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"Wie Tuna die Nadelstiche bekommt"

Tuna swore at my mother. You don’t do that when you’re seven, swear at mother, you don’t do it. I never dared to do such a thing.
I always only swore to myself or suppressed it, swore at my mother into myself. Screaming, my mother chases my sister through the apartment.

She curses. She curses my little sister.

Aytül and I don’t bother ourselves with it. We sit in our room and do our homework. But I feel hot inside. The apartment still smells of lahmacun.

That’s what we had for lunch. After we came from school Aytül und I immediately washed our hands and had to help with the baking. „So one day when you have a husband, you  can make him lahmacun,“ my mother believed. Tuna didn’t help, and that’s when my mother bellowed that all her daughters must be able to make lahmacun.
And Tuna said „Agsina sicim“ to her. Tuna could get away with everything. We weren’t allowed to do as much as she was. But then Tuna helped. Aytül washed the dishes and I dried and put them away and we ate lunch. Now this time Tuna is going to get chased through the apartment. Tomorrow it’ll be my turn or my older sister’s. Tuna seldom gets chased. I can’t do my homework because of the noise. I still feel so hot inside. From the dining room across the living room, into the hallway, into the orange-colored kitchen that my father built himself, back to the dining room – a roundtrip, a roundchase. The dark green carpet, which covers all the rooms’ floors, is like a green field. For Tuna it‘s like playing „Tag“ on the field, but my mother is furious, even I can gather that from my desk.
It takes a while until my mother catches her. Tuna laughs, it was fun. My mother drags my sister to the bathroom in the hallway that had been extended and to the right of our bedroom. She calls for Aytül and me to help. We get up from our table and go into the bathroom. My mother is holding Tuna’s hands tightly, she’s pushed the little one onto the floor and is pressing her right knee against the tiny body. Tuna fights back.
She instructs us to hold her there. We hold my little sister firmly, press her against the floor as my mother has ordered. Aytül on the right, me on the left.

Tuna fights back. She no longer laughs, she’s afraid now. It’s good to see her afraid for once. All three of us don’t know what my mother is going to do. After a while she comes back.

She has a sewing needle and, from the kitchen, a jar of red hot pepper. Aci biber. My mother kneels down and orders Aytül to hold Tuna’s head. Aytül obeys and holds the little head fast. She can’t shake Aytül off.

She tries again and again. And then my mother sticks the needle into my little sister’s lips. Seven, eight times. And with each jab blood flows from her lips, and with each jab she says, “Never again will you swear at your mother! Never again will you use obscenities with your mother! You don’t shit in your mother’s mouth! Not you!” Then my mother sprinkles a pinch of the hot pepper into my little sister’s mouth.
Tuna practically suffocates. I let her go. My eyes are wide open. I no longer feel hot inside.  
Annabella Akcal
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„Bislang hatte ich keine Angst. Die Angst kam später.“
Our village consists of two camps, in the lower part of the village live the family clans who consider themselves to be somewhat better. And in the upper village, where the majority has congregated and the actual village daily life takes place, are the shops row upon row: there are the village general stores where you can buy everything from fruit and vegetables to soap, from plastic dolls and footballs to salt and sugar. Then there are the men’s coffee houses on the left and right of the street. The village barber and baker are opposite. Ahmet, my mother’s cousin and the fourth of Uncle Haci Mustafa’s seven sons, my second cousin, married his cousin Hacer, the second youngest of Aunt Zeynep’s eleven daughters. Obviously, being the relatives from Germany “the Almanci”, we weren’t only invited as guests, but rather it was our duty to attend. Of course we were expected to bring the biggest and nicest gifts from Germany, Almanya. Of course this should be a radio, motorized saw, or at least an electric iron; but the ultimate present would be a meat grinder.

I danced the Misket outside with my cousins, the joyful dance of our reunion. We seldom danced with the bride who sat most of the time at the wedding table.The table was covered with a hand-crocheted tablecloth of a delicate floral pattern. In the middle was an arrangement of red plastic roses, complemented with a bit of green plastic ivy. Plastic ivy! How ugly, I thought although the Turks love kitsch and can always conjure up a lovely and cozy atmosphere with plastic flowers. The Turks in Germany have maintained that cultural ideal.
It’s late at night. Countless stars flicker in the sky. For me, this overpowering sight can only be experienced here, at this spot on the earth, and not in Germany. I’m on my way to the toilet. It’s a small hole and about twenty meters behind the house. In front of and behind the hole, long boards, hammered-together, provide a place to sit. So you don’t fall in. “Psst, Kiz, Emine!” Zehra approaches out of the darkness like a “djinn”. “You’ve frightened me half to death! What is it?” Zehra puts her sturdy arms around my shoulders and with a maniacal laugh kisses my forehead. Her heavy breasts almost crush me. “Walk part of the way with me. I want to talk something over”, she whispers. Hadn’t she had innumerable chances to take me aside during the wedding celebration? Why does she turn up now out of the darkness? My easy-going attitude and carefree nature, my constant companions in life, vanished at this moment. Pictures of my betrothal flashed by, as if seen through a kaleidescope. She is, afterall, his sister-in-law flashed through my mind, his brother Ibrahim’s wife. Back when I had called off our engagement, Hassan was not in agreement and neither was his sister-in-law along with all the other kinsmen. I felt paralyzed. Something wasn’t right. I sensed it clearly.

Then one incident follows another. I see Hassan in the semi-darkness, standing by the house corner. He’s smoking. Zehra grabs me by the upper arm, pulls me in his direction. The noise of a running car engine drives me into maddening thoughts, that I’m about to suffer the fate of a kidnapped bride. They’re going to kidnap me! Me! An almaci Kizi! Carried off to the mountains. Raped there! Disgraced and then forced into a marriage to save the family’s honor. Me, a young woman who decides herself who will be her husband and who won’t. Against the will of both families.

The accusations still rang in my ears, how I’d dragged them through the dirt and degraded them before the entire village.Out in the distance I hear the saving voice of my cousin Ayse, loudly calling my name. Overjoyed by the rescue and with all my might, I shout back “Ayse, here I am! I am here!”

Emine Beyer
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That I grew up in Belgium was basically a matter of chance. I was simply born there and my family had no reason to leave.

So why did I want to?

Why then did I dare to?

The longing, my child, the longing for faraway places,

· the bold daring whispers:

When the attracting power of that which is distant becomes stronger

than dull rationalization,

then you just have to pack your rucksack

and wander through the world and life,

a stranger, as a guest …

until you somewhere, at some time find yourself.

For the first time, at the age of six, my child’s world expanded beyond the family circle: I went to school. I learned reading, writing and arithmetic, as well as history and geography. But out in the schoolyard and in the neighborhood I discovered, with a child’s understanding, what “We in Europe” means. And in order to experience European flair, I didn’t need to travel a lot. We children could experience that 
daily …
Italy was the first to approach: not because of beach holidays on the Adriatic Sea. No, but rather thanks to Loridana, Evelina or Maria who tried to teach us their children’s songs and how to sing in Italian. Above all, for us kids, Italy tasted like strawberry and chocolate ice cream. When Mario went down the streets with his motorized tricycle – loaded with ice cream-filled coolers – and called to us with his bell, then the hot summer afternoons were saved. 

Then came Kostando and Angela from Greece. It was at the time when we listened to Nana Mouskouris songs on the radio. The country, which up to then I’d only known from my sister’s boring educational lectures on ancient Greek history, now took on a real voice. But later when we were old enough for First Communion, Spain moved to the foreground for us girls. In their gorgeous Communion dresses with lace and ribbons, the girls like my friend Monzera, looked absolutely stunning.

Later in my youth I met Suzanne from the Belgian-German speaking community and Viola from Cologne. They brought us a bit closer to the German universe with their natural ways – quite unusual for us at that time. The times had passed when I imagined all Germans in Lederhosen and Tyrolean hats. Instead, there blew a wind of freedom. For the first time we young girls went swimming naked in an isolated brook, secretly but without hesitation.

I was born and raised in Belgium. It was there I experienced security, openness and diversity. For twenty-four years, inspite of countless political affairs and the regionally limited clashes, both great and small, between the different languages groups. I felt fine … And for me there was no reason to leave … Or?

Apparently, it sometimes requires only a little to steer the wheel of life this way or that. Yes, if it hadn’t been for my cousin’s letters. They told of his suspenseful encounters in the various regions of Africa where he did missionary work. These tales were different from the hopeless, horrifying reports of the so-called Third World we usually read. They didn’t disguise the existing problems, but they reflected the people’s philosophy of life and their hopes. That’s where life was and I wanted to experience it for myself. I let myself be carried off.

… When the attracting power of that which is distant becomes stronger than dull rationalization, then you just have to pack your rucksack …

Colette Eisenhuth
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"A letter to Richard"

Dear Richard,

Today I’d like to tell you about my first trip to America.

I was about nine and already knew that a king actually existed; also that he ceased to exist when overthrown by a Junta; that one has to hope for democracy … I’d also heard that President J.F. Kennedy had been murdered and his brother Robert as well, that Apollo 11 had landed on the moon. I knew poor children, arrogant children and strict teachers. I loved the mountains and the sea, but I loved the mountains more.

My grandma lived in the mountains. Always dressed in black. My grandpa was executed there during the civil war. Later an earthquake destroyed the entire village. But the natural surroundings remained intact. Only at the sea I felt worry-free. The warm sun, the infinite blue, the star-studded sky, the golden beach, boats, ships and pine trees. This summer landscape was never destroyed.

I wasn’t shocked when my parents informed me of their decision. In July we had to get vaccinations for our visas. I didn’t like that. Later on our flight departed. Athen-Hellinikon was a small, cozy sort of airport at that time. More than anything else I remember the blue sky, but I could also see the earth below. Suddenly the maps of countries became transformed: the borders between countries no longer existed.

The first landing: Luxemburg. There I understood that the landscape of fairytales really did exist: fortresses, castles, forests. I had already read the fairytales by the Brothers Grimm and Andersen. I’d also read Jules Verne. All of a sudden, this bookworld came to life.

Second stop: Reykjavik. Everything there was strange and unfamiliar. The day wasn’t day, the night wasn’t night. The summer wasn’t summer. I thought it must be like that on the moon. But then my parents got me a lovely warm jacket made of Islandic lambswool. Of course there aren’t any lambs on the moon.

Flying over Greenland was surprising. I confused the clouds with the icebergs and thought that here the earth reaches up to the sky.

Then it became dark. I saw many lights on the ground below. It was Boston. Our destination was approaching. I wished the journey would never end. We landed in New York. Suddenly in J.F.K. Airport, the world became monstrous. As we drove through the city and over the George Washington Bridge, the manmade objects grew to superhuman proportions.

I had already learned some English. As for the American society, I knew it primarily from Uncle Tom’s Cabin, Little Women and A Tree Grows in Brooklyn.

I wasn’t afraid yet. The fear came later.

Many greatings,

A-D
Agori Dimitra Gkrekou
