Emine Beyer, Schwaebisch Gmuend
I wasn`t afraid before. The fear came later

“Why is it, after all these years, it´s occurred to you to ask me about my fear back then? I had no fear,anne.” 

“Allaha cok sürkür”, my mother lifted both hands toward the heavens to thank Allah for giving her such a strong and brave daughter. It became still in the room. The aroma of braised lamb with aubergines and pilaf completely filled our living room. My cousin and I made this dish for today`s lunch. The stillness took me in it´s possession as well and overwhelmed me. I tore the balcony door open and, at that moment, heard the song by Sezen Aksu. “Unzile”, she sang, “half child and yet half woman…… The people know how to do their business.”The music came from the house nextdoor where my Aunt Hatice and her entire family lived. It carried the stillness off to the slopes of the opposite hills, peacefully strung together and covered with yellow stubble. “I´d like to tell you something, though, anne. I didn´t do it because, back when we were on summer vacation in our village, you always said: be careful, my daughter. Don´t go visiting any people alone, always take a companion along. Akdam`s alleyways aren´t the roads from the farm, and you´ve became too free in Germany.” Her hands, fingertips and palms, dyed dark red with henna, grasped the tülbent on her head. Oya, it`s called, and is a typical Anatolian headscarf made of soft white cotton with a crocheted border of beaded flowers. She gently tucked the pitchblack strands of hair that were pertly sticking out, back in place under her headscarf. Our living room now smelled of fresh lemon scent. We drove out the lunch´s odor, still clinging to our hands, with cologne. 

She still remembered the wedding twenty years ago. In our village. 

Our village consists of two parts. In the lower part are the family clans who consider themselves to be somewhat better, and in the upper part where the majority live, the actual village life takes place. Here are the rows of village shops. There you can buy everyhing from fruit, vegetables and soap to slippers and toothpicks. Then there are the three cafés for men on the right and left of the street, the village barber and the baker´s one next to the other like a stand of pearls. Ahmet, my mother´s cousin and the fourth of Uncle Haci Mustafa´s seven sons, married his cousin Hacer, the second youngest of Aunt Zeynap´s eleven daughters. Of course, being the relatives from Germany, the Almanci, we weren´t only invited as guests, but rather it was our utmost duty to attend. Naturally, we were expected to bring the biggest and most beautiful gifts from Germany, Almanya. Naturally, this would be a radio, a motorized saw or at least an electric iron; but the ultimate present would be a meatgrinder. 

I danced out in the open air with my cousin and with the bride, who actually sat most of the time at the wedding table. The main table was covered with a homemade crocheted tablecloth of a delicate floral pattern. In the middle was an arrangement of red plastic roses, complemented by a bit of green plastic ivy. Plastic ivy. 

I ran my tongue over my lips and still tasted the sorbet that  Sadic, the wedding helper, had served to all the guests. Rosewater, roasted pinenuts and a thick sugary sirup. The heavy sweetness drives away my fatigue from all the dancing with my cousin, whom I hadn´t seen in three or four years. We danced the Misket, the joyous dance of our reunion and our absolutely favorite dance. 

I´m on my way to the toilet, and it´s a long way I have to go. The toilet is small pit about twenty meters behind the house with long wooden boards, hammered together. Before and behind the pit, a wooden beam keeps one from falling in. A thousand and one stars accompany me. “Psst, Kiz, Emine!“ Zehra approaches me out of the darkness like a genie. “You´ve scared me half to death! What is it?” Zehra puts her sturdy arms around my shoulders and kisses my forehead with a crazy laugh. Her heavy breasts nearly crush me. “Walk with me part of the way. I want to talk something over with you.” Hadn´t she had innumerable chances during the wedding celebration around the others, to take me aside? Why does she turn up now, out of the darkness? At this moment, my light- heartedness and carefree attiude, constant companions of mine, vanished. Pictures of my betrothal flashed by, as if seen through a kaleidescope. Afterall, she is his sister-in-law, his brother Ibrahim´s wife. Back when I called off our engagement, Hüseyin was not in agreement, and no less was his sister-in-law. I felt paralyzed. Something wasn´t right. I sensed it clearly. Then one incident followed another. Then, in the semi - darkness. I see Hüseyin standing at the corner of house smoking a cigarette. I feel how Zehra strongly grabs my arm and wants to pull me over in his direction. They´re going to kidnap me. The noise of a running car engine drives me into the terror that I´m about to become a kidnapped bride. Me, an almaci kizi. Dragged away to the mountains, raped there and then forced into a marriage to save their family´s honor. A young, free woman who decides herself to reject the man, moreso his family, whom her parents have chosen for her. 

“Kizim, why didn´t you tell me anything then? I would´ve had a serious word with Zehra”. Hastily,my mother asked what happened next. Grabbing the bottle of cologne, she unscrewed the white plastic stopper and almost bathed herself with the lemonwater to prevent a heart attack. 

In the distance I hear the saving voice of my cousin Melek, loudly calling my name. Overjoyed by the rescue, and with all my might, I shout back, “Melek, here I am. I´m here!” Zehra`s and my stares meet in a void. I realize how Melek`s

appearance had ruined Hüseyin and Zehra`s plans. I shake off Zehra´s arm and run to the opposite side of the street, directly into Melek`s arms. Since that day, my dear Anne, 

I have your words of warning. “ Küpe gibi Kuagimda tasidim”. 

“I know how your earlobes bear a pair of golden earrings, and I also know that I, as a mother, must bear the burden that I can´t always protect you.” Allaha cok sürkür Kizim, bak, tuzun Kuru imis” Your salt is dry. My mother lifted both hands toward the heavens to thank Allah for giving her such a strong and brave daughter. 

Emine Beyer

