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BU SAYIDA

IN THIS ISSUE

Soframizdaki Hikayeler

Yemek, bir toplumun bellegidir. Tadi, kokusu,
pisirme bicimiyle sadece acligl gidermez;
kimlikleri, aidiyet hissini, gecmisi ve gelecegi
barindirir.

Sofralar, cogu zaman, bir kltlrtn aynasidir;
orada paylasmak, anlatmak, dinlemek, sevinmek,
yas tutmak, hatta direnmek vardir. Kokusu
cocukluga, tadi memlekete, tarifi anneden,
anneanneden kalma bir defterin sararmis
sayfalarina gotirtr insani. Uzakta yasarken bu
bag daha guclu hissedilir. Sofralarimizi
hazirlarken gegmisimizle bag kurar, kimligimizi
taze tutariz. Bu nedenle gastronomi, sadece
damak tadiyla ilgili degil, goclerin, kulttrel
aktarimin ve topluluk olmanin da bir parcasidir.

Bu sayida, TOPLUM'un sayfalarini, Tiirk ve
Anadolu mutfagina ayirdik. Amacimiz yalnizca
tarifleri ya da lezzetleri konusmak degil. Bu
sayida yemek Uzerinden Kisisel hikdyeleri,
kimlikleri, yollari ve yeniden bulugmalari
okuyacaksiniz. Yazarlarimiz, kendi
mutfaklarindan yola ¢ikarak anlattiklari
hikayeleriyle, bizi anilarla yikli bir sofra
etrafinda bulusturuyor.

Orhan Gazi Kandemir, “Meyhanenin En Guzel
Mezesi” baslikli yazisinda raki sofralarini bizim
icin vazgecilmez kilan, meyhaneyi bircoklari igin
unutulmaz bir deneyime geviren seyin ne
oldugunu irdeliyor. Ezgi Kilig ise “Dlunyanin Bitin
Yaprak Sarmalari” ile toplumsal cinsiyet rolleri ve
ataerkil beklentileri, babasinin kéytine yaptigi bir
ziyaret ve yaprak sarma ritteli Gzerinden
anlatiyor.

Stories on Our Table

Food is the memory of a society. With its taste,
aroma, and methods of preparation, it does more
than satisfy hunger. It carries identities, a sense of
belonging, the past, and the future.

A dining table is often the mirror of a culture;
around it, there is sharing, storytelling, listening,
joy, mourning, even resistance. A meal's aroma
takes you back to childhood, its taste to the
homeland, its recipe to the yellowed pages of a
notebook passed down from a mother or
grandmother. When living far from home, this
connection is felt even more strongly. As we
prepare our tables, we reconnect with our past and
keep our identities alive. That is why gastronomy is
not only about flavour; itis also a part of
immigration, cultural transmission, and
community.

In this issue, we have dedicated the pages of
TOPLUM to Turkish and Anatolian cuisine. Our goal
is not merely to talk about recipes or tastes. In
these pages, you will read personal stories,
identities, journeys, and reunions told through
food. Our contributors, drawing from their own
kitchens, invite us to gather around a table rich
with memories.

In his article titled “The Finest Meze of the
Meyhane,” Orhan Gazi Kandemir explores what it is
that makes the raki table indispensable for us, and
what turns the meyhane into an unforgettable
experience for so many. Ezgi Kili¢'s essay “Of All the
Stuffed Leaves in the World” explores gender roles
and patriarchal expectations through a visit to her
father's village and the ritual of making yaprak
sarma.
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Sermin Durali-Heyck'in yazisi cok katmanlh bir
gocmenlik deneyimini damakta kalici bir tat
olarak sunuyor. Farkl mutfaklarin i¢ ice gectigi
bir yagsamdan anilari okuyacaginiz bu sayfalarda,
ayrica yazarin kendi el yazisiyla, 6zel yemek
tariflerini de bulacaksiniz (denemeyi ihmal
etmeyin!).

Alpar Akman ise “Kanada Yabaninda Tiirk
Mutfagl” baslikli yazisinda, mesafeler ve doga
sartlari ne olursa olsun, geleneksel tarifleri
yasatma cabalarina ve bu siirecte ortaya ¢ikan
yaratici uyarlamalara odaklaniyor. Burcu Dogan,
gastronomiyle iliskisini derin bir ictenlikle ele
aldig1 “Bir Tabagin Anlattiklari: Gastronomiyle
Olan Sessiz Bagim” ile yemegi bir i¢sel yolculuga
doénusturiyor.

Ekin Kalayci, “Vancouverin Surdurulebilir Lezzet
Haritasi: Yerelden Sofraya” bashkl yazisinda,
yerel Uretim ve ¢evre duyarlihgini éne cikararak,
Vancouver'in yemek ve tiiketim kultirtne etik ve
ekolojik bir boyut kazandiriyor, okurlarimiza bir
rehber sunuyor. Menfiye Yildirim'in yazisi
“Yemek, Kimlik ve Aidiyet ya da Dolmanin
Anatomisi,” yemekle toplumsal kimlik arasindaki
iliskiyi sosyolojik bir derinlikle ele aliyor; bir
dolmanin i¢ harcinda bile nasil bir kiltarel tarih
sakli olabilecegini diistindtruyor.

Bu sayida Toplum/Top-shelf serimize, Nazli
Koca'nin 2023 yilinda ¢ikan romani The Applicant
ile devam ediyoruz. Ataman Avdan, kitabi
“Yazarin Bir Go¢men Temizlikgi Olarak Portresi”
olarak degerlendiriyor.

Bu sayida, bir tarifin ardindaki hikdyeyi, bir
tabaktaki bellegi, bir sofradaki dayanismayi
konusuyoruz. Afiyet ve merakla okumalar
dilerim.

Ataman Avdan
Yayin Yonetmeni

Sermin Durali-Heyck's piece offers a multilayered
immigrant experience as a lingering taste on the
palate. In these pages, where you'll read memories
from a life in which different cuisines intertwine,
you'll also find the author’s handwritten personal
recipes (don't forget to try them!).

In “Turkish Cuisine in the Canadian Wilderness,”
Alpar Akman focuses on the effort to keep
traditional recipes alive, no matter the distance or
the environmental conditions, and on the creative
adaptations that emerge in the process. Burcu
Dogan, in “What a Plate Tells: My Silent Bond with
Gastronomy,” turns food into an inner journey.

Ekin Kalayci's “Vancouver's Sustainable Taste Map:
Farm-to-Table” highlights local production and
environmental awareness, offering readers a guide
that brings a new ethical and ecological dimension
to food and consumption culture in Vancouver.
Menfiye Yildirim'’s piece, “Food, Identity, and
Belonging or the Anatomy of Dolma,” examines the
relationship between food and social identity from
a sociological perspective; it invites us to consider
how even the filling of a do/ma can hold a cultural
history.

Continuing our Toplum/Top-shelf series, which
features book reviews, we turn in this issue to The
Applicant, Nazli Koca's 2023 novel. Ataman Avdan
reviews the book as “A Portrait of the Author as an
Immigrant Cleaner.”

In this issue, we explore the story behind a recipe,
the memory within a dish, and the solidarity
around a shared table. Wishing you an enjoyable
and curious read.

Ataman Avdan
Editor-in-Chief
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3. Atatiirk Kosusu
The 3rd Atatiirk Run

Tiirkiye Cumhuriyeti'nin kurucusu Ulu Onder
Mustafa Kemal Atatirk’in Turk halkina armagan
ettigi en anlamli milli bayramlardan biri olan 19
Mayis Atatlrk' Anma, Genglik ve Spor Bayrami
kapsaminda bu sene lglncisini dizenledigimiz
19 Mayis Atatlrk Kosusu dnceki senelerde oldugu
gibi Vancouver Stanley Park Second Beach Piknik
alanina yakin sahil ylriyis yolunda gerceklesti.

Etkinligi Turk-Kanada Dernegi Yonetim Kurulu
uyeleri ve yaklasik on gonullimuz ile dizenledik.
Yagmurlu havaya ragmen 5 kilometrelik kosu ve
yuruyus etkinligimizde 79 kayitli sporcu yer ald1.
Atatlrk Kosusu'nun her sene bir dnceki katihmci
sayisinin Uzerine ¢ikmasi Turk-Kanada Dernegi
olarak bizi mutlu etti.

Dijital sponsorlarimiz Sage Photography ve Smile-
in Digital Media etkinligimizi fotograflari ile
olumsuzlestirdiler. Etkinlik lideri olarak
sunuculugunu yapmaktan biytk mutluluk
duydugum &dul téreni, dernek baskanimiz Tugce
Gur irtenk’in tesekkiir konusmasi ile bagladi.
Baskonsolosumuz Hiseyin Emrah Kurt ise
konusmasinda 19 Mayis Atatiirk’'d Anma Genglik
ve Spor Bayrami'nin anlam ve énemini vurguladi.

As part of May 19th, the Commemoration of
Ataturk, Youth and Sports Day, one of the most
meaningful national holidays gifted to the Turkish
people by Mustafa Kemal Ataturk, the founder of
the Republic of Tlrkiye, we organized the 3rd
Ataturk Run this year. As in previous years, the
event took place along the seawall near the
Stanley Park Second Beach picnic area in
Vancouver.

The event was organized together with the
Turkish-Canadian Society Board Members and
about ten volunteers. Despite the rainy weather,
79 registered athletes took part in our 5-kilometre
run and walk. We are delighted to see that the
participation in the Atatlrk Run continues to grow
each year.

Our digital sponsors, Sage Photography and Smile-
in Digital Media, captured lasting memories of our
event. | had the great pleasure of hosting the
award ceremony as the event leader. In her
speech, TCS president Tugce Gur irtenk thanked
our volunteers and participants. Consul General
Huseyin Emrah Kurt highlighted the significance
and meaning of May 19th, the Commemoration of
Ataturk, Youth and Sports Day in his speech.
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Odiil térenimizde kadin ve erkek kosu
kategorisinde ilk lice girenlere 6diil ve
hediyelerini Hiseyin Emrah Kurt, Tugce Giir
irtenk, etkinligimizin ana sponsoru olan Offshore
Institute kurucusu Zeynep Celik, dernegimizin
genel sekreteri Yagmur Simsek'in yani sira, 3.
Atatirk Kosusu'nun gerceklesmesinde buytik
katki sahibi olan Ezgi Kili¢ ve Yesim Giliven takdim
ettiler.

Etkinligimizin gerceklesmesinde emegi gecen
butun génullulerimize, sponsorlarimiza ve tabii
tim katihmcilarimiza tesekkiir ederiz. Bir sonraki
19 Mayis Atatirk Kosusu'nda etkinligimizi daha
ileri seviyeye tasimak en blyuk amacimiz. 4.
Atatiirk Kosusu'nda goériismek tzere!

Gozde Camsoy Karadag
Etkinlik Lideri

3. Atatiirk Kosusu Kazananlari
3rd Ataturk Run Winners

Kadin Kategorisi

Prizes and gifts for the top three runners in the
men’s and women's categories were presented by
Consul General Hlseyin Emrah Kurt, Tugce Gur
irtenk, our main sponsor and founder of Offshore
Institute Zeynep Celik, TCS secretary general
Yagmur Simsek, as well as Ezgi Kilic and Yesim
Guven, who played key roles in making the 3rd
Ataturk Run possible.

We thank all our volunteers, sponsors, and of
course, all participants who contributed to making
our event a success. Our biggest goal is to take the
Atatiirk Run to an even higher level next year. See
you at the 4th Atatdrk Run!

Gozde Camsoy Karadag
Event Leader

Women's Category
Maya Sénmez
Deniz Ertirk
Selma Agar

Erkek Kategorisi
Men's Category
Ahmet Aktas
Darren Le Gresley
Kaan Zaimoglu




30 Agustos Zafer Bayrami Piknigi:
Vancouver’da Birlik ve Dayanisma
Victory Day Picnic:

Unity and Celebration in Vancouver

Bu yil 30 Agustos Zafer Bayrami'ni kutlamak icin
Vancouver'daki Tirk toplumumuzia yine bir araya
geldik. Yazin son gunlerinin tadini ¢cikarirken,
yaklasik 100 katihmci aileleriyle, cocuklariyla,
dostlariyla Stanley Park'in dogasinda bulustu.
Herkesin yaninda getirdigi yiyeceklerle donatilan
uzun masalarimiz kisa siirede bir bayram
sofrasina dénusti. Béreklerden salatalara,
tathlardan geleneksel lezzetlere kadar cesit cesit
yemekler paylasilirken, TCS génullGlerinin
hazirladig licretsiz barbekd ise soframizin yildizi
oldu.

Gunun en heyecanl bélimu ise kuskusuz tavla
turnuvasiydi. Her yastan yaklasik 30 kisi
turnuvaya katildi. Kiigtikler biytklerle karsi
karsiya geldi, babalar ogullariyla, anneler
kizlariyla zar atti. Turnuvanin ilerleyen turlarinda
heyecan arttik¢a izleyiciler de maclara ortak oldu.
Gekismeli finalin sonunda kazananlar édllerini
alirken, bizler de keyifli anilar biriktirdik.

This year, we once again gathered as a community
in Vancouver to celebrate the Victory Day, August
30th. On one of the last warm days of summer,
around 100 participants came together with their
families, children, and friends in the heart of
Stanley Park. What started as a few picnic tables
quickly turned into a festive banquet, with
everyone contributing homemade dishes. From
savory pastries and salads to traditional favourites
and desserts, the food was abundant, while the
highlight of the table was without doubt the free
BBQ, prepared by our TCS volunteers.

The most exciting moment of the day was surely
the backgammon tournament. Around 30
participants of all ages took part. Children
challenged adults, fathers played against sons,
mothers against daughters — each game filled
with cheers, laughter, and playful rivalry. As the
tournament reached the final rounds, the energy
around the tables grew, and everyone gathered to
watch the intense matches. In the end, the
winners proudly received their prizes, but for all of
us, the real reward was the joy of being together.
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Ama ginun anlami bundan cok daha fazlasiydi.
30 Agustos, Tlrk milletinin bagimsizlik yolunda
verdigi destansi miicadelenin zaferle taglandig
gunddr. Bizler binlerce kilometre uzakta da olsak,
bu ruhu birlikte yasatmanin gururunu tasidik.

Piknigimiz sadece bir kutlama degil, ayni
zamanda dayanismanin, paylasmanin ve bir
arada olmanin da en giizel 6rnegiydi.

Etkinlige katkida bulunan, yemeklerini paylasan,
emegi gecen tim uyelerimize ve gonulltlerimize
tesekkur ederiz.

Ayrica, etkinlik sponsorumuz Gorcon'a destekleri
icin, Uncle Fatih Brentwood subesine, Romanos
Pizza'ya ve Starbucks Solo subesine katkilarindan
dolayi 6zel tesekklr ederiz.

Hep birlikte, ylzlerce glilimsemenin bir araya
geldigi bu glin bize bir kez daha hatirlatti:

Ozgiirliik teslim alinmaz, bagimsizlik pazarlik
konusu olmaz.

Yagmur §imsek
Etkinlik Lideri

Yet, the meaning of the day went far beyond
games and food. August 30th marks the triumph
of a nation’s struggle for independence. Even here,
thousands of kilometres away, we felt proud to
keep that spirit alive together.

Our picnic was not only a celebration of a historic
victory, but also a celebration of unity, sharing,
and togetherness. We extend our heartfelt thanks
to everyone who contributed — to our members,
our volunteers, and our friends who shared their
meals and their time.

We would also like to give special thanks to our
event sponsor Gorcon for their generous support,
as well as Uncle Fatih Brentwood branch,
Romanos Pizza, and Starbucks Solo branch for
their contributions.

With every smiling face gathered on this special
day, we were reminded once again:

Freedom cannot be surrendered, independence
cannot be negotiated.

Yagmur Simsek
Event Leader
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12. Vancouver Tiirk Film Festivali
12th Vancouver Turkish Film Festival

Kasim ayi Vancouver'da yalnizca yagmurun ve
sonbaharin habercisi degil; bizler icin ayni
zamanda Turkiye'den yilikselen hikayelerin
beyazperdede hayat buldugu 6zel bir bulusmanin
da zamant! 12. Vancouver Tiirk Film Festivali
(VTFF), bu yil da sinemanin birlestirici glucuyle
kultlrler arasinda képri kurmak icin perdelerini
araliyor.

ilk seyircisi ile 2011 yihinda bulusan ve yillar icinde
Vancouver'in kiiltirel takviminde kendine kalici
bir yer edinmis olan VTFF, bugiin yalnizca bir film
seckisi sunmaktan cok daha fazlasini ifade ediyor:
Klturel gesitliligin, dayanigmanin ve ortak
uretimin bir simgesi.

Her yil oldugu gibi, bu yil da festivalin arkasinda,
sinemaya duydugu sevdayl emege donustulren bir
ekip var. Film seckisinin titizlikle
olusturulmasindan teknik hazirliklara, konuklarin
agirlanmasindan izleyiciyle kurulan diyaloga
kadar her detay, gondlltligiin incelikli emegini
tasiyor. Bu emegin sonucu olarak VTFF, artik
-sadece bir etkinlik degil; Turkiye'den Kanada'ya
uzanan bir kulttrel hikayenin adi. -

November in Vancouver is not only a herald of
rain and autumn; for us, it is also the time for a
special gathering where stories rising from Turkiye
come to life on the big screen! The 12th Vancouver
Turkish Film Festival (VTFF) is once again lifting its
curtain this year to build bridges between cultures
through the unifying power of cinema.

Having first met its audience in 2011 and earned a
permanent place in Vancouver's cultural calendar
over the years, VTFF now represents much more
than a film selection: It is a symbol of cultural
diversity, solidarity, and collective creation.

As in every year, behind the festival stands a team
that transforms their love for cinema into labour.
From carefully curating the film lineup to technical
preparations, from hosting guests to engaging in
dialogue with the audience, every detail carries
the meticulous effort of volunteers. Thanks to this
dedication, VTFF is no longer just an event; it is the
name of a cultural story stretching from Tlrkiye to
Canada.
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Bu yilin programi, seyirciyi hem dusiinsel hem de
duygusal anlamda zenginlestirecek bir gesitlilik
vaat ediyor. Etkileyici uzun metraj filmler, diinya
festivallerinden 6dllerle donmus belgeseller,
yeni seslerin dikkat cekici kisa filmleri, sdylesiler
ve atolyeler... VTFF, izleyicisini yalnizca bir sinema
salonuna degil, ayni zamanda farkl diinyalara,
uzak cografyalara ve ortak duygulara davet
ediyor.

Festival, 27 Kasim Persembe aksami Vancouver
International Film Festival (VIFF) binasinda
diizenlenecek acilis galasiyla baslayacak.
Ardindan, 30 Kasim Pazar aksamina kadar SFU
Goldcorp Centre for the Arts ve Cineworks
salonlarinda sinemanin farkl tarlerinden
hikayeler seyirciyle bulusacak.

Bu Kasim'da siz de bu yolculugun bir parcasi olun.

Turkiye'den gelen hikayelerin Vancouver'da
yankilanisina taniklik edin, beyazperdede
anlatilan duinyalarda birlikte kaybolalim!

Detayli program ve bilet bilgileri Kasim ayi
itibariyla vtff.ca adresinde sizleri bekliyor olacak.

Simdiden keyifli seyirler dileriz.

Zuhal Karatas Kavak
Etkinlik Lideri

This year's program promises a diversity that will
enrich audiences both intellectually and
emotionally. Captivating feature films, award-
winning documentaries from international
festivals, striking short films by new voices, talks
and workshops... VTFF invites its audience not only
into a movie theatre, but also into different
worlds, distant geographies, and shared emotions.

The festival will begin on the evening of Thursday,
November 27, with an opening gala at the
Vancouver International Film Festival (VIFF)
building. Afterwards, through Sunday evening,
November 30, stories from various genres of
cinema will meet audiences at SFU Goldcorp
Centre for the Arts and Cineworks.

This November, be a part of this journey. Witness
the echo of stories from Turkiye in Vancouver, and
let us get lost together in the worlds told on the
big screen!

Detailed program and ticket information will be
available at vtff.ca starting November.

We wish you an enjoyable festival experience in
advance.

Zuhal Karatas Kavak
Event Leader
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Meyhanenin En Giizel Mezesi
The Finest Meze of the Meyhane

Kanada'ya go¢ etmeden, bir 28 Haziran guniinde,
gunligume su satirlari islemisim:

“Ne kadar ugrassam da tam zamani
hatirlayamiyorum.

2014-2015 zamanilari olabilir. Belki biraz sonrasi.
Her ¢carsamba, o zaman daha canli olan
Asmalimescit'teki Refik'te masamiz ayriliyor. Biz
reklam ajansindan cikip oraya gidiyoruz. Raki
icmeye. Adi Carsamba Rakisi. Haftanin ortasi, bir
sonraki hafta sonunun heyecani, bir 6ncekinin
anisinin tam ortasinda. Carsamba glinleri. Genelde
sekmiyor. Yani bunu okuyan arkadasim, bugiin
zaman makinesi icat olsa, herhangi bir carsamba
aksami bizi o masada kahkahalt bir muhabbette
bulabilirsin.

Kapidan girdiginde mesela, soldan duvar kenari
lictincli masa. Seni tanimadigimiz icin bakmayiz
ama, sen bizi kesin tanirsin. 6 kisiyiz orada. Bazen 5
ama. Aramizdan ayrilanlar daha ayrilmadan, fakat
bircok sakanin da zamani dolmadan gecen giinler.

Zaman makinesine de gerek yok aslinda, bugiin de
gitsen, duvardaki fotografimizi bulabilirsin. Biz hep
raki iciyoruz o meyhanede. Kag yil daha iceriz,
bilmiyorum."”

Refik, istanbul, 2015

ORHAN GAZI KANDEMIR

Vancouver, BC, 2025

Before immigrating to Canada, on a June 28th, |
had penned these lines in my diary:

“No matter how hard | try, | can't quite recall the
exact date.

It must have been around 2014-2015. Maybe a bit
later. Every Wednesday, we had a table reserved at
Refik (1) in Asmalimescit (2), which was still vibrant
back then. After work, we'd leave the ad agency and
head there. To drink raki (3). We called it “Wednesday
Raki Sessions”. Midweek, perfectly poised between the
excitement of the coming weekend and the memory
of the last. Every Wednesday. We almost never
missed it. So, dear friend reading this, if time travel
were invented today, you could find us at that table
on any Wednesday night, lost in laughter-filled
conversation.

When you walked in, for instance, it was the third
table from the left along the wall. Since we didn't
know you, we wouldn't see you, but you would
definitely recognize us. Six of us sat there. Sometimes
five. The days before some had departed, yet before
many jokes had run their course.

In fact, you wouldn't even need a time machine. Even
today, you could go and find our photo on the wall.
We're always drinking raki in that meyhane. How
many more years we'd drink, | have no idea.”
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Buguin Asmalimescit eskisi gibi degil.

Carsamba Rakisi artik yok.

Refik kapandi. Dolayisiyla yerine acilan restoranin
duvarinda o fotografimiz da yok.

Ve Istanbul artik her ziyaretimde biraz daha farkli
geliyor gézime.

Belki de bir zaman makinesine gerek var bazi
duygularn tekrar yasamak icin.

istanbul'da biraktigim o sofralar, bazi gtinler hala
zihnimde kurulur. Ve ardindan dusiunurim, bana
meyhaneyi bu kadar sevdiren sey nedir diye.

Raki igmek her zaman glizel olsa da, rakiyl “tam
tesekkulli bir meyhane”de igmek - ki tam
tesekkullt bir meyhane ne demek derseniz, dilim
doéndugunce anlatmaya ¢alisacagim - benim igin
oncelik olmustur.

Cogu gocmenin Turkiye seyahatleri deniz, kum,
gunes, kuafér ve akrabalar ¢evresinde
sekillenirken, benim istanbul fasillari hep
meyhane randevulari esliginde sekillenir.

Fakat yanhs anlasiimasin, damak lezzetlerinin
pesinde degilim, o isler yemek elestirmenlerinin
isi. Ben gercek bir meyhanede aldigim “ruhani
lezzet"in pesindeyim.

Rakiya ulasmak kolay olsa da, ben aslinda
Kanada'da yillardir bu ruhani lezzeti tekrar
yasayabilmek icin tam tesekklli bir meyhane
deneyimi ariyorum. Bu konuya bircok faniden
daha fazla kafa yormus olabilirim, kim bilir.

ni meyhane deneyimine,
1 sey Hedir? Beyaz
105 sohbeti mi2
mi, yoksa icilen rakinin

onlara rakinin nasil if;i}mglnl anlatan I
sunumlar yapardim. Etkiyi artirmak igin cal
sarkilarin cevirilerine kadar gitmisti is.

Today, Asmalimescit is no longer what it used to
be.

Wednesday Raki Sessions are gone.

Refik is closed. And so that photograph of ours no
longer hangs on the wall of whatever restaurant
replaced it.

And now, Istanbul feels a little different to me with
each visit.

Perhaps we do need a time machine to relive
certain feelings after all.

Some days, | still find myself back at those Istanbul
tables | left behind. And | often wonder what made
me fall in love with the meyhane (4) so deeply.

While drinking raki is always pleasant, drinking it
in a "full-fledged meyhane"— and if you ask what
that means, I'll try to explain as best | can — has
always been what I've sought.

While most emigrants’ trips to Turkiye revolve
around sea, sand, sun, the hairdresser, and family,
my Istanbul episodes are always shaped around
meyhane rendezvous.

But don't misunderstand me, I'm not chasing
flavours for the palate; that's food critics' business.
I'm after the "spiritual flavour" | get in a real
meyhane.

Though raki itself is easy to come by, I've been
searching for years in Canada for a full-fledged
meyhane experience to recapture that spiritual
flavour. | may have pondered this more than most
mortals, who knows.

So, what truly transforms a raki table into a

meyhane experience, and then that into
3 ething transcendent? Is it the white
hs or the waiters' pleasant conversation?
election and music, or the type of
' , -
b -
ﬁ@ﬁdﬁ | could recreate that
t home away from, home. | gave ‘I ]
e, ca efull;?lnwted select foreign
frlends prepared the meze, set the “musiki” (6) ,

For a while, |
experlemce a

-and gave them lengthy presentations on how to

drink raki properly. | even went as far as
translating the songs to enhance the effect.

| AUTUMN



Ama o gecelerin agizda kalan tadi, herhangi bir
icki sofrasindan sonra kalanla ayni olurdu. Ne
Refik, ne de Cavit hissini bir turlt alamazdim.
Aldigim lezzet kotl degildi, sadece farkhyd.
Meyhaneden cok uzak, herhangi bir icki sofrasina
cok yakin.

Beyaz ortuler, ince raki bardaklari, glizel
peynirler, lezzetli mezeler. Hepsi vardi sofrada.
Ama bu sofralarin hep bir mezesi eksik gibiydi.

Sonra bir grup arkadas, sag olsunlar, benim
Carsamba Rakisi heyecanimi Vancouver'da
yasamaya ortak oldular. iste o aksamlardan
birinde eksik olan seyin farkina vardim.

Rakinin yaninda en iyi giden meze, Turkceydi.

Dogru arkadaslarla paylasilan bu dil, rakinin
gercek eslikgisi ve melodisiydi.

Kdltturin tim unsurlarini, Anadolu topraginin
yilginligini, Rumeli'nin heyecanini, gecmisin
pismanhgini, gelecegin umudunu birbirimize
tasiyan ortak bag buydu. Belki de reklamci olarak
yillarca ekmegim olmus Turkcenin bu yetisi beni
Kanada'da “tam tesekkdillii meyhane” arayisina
iten seyin ta kendisiydi.

Benim aradigim meyhane, duvarinda fotograflari,
tepsi Ustl meze tabaklari, beyaz értileri, ara
sicaklari, demirbas sarkilari olan yerdi, ama onu
ruhani bir lezzete, ya da tabiri caizse tam
tesekkiilli bir meyhaneye ceviren sey sofranin
ortak dili, Tirkcenin kendisiydi.

Turkceyi meze gibi paylasabilmek, esprilerin
tasidigl baglami, dinlenen sarkilarin derin
anlamini ylrekte hissettiren seydi. Benim icin
meyhaneden tat almayi saglayan sey kelimeler ve
sofradakilerin o kelimelerle animsadigi kolektif
deneyimlerdi. O sofrada konusulan seylerin,
dinlenen sarkilarin en giizel cevirisine mazhar
olan bir yabanciyla, o duygulari gercekten
deneyimlemedikleri icin, ayni tat alinamiyordu.
Bu durum paylasilan meze gibi, ortak bir gecmis
arayistydi.

But the aftertaste of those nights was no different
than that of any other dinner party. | could never
feel the magic of Refik or Cavit (7). The flavour
wasn't bad, just different. Too far from a meyhane,
too close to any drinking table.

The white tablecloths, delicate raki glasses, fine
cheeses, delicious meze... They were all there. Yet
something always felt missing.

Then a group of friends, bless them, joined me in
trying to recreate my Wednesday Raki excitement
in Vancouver. It was during one of those evenings
that | realized what had been missing.

The best meze to accompany raki was the Turkish
language itself.

This language, shared with the right friends, was
raki's true companion and melody.

It carried the entire culture with it; the weariness
of Anatolian soil, the thrill of Rumelia, the regrets
of the past, the hopes of the future. Perhaps it was
precisely this power of Turkish—the very language
that had been my bread and butter for years
working in advertising—that drove me to seek a
“fully fledged meyhane” in Canada.

The meyhane | longed for had photos on its walls,
meze plates on trays, white linens, hot appetizers,
and its staple songs. But what turned it into
something more than the sum of its parts, what
made it transcendent, was the common language
of the table: Turkish itself.

Being able to share Turkish like meze was what
made you feel the context of jokes, the deep
meaning of songs listened to in your heart. What
allowed me to truly savour the meyhane
experience,were the words and the collective
experiences those words evoked among those at
the table. With a foreigner who might receive the
finestitranslation of what was spoken at that table,
of the songs being heard, you couldn't achieve the
same flavour because they hadn't truly
experienced those emotions. Like a meze passed
around, what was really being sought was a
shared past.

i3

TOPLUM 2025 | SONBAHAR | AUTUMN



20

Cunkd benim icin meyhane sofrasini
tamamlayanlar o sofranin disindakiler aslinda.
Tam bir hikdyenin ortasinda, Miizeyyen hize
hatirlatir, “benzemez kimse sana” der.

Kahkahalarin ardindan herkes susmusken, Zeki
ansizin girer, masada birinin gozleri gecmisten bir
hatirayla dolar, sessizce mirildanir, “gitme” der,
“sana muhtacim, gozimde nursun, basimda
tacim, muhtacim”.

Birisi masayi toplamak icin ylukselir, hep birlikte
“ada sahillerinde beklemeler” baslar. Ardindan
Tatyos Efendi'nin ylzyillik htiznl sofraya ugrar,
“Gamzedeyim, deva bulmam” diye kulaklara
fisildar.

Biri Tatavla'dan bir hikaye anlatir, Sezen sakince
ayni semtten Madam Despina'yi hatirlatir.

Uclincii kadehte imparatorluklar ¢éker, Turkiye
bir daha kurulur. Turkiye “sunlar olsa var ya,”
nasil kurtulur... Sofraya dedelerimiz, ninelerimiz,
atalarimiz gelir. Bir tablodan bir ¢ift Mavi G6z
masaya bakislariyla yine konuk olur. Sohbete
katilan, ama aslinda orada olmayanlar icin
bardak dipleri serefle masaya vurulur.

Ara sicaklar verilir, biri icinden “Masa da
masaymis ha” der, aklina 26 Mart Olmeme Giini
gelir, belki yirminci kez onu anlatir. Sofraya
birden Tomris ve Cemal gelir; sonra Turgut gikar
“Bir bozuk saattir ylregim” der, “hep sende
durur”. Cemal gidenin ardindan “Ayisiginda
oturduk, bileginden éptiim seni” diye mirildanir,
insanin aklina yine Turk Edebiyat’'nin ask
dedikodulari gelir.

~ RAKI, MEZE
& TURKISH

EVENING Ay
“MEYHANE"

For me, what completes the meyhane table are, in
fact, those who are not physically there. In the
middle of a story, Muzeyyen (8) reminds us: “No
one can resemble you.”

After laughter subsides into silence, Zeki (9)
suddenly enters, someone’s eyes fill with a
memory, and they softly murmur: “Don't go... |
need you, you're the light in my eyes, the crown on
my head, | need you."

Someone suddenly breaks into song to lift
everyone's spirits, and together we all begin
“waiting on the island shores”. Then Tatyos
Efendi’s (10) century-old sorrow visits the table,
whispering in our ears: “l am wounded, no cure |
find.”

Someone tells a tale from Tatavla, Sezen (11)
quietly reminds us of Madam Despina (12) from
the same neighbourhood.

By the third glass, empires fall, Tlrkiye is founded
again. “If only this and that would happen,” we say,
“Turkiye would be saved...” Our grandfathers,
grandmothers, ancestors join the table: From a
painting, a pair of blue eyes (13) gazes upon the
table once more. For those who join the
conversation yet are truly not there, glass bottoms
are honourably struck against the table (14).

The hot appetizers are served, someone mutters,
“Now this is a real table.” They recall the March 26
Day of Not Dying (15), perhaps telling it for the
twentieth time. Suddenly Tomris (16) and Cemal
(17) join us; then Turgut (18) emerges: “My heart is
a broken clock, it always stops at you."” After the
departed, Cemal whispers: “We sat in the
moonlight, | kissed your wrist” and again one
thinks of Turkish Literature's love gossip.

MEYHANE SARKILARI DiNLE
LISTEN TO MEYHANE SONGS

% Spotify
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iste bu yiizden Tiirkceden en cok keyif aldigim This is why my sweetest moments with Turkish
anlar, bir Sait Faik okudugumda bir de come when | read Sait Faik (19), or when | sit at a
muhabbetin koyu, élimsiz misafirlerin eksik meyhane table heavy with conversation and its
olmadigl meyhane sofralarinda olur. Bu sofralarin immortal guests. The flavour of those nights
tadi raki sisesiyle degil, dostlarin dili agilinca begins not with the raki bottle, but when the

baslar. friends’ tongues loosen.

Benim icin meyhaneler, sadece yeme icme yerleri For me, meyhanes are not simply places to eat
degil; sézin, umudun, sarkinin, nesenin, hiiznin and drink; they are spaces where words, hope,
paylasildigi mekanlardir. O ylizden meyhanenin song, joy, and sorrow are shared. That is why the
en glizel mezesi Turkcedir; tadi damakta degil, finest meze of the meyhane is Turkish; its flavour
ruhta kalir. 1 lingers not on the palate, but in the soul. i

Notes for Cross-Cultural Understanding

Dear non-Turkish speaking friend, this article dances between memory and culture in ways that only shared
language and experience can fully unlock. Each language carries the essence of its culture, and no translation can
perfectly capture what lives between the lines. This isn't to exclude or diminish anyone's understanding, but simply
to acknowledge the beautiful complexity of cultural expression. | hope these small bridges of context for this article
will help you feel some of the warmth and longing that flows through every line. The footnotes below are arranged in
order of their appearance in the text.

' Refik: A legendary “meyhane” (see #4) in Asmalimescit (see #2), beloved for its authentic atmosphere and traditional meyhane culture.
2 Asmalimescit: A narrow, cobblestoned quarter in Istanbul's Beyoglu district, once the bohemian heart of the city's nightlife and tavern
culture,

* Raku: Turkiye's beloved anise-flavoured spirit, traditionally enjoyed with meze (see #5), and often called “lion’s milk" for the cloudy white
hue it turns when mixed with water and ice.

* Meyhane: Traditional Turkish taverns where raki, meze, and music create a cultural experience that goes far beyond dining, they are
spaces for poetry, song, and deep conversation.

* Meze: Small dishes and appetizers traditionally served with raki, ranging from cheese and olives to elaborate seafood preparations,
designed for slow, convivial eating.

& Musiki: While this simply means "music" in Turkish, the author here refers to Turkish classical/art music, with its intricate melodic
patterns and emotional depth, often performed in intimate meyhane settings.

7 Cavit (Asmal Cavit): Another iconic meyhane in Asmalimescit, representing the authentic meyhane experience the author yearns for.
& Miizeyyen Senar: "The Queen of Turkish Classical Music," whose emotionally charged songs are meyhane staples, beloved for their
ability to stir both joy and melancholy.

? Zeki Miren: "The Sun of Art," Tirkiye's flamboyant and beloved legendary singer whose dramatic performances and tender ballads
are essential to any meyhane evening.

'® Tatyos Efendi: An Armenian-Turkish composer and musician whose melancholic songs became staples of Ottoman and Turkish music
culture.

1 Sezen Aksu: Tlirkiye's "Queen of Pop," many of whose poetic songs have become meyhane classics, bridging popular and traditional
music cultures.

2 Madam Despina: A famous meyhane in Istanbul's Tatavla (Kurtulus) neighbourhood, also a character in Sezen Aksu's beloved song
and reputedly Tirkiye's first female meyhane owner, known for its authentic atmosphere and connection to the area's rich multicultural
history.

¥ Blue Eyes: The piercing blue eyes of Mustafa Kemal Atatlrk, the founding father of modern Turkiye, whose gaze from portraits and
paintings has become an iconic presence in Turkish homes, restaurants, meyhanes, and public spaces.

4 Striking Glasses Against the Table: A Turkish raki tradition where glasses are knocked against the table "in honour of those who are
in our hearts but not at our side". It is a ritual to remember and include absent friends, lost loved ones, or those who cannot be present,
expressing respect and ensuring they remain part of the gathering in spirit.

'S Day of Not Dying (Olmeme Giinii): March 26, a tradition started by renowned Turkish poets and writers including Tomris Uyar at a
raki table, where friends made a pact not to die and to gather annually to celebrate life and friendship on every March 26.

'® Tomris Uyar: Turkish writer known for her intimate and emotional prose.

" Cemal Siireya: Influential Turkish poet whose works capture the essence of love, loss, and urban life that resonates deeply in
meyhane culture,

'8 Turgut Uyar: Pioneering modern Turkish poet known for his innovative style and emotional intensity.

® Sait Faik Abasiyanik: One of the greatest modern Turkish short story writers.
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Diinyanin Biitiin Yaprak Sarmalari
Of All The Stuffed Leaves in the World

EZGI KILIC

i’ ‘gf}-'.":{"’ 2

Wy

Bir koye ait olamayacak kadar dizgiin bir yoldan
ilerliyoruz. 20'li yaslarinda ve baba tarafi ile siki
baglari olmayan bir kiz icin pek de ideal olmayan
bir seyahatteyim. iki halam ve babamia birlikte
Eskisehir'e iki saat mesafedeki kéyleri Calci'ya
gidiyoruz.

Yolda tabii ki neden hala evlenmedigimle ilgili bir
muhabbet aciliyor. Babamin umurunda olmaz
béyle seyler, o yola bakiyor. Ben herhalde arabayi
kullaniyorum, halalarim ise bu konu bitince bagka
birinin hayatina, o bitince diger birinin hayatina
atlayarak araliksiz konusuyorlar.

Sanirim, senelik bulusma olan Kéy Giini'ne
gidiyoruz hep birlikte. O ylzden, tabii ki biz de
herkesin yiyecegi bir seyler yapmak
durumundayiz. Yaprak sarmasi adaylarin en
guclusi. Farkindayim ki, iki hala guctine ¢ok
direnemeyecegim icin, ben de bu strecin
emektarlarindan biri olacagim. O zaman yaprak
sarmasi olsun. Madem ugrasacagim, bari en
sevdigim yemeklerden birine zaman harcayayim
diyorum.

This road is almost too perfectly paved to be a
country road. I'm on a trip that is not exactly ideal
for a girl in her 20s who has little to no connection
with her father's side of the family. My dad, my
two aunts and | are moving towards their
hometown together: Calci, a small village that is
about two hours from Eskisehir.

Well, of course, the infamous conversation begins,
why | haven't gotten married yet. My father does
not care about these things, he stares out of the
window, | most probably am driving, and my aunts
chatter endlessly, jumping from one person’s life
to the next as soon as a topic is exhausted.

| think we are all going to the Annual Village
Reunion, which inevitably means that we also
need to cook something to share. The strongest
candidate is “stuffed (vine) leaves”. It is crystal
clear to me that | have to be a part of this cooking
process; there's no resisting the combined force of
these two aunts. Fine then, stuffed leaves it is. If
I'm going to put in the effort, | might as well spend
it on one of my favourite dishes.
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Being a single, educated and working woman in
her 20s is not sométhing that resonates greatly in
rural areas. You are not understood by anyone
really, the safaris you have done, the expos you
have beento, the events you organized do not
mean anything here. The conversation keeps
dwelling along the same lines: “Still not married?
Oh dear, such a shame..." They pity you almost; so
well educated, still not able to find a proper
husband...

My dad is indifferent to all this conversation. He
went to university, became a teacher, resigned,
started his own business, got married at forty,
became a father at forty-five, traveled the world as
much as the times allowed, drank, had fun, chose
his own path, and lived his life to the fullest. And
this free spirit has not really been a problem for
him in the village.

However, it is not the same for his daughter. The
people in the village ask about her age, her marital
status, and kids if any.

As men “mature” with age, women are considered
“too late.” And so the daughter, as a city girl,
doesn't want to come to the village. She doesn't
like it, finds it suffocating, uncomfortable. This visit
is just for her dad, as he loved both his hometown
and her dearly. Whatever, she thinks, I'll just smile
and nod.

We arrive at my father's childhood home, the one
he had completely renovated years ago when |
was a kid, disappearing on us for weeks without a
second thought. As | park the car, | feel a flicker of
anger again - this village never complained when
my father drank with his friends on the balcony
until dawn, never questioned a man living on his
terms, away from his family, but here it is now,
silently criticizing me.

Anyway...



Adetleri otuzun tzerinde irili ufakl ¢anta ve
torbalarla paldir kiildur giriliyor eve. Kaos
icerisinde bir seyler bir yerlere yerlestiriliyor,
camlar agiliyor, ev havalandiriliyor, elektrikli
aletler prize takiliyor, kimin gece nerede
yatacagina karar veriliyor. Kendimi halalarin
direktifine birakmis bir sekilde ne denirse
yapiyorum, peyniri buzdolabina koy, o canta
iceriye gidecek, neyse sen otur balkonda,

biz kalani hallederiz...

Zaman bir degisik geciyor kdye gidince.
Yavasliyor, egrilip bikuliyor, sakinlesip susuyor
gibi. Ne kadar oldugunu hic anlayamadigim bir
siire sonra yaprak sarmasinin zamani geliyor. iki
halam beni yanlarinda yere oturtuyorlar. ikisi de
kendine gore bir i¢c hazirlamis. Ben ise Sarma
Destek Unitesi olarak iki tarafa da yardim etmek
icin hazinm. Onimiizde kiglik bir yaprak dagi,
halalarin kendine has i¢ dolgulari ve iki adet
tencere. iki hala da kendi tiiyolarini veriyor bana,
ben de dikkatle dinleyerek miikemmel sariimis
yapraga ulasmaya calisiyorum her yeni sarmada.

Burun kivira kivira basladigim yeni gorevimde
yavas yavas buyiik bir huzurla doluyorum. Tek
derdimiz hangi halanin yaprak sarmasinin daha
iyi olacagi, ciddi olmayan eglenceli bir rekabet
havasi hakim. ilk defa halalarimla bu kadar
yakiniz, sakalasiyoruz, giiliiyoruz, egleniyoruz. ilk
defa onlarin diinyasinin icinde bu kadar bilingli
bir sekilde varim. Soylediklerini dinliyorum.
Yasadiklarini, neyi neden yaptiklarini anliyorum,
hislerini fark ediyorum. ikisinin de bambaska
endiseleri, dertleri, farkina varamadiklari
travmalari var. Yapraklar sardikca rahathyor,
rahatladik¢a anlatiyorlar.

We rush into the house with over thirty bags and
sacks of various sizes, and in a chaotic way, place
them, open the windows, let the house be aired
out, plug in the electronic devices, make sleeping
arrangements. | surrender myself to my aunts’
instructions and do whatever they tell me: Put the
cheese in the fridge, that bag goes inside,
whatever, you sit at the balcony, we'll handle the
rest...

Time moves strangely in the village. It slows down,
bends, softens, quiets down. After a while, | can't
say how long, it's time to roll the stuffed leaves. My
two aunts sit me down on the floor next to them.
Each has prepared their own unique filling, and |,
as the sole member of the Stuffed Leaves Support
Unit, am ready to assist both sides. In front of us is
a small mountain of vine leaves, aunts’ unique
fillings, and two pots. Each aunt offers me their
own tips and tricks, and | listen carefully, striving
to achieve the perfectly rolled stuffed leaf with
each new roll.

In my newly appointed role, which I've begun with
a grudging nod, I'm slowly filled with a deep sense
of peace. Our only concern is whose stuffed vine
leaves will turn out better; there's a playful and
competitive atmosphere in a lighthearted way. For
the first time in my life, my aunts and | are this
close; we joke, we laugh and have fun together. It's
the very first time | am consciously present inside
their world. | listen to what they say, | understand
what they have gone through, why they do what
they do, and | notice how they feel. They each
have their own unique concerns, troubles, and
traumas they haven't even realized. As they roll
the leaves, they relax, and as they relax, they
share more of their stories.
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Onlari dinledikce, kdyde, 20'li yaslarinda, bekar,
egitimli ve calisan bir kadin olmak degil aslinda
zor olan, diye diisinmeye bashyorum. Kadin
olmanin her tirli kombinasyonu zor.
Anadolu’nun bir kéytinde, evli, 5 cocuklu, 8
torunlu 75 yasinda bir teyze olmak da zor,
Kanada'da tek basina yasayan ve calisan, diinyayi
gezen, sporunu yapan, ézgur ruhlu bir geng kadin
olmak da...

Her zaman hem kendimizden, hem diger
kadinlardan cok sey bekliyoruz. Her sey olmak
istiyoruz kendi anlayisimiz dahilinde, olamayinca
kendimizi ve birbirimizi herkesten ¢ok
elestiriyoruz. Toplum agzini agip sdylemese bile
bize dyle bir islemis oluyor ki kendi degerlerini,
artik o konusmayi biraksa da biz séyliyoruz
bunlari kendimize.

As | listen to them, | begin to think that the real
challenge isn't being a single, educated, and
working woman in her 20s in a rural area. Every
version of being a woman is challenging. It's
difficult to be a 75-year-old married woman with
five children and eight grandchildren, in an
Anatolian village, and it is difficult to be a free-
spirited young woman living alone in Canada,
working, doing sports, traveling the world.

We always expect too much from ourselves and
from other women. We want to be everything on
our own terms, and when we fall short, we judge
ourselves and each other harsher than anyone
else ever could. Even if society no longer says the
words out loud, its values are so deeply ingrained
in us that we've taken over the job ourselves.

Calgl, Eskisehir, 2025
Fotograf | Photo by Mustafa Nihat Onen




Yalniz mi dlecegim, bir sevgili bulsam kesgke... O
kadar okulu bosuna mi okudum kurumsalda hala
bir direktor olamadim? Herkesin ikinci cocugu
ilkokula basladi ben héla bu konuyu erteliyorum,
pisman olur muyum? Cok uzaga tasindim,
annemlerle yeterince ilgilenemiyorum, yoksa
kot bir evlat miyim? Son 10 senede 10 kilo aldim,
iyice saldim bu bdyle gitmez acilen rejime girip
spora baslamaliyim. Ytazimdeki gizgiler artti
hangi “day & night” kreme baslasam hemen
kizlara sorayim... El birligi ile boyle 180 A4
kadinlara has endise yazabiliriz.

Barbie filmindeki meshur tirat, bu topluma ve
kendimize bir tirli yetememe durumunu cok
guzel 6zetlemisti zaten.

Ustelik dev bir canavari tirkiitmeden yasamaya
calisiyoruz hepimiz. Bazen etegimizin boyunu,
bazen sesimizin tonunu, bazen cok daha buytik
kararlarimizi o canavari uyandirmamak, bize
zarar vermesine mahal birakmamak icin
ayarliyoruz. Ustelik bu canavar diinyanin her
yerinde. Bazi yerlerde daha besili ve agresif,
ortalikta apansiz teror estiriyor; bazi yerlerde yer
altindan sessizce ilerliyor, geceleri kulaklara
fisildiyor, ara ara cikip bir iki kadini yutup geri
giriyor.

Ataerkillik...

O‘canavarla bas etme yollarimiz farkli olsa da,
izleri her evde, her sofrada, her cimlede kendini
gosteriyor.

Kiziyorum kendime. Bu zamana kadar halalarimi
elestirdigim, aslinda toplumun onlari zorla
soktugu citkmazda kendi kendilerine var olmaya
calisirlarken donustikleri kadinlar, dig faktérleri
hi¢ hesaba katmadan elestirdigim, tanimaya
calismadan begenmedigim icin.

Iki erkek kardesleri okuyup 6gretmen olurken
onlara evlenip cocuk yapmak dusmius, yollar
onlar icin kendiliginden acilmamis hi¢. Onlar,
kendilerini biraz olsun gelistirebilmek icin
yollarini zorla agmaya calismislar - kurumsal
hayatta ylikselmeye calisan kendimden ¢ok da
farkl degil aslinda yolun engebesi ve engeller.
Ama bu zamana kadar onlar icin agiimamis yollari
kendi secimleri sanmisim hep. Diistinmeden
elestirmisim sadece.

Am | going to die alone, | wish | could find a
partner: Did | study all those years for nothing if |
still haven't become a director? Everyone’s second
child is already in.elementary school, am | making
a mistake postpening having kids? I've moved too
far away, | can't take care of my parents properly,
am | a bad daughter? |'ve gained 10 kilos in the
last 10 years, I've let myself go, this can't go on, |
need to go on a diet and start exercising
immediately. The lines on my face have increased,
which day & night cream | should start using, I'l
ask the girls right away... Together, we could easily
fill 180 US letter-sized pages with anxieties unique
to women.

The famous tirade in the Barbie movie has already
perfectly summarized this constant state of never
being enough, neither for society nor for
ourselves.

And all the while, we're trying to live without
provoking a giant monster. We sometimes adjust
the length of our skirts, sometimes the tone of our
voices and sometimes even make our bigger
decisions, just to avoid waking that monster and
not give it an excuse to hurt us. And this monster
is everywhere in the world. In some places, it's
well-fed and aggressive, wreaking havoc openly..ln
others, it lurks silently underground, whispering in
our ears at night, occasionally emerging to
swallow a woman or two before returning to its
underground headquarters. Patriarchy...

Although our ways of dealing with'that monster
may differ, its traces show up in every home, every
table, every sentence.

| get angry at myself. For criticizing my aunts, for
judging the women they had to become'while
struggling to exist in the impasse society has
forced them into, without considering external
factors. For not really caring for them, without
even trying to' understand them.

While their two brothers studied and became
teachers, their option was to get married and have
children. Paths never opened up for them, they
had to carve their way forward even just to be able
to improve themselves a little. The bumps and the
obstacles of the path are not very different from
what | have been facing in corporate life. Yet until
now, I'd always assumed those closed roads were
of their own paving. I've simply criticized them
without thinking.
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Hatice, Hilya, Halil
Calgl, Eskisehir, 2012

“Biraz daha siki sar, yoksa pisince dagilir, Halil'in
kizi bir sarmayi1 saramamis derler”. Gulisme
sesleri ile gittigim dlstince denizinden geri
geliyorum. Evet, diyorum icimden, demesinler
oyle. Siki siki sarmaya basliyorum, sonugcta
sehirde Bogazici mezunu 6zgur kiz olmak da,
koyde en iyi sarmayi saran hamarat kiz olmak da
bizim igimiz.

Az dnce yaptigim tim toplumsal elestirileri
unutuyorum. Bilincaltima islenmis kodlara teslim
ediyorum kendimi ve en glizel yaprak sarmasini
sarmak uzere kendimi tamamen bu ise
odakliyorum.

O glnu seneler boyunca sadece “halalarimin ikisi
ile birlikte gecirdigim en huzurlu ve glizel giin”
olarak aniyorum. Bu yaziy1 yazmaya baslayana
kadar, altinda yatan o dustincelerimi
hatirlamiyorum bile. Konu sadece yaprak sarmasi
saniyorum. Bliytik halamin, kiiglik halamin ve
benim yaprak sarmalarimiz.

Aslinda konu hicbir zaman sadece bir yaprak
sarmasi degilmis.

Konu, dinyanin bitin yaprak sarmalariymis... 1

"Wrap them a little tighter, or they'll fall apart
when cooked and everyone will say that Halil's
daughter can't even roll a stuffed leaf properly.”
The giggling of my aunts pulls me back from my
ocean of thoughts. Well, no one should be able to
say that. | start rolling them as tight as | can. After
all, we need to be the best at what we do -
whether as the free-spirited, university-educated
city girl, or the well-behaved girl who rolls the
finest leaves in the village.

And just like that, | forget all the social criticism |
just made. | surrender myself to the codes
embedded in my subconscious and focus entirely
on making that perfect stuffed leaf.

For all the following years, | remembered that day
simply as “the most peaceful and beautiful day |
ever spent with my two aunts”. And until | started
writing this piece, | did not even recall my
underlying thoughts.

| thought it was just about stuffed leaves. My
great-aunt's, my little-aunt's and my own stuffed
vine leaves.

But in fact, it was never about one stuffed leaf.

It was of all the stuffed leaves in the world... I

Ezgi
Calg, Eskisehir, 2025




Tiirk, Alman ve Kanada Tatlariyla Bir Omiir
A Lifetime with Turkish, German, and Canadian Flavours

SERMIN DURALI-HEYCK

Birisi, 24 yasinda, yeni evlenmis ve kendi yuvasini
kurmayi planlayan geng bir kadinin su
kaynatmayi bile bilmedigini séylese, inanir
miydiniz? Ama bu gergek! O kisi bendim!

Rahat evimden ve Ulkemden, Ankara/Turkiye'den
ayrilip, Mayis 1963'te Kanada'nin kuzeyine, 3000
nufuslu Yellowknife, NWT'ye gelmistim.

Fakat 6grenmeye kararliydim. ilk denemelerim
biraz tuhafti. Cikolatall pudingin tozdan
yapilabilecegini kim bilebilirdi ki? Bizim evde
cikolatali puding, sutc¢lintin ineginden sagip
kapiya getirdigi stit (6nce kaynatilip sterilize
edilirdi), gercek cikolata ve biraz nisasta ile
yapilird.

ilk puding denemem feci sekilde basarisiz oldu.
Ben metrik sistemle bayimustim. “Cup, ounce,
pound” gibi dl¢tilerden olusan imparatorluk
sistemi bana tamamen yabanciydi. Ustiine ustliik,
o sirada ingilizceyi dogru diizgiin konusup
okuyamiyordum da. Lisede dgrendigim ingilizce
asla yeterli degildi. Boyle olunca, cikolata tozu
kutusunun tzerindeki talimatlari yanhs okuyup,
iki bardak yerine dért bardak sut kullandim.
Sonugcta pudingi yiyememis, icmek zorunda
kalmistik. Ustelik, o aksam bir misafirimiz vardi.
Neyse ki anlayisla karsiladi.

Would anyone believe if someone said that a 24-
year old young woman, just married and planning
to set up her own household does not even know
how to boil water? Well, it is the truth! It was me!

| had just left my comfortable home and country,
in Ankara/Turkiye, and came to the North of
Canada, to Yellowknife, NWT, population 3000, in
May 1963.

However, | was determined to learn. Initial tries
were sketchy. Who knew that chocolate pudding
could be made out of powder? At home, chocolate
pudding was made out of milk (brought to the
door by the milkman fresh from his cow; the milk
then had to be boiled to be sterilized), real
chocolate and some corn starch.

My first try to make chocolate pudding failed
miserably. | was raised with the metric system.
The imperial system with its pounds, ounces, cups
etc. were totally foreign to me. So, when | tried to
read the instructions on the chocolate powder box
(oh, and at that point | couldn't speak or read
much English either. My high school English was
nowhere sufficient), | ended up using four cups of
milk, instead of the required two. The result was
that we drank the pudding. | might add here, we
had a guest that evening. He was very
understanding.
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Yemek yapmak benim icin bir zevk. Pisirmeyi ve | always loved food. Learning to cook and bake did
firin islerini 6grenmem uzun siirmedi. Hala not take long. | actually love to cook and bake; |
yemek yapmayi ve tath hazirlamayi cok always try out new recipes. | also love to read
seviyorum; stirekli yeni tarifler deniyorum. Tarif recipes; | probably have close to two hundred
okumayi da seviyorum; yaklasik iki yuz civarinda cook books; | have an online subscription to The
yemek kitabim vardir. Ayrica The New York Times'a New York Times, with their cooking recipe section.
aboneyim, cevrimici tarif bolumuni okurum.

My father was a Turk, my mother German. My dad
Babam Tiirk, annem Alman‘di. Babam 1928-1934 went to university in Germany from 1928-1934, in
yillar1 arasinda Universite icin Almanya'ya, Chemnitz and Berlin. He met my mother there. My
Chemnitz ve Berlin'e gitmisti. Annemle orada mother was an excellent cook and baker, and my
tanismislar. Annem cok iyi bir as¢i ve hamur dad was very appreciative of my mother's talent.
islerinde usta biriydi; babam da onun hiinerlerini On Sunday mornings, we always had coffee and
cok takdir ederdi. Pazar sabahlari mutlaka kahve cake for breakfast. My dad, when he was out of
ve kekle kahvalti yapardik. Babam, is icin sehir town on business, even out of the country, would o
disina ya da yurtdisina gittiginde bile cumartesi do his best to be back home by Saturday evening. ’
aksamina kadar eve donmeye 6zen gosterirdi. He even had constructed a folding table for my -,
Hatta annem hamur agabilsin diye 6zel bir mom just for the purpose of preparing dough for . /
katlanir masa bile yaptirmisti. baking. ." |

Y L
Biz Ug kardes, yani iki erkek kardesim ve ben, My two brothers and | grew up with a mixture of \r 4
Alman ve Turk mutfaginin karisimiyla blytduk. German and Turkish cooking. | have continued N/ . 8
Ben de bu gelenegi surdirdim. Kanada'ya that tradition. After | came to Canada, | also D) g
geldikten sonra ise Noel hindisi pisirmek gibi bazi learned some North American cooking, such as
Kuzey Amerika yemeklerini de 6grendim. cooking a Christmas turkey.
J
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sevgimi ve bu gﬁiden basima agtig buyiik derdi
anmadan bitiremem:

Hayatimdaki ilk anim bir cikolata hikayesine
dayaniyor. Ug yasindaydim. istanbul'da, yanls
hatirlamiyorsam Beyoglu/Taksim civarinda
oturuyorduk.

Bir glin 6gle yemegine misafirimiz gelmisti. O
adami hala cok net hatirliyorum. iki kath bir evde
yasiyorduk. Yemekten sonra annem beni 6gle
uykusu igin yukari, odama gikardi.

Ama uyuyamadim; cikolata istiyordum. Kalktim, Ho
asagl indim; koridorda ayakkabilarimi giydim ve
cikolata dikkani aramak icin evden ciktim.

Normalde istanbul’da her mahallede birkag
pastane vardir. Cikolatanin diikkénlarda
satildigini biliyordum ama para kavra_mlm"yoktu.
Oylece yiiriidiim de yiirtidiim, ama bir tirli be had in shc
cikolata diikkani gikmadl__l_(ar;l"ma. So, | walked
g of a chocolate

=
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Finally, | got scared and started to cry. Someone
picked me up and brought me to a building, which
| later learned was a police station.

| knew my name and my parents' names, but had
no idea what my address was. At this point, |
started to bawl, until a man in uniform, with a
great big black mustache told me to shut up. (I
later learned he was the commissar. To this day, |
don't like men with facial hair.)

Eventually, my parents and our lunch guest
walked into the police station, all three of them

crying.

When my parents realized that | was gone, they
Sermin Durali-Heyck, eski Yellowknife Belediye Baskani oglu Mark ile immEdiately began to call police stations and
Sermin Durali-Heyck with her son, former Yellowknife Mayor, Mark hospitals in the vicinity of where we lived. In the
meantime, the police station where | had ended
up was also calling police stations in their vicinity,
to report that a child had been brought to their
station. The two sides finally connected, and that

E da kork gl basladim. Beni
SSRnUNES RAIsUD AL SIORYR, MRp I, BN was how my parents had found me.

birisi alip bir binaya gotuirdi. Sonradan oranin bir

karakol oldugunu 6grendim.
5 . | had walked from our house all the way to

Kasimpasa and was gone for eight hours. My dad,
who grew up in Istanbul had never been to that
district.

Adimi ve anne-babamin isimlerini biliyordum ama
adresimizi bilmiyordum. Bu noktada avazim
ciktigi kadar aglamaya basladim, ta ki kocaman
siyah biyikli Gniformali bir adam bana "sus”
diyene kadar. (Sonradan onun komiser oldugunu
68rendim. O gunden beri biyikh erkeklerden
hoglanmam.)

Apparently, the very next day | had made another
attempt to walk away, this time to a toy shop, but
was caught very quickly. This time | got a spanking.
| have no recollection of this event whatsoever. I

Bir siire sonra anne-babam ve 6gle yemegindeki
misafirimiz karakola girdiler; Ggl de aghyordu.
Ailem benim kayboldugumu fark edince hemen e g o o
cevredeki karakollara ve hastanelere haber
vermis. Bu arada benim géturildigium karakol da
cevredeki karakollara haber vermis. Sonunda iki
taraf birbirine ulasmis ve bdylece ailem beni
bulmus.

Evimizden taa Kasimpasa'ya kadar ytriimuisim ve
sekiz saat boyunca kayipmigim. Babam, bitin
dmrini istanbul'da gecirmis olmasina ragmen o
semte hig gitmemisti.

Meger ertesi glin bu sefer bir oyuncakgiya gitmek
tizere yine evden kagmaya kalkmigsim ama
cabucak yakalanmisim. Bu kez dayak yemisim.
Fakat bu olayi hi¢ hatirlamiyorum. §
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COVID'in ikinci Armagani: Kampgilik

COVID sag olsun, hayatima yeni giren tek hobi
yemek yapmak olmadi. Bu surecte sehirdeki tiim
sosyal aktivite alanlarinin kapali olmasi ve
Kanadali arkadaslarimin gizliden gizliye izcilik
seviyesinde doga tutkunlari ¢ikmasi, hafta
sonlarima yeni bir sosyal dinamik getirdi:
Kampgilik.

Yalan yok: O kartpostallarda gérdigumuz vahsi
Kanada dogasi, insanoglunun birkag ginligiine
de olsa sadelik arayisi ve hayatta kalma becerileri
ile birlestiginde, benim gibi blytk sehrin kaosuna
alismis bir istanbulluyu fena afallatti. Ancak
doganin nizamina ayak uydurmam ve derin bir
hayranlik beslemem fazla zaman almadi. Toronto
ile baglayip Vancouver ile devam eden Kanada
yolculugumda, hafta sonlarimi sehir
aktivitelerinden ¢ok dogaya bahsetmis oldugumu
sdylesem, pek yanlis olmaz.

Kanada’nin blytik sehirleri bildigimiz tizere ¢cok
cesitli kiltir ve medeniyetleri tek potada eriten
bir bulusma noktasi. Ote yandan, vahsi dogada
kampcilik faaliyetleri, gerek beslenme gerek
barinma sartlarinin evrenselligi ve basitligi ile
kaltar farkini tamamen nétrleyen aktiviteler. Zira
sinirh alaniniz ve envanteriniz oldugu
disunuldidginde, dogaya kultirinizden bir
parca, damaginizdan bir tat getirmek zorlasiyor.

Peki, dogadayiz diye, sabah 6glen aksam, tatsiz
tuzsuz “noodle”lara, ateste sosis ve
“marshmallow”lara tamah mi edecegiz?

Hayir diyenleri, hemen asagiya alalim.
Evet diyenleri ise bir sise Gaviscon ile ugurlayalim.

Enter Camping, Courtesy of COVID

Thanks to COVID, cooking wasn't the only new
hobby in my life. With every social activity in the
city shut down, and my Canadian friends secretly
revealing themselves to be borderline scouts and
rangers, my weekends took on a whole new
dynamic: Camping.

No lie, the wild Canadian landscapes you see on
postcards, combined with humanity's search for
simplicity and survival skills, stunned me, a city kid
raised in the chaos of Istanbul. But it didn't take
long before | adapted to the rhythm of nature and
grew deeply fond of it. Throughout my journey in
Canada, spanning from Toronto to Vancouver, if |
told you | spent more weekends in nature than in
the city, | wouldn't be far off.

As we know, Canada's big cities are cultural
melting pots. However, out in the wild, camping,
with its universal and simple needs for food and
shelter, completely neutralizes cultural
differences. With limited space and supplies,
bringing a piece of your culture, a taste from
home, becomes tricky.

But just because we're in the wild, do we have to
settle for noodles, sausages, and marshmallows
roasted on a fire three times a day?

No, thank you. Please continue reading.
To those who say “yes,” I'll politely hand over a
bottle of Gaviscon and send them on their way.




Turkish Touches to Camping Meals

As | mentioned earlier, one of the best parts of our
culture is feeding our loved ones to their heart's
content. So, | began adding Turkish touches to
traditional camping meals. This quest to bring a
piece of my culture to the wilderness didn't just
diversify our camp menu—it created Canadian
friends asking, “Can we throw some sucuk
(Turkish chorizo) in the menemen?”

Venezuelans reminding me, “Let’s grab some
honey and kaymak (clotted cream) for the road,”
and Koreans insisting, “Make my simit (Turkish
bagels) extra crispy.”

Bilindik Kamp Ogiinlerine Tiirk Dokunuslari

Malumunuz kaltirimizan en gizel taraflarindan
biri, acihsta bahsi gectigi gibi, sevdiklerimizi tika
basa doyurmak. Buradan hareketle, her yeni
doga macerasinda, geleneksel kamp yemeklerine
Turk dokunuslari yapmaya basladim.
Arkadaslarima dogada da kendi kilturimden bir
parca sunabilme arayisi ile girdigim bu yolculuk,
kamp yemeklerini ¢esitlendirmekle kalmadi; bu
ugurda “menemene sucuk da atar miyiz” diye
yoklayan Kanadalilar, “yolda giderken bal kaymak
da alalim” diye hatirlatan Venezuelalilar, ve
“penim simitler gevrek olsun” diye uyaran
Koreliler yaratti.

ilhamim Aysel'den A Tribute to Aysel

Yemek pisirmeme ve bu yazima
ilham olan anneannem, Aysel,
gectigimiz sene bizlere harika

The inspiration behind all of this,
my grandmother Aysel, passed
away last year, leaving us with

anilar ve 6gretiler birakarak veda > - beautiful memories and invaluable
etti. Buradan kendisini sevgi ve v lessons. Remembering her with
ozlem ile anarken, yeni hedefimi ~ & = love, I've set a new goal: To merge
ondan aldigim el ile doga tutkumu L E‘ ‘ her culinary legacy with my passion
birlestirmek ve Turk kilttird ile - for the outdoors, building a bridge
Kanada yaban hayati arasinda, 5 e | between Turkish food culture and
belki de en tezat olabilecek . Canadian wilderness, two worlds
kosullarda, bir koprii that could not be more different.
olusturabilmek olarak
belirliyorum. °

’ =
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Bu hedef isiginda, yliksek miisaadenizle, yakin
zamanda Vancouver Adasi'nda gittigim Sook
bdlgesinden bir kampta yemek pisirme
deneyimimi sizle paylasiyorum. Tarifimiz tabii ki
bir Aysel klasigi:

Kiymali Biber Dolmasi

Bonus: Artan Malzemeden Kofte

With that spirit, let me share one of my recent
outdoor cooking experiments from Sooke, on
Vancouver Island: An Aysel classic, Stuffed Bell
Peppers with Ground Beef, with a bonus dish
made from the leftovers: Kofte (Meatballs) on the
Fire.

Stuffed Bell Peppers with Ground Beef
Bonus: Kofte (Meatballs)

Malzemeler:

1.750 gr. kiyma

2.2 dogranmis domates

3. 2 rendelenmis veya ince kiyllmis sogan

4. 2 ince kiyilmigs maydanoz

5. % kap piring (baldo yoksa “short grain”)

6. Dilediginiz miktarda ve cesitlilikte baharat.
Tercihen: tuz, karabiber, paprika, nane, kimyon
7. Bir miktar zeytinyagi (dolma harci ve kéfte
kizartmak icin)

8. 8-10 dolmalik biber (tepeleri ve ici alinmig)
(Yurtdiginda Tirkiye'deki gibi ince zarli bulmak
zor. "California bell pepper” bulduysak en ince
dokulusuna gitmemiz gerek)

9.1 L sicak suya sal¢a katarak hazirlayacaginiz
salcali su

10. Yogurt (yaninizda getirmeye Usenmezseniz,
servis icin)

11. Panko veya ekmek ici (+Bonus: Kofte igin)
12. 1 yumurta (+Bonus: Kéfte icin)

Ingredients:

1.750 g ground beef

2. 2 diced tomatoes

3. 2 grated or minced onions

4. 2 minced parsley bunches

5. % cup rice (short grain works if baldo is
unavailable)

6. Spices to taste, preferably, salt, black pepper,
paprika, mint, cumin

7. A bit of olive ail (for the stuffing and frying the
meatballs)

8. 8-10 bell peppers (tops and seeds removed)
(Outside Turkiye, it's hard to find thin-skinned
peppers. If you find California bell peppers, go for
the thinnest ones possible.)

9. 1 L hot water mixed with tomato paste

10. Yogurt (optional, for serving)

11. Panko or breadcrumbs (+Bonus: For the
meatballs)

12. 1 egg (+Bonus: For the meatballs)




Dogada Pisirme ipucu

Yanimizda getirdigimiz tlpli kamp ocagimiz var
ise pisirme prensibimiz mutfaktakinden farksiz
olacak. Ancak kamp atesinde pisireceksek temel
husus atese dayanakli kap kacagimizin ve
atesteki malzemeye miidahale edecek isi
gecirmez eldivenimizin olmasi ve pisirme
derecemiz ve atesin konumuna gore kap
kacagimizin yiksekligini ayarlayabilecegimiz
ekipmanimizin olmasi. Bunlarin hi¢biri yok mu?
Sorun degil! Dogal yollardan, bulabildiginiz en
genis yuzeyli ve yassi tas ile ates Uzerinde pisirme
dizenegi yaratabiliriz. Doga yuruytisu yaparken
bulup sahiplendigim bu kimsesiz tas her iki
yemegi de pisirmeme imkan sagladi. Ates
Uzerinde tasin kalinligina gore 30 dk-1,5 saat
bekletmeniz yeterli.

Hazirhk (Dolma):

1. Kéfte icin 1 maydanoz, 1 sogan, baharatlar ve
500 gr. kiymayi kenara ayiriyoruz. Ardindan
dolma icin 250 gr. kiymayi, 2'den 7'ye listelenen
malzemeler ile bir glizel yoguruyoruz.

2. Tepeleri ve ici alinmis biberleri yogurulan
malzemeler ile dolduruyoruz.

3. Pisirme kabimiz/tenceremize dolmalari dizip
ustlerini artan domates kabuklari veya biber
tepeleri ile kapatiyoruz.

4. Sicak su ve salca ile hazirladigimiz karisimi
biberlerin yarisina gelecek sekilde dolduruyoruz.
5. Tencereyi ates Ustiinde kalacak sekilde

yerlestirelim. Su kaynayacak noktaya geldiginde,
altin1 kisalim ve orta-kisik atege denk getirelim.
Ardindan 45 dk tencere kapali bir sekilde piringler
yumusayana kadar pisiriyoruz.

6. Yogurtla servis, bitti gitti!

Outdoor Cooking Tip

If you have a camping stove, the process is nearly
identical to a home kitchen. But if you're cooking
over a campfire, make sure your cookware is fire
resistant, you have heatproof gloves, and
adjustable gear to set the pot at the right height
over the flames. No equipment? No problem! With
a wide, flat stone found in nature, you can create a
makeshift cooking surface. On one hike, | claimed
an abandoned stone that allowed me to cook both
dishes. Depending on the stone’s thickness, leave
it over the fire for 30 minutes to 1.5 hours.

Preparation: Stuffed Bell Peppers:

1. Set aside 500 g of beef, 1 parsley, 1 onion,
and spices for the meatballs. Knead 250 g beef
with ingredients 2-7 to form the filling.

2. Stuff the prepared peppers with the mixture.
3. Place them in a pot, cover the tops with
leftover tomato skins or pepper caps.

4. Pour in the hot water-tomato paste mix until
halfway up the peppers.

5. Position the pot securely over the fire. Once
it boils, lower the heat and cook covered for
45 minutes, until the rice softens.

6. Serve with yogurt—done and dusted!



Hazirlik (Kofte):

1. Kalan kiymayi, baharatlar, birkag tutam panko
veya bayat ekmek icini yumurta ile giizelce
yogurahm.

2. Elimize su alarak koftelere sekil verip bir
tabaga dizelim.

3. Onceden yeterince kizdirilmis tasimiza bir
maydanoz sapi yardimiyla zeytinyagi surelim.
4. Cisslayan tasimiza kéftelerimizi dizelim ve
guzelce kizarana kadar iki tarafi da pisirelim.
5. Ister ekmek arasi ister kuru kuru gémelim.

Afiyet olsun!

Kiltirimuzde yemegin yeri, sadece beslenmek
ve hayatta kalmaktan ote, birbirimize
gosterdigimiz sefkatin ve uzun soluklu
paylasimlarin bir yareni niteligindedir. Bu ilhami
Kanada'nin vahsi dogasina tasimak ise, kamp
yemeklerini lezzetli birer kulttrel alisverige
doénlstirmek igin essiz bir firsat sunuyor.

Seyahat, doga aktivitesi ve yabanda benzer
yemek icerikleri icin @alparakman Instagram
hesabimi takip edebilir, Kanada vahsi dogasinda
denememi istediginiz tarifler var ise bana
gonderebilirsiniz.

Sevgi ve afiyetle kalin. 1

Preparation: Kofte (Meatballs):

1. Knead the remaining beef with spices,
breadcrumbs, and egg.

2. Shape into meatballs with wet hands.

3. Brush olive oil on your heated stone using a
parsley stem

4. Place the meatballs on the sizzling stone and
cook until golden on both sides.

5. Eatin a bun or on their own—your choice,

Bon Appetit!

Food, in our culture, is about feeding, sharing, and
caring. Bringing that spirit into the Canadian
wilderness has turned camping meals into cultural
exchanges, a unique and delicious experience.

For more travel, outdoor adventures, and wild
cooking experiments, follow me on Instagram
@alparakman. And if you've got recipes you'd like
me to test against the Canadian nature, send
them my way.

With full hearts and fuller bellies.
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Yemek yemeyi herkes sever. Ama ben yemegi
sadece doymak icin degil, an1 hatirlamak, bir
duyguyu yasamak, bir yere gitmeden orayi
anlamak icin severim. Bu ylizden gastronomi
benim icin sadece “yemek bilimi” degil, hayatin
icindeki en derin ifade bicimlerinden biri.

Cocukken annemin mutfaginda gecen o uzun
saatler... Kokular birbirine karisirken ben sessizce
izlerdim. Ellerinde 6lci kabi yoktu ama her sey
tam kararindaydi. O zamanlar bunun sadece
anneme 6zgu bir sihir oldugunu sanirdim. Meger
o, gecmisten gelen bir hafizaymis; agizdan degil,
tariften tarife degil, kalpten kalbe gecen bir
bilgiymis. iste ben ilk kez orada, farkinda
olmadan gastronomiyle tanigmisim.

Blyudikce yedigim her yemegin arkasindaki
hikdyeyi merak etmeye basladim.

Bir tabakta sadece malzeme degil, bir kiltur, bir
tarih, hatta bazen bir travma bile olabiliyor.

Mesela kuru fasulye... Siradan gibi gérintr ama
Anadolu’nun savaslarindan, kitliktan, imece
sofralarindan gecip gelen bir anisi vardir orada.

Ya da zeytinyagli yaprak sarma... O minicik
rulolarin icinde, birlikte yaprak saran kadinlarin

sohbeti, kikirtisi, sirlari sakhdir.

Gastronomi iste bdyle bir sey benim igin.

Bir Tabagin Anlattiklari:
Gastronomiyle Olan
Sessiz Bagim
What a Plate Tells: My
Silent Bond with
Gastronomy

BURCU DOGAN
burcudogan9ster@gmail.com

Everyone loves eating. But for me, food is not just
about satisfying hunger; it is about remembering a
moment, feeling an emotion, and understanding a
place without even going there. That's why
gastronomy, for me, is not merely the “science of
food,” but one of the deepest forms of expression
in life.

Those long hours | spent as a child in my mother's
kitchen... | quietly observed while the aromas
blended together. She had no measuring cups, yet
everything was perfectly balanced. Back then, |
thought it was a magic unique to my mother. But
in fact, it was a memory carried from the past—a
knowledge not passed from mouth to mouth, or
from recipe to recipe, but from heart to heart.
Apparently, that was where | first encountered
gastronomy, without any awareness.

As | grew up, | became curious about the story
behind every dish | ate.

A plate may carry not only ingredients, but also a
culture, a history, and sometimes even a trauma.

Take kuru fasulye (stewed beans), for example. It
may look ordinary, but it carries the memory of
Anatolia's wars, famines, and communal meals.

Or zeytinyagli yaprak sarma (vine leaves stuffed
with rice). Those tiny rolls hide away the
conversations, laughter, and secrets of the women
who rolled them together.

That's what gastronomy is for me.
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Yalnizca bir “tabak dolusu lezzet degil”, insanlarin
duygularinin, gegcmislerinin ve kimliklerinin
yansimasi.

Bu ytizden bir yere gittigimde ilk isim muze
gezmek degil, pazara gitmek olur. Clinkti ne
yetisiyorsa orada, insanlar da onunla
sekillenmistir.

Ayrica sunu da fark ettim:
Gastronomi aslinda bir tlr geviri.

Duygulari malzemeye, cografyayi tada, zamani
aromaya ceviriyor.

Ve biz o ceviriyi dogru okudugumuzda bir
yemegin “nasil yapildigindan ¢ok neden dyle
yapildigini” anlamaya basliyoruz.

Son yillarda diinyada “gastronomi” deyince
hemen akla restoranlar, sefler, Instagram
sunumlari gelse de, benim icin hala bir yemek
once hikdye, sonra tat.

Tabii ki, iyi bir sunum, teknik bilgi, hatta
inovasyon da ¢ok kiymetli. Ama o yemegi yapan
kisinin ruhu yoksa, tabak ne kadar glizel
gorunurse gorinsun, kalbime dokunmaz. Belki de
bu ytizden bazen sokak lezzetleri, Michelin yildizh
tabaklardan daha cok iz birakir bende cunkui
samimidir.

Bu sebeple, Tlrk mutfaginin yeri bende ¢ok
ayridir ¢clinkii yalnizca zengin degil, ayni zamanda
cok derindir. Her yemegin bir anlami, bir hikayesi
vardir. Mesela asure. Onu yaparken sadece
malzemeler degil, inanclar, tesekkirler ve
umutlar da kaynar o tencerede.

Ozetle, gastronomiye olan ilgim sadece yemek
yapma tutkusu degil: Bir hafizaya sahip ¢ikma, bir
kultiri sahiplenme, bir benlik inga meselesi
¢linki bizde bir kahvenin bile kirk yil hatiri vardir.

Bir yemek bazen bir 6zurddr. Bazen bir tesekkdr.
Bazen susarak sdylenmis bir “iyi ki varsin”.

Her tabak, gegcmisten bugtine gelen bir selamdir
aslinda. 8

Not just “a plate full of flavours,” but a reflection of
people’'s emotions, pasts, and identities.

This is why, when | visit a place, my first stop is not
a museum but the farmer’s market. Because
whatever grows there also shapes the people who
live there.

I've also realized this:
Gastronomy is a kind of translation.

It translates emotions into ingredients, geography
into taste, and time into aroma.

And when we learn to read that translation
correctly, we begin to understand not so much
how a dish is made, but why it is made that way.

In recent years, when people say “gastronomy,”
the first things that come to mind are restaurants,
chefs, or Instagram presentations. But for me,
food is still, first, a story, then a taste.

Of course, good presentation, technical
knowledge, even innovation are all valuable. But if
the person who made the food lacks a spirit, no
matter how beautiful the plate looks, it won't
touch my heart. Maybe that's why sometimes
street food leaves a stronger impression on me
than Michelin-starred dishes because it is genuine.

For this reason, Turkish cuisine holds a very
special place for me because it is not only rich, but
also very deep. Every dish carries a meaning; every
dish tells a story. Take asure (Noah's pudding).
When it is made, not only the ingredients, but also
faith, gratitude, and hope simmer in that pot.

In short, my interest in gastronomy is not just a
passion for cooking: It is about preserving
memory, embracing culture, and building identity
because even a single cup of coffee carries “forty
years of remembrance” in our traditions.

A meal can sometimes be an apology. Sometimes
a thank you. Sometimes a silent “I'm glad you
exist.”

Every plate is, in fact, a greeting passed down from
the past to the present.l
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gecirdigim seflik deneyi
kadar calistigim restoranlarda r i
lezzet her zaman on plandaydl. faka
atik yonetimive:cevre duyarliligi k
yeterince 6nemsenmiyordu. Kanada'dz
farkli oldugunu gérmek ¢ok hosuma glttl
Ozellikle kompost ve geri déniisiim konusunda
restoranlarin cogu oldukea duyarli; yerel
giﬂ:llklerle kurduklari bag ise gerggld‘@n ilham

verici. ol

Bu mutfak k’l;;lrﬁf'ﬁnun iki 6nemli kavrami var:
Sifir.atik (zero waste) ve ciftlikten sofraya (farm-
to- tabie)_ p

Sifir atik, cope g’l’t_i’en her seyi en aza indirmek,
mumkinse hic atik Gretmemek demek. Geri
dénustirmekten bile cmce bastan daha az 2
tiketmek ve yeniden: kullanmak anlamma ge-ffyor

Ciftlikten sofraya ise, yediglmz yem‘egln tarladan
tabaginiza en kisa yoldan, en taze hallyle gelmesi.
Bu sayede hem yerel (iretici ;:IEStekIeniyor hem de

doga nefes aliyor. "~ N

- k!
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q\ture not only by its people, but also through its
food Here ea S more than justfilling your

i bout savouring the farme s labour,
the soil, and the joy of sh

in 2018, | brought with
gasa chefin
Inemost of the
, the focu & a!ways
n and flavour. R )
however, management or enwro_n mental
congemﬁ Wére ken seriously. That's why | was se
antly surpT d.when | arrived here. In '
nd'to be mindful about
‘composting and recyclingrand many bu:ld
genuine, lasting partnershipswith lo
a model that feels both practlc

Two ideas stand at the heart of this foodculture:
Zero waste and farm-to-table.

Zero waste means minirnizinﬁg'_whéif"gbegto the
landfill, ideally eliminating waste altogether. It's
not just about recyeling. It starts with consuming

.  less and reusifg more. N

‘Farm-to-table means food travels the shortest
distance possible from the field to your plate,
'a_rri"ving fresh, seasonal, and full of flavour. This
approach supports local growers while giving the
planet some fhl._l_ch-needed breathing space.

o
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Gocmen Goziiyle Surdiiriilebilir Mutfak:
Farkh ama Tanidik

Go¢men olarak geldigimizde bu kavramlara
yabanci olabiliyoruz. Memleketimizde plastik
posetlerin bolca verildigi, sebzelerin
mevsimine bakmadan bulundugu bir
aliskanliktan geliyoruz belki. Cogumuzun
yasadig: yerlerde kompost sistemi yok, geri
dénusum imkanlari sinirh. Elimizden geleni
yapsak da, genel aliskanliklar cevremize
istedigimiz kadar destek olmamiza engel
olabiliyor.

Kanada'da ise gunliik yasamda kucik
degisimlerin etkisini gézlemlemek mimkdan.
Bez cantanizi alip yerel bir Uretici pazarina
gitmek, kompost kutularina organik
atiklarinizi atmak, mevsiminde triin sunan
restoranlar tercih etmek...

Zamanla fark ettim ki, mutfakta attiginiz
kiglik adimlarin doga tizerinde btiytk bir
etkisi olabiliyor.

Bunlar hem sehre hem de dogaya katki
sagliyor.

Sezonluk ciftliklerden alisveris yapmak da bu
deneyimin bir parcasi. Topragi gormek,
treticiyle sohbet etmek, aldiginiz her tirin
sadece mutfaginizi degil, bakis aginizi da
besliyor.

Peki Vancouver'da surdurulebilir lezzetleri
takip etmek istersek nerelerden
baslayabiliriz? Dogaya ve mutfaga saygih pek
cok kiictk isletme kesfedilmeyi bekliyor.
TOPLUM okurlari igin, cogumuzun asina
oldugu ya da ilk kez duyacagi kiglk bir
Vancouver surdurlebilir lezzetler rehberi
hazirladim.

Through an Immigrant’s Eyes: Different yet
Familiar

For many immigrants, these concepts take
some getting used to. We may come from
countries where plastic bags are handed out
freely, where seasonal eating isn't the norm,
and where composting systems are
nonexistent. Recycling, if available at all, is
often limited. Even with the best intentions,
everyday habits back home don't always allow
us to live as sustainably as we'd like.

In Canada, the difference is clear: Small
lifestyle changes can add up. Bringing a tote
bag to the farmers market, dropping food
scraps into a compost bin, choosing
restaurants that only serve what's in season...

These little acts matter. Over time, I've figured
that the small steps taken in the kitchen can
have a big impact on the environment.

Shopping directly from seasonal farms is part
of that journey, too. Meeting the farmers,
seeing the land, and carrying home food that
nourishes not only your body but also your
perspective is an experience in itself.

So where do you start if you want to taste
Vancouver's sustainable side? The city is full of
small, thoughtful businesses that honour both
food and the environment. For TOPLUM
readers, I've put together a guide—some
familiar, some new—that maps out a few of
Vancouver's most inspiring places.
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Marketler ve Sifir Atik Aligveris

ilk duragimiz, tabii ki benim de alisveris icin
favorim olan yerel liretim kalbi Granville Island
Public Market.

Granville Adasi'na adim attiginiz anda, taze sebze
ve meyve tezgahlarinin, peynir ve et trtnlerinin,
denizden yeni ¢ikmis baliklarin kokusu birbirine
karisir. Burada satilan trtnlerin buytk kismi,
Vancouver cevresindeki giftliklerden geliyor.
Alisverise gelirken mutlaka bez cantanizi getirin;
clinki saticilarin ¢ogu sifir atik anlayisini
benimsiyor. Pazarin kendi kompost sistemi
sayesinde de, gida atiklar ¢ope degil, topraga geri
dontyor.

Kuru gida ve temizlik trtinlerinde sifir atik
alisveris yapmak isteyenler icin ise, birkacg harika
adres daha var. Mount Pleasant'ta yer alan Nada
Grocery, ambalajsiz alisverisin énculerinden biri.
Burada kendi kavanozunuzu veya torbanizi
getirerek gida, temizlik ve kisisel bakim
urdnlerinizi doldurabiliyorsunuz.

Kelowna'da bulunan benim icin 6zel yeri olan
Chickpeace Zero Waste Refillery'yi ise, bu
listeye eklemeden gecemezdim. Bu market B
Corp sertifikal bir isletme olarak gida, kisisel
bakim ve temizlik Grinlerini Grin yeniden
doldurma (refill) sistemiyle sunuyor; ayrica
kompost ve topluluk mutfagl programlariyla da
cevreye duyarh bir yaklasim sergiliyor.

Main Street'teki Soap Dispensary & Kitchen
Staples, temizlik malzemelerinden mutfak
gereclerine kadar pek cok triinu yeniden
doldurma imkani sunarken yerel Ureticileri de
destekliyor.

North Vancouver'daki EASY Zero Waste ise
temizlik, kisisel bakim ve gida Urtinlerinde
yeniden doldurma hizmeti veriyor ve online
siparis secenegi sagliyor.

Markets and Zero-Waste Shopping

My first recommendation is also my personal
favourite: Granville Island Public Market, the
beating heart of local food.

Step inside and the air fills with the scent of fresh
fruits and vegetables, artisan cheeses, cured
meats, and fish straight from the ocean. Much of
what you see here comes directly from farms
surrounding Vancouver. Bring your reusable bag—
most vendors are serious about zero waste.
Thanks to the market's composting program,
leftover food doesn’t end up in the landfill, but
goes right back into the soil.

If you're looking for package-free shopping,
Vancouver has several standouts. Nada Grocery
in Mount Pleasant is a pioneer in zero-waste retail,
where you can bring your own jars and bags to
refill with everything from grains to personal care
items.

Over in Kelowna, Chickpeace Zero Waste
Refillery, a B Corp-certified store, offers refill
options for food, cleaning, and personal care
products. They also run composting programs and
a community kitchen.

On Main Street, The Soap Dispensary & Kitchen
Staples lets you refill cleaning products and
pantry essentials while also spotlighting local
producers.

And in Noerth Vancouver, EASY Zero Waste offers
a similar range of refill services, plus the
convenience of online ordering.
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Sezonluk Uriinlerin Keyfi

Arac plakalarinda yazdig gibi “Beautiful
British Columbia”nin bize sundugu en gtizel
olanaklardan biri de sezonluk triin toplama
deneyimleri.

“Ciftlikten sofraya” deneyimini yasamak icin
bu kiiclik listeden baslayabilir, sonrasinda
yeni yerler kesfederek bu aligkanlig bir
yasam tarzina donusturebilirsiniz:

e Mayis-Haziran: Cilek (Fraser Valley
ciftlikleri)

e Temmuz-Agustos: Yaban mersini ve
ahududu (Burnaby, Richmond,
Abbotsford)

e Eylul-Ekim: Elma ve balkabagi (Langley,
Maple Ridge)

e Kasim-Aralik: Kis sebzeleri (Vancouver,
Richmond, Chilliwack)

Bu deneyim, yalnizca sofraniza taze urunler
tasimakla kalmaz; ayni zamanda yerel
ciftcileri desteklemenin ve strduralebilir
gida zincirinin bir parcasi olmanin keyfini de
yasatir. Yaniniza tekrar kullanilabilir sepet
veya kap getirerek hem atig1 azaltabilir hem
de daha keyifli bir deneyim
yasayabilirsiniz.l

The Joy of Seasonal Harvests

One of the true pleasures of “Beautiful British
Columbia“—as the license plates proudly
declare—is the chance to pick your own
seasonal produce.

It's the most hands-on way to experience the
farm-to-table philosophy. Here's a simple
calendar to start with:

¢ May-June: Strawberries (Fraser Valley
farms)

e July-August: Blueberries and raspberries
(Burnaby, Richmond, Abbotsford)

e September-October: Apples and
pumpkins (Langley, Maple Ridge)

* November-December: Winter vegetables
(Vancouver, Richmond, Chilliwack)

Harvesting your own food not only fills your
kitchen with the freshest ingredients but also
supports local farmers and strengthens the
sustainable food chain. Bring along a reusable
basket or container; you'll cut down on waste
and make the experience even more
rewarding.1




TOPS HELF

“Electric, witty,
compulsively

readable, humane,
and excoriating,

A book 1 won't forget.”
— Elif Batuman

The
Applicant

A NOVEL

Nazh K

Bir lisanstisti 6grencisinin en blytik korkusu,
uzun yillar ve buytik emekler sonunda hazirladigl
tezinin reddedilmesidir. Arkadaslarinin bunun
cok nadir yasandigini séylemesi bile kaygisini
azaltmaz. Hele ki, bulundugu llkede yabanci
6grenci statislindeyse, tezinin reddedilmesi
sadece akademik kariyerinde onarilmasi guc bir
kusur yaratmakla kalmayacak, oturum ve calisma
izni de bu statliye bagh oldugundan, bir anda
kendini arafta bulacaktir. Yabanci bir Glkede
belirsiz bir statiiye diisme ihtimali 6grencinin her
yanini sarar, uykularini kagirir.

Nazl Koca'nin ingilizce yazdigi, heniiz Turkceye
cevrilmemis olan ilk romani The Applicant (2023,
New York: Grove Press) bu korkuya degil, fakat
gercege donismesinin ardindan, Leyla’nin
yasadiklarina odaklaniyor.

Yazarin Bir Gocmen
Temizlikci Olarak
Portresi

A Portrait of the Author as

an Immigrant Cleaner

ATAMAN AVDAN

Few anxieties weigh more heavily on graduate
students than the prospect of their thesis being
rejected after years of painstaking effort.
Reassurances that such cases are exceedingly rare
offer little comfort. For international students, the
stakes are even higher: A rejection may not only
derail an academic career but also jeopardize
residency and work permits, leaving them
suspended in legal and existential limbo. The
specter of falling into such uncertainty stalks every
moment of their lives.

Nazl Koca's first novel, The Applicant (2023, New
York: Grove Press), written in English and not yet
translated into Turkish, does not focus on this fear
so much as it probes its aftermath.
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20'li yaslarinda, vataninda maddi ve manevi
olarak giderek zorlasan hayattan
uzaklasarak, yazar olma dusleri ve kendini
kesfetme amaciyla “kisinin hayatta kalmak
icin hayallerinden vazge¢mesinin
gerekmedigi bir sehre benzeyen Berlin'e” (bu
yazi boyunca, alintilarin Tlrkge cevirileri
bana ait, AA) tasinan anlatici, Leyla, burada
bir yliksek lisans programini bitirmeyi, her
ne kadar “bir sanatci gibi giyinmese” ve “bir
yildan fazla bir siiredir yeni bir sey yazmamis
olsa"” da, Berlin sanat ve edebiyat
cevrelerinde tutunmayl ummaktadir.

Tezinin “yeterince akademik olmamasi”
nedeniyle okulla ilisigi kesilen Leyla,
danismaninin kararina resmi olarak itirazda
bulunmus, tekrar bir degerlendirme ya da
yeni bir tez yazma hakki talep etmektedir.
itirazi karara baglanana kadar, ona verilen
gecici statii (Fiktionsbescheinigung, yani
kurgusal sertifika) ise, baska bir akademik
programa kaydolmasina ve tam zamanli bir
ise girmesine imkan tanimaz. Leyla, bu
nedenle, Alice Harikalar Diyari'nda temal bir
hostelde, temizlikci olarak calismaya baslar.

Kitap, Leyla'nin, hosteldeki ilk giiniinden
baslayarak sekiz ay boyunca tuttugu guinliik
seklinde kurgulanmis. Bu sayede okur,
Leyla’nin basina gelenleri birinci agizdan
ogreniyor, icinde bulundugu sikintilara,
sorgulamalarina dogrudan taniklik ediyor;
gecmisindeki acilarla, kahramanla beraber
yuzlesiyor, onlari ¢6ziimleme cabasina
giriyor.

Hostelin diger calisanlar da genellikle Leyla
gibi, lisansustl 6grencileri ve/veya sanatgi
olmaya calisan gen¢ gé¢menlerdir. Ornegin,
ilk giiniinde, Leyla'ya yeni isini nasil
yapacagini 6greten Ali, Gniversitedeki
okutmanlik gérevinden hig para
kazanamadigi icin, disuk Gcretli tg iste
calismaktadir; Leyla'y1 “gécmen
hiyerarsisinin en dibine hos geldin” diyerek
karsilar.

Her protagonist, Leyla, a young woman in her
twenties, flees the material and emotional
difficulties of everyday existence in Turkiye
and moves to Berlin (“a city where one
wouldn't have to give up on her dreams to
stay alive”). She arrives with aspirations of
becoming a writer and of completing a
master's degree, hoping to find a foothold in
the city’s literary and artistic scene, even if she
“wasn't dressed like a Berlin artist” and hasn't
“written anything new in over a year."

Leyla's academic trajectory soon unravels: Her
thesis is dismissed as “not academic enough.”
She appeals, requesting either a re-evaluation
or permission to start anew. While awaiting a
decision, she is consigned to a precarious
interim legal status (the
Fiktionsbescheinigung, or “fictional
certificate”), which prevents her from enrolling
in another academic program or holding full-
time employment. She begins working
instead, as a cleaner in an Alice in Wonderland
themed hostel.

The novel takes the form of a diary spanning
eight months, beginning with Leyla's first day
at the hostel. This structure lends immediacy:
The reader hears events in her own voice,
feels her frustrations, confronts her
memories, and accompanies her attempts to
make sense of the past.

The hostel's staff are, like herself, often
graduate students or aspiring artists making
do with precarious employment. Ali, who
trains Leyla on her first day, works three low-
paying jobs while teaching for free at the
university. “Welcome to the bottom of the
immigrant hierarchy,” he greets Leyla.



Leyla, okulda basina gelenleri, ilk defa hostelin
baska bir calisanina, “italyan bir D), fotografc,
grafik tasarimci ve temizlik¢i” olan Mia'ya anlatir.
Kendi gibi Tirk ve lisanslsti 6grencisi olmasina
ragmen bu konudan Ali'ye hi¢ bahsetmemesinin
nedenini ise glinluglinde soyle aciklar:

“[Clunki Turkgede basarisizliktan bahsetmek cok
daha zor. O dilde disunmek, hayatin acisini,
utancini, dramini t¢ katina cikarir. Cinkl ne
kaybettiysem Tiirkcede kaybettim. Clink( bitin
kayiplarim icin, ana dil denen o beyaz odada
agladim; adina gecmis dedigimiz psikiyatri
kliniginin o beyaz, penceresiz odasinda.”

Leyla yeni isini, Tuirkiye'deki annesi ve kiz
kardesinden de gizlemektedir: “Onlarin
Tirkiye'de dert edecegi yeterince sey var zaten.
Hem bir zamanlar bizim de bir temizlikgcimiz
oldugunu ve hayatlarimizin nasil degistigini
hatirlayarak tziulmelerine neden olmak
istemiyorum” diye not dlser glinligtine.

Leyla gunligiinde, deneyimlerini
anlamlandirmaya calisirken, kimi zaman Tirkge
sarkilara, érnegin Cem Karaca'nin Tamirci
Ciragr'na (“isgisin sen, is¢i kal”) kimi zaman onu
etkileyen kitaplara, 6rnegin, James Joyce'un
Ulysses'ine (“istanbul'un sokaklarinda bir hayalet
gibi dolasirken, gercekligimin bir zamanlar sahip
oldugum hayallerden nasil uzaklasabildigini
anlayamiyor, Joyce’'un Bloom'una
dénusityordum”) ya da ayni yazarin Sanat¢inin
Geng Bir Adam Olarak Portresi adli
“Kiinstlerroman"ina (“"Dublin’de Stephan Dedalus
icin, bana Istanbul'da oldugundan daha fazla
umut vardi”) génderme yapiyor.

Kiinstlerroman, bir sanatg¢inin, disutnsel ve
deneyimsel olusumunu anlatan romanlari

tanimlamak icin kullanilan bir terim. The Applicant

da bu kategoride degerlendirebilir. Leyla, kitabin
sonlarina dogru glinligunu, bilgisayara
gecirmeye, onu bir romana dénustirmeye baslar;
dosyanin basligini da “The Applicant” koyar.

Fotograf | Photo by Nazli Koca

Leyla confides her academic ordeal only to Mia, "an
Italian D), photographer, graphic designer, and
cleaner.” In her diary she explains why she never
mentions it to Ali, despite him being another fellow
Turkish graduate student:

"[Blecause it is much more difficult to talk about
failure in Turkish. It triples the pain, the shame, the
drama of real life to think in that language. Because
| cried for all my losses in that white room called
mother tongue, a white windowless room in the
psych ward called the past.”

She also hides her job from her mother and sister
back home: “They have enough to deal with in
Turkey. | don't want them to remember the days
when we had a cleaner and give them yet another
reason to be sad about the way our lives have
changed.”

As she tries to make sense of her experiences in
the diary, Leyla often turns to Turkish songs, for
example, Cem Karaca's Tamirci Giragr (“You are a
worker, and you'll remain a worker") and to books
that have influenced her, such as James Joyce's
Ulysses (“l was turning into Joyce's Bloom, walking
the streets of Istanbul like a ghost, unable to
reconcile how far my reality was from my dreams |
once had"). Or she invokes Joyce's Kunstlerroman, A
Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man: "There was
more hope for Stephen Dadalus in Dublin than for
me in Istanbul.”

In this sense, The Applicant itself may be read as a
kiinstlerroman: A narrative of an artist's intellectual
and experiential formation. Toward the end of the
book, Leyla begins typing up her diary,
transforming it into a novel; she titles the file “The
Applicant.”
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Nazh Koca’'nin dili akici, stissiiz, bir guinliikten
beklenecegi sekilde icten, ice donlk ama
davetkar. Boylece kitap, okuru kolaylikla kendine
cekiyor, Leyla'nin ge¢mis, bugiin ve gelecek
arasinda, ulkeler, diller, hayaller, gercekler
arasinda sikismishgini ve amansiz bir 6zgurliuk
arayisini hissettiriyor. Leyla’nin Alman burokrasisi
ile ugrasirken yasadigi imitsizligi, Berlin gece
hayatinda baska bir gerceklik arayisini, Turk
dizileri esliginde uykuya dalma c¢abasini,
kendisine yapilan miulteci stattistine bagvurma ya
da biriyle evlenerek sinir disi edilmekten
kurtulma tekliflerinin yarattigi glicstzlik hissini
anlatirken bile, kitap yer yer okuru guldirayor,
dozunda bir mizahtan, daha dogrusu kara
mizahtan kacinmiyor. Guvencesizlik temasi,
hayaller ve gercekler arasinda yasanan
yabancilasma stlireci, edebiyat, mizik, sinema ve
populer kultur referanslari ile islenirken, The
Applicant sadece Leyla'nin degil, bir kusagin
hikdyesine dénusuyor.

The Applicant, ayni zamanda siyasi gondermeler,
yakin Turkiye tarihine dair gozlemler barindiriyor.
Nazh Koca bunlari Leyla'nin aile gegmisi, 2010°Iu
yillarda Turkiye'de geng¢ olmak ve Avrupa'daki
gocmenlik deneyimi icine yerlestiriyor.
Go¢menligin mikro-siyaseti diyebilecegim
“karsilagmalar,” 6rnegin siyaseten farkh goruslere
sahip gécmenlerin bir araya geldigi ortamlarin
tasviri, gogcmenlerden beklenen, hatta talep
edilen, siyasi tutumlara dair saptamalar da kitabi
zenginlestiriyor. Kitap boyunca kisisel ve siyasal
arasindaki s6zde ayrim sorgulaniyor.

Leyla’nin hikayesinin nasil gelistigini, yazarin bir
goécmen temizlikci olarak portresinin neye
evrildigini gormeyi okurlara birakiyorum. Nazh
Koca ise, 2024 Colorado En iyi Roman odulinu
alan ilk kitabi ile, bence, edebiyat diinyasina
guclu bir giris yapti. Web sitesinden 6grendigim
kadariyla, Ocak 2025'ten beri, “yakin gelecekte bir
yere yerlesme niyeti olmadan” Gliney Amerika'yi
geziyor. Umarim seyahatlerinden yeni bir kitapla
doéner. 1

Nazl Koca's prose is fluent, plain, sincere, and
intimate—as one might expect from a diary. This
makes the novel remarkably engaging. It captures
Leyla's feeling of being trapped between the past,
the present, and the future; among countries,
languages, dreams, and realities; and her relentless
search for freedom. Even as it depicts her despair
in the face of German bureaucracy, her search for
an alternate reality in Berlin nightlife, her attempts
to fall asleep watching Turkish TV series, or her
sense of powerlessness in response to suggestions
that she marry someone or apply for asylum to
avoid deportation, the book often makes the
reader laugh, never shying away from dark humor.
Through its preoccupation with precarity and
alienation, woven together with references to
literature, music, cinema, and popular culture, The
Applicant becomes more than one young woman's
account; it becomes the story of a generation.

At the same time, The Applicant contains political
allusions and observations about recent Turkish
history. Koca weaves these into Leyla's family
background, the experience of being young in
Tdrkiye in the 2010s, and the realities of being an
immigrant in Europe. What | would call the micro-
politics of immigration, such as encounters
between immigrants with different political views,
or reflections on the political attitudes expected or
demanded of them, further enrich the novel.
Throughout the book, the so-called boundary
between the personal and the political is
consistently questioned.

| leave it to readers to discover how Leyla's story
unfolds, and what the portrait of the author as an
immigrant cleaner ultimately becomes. But with
her debut, which won the 2024 Colorado Book
Award for Best Novel, Nazli Koca has, in my view,
made a powerful entrance into the literary world.
According to her website, since January 2025 she
has been traveling in South America “with no
intention of settling anywhere in the near future.” |
hope she returns from her travels with a new
book.1

Nazli Koca, The Applicant.
New York: Groove Press, 2023
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Yemek, Kimlik ve Aidiyet
va da Dolmanin Anatomisi
Food, Identity, and Belonging
or the Anatomy of Dolma

Anadolu’dayim. Raki da icebilirim, arak da,
mastika da, uzo da.

Uzanmisim.

Heybemdeki hikayelerin yanina hikayeler
eklemeye gelmisim.

Once sogan mi, kiyma mi kavruluyordu?
Baharatlar zaten hep ayniydi.

Tuz desen. Her sey, herkes gibi o da sudan
gelmisti.

Bu yalnizca benim mi yoksa insanlik tarihinin bir
karmasasi miydi?

Var olma cgabasi ve kimlik, savasin, gocun,
devinimin hem nedeni hem de sonucudur.
Gocgenler, surilenler yahut on kusak atasinin
yasadig koyden ¢ikmayanlar tuzunu, biberini
sofraya serpistirir. Clinki her yemek, yalnizca
malzemelerin birlesimi degil, ayni zamanda
cografyanin, iklimin, inanclarin - ve elbette onun
yasaklarinin - kultiirin ve toplumsal bellegin
yansimasini olusturur.

Oysa yalnizca besin alimi konusulmahydi. Yemek
yeme eylemi, dogrudan sonuclari itibariyle
biyolojik organizmanin yasamast i¢in gerekli olan
enerjinin karsilanmasini saglamaliydi. Ne
etnosantrik bir ortama, ne de bunlarin
yazilmasina gerek olmamaliydi.

Dolma Arap'in miydi, Balkan'in miydi, Turk'tn
miuydi? Hepsinin igine piring girmiyor muydu?

MENFIYE YILDIRIM

| am in Anatolia. | could drink raki—or arak,
mastika, or ouzo.

| am stretched out.

|'ve come to add new stories beside the ones
already in my satchel.

Was it the onion or the ground meat that was
sautéed first? The spices were always the same
anyway.

Salt, too, like everything and everyone, came from
water.

Was this confusion mine alone, or was it as old as
human history itself?

The struggle to exist, and with it, identity, is both
the cause and the result of war, migration, and
movement. Migrants, the displaced, or even those
who have never left the village of their ancestors
sprinkle their own salt and pepper onto the table.
Every dish is not just a combination of ingredients;
it is a reflection of geography, climate, beliefs - and
their taboos - culture, and collective memory.

And yet, shouldn't we be talking only about
nutrition? Eating, biologically speaking, should
serve the sole purpose of supplying the energy
needed for survival. There should be no room for
ethnocentrism, let alone writing about it.

Was dolma Arab, Balkan, or Turkish? Didn't they all
put rice inside?
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Bu ylzden gastronomi yalnizca pisirme ve yeme
aliskanliklar degil, irksal ve sinifsal bir statiiniin
de zeminiydi. Pierre Bourdieu'nun kulttrel
sermayesini buraya oturtmak pek mimkiin.
Kilturel sermaye, toplumsal esitsizlikleri
vurgulamakta ve bazi pratiklerde kultirdin
yeniden Uretilmesini géstermektedir. Farkh
sosyo-kiltirel yapilarin ve milletlerin bir araya
gelerek beraberinde getirdikleri yeme
aliskanlhiklari ve pratikierini ortaya sermesi,
yemeklerin sadece biyolojik yeterlilige degil,
hiyerarsiler ve aidiyet iligkileriyle bltiinlesmesi,
Bourdieu'nuin teorisini destekler vaziyettedir.

Obiir taraftan Arjun Appadurai'nin de dedigi gibi:
“Ulusal mutfaklar zamansiz degildir; onlar bilingli
bir segme, dislama ve icat etme sirecinin
dranaddar.”

Mezopotamya’'nin bugday tarlalari, Ege'nin
zeytinlikleri, Orta Asya ve Balkanlar'in yogurdu,
iran’in baharati, Levant'in deniz triinleri... Tim bu
unsurlar, Anadolu’nun zenginligini ve melezligini
ortaya koyuyor. Ve bu ytizden, Anadolu'nun
yemegi goclin, ticaretin, savaslarin ve toplumsal
tepkilerin Grinu oluyordu.

Gocun yarattigi kimlik degisimlerinde yemek cogu
zaman “biz" ve “6teki” ayriminin aracidir. Mutfak,
bireyin ve toplumun kendini farkl kilma
bicimlerinden biridir.

Oysa gerek zorunlu goéclerde, gerekse kisisel
tercihlerle yapilan goclerde, kiiresel dlcekte
dolasima giren yemeklerin farkh toplumlarda
kabul gorseler de, kendi 6zgtinltklerini
yitirmeden varhklarini stirdirmeleri beklenir. Bir
yerde sevilmesi ya da tercih edilmesi, kékeninden
kopup homojen bir yapiya ulasacagi anlamina
gelmez.

Gastronomy is not merely cooking and eating
habits; it is also a marker of racial and class status.
Pierre Bourdieu's concept of cultural capital fits
well here. Cultural capital highlights social
inequalities and reveals how culture is reproduced
through certain practices. When different socio-
cultural groups and nations bring their food habits
into the same setting, the table becomes not just a
site of biological sustenance but of hierarchy and
belonging. In this sense, Bourdieu's theory holds
firm.

As Arjun Appadurai says, “National cuisines are
not timeless; they are the outcome of a conscious
process of selection, exclusion, and invention.”

Mesopotamia's wheat fields, the Aegean's olive
groves, the yogurt of Central Asia and the Balkans,
Iran’s spices, the seafood of the Levant... Together
they reveal Anatolia's richness and hybridity. This
is why Anatolian cuisine is a product of migration,
trade, wars, and social reactions.

In identity transformations born of migration, food
often becomes the mediator distinguishing “us”
from “the other.” The kitchen is one of the ways
individuals and societies define their distinctness.

Yet in both forced and voluntary migrations, foods
that enter global circulation are expected to
survive in new contexts without losing their
originality. Being embraced elsewhere doesn't
mean detaching from one's origins and blending
into a homogeneous whole.




Ancak Anadolu deneyiminde siireg¢ béyle degildir.
Anadolu’daki her millet ayni yemegi kendi
kaltarel mirasinin parcasi olarak gérip ona
sahiplik atfedebilir. Ve bu yolculukta yemek
herkes icin bir kimlige donusur. Farkhliklar
zamanla melezlesir, kilttrel sinirlar siliklesir ve
her sey yeniden tanimlanir.

Anadolu zaten bir besiktir; gerek edebf gerek
sosyolojik alanlarda “Medeniyetler Besigi” olarak
anilir. Cuink( Hititler'den Roma'ya, Bizans'tan
Selcuklu ve Osmanli'ya bircok medeniyete ev
sahipligi yapmistir.

Ve bu ylizden yemek, yalnizca damak zevkine
hitap etmez ya da biyolojik bir tamamlayicimiz
olmaz; ayni zamanda toplumsal kimligi, kilttrel
bellegi ve tarihsel stirekliligi gértnur kilar.
Sofralar, bireylerin aidiyetliklerini resmettigi,
kiltirin ve toplumsal diizenin sembolik olarak
ortaya kondugu bir sahaya dénusur. Dolayisiyla
bir tabak yemek hem biyolojik bir gereksinimi
karsilar, hem de insanin kimliksel ve kulttrel
varligini yansitan bir resme donusur.

“Babaaaaaaa... Yemek hazir...”

Sofra yere mi kurulacak, masada mi yenecek?
Herkes ayni tabaktan mi yiyecek, yoksa yemekler
masadaki her Uyeye porsiyonlanacak mi? Roller
nasil belirlenecek? Bunlar neden konusuluyor?

Yemegin pisirme teknigi, kullanilan malzemeler
ve servis edildigi tabaklar zaten mensubu olunan
sinifin bir yansimasi olarak sofrada
sergilenmektedir. ister sehirde yasayan bir
zengin, ister toprak sahibi varlikh bir kéyli olun,
sofra, temsil edilen sinifin gértinur bir simgesidir.

But the Anatolian case unfolds differently. Every
community in Anatolia sees the same dish as part
of its own heritage, claiming ownership over it.
Food becomes identity. Over time, differences
blend, cultural boundaries blur, and everything is
redefined.

Anatolia is already a cradle; often called the
“Cradle of Civilizations" in both literature and
sociology. From the Hittites to Rome, from
Byzantium to the Seljuks and Ottomans, countless
civilizations have made their home here.

And so, food is more than flavour or biological
necessity; it reveals social identity, cultural
memory, and historical continuity. The dining
table becomes the stage where belonging is
displayed, where culture and social order are
symbolically laid out. A single plate of food
satisfies both a biological need and becomes a
portrait of one's identity and cultural existence.

“Daaaaaad! Dinner's ready!”

Will the meal be served on the floor or at a table?
Will everyone eat from one dish, or will each
person have their own plate? Who takes on which
role? Why are these questions even asked?

The cooking techniques, the ingredients used, the
way food is served, they all reveal one's social
class. Whether one is a rich city-dweller or a
prosperous landowning villager, the practice and
presentation of the meal become visible symbols
of social class.




Ancak Anadolu mutfaginda bu katmanlar olduk¢a
belirginlesebiliyor. Sofranin yere kurulmasi ve
ortak tabaktan yemek yenmesi, 1990'lardan
oncesine kadar siklikla gériilen bir gelenekti.
Sinifsal ve kusaksal modernlesme, beraberinde
yemegin masaya tasinmasini getirdi. Herkesin
ortadaki blyuk bir tabak ya da tepsiden yedigi
yemekler, bireysel kimligin daha da 6n plana
ciktigi 2000'lerle birlikte yerini porsiyonlanmis
tabaklara birakti. Ve bu durum, ait olunan
etnisiteden ziyade, Anadolu’'da yagayan bltun
etnik gruplarin edindigi ortak bir deneyimdi.

Once soganin mi kiymanin mi kavruldugu
konusunun tartisildigi alan, yani “biz” ve “oteki”
sergilendigi gergin tartigma, modernlesme
sureciyle birlikte toplumsal ve aile ici hiyerarsiyi
biraz da olsa siliklestirebildi.

Hiyerarsinin ve katmanlagmanin konusuldugu bu
ortamda, sinifsal destegin ve Uretimin cinsiyet
kimligiyle glcli bir sekilde ortaya ¢iktigi konular
da vardi: Yemek imecesi.

Geleneksel gastronomi ve onun tretiminde, bir
arada yasayan halkin kadinlarinin ortak
dayanismasiyla pisirilen yemekler, cok sayida
ailenin ayni anda sofrasina yerlesebiliyordu.
Cinsiyet kimligi ve dayanismasindan bu noktada
bahsetmemek pek bir haksizlik olur.

Dogu Anadolu’da tandirda pisirilen ekmekler, i¢
Anadolu’da bitun giin yogun bir emekle
hazirlanan mantilar birden fazla aileyi ayni anda
doyuran kolektif bir eyleme dénlismekteydi.
Kadinlarin, kadin emegi ve dayanismasiyla
urettigi bu yemekler, kimi zaman buttn bir
mevsim sofrada yerini aliyor ve yemek, butiin
Anadolu halklarinda oldugu gibi yine kadinin
elinden ¢ikiyordu.

Ve bu noktada Anadolu gastronomisi, kolektif
emegin ve kulttrel kimligin, ait olunan
etnisiteden bagimsizlasarak sosyal bir yapistirici
etkisinin de oldugu bir zemin haline gelmekteydi.

In Anatolian cuisine, these layers are especially
pronounced. Laying the meal on the floor and
eating from a shared dish was commeon until the
1990s. With modernization across classes and
generations, meals migrated to tables. The big tray
shared in the center slowly gave way to individual
servings in the 2000s, reflecting the rise of
personal identity. And this shift was not unique to
any one ethnic group; it was a shared experience
for all who lived in Anatolia.

The heated debate over whether the onion or
meat is fried first; that ritualized performance of
“us versus them" was, with modernization,
softened by the blurring of social and familial
hierarchies.

And in these conversations about hierarchy and
stratification, gender inevitably enters the table:
The collective labour in food preparation.

In traditional gastronomy, it was often the shared
effort of women from different households that
fed entire communities. To speak of food without
acknowledging women's labour and solidarity
would be unjust.

The bread baked in earthen ovens in Eastern
Anatolia, the manti meticulously prepared all day
in Central Anatolia... These were collective
practices feeding multiple families at once.
Produced through women'’s cooperation and skill,
these foods sometimes sustained households for
an entire season. As with almost every dish in
Anatolia, it was women's hands that shaped them.

Thus, Anatolian gastronomy becomes a space
where collective labor and cultural identity
transcend ethnicity; it becomes a social adhesive.




Basa mi déndiik?

Su, piring, sebze ve baharatlar. Temizle, dogra,
icini doldur, suyunu koy ve pisir. Bunu tekrarla.

iran bunu en azindan 17. yiizyildan beri yapiyor;
Yunan, incir yapragini dolduruyor. Yahudi, Arap
ve Kiirt hep birlikte yapiyor. Azerbaycan bunun

adina bir de festival diizenliyor.

icimize aldigimiz ve kiltiirel olarak pekistirdigimiz
her yiyecek, goclin ve aidiyetin tarihsel bir
simgesi olarak Anadolu’da karsimiza cikiyor. Ve
bu ylizden Anadolu gastronomisi adeta acik hava
mduzesi niteliginde sergileniyor.

Farklilik kavgasi, aslinda sofranin toplumsal
isleyisinde kendini yeniden tekrarliyor. Yasanilmis
bu gocte veya surglinde, herkes kendi kimligini
masaya koyuyor, fakat hepsinde ortaya yine
“dolma” ¢ikiyor.

Bu kolektif miras, biyolojik bir gereksinimin
otesine gecip, “biz" ve “oteki” algisinin olustugu
bir diizleme evriliyor.

Ve bu noktada Anadolu gastronomisinin
zenginligi, kavgasi ve cesitliliginden geliyor.

Farklihgimiz kimligimizi olusturuyor, soframiz ise
israrla ayniligimizi kanithyor. 1
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Back to the beginning?

Water, rice, vegetables, and spices.
Rinse, chop, stuff, pour water, cook. Repeat.

Iran has been doing it since at least the 17th
century. Greeks stuff fig leaves. Jews, Arabs, and
Kurds all make it together. Azerbaijan even holds a
festival for it.

Every food that we take in and reinforce culturally
becomes a historical symbol of migration and
belonging in Anatolia. This is why Anatolian
gastronomy stands like an open-air museum.

The quarrel over difference reenacts itself at the
dining table. In migration or exile, everyone lays
their identity on the table, and yet, what emerges
is once again do/ma.

This collective heritage surpasses biological need,
evolving into a realm where the notions of “us”
and “the other” are constantly renegotiated.

The richness of Anatolian cuisine lies precisely in
this diversity, this tension, this multiplicity.

Our differences shape our identities. Our shared
table insists we are the same. 1



Foga, izmir

$i M Di UYE OLU N Hem gelecek etkinliklerimize indirimli katilin,

hem de sizlere cok daha giizel etkinlikler

B ECO M E A M E M BE R N OW sunmamiz icin bizlere destek olun!

Get a discount for our upcoming events,
and support us to offer you greater events!

Genel Uyelik: $30
Ogrenciler: $10

18 Yas Alti: Ucretsiz
Adult Member: $30
Students: $10

Under 18: Free of charge
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Turkish
Canadian
Society

We acknowledge with gratitude that our place of work is within
the unceded traditional homelands of the Musqueam,
Squamish, and Tsleil-Waututh Nations.

ILETiSIM | CONTACT

Turkish-Canadian Society

74705 Kitsilano RPO 2768 West Broadway Vancouver, BC, V6K 4P4 Canada

Disclaimer for Toplum Magazine

TCS Toplum Magazine is a community effort. The Magazine allows for members of the community and members of TCS to provide material and
sources helpful to others. The inclusion of a praduct, vendor, or service should not be construed as an endorsement of such product, vendor, or
service. We strive to ensure the material provided by others is appropriate and neutral. However, the views and ideas written and expressed by
authors who wish to have their work published do not reflect the views of TCS. TCS makes no representations or warranties of any kind, express or
implied about the completeness, correctness, and authenticity of the information written by others. Any reliance you place on such materials is
strictly at your own risk and this content should not be used solely as a basis for making any personal, business, legal or any other decisions.
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