoy seeing the vineyards around Schorndorf and Welzheim. 

Nevertheless, I maintain a certain distance that prevents me from saying, or even feeling., that it´s my home. 

A film exists in which a small group of street performers in whiteface and homemade costumes do a dance on the virgin, untraveled Highway, B 29. I remember the shining white middle line, transformed by us dream-dancers. It must have been 1985. One of those Scheffold-performers was me. Shortly thereafter, this highway was opened  for use. 

And so you see, I can already relate “historical events” that I´ve lived through. 

And yet I belong to those for whom the attachment to good old Mother Earth was not something placed in the cradle. My foot soles cling uncertainly. If I only knew, that my feeling for life would change somewhere else in the world? I´m not that far yet, where I can feed my curiousity. 

I`m not at the point yet to break away. 

I remember my primary schooldays in Unterbettringen.

There were only two classes at the Kochschule. Bahri and I were the only foreingers`kids – the Batschaken ! My God how often I was insulted. In front of our schoolyard was a foreigners´big meadow and in it two big, sturdy German trees, thirty – five child´s paces apart from each other. 

The far – off pear tree belonged to the camp of my parallel class, and the strong apple tree near the school building to the pupils in my class. In spring it smelled immediately of freshly mown grass, as our school caretaker was a very diligent worker. The grass didn´t get a chance to grow at all. 

Already at any early stage I didn´t belong anywhere. 

The pupils in my class chased me away, for those in the parallel class, I was a stranger. They were downright glad not to have a “Batschaken” in their class. I offered my services as a spy to both camps and already got a position in which one camp received information from me and then the other camp as well. No one knew who I belonged to. I was a secret.

I often felt lonely. However, it was my only recourse in order to play with the others at recess.  And I felt free! Free from group pressure. Free from group membership. Free from all the rules they had dreamed up for their camp lives.

A good thing: I know that Germany, compared to Turkey, is paradisically green. I love the darkness of the fir trees, the lush green of the fields.  I see he countless apple and pear trees in the orchards blossoming in the springtime - fantastic when compared to the barren, bleak dry mountain landscape of Turkey´s interior. I wasn´t allowed to spend a springtime there.  

No, there is no “my home” for me. How does it feel, Chistiane, to have a home? 

Hilde Domin once wrote: “ Home is a question of belonging. 

Belong to the Swabians ? There is a saying that only people whose family has resided here for four generations can call themselves Swabians and are permitted to do so. Two hundred years ago protestants from the neighboring town, Lorch, were driven out of town at dusk. They weren´t allowed to stay in Gmünd overnight – imagine that. And this is where I live. I´ll quote another saying I agree with: “ It´s better to have four hard winters, than one Gmünder.” So it goes.  

Belong then the Turks? Then preferably to those in Turkey, in the heart of Instanbul. Belong to those who are free – thinkers and live in today. People like me. These people rather than Turks in Germany, who are eternally returning home and raise their children in suitcases of the soul – never knowing when this return journey will be. 

I´m a Gmünder, and yet I´m not. I´m from Germany, and yet I´m not German. I´m from Turkey, and yet I´m not a Turk. Too many “I´s – not enough exterior. Not enough being – not enough being allowed to be.  Don´t be sad when write such lines. It isn´t my daily theme. It´s that just now everything has overwhelmed me. A sea of thoughts that I have to dive into. What for ? 

In order to know myself? So I can live ? I hardly even fell myself. Do I exist ?

Dear Chistiane, once more I have to move. When I moved into this lovely three-room apartment in an old house four months ago, the owners, a cute, gay married couple, showed their sunny side. Now they´re starting to assert that repairs are needed, for things I had nothing to do with. 

It´s so futile. There´s nothing else I can do. I have to move out, move on. When will I finally arrive? I mean, in an earthly way? Or is my odyssey a reflection of my existance? Will it always be like this? “Denn was Innen, das ist Außen.” Goethe, my trustworthy companion, do you always have to be right? 

Christiane, you write that you´ve rented a little house by the sea and are now sitting in the New Zealand springtime. In your photo, thanks so much, I see your gaze, so far away and deeply fixed at home. Here I see the outline of the Swabian Alb lying under white snow. It feels right: snow, winter. Being here. I have this feeling that the cold particularly enjoys creeping into my limbs.The waterpipes froze two days ago. I was able to avoid having burst waterpipes by renting some spaceheaters. So much for my love of old walls. 

My iron deficiency takes itself very seriously. My doctor says my body isn´t deriving any iron at all from my diet. 

As if the building blocks are as big as bricks which my body can´t naturally convert. That´s how things stand with my earthly temple. – I must be an igloo!

I sleep a lot in the day. Go for walks a lot. The days are so short here in Germany. I don´t have much to do, perhaps take good care of myself. I watch the thick white snowflakes falling to earth out of nowhere. And so I wait in the wintery landscape hoping that Í´ll hear from you soon again. 

Love,

Your Annabella

