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PREFACE
Life… Our state of existence between two nonexistences which 

elapses swiftly before our eyes while we are looking out the win-
dow on the train of rush that we got on when we were born. Un-
fortunately, most of the time we do not notice that life was not 
granted to us, it was just lent to us. The to-do-list they put in our 
hands right when we open our eyes to this world, is not completed 
even when we are drawing our last breaths.  We get caught up in 
that to-do-list until we face an unfavorable incident which reminds 
us that we need to hold onto it. 

For some reason, we remember life’s meaning and its value 
mostly when we lose our health. While we work really hard to 
leave a beautiful future to our children and to our loved ones one 
week, we lose all of our life energy the other week, when a doctor 
says: “You are diagnosed with blood cancer, alias leukemia”.  The 
spring leaves that grow up in us, the spring leaves of the meaning 
of life and our love for it, suddenly turn into dry autumn leaves 
which do not want to see the winter’s cold face. The disease pulls 
us into the darkness, makes us weary of life. However, it doesn’t 
let the darkness capture us; it tries to help the sun of life inside us 
to rise again. If we prepare ourselves to be together with our loved 
ones on brighter days and to fight a long and hard battle to revolu-
tionize our lives, we can witness a great miracle.

A disease that would turn our lives upside down, that would 
make us question life, a disease like leukemia can happen to every 
one of us. Each of us may find ourselves fighting with a disease 
which requires stem cell transplantation. As the Hematologic On-
cology Association we are fighting in this battle on our patients’ 
side. In order to raise awareness about the “Stem Cell Transplant” 
treatment and to encourage people to become a volunteer stem 
cell donors which is essential for this treatment, we started a new 
project in the year of 2015. Just as we did in the project of “Sto-
ries of Holding onto Life”, we wanted to share the project of “Lives 
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Changed From Stem to Stern” with you and to increase our joy of 
life and our strength to hold onto life as we share.

With this project, we aimed to draw attention to bone marrow 
and stem cell donation, to help people who have donated or have 
had such a treatment, to share their stories with others.

71 stories entered our contest which started with these wishes 
in October 2015 and ended on the 10th of January in 2016. The 
Selection Committee which consisted of Prof. Dr. Fevzi Altuntaş, 
Selma Adabaş, Prof. Dr. Sevgi Kalayoğlu Beşışık, Prof. Dr. Seçkin 
Çağırgan, Prof. Dr. Mehmet Ali Erkurt, Mesude Erşan, Prof. Dr. Leyla 
Gül Kaynar, Prof. Dr. Hasan Kavruk, Ziyneti Kocabıyık, Prof. Dr. Ali 
İrfan Emre Tekgündüz, Prof. Dr. Filiz Vural, Prof. Dr. Cengiz Yakıncı, 
Prof. Dr. Hamza Zülfikar selected the 31 stories which were to be 
put in the book. As a result of their evaluation, Filiz Taşdemir with 
her story, “The Journey to Hope” and Mehmet Can Şaşmaz, with 
his story, “The Girl with the Flaxen Hair” were selected as the first 
place winners; Kevser Akın with her story, “I’m a Miracle”, İbrahim 
Şaşma with his story, “Maybe My Mom Will Come Too” shared the 
second place; Dursaliye Şahan with her story, “Hatice’s Life” be-
came the third place winner of the contest.  

We would like to extend our thanks to all of the participants 
who contributed in our contest, to our Selective Committee mem-
bers who worked so hard during the evaluation of the stories. We 
hope that our project which started as a social awareness project 
will raise social sensitivity about the issues of bone marrow and 
stem cell donation. 

Prof. Dr. Cengiz Yakıncı
Prof. Dr. Fevzi Altuntaş

Prof. Dr. Seçkin Çağırgan
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The Journey To Hope

THE JOURNEY TO HOPE*

Filiz TAŞDEMİR

A mystical whistle sound was rising up from one of the lake-
view houses on the small hill. The light of sun, that had just set 
among the silver clouds of sky and small yellow street-lights 
were rendering illuminated paths to thousands of floating snow-
flakes. One of them was wildly flying around in the breeze. Its 
crystal had a formless beauty. It seemed like it was looking for 
something. It was hearing some music, sincere as if inviting it, 
but also tired. The snowflake started to go up and with the mo-
mentary airflow it got by the tiled roof. Swinging from side to 
side, it was getting closer to the sound. It floated slowly to the 
white lighted window on the fifth floor and landed. It settled 
down at the lower part of the window, as if it had surrendered. 
It started to listen to the dark skinned young man inside, sitting 
alone with his beard unshaved for a long time, who looked much 
older than he actually was. His pupils were still and the whites of 
his eyes were more yellow than they were supposed to be, like 
skin colour. A guitar sound joined in to accompany the whistle 
and soon after, a beautiful song in the same tone… “The sea 
surface foams, hey my dear, rinna rinna nay…” The song didn’t 
go on for very long, first it was interrupted by a harsh cough and 
then the cough turned into a fit, the guitar was put in a corner. 
He lied down on his bed and waited for the dry cough to cease. 

Lately, he was in trouble with this flu, he couldn’t remember 
being sick for such a long time in the first place, he almost never 
got sick. Apart from the common cold he had every two or three 

*The first place winner of “Lives Changed From Stem to Stern” story contest
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years and the dysentery he had a few years ago, his relationship 
with the hospital only consisted of the stitches he got here and 
there on his body, due to his mischievousness as a small child. 

This flu had been going on for a surprisingly long time and it 
had been really tough. Even the colour of his skin had changed, 
he utterly turned pale. There were these purple spots that oc-
curred on his body for no reason and those red moles… There 
were things he didn’t want to think of and his mind was so busy 
that those things didn’t even come to his mind.

He hadn’t studied appropriately for the university entrance 
exam for the last two weeks. His first exam was just over and 
it was the time for him to start doing the actual studying for the 
second phase of the exam. Although, he was already enrolled in 
the Department of Food Engineering in Ege University, to which 
he got accepted as soon as he graduated from the high school, 
but the ambition to always do better must had been an inherit-
ance from his father. This year, he and his brother were prepar-
ing for the exam at the same time and they got a very similar 
score. He was in the first nine thousand in the first exam. A sweet 
competition had already started for the second one. 

He didn’t think for longer and he turned off the light. He bur-
ied his head into the pillow. He was tired out, so he went to sleep.

April, 2010
“Something is going wrong” he thought. He was breathing 

gloom in this small hospital room. The lights were dim and the 
air was heavy. They were two people in a room of three. Next to 
him, there was a lymphoma patient in his fifties who, by chance, 
had the same surname as him. Traces of fighting with lymphoma 
for two years were not all that observable on his body. He was a 
heavily-built, hefty man. For now, there were no one except the 
two of them in the room.
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There were painkillers in the IV drip that went through the 
vascular access on his arm. Lately, his joint pain was unbearable, 
were it not for the pain, he had no intention to stay at the hospital 
for this long. With one hand, he checked the medical dressing on 
his hip. The bone marrow biopsy they carried out in the morning 
had been rough. Since he didn’t have anything touch his bone 
before, even the idea of them taking a marrow out was fright-
ening enough. Next time, he was not going to believe in those 
“You are tough, you are strong…” preaches (I guess). 

“Something is going wrong.” He had been familiar with 
blood values before. Plt:48.000/mm WBC:20.000/mm, the most 
remarkable variations were within these. The platelet count was 
quite low, where the white blood cell count was rather high. He 
knew what some of the abnormalities meant because of the pe-
riod his father was hospitalized. In 2003, he lost his father to 
leukaemia. Back then, he was thirteen. The diagnosis was made 
in 2001 and his father didn’t respond to the treatment. A tough 
struggle for two years… Unfortunately, it didn’t result with a 
happy ending. He still couldn’t ascribe something like this to 
himself. The reason behind his inability to ascribe it to himself, 
was not his age or strength. The timing was very wrong. All of 
his efforts shouldn’t have gone to waste, when there was only 
one and a half months to the exam and to his biggest dreams. 

His mom and his uncle appeared at the door. With her eyes 
which  looked like a pair of small green islands when she cried, 
her teeth which were clenched in an effort not to cry and her 
chin which was occasionally crinkling and shaking, his mother 
indeed, was told what was going on, right at the door. Some-
times, you know someone so well that you don’t need thousands 
of words to tell something really difficult. Sometimes, you don’t 
even need to see. Sometimes, you are so connected with each 
other that, you have two separated bodies, but the very same 
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breath in them. Can one of them breath when the other can’t? 
Can one have dry eyes, when the other’s are wet? If one of the 
hearts got silent during that one-second exchange of glances, all 
souls would die. That moment was so not from this world, it was 
so sacred…

He had two uncles. The one who came was the younger one, 
he was the youngest of his siblings, but he was also the most 
cool-headed. Therefore, his uncle came with his mother to ex-
plain the situation. Actually, when he thought about “family” 
he never only thought about his mother and his brother. Since 
his father’s passing, they had been very close with his grandma, 
grandpa, uncles and aunts even though they lived in different 
houses. Thus, he had a big family. 

This was giving him serious spiritiual strength; at least he 
wouldn’t be alone in this world until his last day, whether it took 
forty hours or forty years to come… 

They didn’t talk for very long. It was as if, a psychic, some-
where very deep in his mind, told him what was going on for 
many times before. It was why he wasn’t so surprised by what 
he had heard and why he was too calm. Maybe he was only hear-
ing what was happening but not comprehending it, he wasn’t 
aware that he was in a shock and he was unresponsive. 

In next few days he learned about his disease and its treat-
ment. He was diagnosed with Acute Myeloblastic Leukaemia 
(AML). There was a problem with the emergence of his de-
fence cells. For an unknown reason, myeloblasts were con-
stantly accumulating and as this accumulation continued, his 
immune system was getting broke down, besides, because of 
the fact that blood cells could not be produced, anaemia and 
thrombocytopenia (lack of the cells which cause coagulation) 
were observed. Moreover, the constantly accumulating cells 
were causing joint and bone pain, as well as abnormal enlarge-
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ment of liver and spleen. Consequently, his body was getting 
defenseless even against the tiniest germ, his bleeding couldn’t 
be stopped in case of a cut, somehow life was getting harder and 
harder and his organs were slowly becoming unable to function. 
Chemotheraphy had been used. Hyper-CVAD, one of the treat-
ment protocols that showed difference for each kind of leukae-
mia was going to be used. He was going to have eight courses 
of treatment in total, each course of treatment would include 
twenty-one days at the hospital and seven days at home and 
after eight courses of treatment, he was going to maintain his 
normal life by taking decreased doses of the same medications. 
If the disease had not recurred for another five years, then he 
would be considered as a healthy person from then on. For the 
time being, the only problem appeared to be the side effects 
of this eight courses of treatment. Nausea, easily caught infec-
tions, nights with fever, vascular accesses, chemotherapy medi-
cations that would be given into the the spinal fluid in order to 
protect the nervous system from the disease, bone marrow biop-
sies between the courses of treatments if considered necessary 
for the regular checkup… It was clear that it wouldn’t be easy; 
however, he wasn’t a quitter. 

A little concentration was enough for this young man with a 
vivid imagination to make these difficulties even bigger and turn 
them into a fire ball which will wreak havoc on the world and to 
fall into the purgatory, in the midst of this chaos. He called out to 
his inner psychic and asked why wouldn’t the consequences turn 
into total opposite of these if the matter was considered from the 
contrary aspect. He didn’t think about it from that moment on. 
He concluded that the thing he needed was not to concentrate 
but to distract himself, to not to concentrate at all. He had to be 
busy with anything that could attract his attention. He had to 
play his guitar, play video games on his laptop maybe for hours, 
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slide into a boundless universe using the sledge of internet. He 
had to meet some people, forget some people and call some peo-
ple and he had to laugh, he had to find reasons to laugh. He had 
to say “If this is a war, I am out.”, he had to stop caring about the 
little chemo bombs exploding in his liver. 

He left “thinking” to the others with plans; and started to sa-
vour being alive.

May 17, 2010
It had been almost two hours since sun set. It was hard to tell.
The arrival of spring wouldn’t become very visible in this 

city. Seasons worked as if summer comes directly after winter. 
But that night was a total exception. The heat leftover from the 
day time gave an interesting energy to the narrow street on the 
side of the hospital. It was as if there was a movement, a fidgeti-
ness around all the time. Yet, the street was as empty as it could 
be, except a few stray cats playing around the big dumpster on 
the pavement. The main street on the side, was flowing from its 
usual crowd into a quiet evening delight. 

The dark-skinned kid that was looking wearily to the platelets 
going through the vascular access behind his fiber-cotton blend 
bed, was surprised how a double layered window could separate 
two environments… The “life” outside was not present inside. 
For him, this room was only a sterile medication depot. It was 
not allowed to open the windows, during some of his stealthy 
breathings, he had learnt that because of the things which could 
come from outside, pollen, fungi and all kinds of germs the thing 
called “fresh air” had a smell.

Yes, it really had a smell, it smelled so much like life when it 
was going through his nostrils and touching his olfactory knobs 
that he was realizing that he was alive and it was making him 
nearly dizzy at the first breath.
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At first he would cough lightly, then he would take another 
breath and another and then it would be considered enough and 
the window would be closed again, the abundant smell of dis-
infectants would passivize his olfactory knobs again. The room 
was so clean that it looked as if it was going to sit on that sofa, 
flesh and blood like a super hero from those detergent ads, spray-
ing and wiping away every germ with the cleaning fabric in his 
hands. As a matter of fact, all this cleaning frenzy was due to the 
fact that the chemotherapy given was killing the body defence 
in addition to myeloblasts. If one considered how even a healthy 
person struggles with flu for weeks and how this defenseless 
body would be affected by it in just one or two days, then one 
would understand that all these precautions were worth it. In ad-
dition to the sterilized air in the room, there were a television, a 
mini fridge, a shower cabin and a sink in the adjoining compart-
ment for patient’s use. Despite its artificiality, he liked his room. 
If he wasn’t in this room, he would catch an infection after each 
time of chemoteraphy, get weaker and maybe he wouldn’t even 
be able to come back here. In his opinion, for each patient, re-
ceiving chemotherapy in a private room could save many lives. 
He had a few of his chemos in rooms with other patients and  he 
had caught an infection after every one of them. The 21-day- 
treatment lasted for 35 days, the order of the chemoteraphy pro-
cess had changed and the length of the breaks that he would have 
to go home and have a rest were decreased from a week to 1 or 2 
days.  He woke up from the paradox of how a person who could 
only go home for one or two days in fifty or sixty days could 
maintain the motivation to overcome this fight. 

March, 2011
This year, summer was resisting well in this city. Although 

it was the end of November, for some reason, maybe because 
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of the happiness caused by the sunny weather outside, the dark-
skinned kid with his newly growth beard and moustache, was 
looking at the screen of his laptop smiling. He checked himself 
on the mirror of the wardrobe, realizing that he was smiling, he 
started to grin. He ran his hand through his hair. Then, he got up 
and headed to the kitchen to have some snacks. Delicious bless-
ings of the weekend were in the pots and the pots were on the 
stove. He took some stuffed grape leaves from the pot and put 
them on his plate, he got some yogurt from the fridge and started 
to gobble them down with pleasure. 

At home, only he and his mother were present. His brother 
had stayed at a friend’s. The year he got sick, his brother got 
enrolled in the faculty of medicine. Because of his heavy course 
load, his brother usually studied with his friends. He, on the 
other hand, got enrolled in the department of electrical and elec-
tronics engineering. He wasn’t pleased with this small victory 
he had achieved in his sickbed, so he started to prepare for the 
exams again. 

Since he was discharged from the hospital, his mom’s eyes 
looked hazel, far from little green islands. Her face was happier 
and prettier. It had been around eight months since his chemo-
therapies ended. A maintenance treatment had to be adminis-
tered to make the effect of chemotherapy last and to repress the 
blast cell production in the bone marrow. For the maintenance 
treatment, he used decreased doses of the chemotherapy medica-
tion in tablet form; however, after the first several months of us-
ing them his liver enzymes had elevated, hence he discontinued 
the treatment for a while. 

Due to several reasons like his hair loss coming back, the 
medications causing nausea, he had kept this break a little too 
long and hadn’t been on medication for three or four months. 
He considered himself as recovered but he was still afraid that 
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the disease might recur. Transplantation from his brother’s bone 
marrow would make things much easier, but the bone marrow 
of his only sibling had not cross-matched with his and therefore 
the maintenance treatment appeared to be the only way. Yet, he 
didn’t worry about these much; after he had his last chemother-
apy and left the hospital he inhaled the air outside and looked at 
the people around him as if he was saying “What do YOU know 
about breathing?”. It was as if all of his cells were renewed, 
waiting to be used at first hand. He heard better, got the tastes 
better.

He looked at his empty plate, took his spoon with it and put 
them on the side of the sink. He ambled towards his room, with-
out a rush. On his way to his room, he stopped by the living 
room and said “Thanks for the dinner, mommy” with a smile on 
his face. She smiled back and responded, “I hope you enjoyed 
it, son”.

He went back to his room and sat on the bed. As he put his 
laptop on his knees, the writings on the screen started to wob-
ble. Had his blood tension gone up? Not even a second after, 
a sound, even louder than what hundreds of heavy machinery 
could cause, burst in his ears. It wasn’t him; the bed he was 
sitting on was also shaking. He looked at the chandelier, it was 
shaking as well. The huge wardrobe across the room, was shak-
ing too. He threw his laptop to the other corner of the bed. At 
that moment, a cry came from another room: “Umut!”. He ran to 
the door; his mom came out of the room next to his; she looked 
like she was going into shock. “Let’s get out of here! Let’s run!” 
he told her mother. He grabbed his mom’s shoulders and pulled 
her to the door threshold, he covered the back of her neck with 
his hands. The sound was getting louder. The quake was get-
ting stronger. Somewhere, some people were screaming. Some-
where, some things were exploding. Some things were getting 
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broken. Some people were dying… “Let’s get out! Let’s run!” 
“It’s over… It’s almost over… It’s over… It’ll be gone soon…
It’ll be over now…”. It didn’t stop, it quaked even harder. It 
quaked as if it was venting all of its frustration. The ground, 
which was normally not visible through the second-floor win-
dow, was completely visible now. At times like this, one realizes 
how long seconds can be. How seconds can change so many 
things. It seems that, sometimes, seconds never end. 

They took advantage of eased off quakes towards the end and 
ran out of their flat. They took a few crucial things with them.

On their way down the stairs, there were screams, cries and 
a throng towards outside… It was making one think about how 
many people lived in that building. An elderly woman in her 
nightclothes, was holding the banisters, trying to get downstairs 
and no one seemed to care. Someone else was talking to the wall 
at a door threshold and laughing loudly. 

Finally, they managed to get out of the building. They were 
walking without thinking, hoping to reach someone. The phones 
didn’t work. Cars were constantly crashing into each other on 
the main street, a cloud of dust was rising up on the other side 
of the road. Wasn’t a five-floor building leaning back and forth 
like a spring too much of a burden that cannot even be handled 
by imagination? 

Van earthquake…

November 23, 2012
It had been a month since the earthquake; for the first few 

days they had tried to stay in a store next to a one-floor apart-
ment with some other families, but after some time they went to 
İzmir, to stay in a summerhouse which belonged to their rela-
tives. While they had been preparing to get back, the second big 
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earthquake happened. On account of the reappearance of fever 
and joint pain they moved to Malatya. According to the biopsy 
results, they were told that the disease had recurred. 

Life, in fact, only consisted of a single moment and he be-
lieved that there was no difference between his and a random 
person’s chance to live. 

He closed his eyes; fell into his dreams of what he is going to 
do after the hospital.

************
U. T.
My dear son, my Umut… He departed this life on Novem-

ber 2, 2014. Since a matching marrow couldn’t be found, he 
had half-matched bone marrow transplantation twice, yet, he 
couldn’t hold on to life. He left his mom, who loved him more 
than she loved herself, his brother and all people that loved him 
and ascended to heaven. All the people who loved him, learned 
how to stay strong in life, to stand tall, to put up a fight, to laugh 
in spite of everything, from him, from the life lesson he gave 
them. 

Sleep in peace my beautiful-eyed son. Look, the sun is set-
ting, we are one day closer to each other. 
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THE GIRL WITH THE FLAXEN HAIR*

Mehmet Can ŞAŞMAZ

Last Sunday, I took advantage of my wife’s absence and went 
up to the attic like a mischievous child. I opened the dusty door 
that was covered with spider webs and entered the room with an 
excitement almost like an explorer’s. This room was filled with 
old stuff that we didn’t have the heart to throw away.  Some of 
them were holdovers from our childhood. You see, on that day, 
my purpose was to find something from our childhood to put in 
our baby-to-be’s room; like a toy, a picture, I don’t know, any-
thing associated with our childhood memories. 

In the pale yellow light of the attic, I found a wooden jewelry 
box at the first spot I put my hand into. When I opened the box, 
I saw a faded postcard on the top. It didn’t feel unfamiliar but I 
couldn’t remember exactly what it was. I began to read it.

“Dear Mehmet,
I have great news for you; it’s not TV news of course. You 

know, I had a stem cell transplantation, my treatment after that 
also went splendidly. I feel much more energetic now. I mean, 
when I come back in autumn, we can play with you at the park, 
but would it be OK if you didn’t push me hard on the swing? My 
mom also says hi. I hope, you will also get better one day and 
score goals in football matches. See you, Ayşegül.”

There was also a date under this short letter. Old dates that 
were noted in hand-writing had always had an impact on me. Also 

*The first place winner of “Lives Changed From Stem to Stern” story contest
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because of the influence of what was written, my eyes got wet and 
my sorrowful childhood memories flashed before my eyes.

I met Ayşegül in the Pediatric Oncology Unit of Çapa Faculty 
of Medicine. She had leukemia and I had something very differ-
ent from her. Because of the contractions, I couldn’t walk with-
out falling every few steps, couldn’t use my hands effectively, 
or couldn’t talk easily. My disease prevented me from playing 
games, from going to school easily and also from writing. As if 
all these were not enough, it also made me the laughing-stock 
of the kids around me. That was why my doctor had directed 
me to the psychologist in his team.  That psychologist was actu-
ally assigned to have therapy sessions with leukemia patients, 
however, at my doctor’s request, she also took me into therapy. 
So, another thing we had in common with Ayşegül, was our psy-
chologist. The psychologist’s room was located on the top floor, 
exactly the same floor as the inpatient care. 

After so many doors, there were two halls, which went left 
and right, in the ante-room. Leaf doors at the beginning of each 
hall… The right hall consisted of the inpatient care and the left 
hall consisted of the doctors’ offices. There was a huge ante-
room in the middle of those two. They put it to good use and 
turned it into an open conference room with a capacity of 100 
to 150 people.  On one of the walls, portraits of the presidents 
of republic were hung in chronological order. I would wait for 
my turn to come, while sitting on the seats there. My mom, al-
ways had a crumpled tissue paper in her hands and some tears in 
her eyes. I would feel guilty as she cried. I was already nervous 
enough to be there, my mom’s situation only made it worse.  It 
was making me nervous to be there, because most of the chil-
dren I saw there had lost their hair. I was feeling sad for them on 
one hand and thinking about whether I would lose my hair and 
worrying on the other. When my psychologist, Gülcan, noticed 
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my worries, she told me they had a different blood disease, that 
they often got exhausted because of that disease and sometimes 
suffered with pain. I felt terrible for them. After that day, my 
interest in them got even stronger. From then on, while I was 
waiting for Gülcan, I would go in front of the unit and try to see 
what they were doing inside. 

It could be considered colourful inside. There were pictures 
drawn by children on the walls, colourful balloons hanging from 
the ceiling. It was clear that it was a children unit, but I rarely saw 
any children. They were usually in their rooms. Whenever we 
caught each other’s eyes with a child that had a mask on his face, 
I felt guilty for watching them. Because I would sense that they 
envied me for being the child on the other side of the door. A child 
that could burst into tears almost any time!  A nurse with a strict 
face would make me move away from the door. Even though I 
didn’t know any of their names; they were my silent friends. We 
had the destiny of having “a childhood without games” in com-
mon. Sometimes, I wanted to pass the door and go to them.

One day, as if she sensed my feelings, one of those children 
passed the leaf door of the unit and came to me. She had a flow-
er-patterned bandana on her head and a Tom and Jerry patterned 
mask on her face. She looked kind of pale, but her big black eyes 
were shiny. Her eyes were filled with her childhood innocence. 
The light coming from her eyes made me feel a shiver down 
my spine. This little girl’s eyes had a very meaningful look in 
them. Despite the coldness of the mask that covered almost all 
of her face, her eyes, the only visible things on her face, took 
the responsibility for all the expressions and managed to look so 
meaningfully.

I was ten and Ayşegül was nine years old. I said hi and told 
her my name; she greeted me back and introduced herself. She 
asked me what I was doing there. 
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– I am waiting for the psychologist. What about you?
– I always stay here. I came here many months ago, but they 

still don’t send me back home. I got bored, so I went out to the 
hall. 

– So, you have been here for months. Well, how do you go 
to school then?

– I can’t go to school anymore, since I’m sick; I am taking 
a break. My mom told me I can go next year. But I missed the 
children park in front of our house the most.

To top it all off, the weather was superb. The light coming in 
through the windows were bringing games to mind. Neither that 
day, not another day Ayşegül asked what was wrong with me, 
or why I wobbled or stepped inwardly when I walked, or why 
I had dysarthric speech when I talked.  Maybe this was one of 
the reasons why I liked her so much. Generally, children were 
much crueler than adults in situations like these. Hiding behind 
the excuse of curiosity or cluelessness, they could ask any kind 
of question to someone at the expense of hurting them. There 
are some touching experiences behind some of the experiences 
in life. Maybe Ayşegül had learnt not to hurt because she had 
been as hurt as I had been. On that day, in that room, we sat on 
the seats of the conference room and talked about the games and 
cartoons we liked. Then an agitated nurse came and took her 
away from me.

Afterwards, my eyes always looked for Ayşegül on the days of 
my appointments. Sometimes we met and played simple games 
like rock-paper-scissors. Our mothers also met each other. Our 
friendship was getting stronger every day. We would tell each 
other stories and exchange little gifts. However, on somedays I 
was told that Ayşegül was unable to leave her bed because she was 
weakened and exhausted. At the end of the days I couldn’t see her 
I would go back home unhappy. I would feel sad for both of us. 
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One day, Ayşegül showed me a picture of her that was taken 
before she got sick. She hadn’t put on weight yet and her silky 
blonde hair hadn’t been lost. As a matter of fact, she looked very 
different. The thing that made her look different the most, was 
her energetic and cheerful state that was far away from her cur-
rent colourless image. She looked longingly at the picture. I was 
so touched by the picture that in my dream I saw Ayşegül as 
healthy as she had been in the past. From then on, having real-
ized that we liked each other so much, the doctors and nurses 
didn’t try to prevent us from spending time together. Moreover, 
they even gave me a mask for us to see each other under health-
ier conditions. When I put the mask on we looked at each other 
and giggled childishly. 

During one of our conversations, Ayşegül told me that the 
easiest way to recover from the disease was to have stem cell 
transplantation. This was the first time I had ever heard that 
phrase. If she had gotten the transplantation, she could run 
around and play. I thought about how much I could accompany 
her in such a situation. I might not be able to run with her, or 
ride a bike with her but at least we could ride on a swing or ride 
down the slides together. Besides, seeing her happy would make 
me happier than anything else could make. I asked her how this 
stem cell could be found. She told me, this was something that 
was usually taken from a sibling, but since she had none, they 
were looking for another person with a match. In my child mind 
I was very surprised at the fact that her parents had been unable 
to find such a simple thing. I thought that might be caused by 
the fact that they didn’t belong to children’s world. Since I was 
a child, this mission was meant for me. 

I told her that I would find someone that looked enough like 
her, as her sister would look and then persuade that person to 
donate the stem cell, however, I needed a picture of her for this 
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job. Ayşegül got thrilled to hear that and gave me her picture, 
the most valuable item she had. Her eyes welled up with tears 
while she was handing me the picture. It was as if I was taking 
her last source of strength. Then, right there, we cried together 
for the first time.

From that day on, I would carry her picture in my Ninja Tur-
tles wallet, whether I went to school, to the park, or to the gro-
cery shop. Whenever I thought someone looked like her, I would 
take the picture out and compare their faces. Ayşegül, would 
wait for my appointments in excitement. She could tell from my 
frowning face I had as I entered the room that I couldn’t find 
someone to donate their stem cell to her; however, she would 
still come closer and ask with little hope. I would tell her not to 
lose her hope and give her the little toys I had brought with me 
as gifts to cheer her up. 

One of my friends, who I showed Ayşegül’s picture to and 
asked help from, told me that she saw a girl who looked like 
Ayşegül in classroom 2-B. As soon as I heard that, I ran to that 
classroom. She was the first person that I saw when I entered the 
classroom. She was such a cute and pretty girl! Moreover, she 
really looked like Ayşegül, she looked as if they were sisters.

She was sitting next to the window. She had a carton of milk. 
She was drinking the milk with a straw she had gently been hold-
ing between her lips. I didn’t know what to say to her, or where to 
start. It took me a month to become friends with her and to gain 
her trust. Because she found me odd and was constantly asking 
questions about why I walked like that and or why I couldn’t run 
or jump. She was even afraid of me in the beginning. I, on the 
other hand, was buying her chocolate and crisps all the time to 
gain her liking. Finally, one day, she agreed to come with me to 
the hospital and to donate her stem cell because she was curious 
to meet the girl who looked just like her.  However, she said she 
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would do that on one condition: “I will never have an injection. If I 
see a syringe, I run away; just so you know. Also, they should take 
the stem cell only just a bit and from the top of my finger. They 
shouldn’t take too much, if my mom finds out, she will get mad!”.  
I told her she wouldn’t have an injection, I would talk to the doctor 
and tell him to take the stem cell another way. I had this childish 
and funny idea that they could get stem cell out with a tweezer.

After the first break, we skipped school and got on the bus. 
Since she had already hurt me with her questions about my ill-
ness, I warned her not to do the same thing to Ayşegül. I told her 
that Ayşegül had lost her hair and put on some weight and that 
she didn’t look much like her picture anymore because I didn’t 
want her to get surprised when she saw Ayşegül. She was listen-
ing to me with fear and astonishment. 

My excitement even escalated when we arrived at the hos-
pital. I was champing at the bit as I was imagining how happy 
Ayşegül would soon be. When we arrived at the top floor, I found

Ayşegül’s mother, Tülay, sitting at the conference room, with 
a dreary expression on her face that I was used to see. Sadness 
didn’t suit this frail, tall woman in her thirties. I called out to 
her with the great excitement that I could no longer hold back: 
“Aunty Tülay!”. She looked at us and gaped with astonishment 
when she saw that little girl in the blue school uniform. The 
handbag on her knees fell on the floor when she got up, but it 
was as if she didn’t even realise it. Her eyes on the little girl, 
she looked like she was mesmerized. Her lips were shaking like 
leaves. Her eyes were full with tears when she crouched down 
in front of us.

– Oh my God! I can’t believe how much you look like 
Ayşegül! Who are you sweet girl? 

My friend was speechless due to her excitement so I spoke 
instead.
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– I found her in my school. Look, she looks like she’s 
Ayşegül’s sister. I persuaded her, too, she is going to give some 
stem cells from the tip of her finger. Let’s call the doctor!

The expression on that heavyhearted woman’s face is still 
before my eyes. Tears were coming down from her eyes. Her 
shivering hands reached the girl’s flaxen hair.  At that moment, 
the pigeon on the window frame went silent, even the presidents 
on the wall closed their eyes. When her fingers touched the flax-
en hair she let herself go and cried her heart out. The windows 
were shuddering. The nurses were agitated as if they were in the 
emergency room. Everyone was weeping; why didn’t anyone 
rejoice? When I look back to those days, I think children live in 
a pink world in which they either don’t understand many things, 
or they misunderstand those things. 

After several months from that time, a compatible donor was 
found for Ayşegül. I was so happy when I saw her recovered 
and her hair grown several months later.  She had been back to 
school, possessing a life experience which none of her friends 
had. I, on the other hand, had a lifetime to come to terms with 
my incurable disease.

It was about to get dark. My wife would be home soon. I 
went to our baby’s room. I didn’t know where to put the post-
card, but now I knew the first tale I would tell her.
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I’M A MIRACLE*

Kevser AKIN

“When you arise in the morning, think of what 
a precious privilege it is to be alive – to breathe, 

to think, to enjoy, to love.”
Marcus Aurelius

– Mom, look at what I found! You will not believe when you 
see this!

– What did you find? 
– I won’t tell. Close your eyes and don’t open them until I 

say so. 
– OK, I’m closing them.
– I’ll count till three. Open them when I say three, but don’t 

cheat.
– OK, I closed them, count now.
– One… Two… Three… You can open your eyes now.
– Oh, did you find a four-leaf clover?
– Yes, I found a four-leaf clover. Mom, if I made a wish, 

would it come true? 
– It surely would, if you believed in it. The clover is only an 

excuse, maybe one of the prayer doors is open now. Angels may 
receive the wish of an innocent child like you, carry them through 
those doors and everything changes before you even know.

– Really? So, just like a magical wand touches us, we will say 
abracadabra and everything will change in an instant, is that so?

– Yes, exactly. However, you should be careful about your 
prayer, you shouldn’t wish for something you will regret. 

* The second place winner of “Lives Changed From Stem to Stern” story contest
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– Then I’m closing my eyes and wishing for the one thing I 
want the most. 

My beautiful-hearted daughter, my Mina…My reason to 
live. My biggest consolation, the only thing that reminds me I’m 
not nothing, my four-leaf clover, my lovely daughter…I like to 
listen to the prayers you say in a whisper raising your hands into 
the sky, I thank God for being able to hear you say “Amen” after 
you rub your face with your little hands. I feel like the luckiest 
woman on earth because you were given to me. Live with the 
luck of the four-leaf clover my lovely daughter.  

They say a mother’s destiny becomes her daughter’s lega-
cy, I don’t want my daughter to inherit mine. When I saw her 
holding the four-leaf clover with her little hands, I returned to 
my childhood. My story, too, began when I found a four-leaf 
clover that was smiling at me among thousands of other clo-
vers. The memory of me showing it to my mom with excite-
ment feels like yesterday. I was so excited. My mom told me 
to make a wish. I lifted my head towards the sky, whispered 
a prayer from the deepest of my heart: “God, I want to work 
really hard, to work non-stop, to be very successful, not to 
have a spare moment from work.”. Why would a child make a 
wish like that? What was wrong with a red bike, a new pair of 
shoes, or white snow boots? Or couldn’t I just wish for hap-
piness? I chose work over happiness. Hard work, just work, 
without even a spare moment… I wanted to work because 
I was at those ages at which I believed I could change the 
world if I worked hard enough. I wanted it because I believed 
happiness would follow hard work. I was at those ages at 
which I believed that everything could be learned by reading 
or travelling, that only lazy people made mistakes and if I 
worked hard enough life would be served to me in a golden 
plate. 
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The leaves of the clover was an excuse, neither the meanings 
I gave to falling stars, nor the prayers that came out from my 
mouth belonged to me. The Creator wanted me to want them and 
he was preparing me for a journey. I, on the other hand, foolishly 
thought that I was going on that journey of my own accord. 

It was supposed to happen and it did. While the leaves of that 
clover was drying between the pages of my diary, I graduated 
from the university I wanted. I completed my overseas trainings, 
my references were substantial. I started working for a textile 
firm. My sole purpose was to make them see that I was different 
than anyone else. I worked day and night. The number of days I 
pulled an all-nighter was higher than the ones’ I slept. 

The hours I spent in front of my laptop, those long business 
calls I had on the phone, business trips, the times I spent more 
time at the office than at home, the days I completed the days by 
eating only a few biscuits… For exactly 5 years, I worked non-
stop, without taking a break at weekends, on summer holidays 
or in cold winters. I was the favorite employee of the firm then. 
I was a 28-year-old young and respected business woman on 
the board of directors. Newspapers, TV channels, fashion maga-
zines were all talking about our designs and my ego was getting 
bigger and bigger when I heard them; I was feeling like I was on 
the top of the world. I had a nice house at the center of the city, 
a luxurious car and house staff… On the surface, I had all the 
beautiful things that a 28-year-old young lady could have, not to 
mention the fact that I had clawed my way up there and deserved 
every bit of it. It was all like a fairy-tale, the only thing missing 
was my prince. Him? One day, he came out of the blue.

I was successful, beautiful and young… I had a good career, 
I wasn’t desperate enough to kiss a frog and wait for him to be-
come a prince. I deserved a good person of course, after all life 
was not lived by coincidences but by choices we made. Every 
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move you made was preparatory for the next one and since my 
moves were so strong there were no chance for me to end up 
with a wrong person. The trust I had for my intelligence in those 
years was so great that it was almost akin to worship. Oh, how 
blind I was…

He came and found me. He was the foreign trade manager 
of the firm. As the employees of the firm we had gathered to-
gether for the year-end revision meeting and we were supposed 
to present our reports in that meeting, in addition to a small-scale 
winter vacation. When he began to speak to present the activity 
reports, I asked myself why I had not realized this guy before. 
His looks, his posture, his attitude, his self-confident behaviors 
which made me feel like he was different than everyone else… 
“He is the one I’ve been looking for.” I told myself. It was the 
first time, a guy got my attention this much.  Was he the one who 
got my attention, or was it my curiosity about whether he would 
like me or not? I, who liked to see life as a target board and to 
aim at the middle of it, loved the possibility of him to like me. 
Sometimes people put the souls they imagine into the bodies 
they liked and mistake it for love; and this was exactly what I 
did. I saw him as someone that would boost my ego further and 
make me believe in the lie that I was one of a kind. We used to 
love people not because who they were, but because they made 
us feel better about ourselves. In a week or so, we confessed 
each other that we thought we were made for each other. In fact, 
we both were only looking for someone else to love our own 
selves which we were deeply in love with. We were in love with 
our own bodies and fooling each other with lies of love. Suppos-
edly, we were two peas in a pod.

I had turned twenty-nine with an amazing person in my life. 
A person who was successful, good looking and caring… My 29 
age was the best of my life. That year passed like a dream. The 
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universe had sent me all of his positive energy and served me 
with everything I wished for to make me happy.

Then… Then came the vortex of my age 30… Oh my 30, my 
rock-bottom, my helplessness, my disappearance, my alienation 
to myself, my defeat, my exhaustion, my pitch-black darkness… 
If they wanted to take away a year of my life, it would be my age 
30. Take it away and bury it in deep wells. 

While I was making my engagement preparations, I started 
to have consistent joint pain, my joints were hurting like they 
were about to break. My face was covered with a pale colour, 
I was weak, the exhaustion of age 30 had descended upon me. 
My pain, my lingering pain… It was as if my body had drunk a 
cocktail of pain, not to mention the bruises on my body. I was 
slowly losing weight and like all women, I was happy that I was 
getting slimmer, my engagement dress was going to look perfect 
on me. However, this was not a normal weight-loss. I wasn’t 
familiar with the face in the mirror. Some told me it was due to 
the tiring engagement preparations and some complained that I 
was working too hard, there were also some who mentioned the 
exhaustion of age 30. Thirty meant an everlasting ache to me, 
heartache, ache in my joints, the ache of everything I had been 
through…

I did not pay attention to the pain I had, or the bruises on 
my body, I thought they would go away. I put my doctor visit 
off until after the engagement, I was afraid that my engagement 
party would be overshadowed by a nightmare. I got engaged, 
we put rings on with the man I loved, I was so happy that I even 
forgot about the joint pain until that awful nose bleed… I ended 
the party in a dress covered in blood, oh, I had chosen that dress 
so carefully and there, the happiest day of my life was covered 
in blood. With a ring on my finger and my fiancé in my arm, I 
knocked on the doctor’s door. When I told him the problems 
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I had, the doctor’s face was covered with worries. Then came 
the messengers of bad news, blood tests and biopsy… My low 
blood count and my bone marrow that was infested by foreign 
cells… The universe had given me an outstanding engagement 
gift, a gift that I could never forget: Acute Myeloid Leukemia… 
The universe had presented this gift to me in a carefully wrapped 
gift box and had no intention to take it back.

Then, my life turned upside down… My hematologist told me 
that a difficult treatment process was waiting for me, that I had to 
keep my spirits up and I had to make myself believe that I was go-
ing to recover. Keeping your spirits up, something that a healthy 
person could mention easily… “Have you ever had a fatal disease 
right when you had everything that you wished for? Have you 
had the deepest sorrow on the happiest day of your life? Have you 
ever felt the breath of death on your neck? How much can you, 
owners of healthy bodies, understand someone ill?”. I was angry, 
but my anger only hurt me, I did not have no other choice but to 
get the treatment. I decided to go through chemotherapy, I was 
going to recover. I had my family and my darling who told me 
that he loved me more than anything, even more than life itself. It 
was impossible not to recover in such a big circle of love. 

My doctor suggested egg freezing before the chemotherapy, 
so my eggs were extracted and frozen. I realized that I had never 
thought about having kids until that day. I had never included 
kids in my life plan. Had I really been that selfish?

A year went by with chemotherapy sessions, each session took 
something off of me; first my hair left me, then the people who 
were supposed to be my friends. My colleagues, my job, I lost 
everything one by one. 

People looked at me as if I was going to die, for them I was 
indifferent than a plant in a pot. The chemotherapy was not work-
ing and the doctors kept telling me to keep my spirits up, spirits… 
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The death blow came from the man who told me that he 
loved me more than life itself. “I did not plan a life like this”, he 
said looking at my face, “We are both a waste of time for each 
other, we don’t have enough time to believe in a miracle.”. He 
put his ring in my palm and left me. Life was not supposed to be 
lived according to plans, we were all parts of an equation with 
multiple variables, we were complex mathematical processes, 
our formulas were hidden in our emotions. The man who loved 
himself did not understand this and so he left. Sometimes we 
need a fatal blow in order not to die. He hit me with the fatal 
blow and left. He left me and got me realise that I had to work 
for myself for the first time in my life. 

I had always worked so hard to make people think good of 
me, I had always struggled to prove myself to others. That day, I 
burst out and told myself I had to fight for my body, for myself. I 
looked into the mirror and I said “I can’t let you die as a looser”.  
I had only one way left, even though it was too risky, I was 
going to try stem cell transplantation. My doctor told me that 
allogenic stem cell transplantation was convenient for me, so I 
needed someone else’s stem cells, someone I could have a tissue 
compatibility with. Some were lucky and some were not, but I 
was praying to be one of the lucky ones this time. They were first 
going to check my relatives and if a suitable donor couldn’t be 
found then they were going to check the local and overseas stem 
cell banks. The luck that had not been knocking on my door for 
a long time came to me when they found out that my brother’s 
stem cells were suitable for me with a complete compatibility. 
The stem cell donor I had been looking for was right next to me, 
but my doctor was warning me about the fact that even with a 
100% compatibility, my body might not accept the marrow. “We 
are compatible with my brother in every way, I’m sure our tis-
sues will be too”, I told my doctor.  
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Before the transplantation, they put me in a sterilized room 
with glass walls. Everyone had to put a mask, gloves and cov-
eralls on before coming inside the room. One week before the 
transplantation, I began to go through a high-dose chemotherapy 
treatment and then a radiotherapy treatment… Those courses of 
treatment made me really weak and exhausted.  My nausea got 
worse and the sores in my mouth were so bad that I couldn’t 
even eat anything. 

My doctor was consistently reminding me that we were getting 
prepared for the transplantation and I needed to work harder than 
anytime to keep my spirits up. My mom brought CDs full with 
ocean, bird and beach sounds to my room to help me sleep. I was 
spending my time by watching all those movies that I had put off 
watching because I had thought watching movies was a waste of 
time. Sometimes, I closed my eyes and while listening to the sound 
of birds, imagined how my days would be when I recovered.

When it was confirmed that I was physically and emotionally 
ready for the transplantation, they collected stem cells from my 
brother with an operation that lasted for a few hours.  The next 
day was a big day for me, my family and the whole clinic team. 
There were four other people who were going to have trans-
plants on that same day. We all started the day with prayers. The 
stem cells were transfused to my body via a central catheter. I 
spent an hour with no ache or pain on that bed. They poured 
high-doses of happiness in to my veins. I didn’t have any bad ex-
perience except the bad taste I felt in my mouth. My transplanta-
tion was complete with the “Big Big World” song by Emilia’s 
tender voice in the background. 

After the transplantation, I was going to get into a  long wait-
ing period. This period was very important, the first month was 
crucial in terms of cells settling into the marrow and starting 
to produce healthy cells. Blood tests were done every day, the 
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number of people I was in contact with was minimized in or-
der to reduce the risk of infection. My whole diet was consisted 
of fully cooked meals. I craved for strawberries like crazy but 
my doctors told me it was too dangerous to have raw food and 
banned me from eating any. 

God gave me the chance to go through the hundred days after 
the transplantation with full health, it looked like I had more 
days to live in this world. When my blood test results came out 
as desired, the date I was going to be discharged from the hos-
pital became clearer. I was happy as a prisoner who was about 
to get his freedom back. I was going to see the sun, touch the 
leaves, listen to bird sounds alive. I had even missed the dirty 
smell of the city. 

After I left the hospital, first I had a check-up once in fif-
teen days, then it became once a month and later it became 
once a year. Now I’m in my tenth year after the transplanta-
tion. The tenth year after the milestone in my life… My illness 
didn’t recur. My doctors tell me that I am recovered. My life 
has completely changed; my ambitions, my prayers, my job, my 
friends, my diet, my sleeping habits, the city I live in… I left my 
past behind and moved into a small town near the coast. I mar-
ried a man who was not in love with himself. We have a small 
white bungalow. We are having long Sunday breakfasts with our 
friends in our garden. I am collecting delicious-smelling toma-
toes for them. I eat strawberries until I get full. I walk bare foot 
on the ground. Oh and of course, I have my daughter Mina, my 
36th birthday gift. God showed me the biggest love in her eyes, 
he showed me what real love is. 

The worst part of the transplantation is that my husband has 
to plan two different birthdays for me every year. One for the 
day I was born the first time, the one on my ID and the other one 
for the second time I was born, the day of the transplantation.
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I am a miracle, the only survivor of the four patients who got 
transplants on the same day, the miracle who has been blessed 
with a second chance in life… 

– Arsen! Mina! The popcorn and the movie are ready, come 
in already!

– Daddy, look, I found a four-leaf clover.
– Oh! Look at my lucky girl! So, tell me now, what did you 

wish for?
– I wished for the three of us to always be happy daddy, just 

like in fairy tales…
– It is a great wish. OK, now, how about drying this clover 

in a book?



31

Maybe My Mom Will Come Too

MAYBE MY MOM WILL COME TOO*
  

İbrahim ŞAŞMA

Something happened to my heart when I first saw her am-
ber hair. In fact, I couldn’t ascribe sadness to her emerald eyes 
either. She was so little and so innocent. I couldn’t help but ask 
why. Why did this illness decide to choose this innocence? 

I became the doctor of a little girl who was about 8 or 10 
years old. I accepted her with the hope of swimming to the sho-
re together in this bottomless ocean. All the angels in my heart 
were begging me and crying whenever her name was referred 
to. It was weird, I thought I would get used to it with time. I 
could neither get used to children’s crying, nor quit my job. I 
was given the opportunity to work one-to-one with children in a 
hospital clinic full of children with leukemia.  I was also given 
an opportunity to fight with a cruel monster. I was taking a stand 
next to the children and constantly fighting. Who knew what 
kind of dreams this sweet little girl had. This time, both the color 
of life and the color of war were amber.

She was timid and shy. She never let go of her father’s hands. 
She didn’t want to. Her father was worried, he was even weaker 
than his daughter. He carried all the life experiences and scars 
of Anatolia on his sunburnt face. I could clearly read the hesita-
tion and worry on this fifty-something man with a sloppy beard. 
They were having eye contact and whispering something into 
each other’s ears. It didn’t escape my attention that the smile on 
the father’s face was forced and artificial.

*Second place winner of “Lives Changed From Stem to Stern” story contest
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During my working years, I had patients from various ages 
and I was referred as the savior of many people. Each of my 
patients had left me different impressions and marks. However, 
this child wasn’t only leaving her mark, but it was as if she was 
leaving scratches and cuts in my heart. There was still hope, 
there was still hope...

The same child had been crossing my mind for the last few 
nights. I didn’t know which fairy touched me with her magical 
wand, or from which season I gathered these butterfly wings 
and a poet’s heart. There was only one thing I knew and it was 
that sadness didn’t suit those emerald eyes. I was watching the 
whole world from the eighteenth floor. I could neither fit in this 
city, nor fit it in my heart. The coffee in my cup seemed to be 
endless. I couldn’t understand if the LÖSEV advertisements on 
TV were just a coincidence or a holy presentation for me. For 
some reason, these advertisements caught my attention more 
than ever. I was looking at the LÖSEV calendar on the wall 
and thinking about buying millions more of that calendar. I felt 
like all the sorrow of those people whom I had tried to help to 
overcome their troubles throughout all those years was falling 
down on my heart and I was as silent as the night that falls down 
on the day. 

There was a single sentence that made me feel so frustrated 
every time it echoed in my mind. “She missed her mother doc-
tor, that’s why this happened to her. It has been three years since 
my wife disappeared. We couldn’t find her dead or alive. She is 
like this since her mother is gone. She doesn’t eat, drink, laugh, 
or play. It is as if her blood left her veins. Her nose keeps blee-
ding. She always looks pale. You can count her ribs even from 
a distance. I feel helpless, Doc. I don’t have anyone except her, 
my Güldane. I trust God first and you after, to help my daugh-
ter.”, he told me. 
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Seeing an adult man crying like a child in front of me, seeing 
him wipe his tears with his right sleeve, made him more noble 
among all people in front of my eyes and it made Güldane even 
more special. 

After the blood, bone marrow, cell type identification and 
genetic tests Güldane also became one of the people who were 
diagnosed with ALL (Acute Lymphoblastic Leukemia). 

The girl’s long, amber blonde hair made me sad. I was telling 
her dad, in whose forehead lines I was getting lost, that leukemia 
wasn’t incurable; on the contrary there was an 85% chance of 
recovery with spiritual support and a good treatment. After that, 
days and months had passed, I had become a part of them and 
Güldane had become a part of me. She was not afraid of me any-
more, she wasn’t hiding behind her dad and she wasn’t trying 
to hide the most innocent face in the world behind her hair. We 
even started to have conversations.

– Güldane, how are you today? You should pay your debt 
now; you know you owe me a smile. 

– I got a bruise on my arm Doc. …  I’m not going to lose all 
of my hair, am I?

– No, no sweetie. The ones you lost are going to grow back 
and they will become as long as they were before; and are you 
going to sing your song to me? Look, all this clinic, all those 
nurses are waiting for you to sing. Aren’t you going to keep your 
promise? I want to hear that song.

I heard it later on. I heart that Güldane had actively taken a 
part in the school plays, that she had a wonderful voice. When 
she was on the first grade, she had wanted to sing a song for her 
mom in the school play. She had waited for her mom so long 
that day, she had asked her teacher to change her turn so that 
she can wait for her mom. Unfortunately, her mom had never 
showed up at school play, or at their home again. That was why 
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Güldane was so sensitive about mommy issues. Her sensitivity 
touched me and my colleagues deeply. Especially, when I had 
learnt about that school play and Güldane’s disappointment, I 
made myself believe that I had to do something for her. 

During the process of treatment, Güldane was exposed to 
high doses of chemotherapy and radiotherapy for the purpose of 
destroying leukemia cells, however, her normal cells were also 
harmed in the meantime. Her amber blonde hair was lost, her 
weakness was at its worst and ulcers had formed in her mouth 
and guts. She usually didn’t even have enough strength to talk. 
I, as a doctor, believed that leukemia was curable, however, I 
was still afraid that Güldane might not respond to the treatment. 

She was a smart child. She could sense from her father’s and 
my behaviors that something was going wrong.  Even though we 
didn’t talk about it, unusual circumstances were always sensed 
by children. 

The fact that his most precious thing in the world, his da-
ughter, had been diagnosed with cancer, made Güldane’s father 
devastated. I had seen him crying by the window for many ti-
mes.  The man externalized his anxiety by showing much more 
attention to her than usual. I could understand it from his voice 
and looks, he looked at me as if he was telling me that he accep-
ted the defeat, as if he was saying “You are defeated too, Doc.”. 

The pages of the calendar changed, the calendar changed. 
The seasons changed and kept changing. It was decided that 
Güldane was suitable for bone marrow transplantation. We were 
asking for Güldane’s amber hair back from the bone marrow 
transplantation that we had been using as the new treatment pro-
cedure for the hematology and oncology patients in the recent 
years. This new treatment procedure was frequently opted for 
lately, since a more qualified and longer lifetime might be pro-
vided after this treatment and a successful transplantation. Our 



35

Maybe My Mom Will Come Too

aim was to enable these cells, which were called stem cells and 
which were the origin of all cells, to reform and reproduce in the 
patient’s bone marrow.

We had extracted Güldane’s own cells on time and following a 
high-dose chemotherapy treatment we transfused them back into 
her body. In the meantime, we closely watched her life vital signs 
and any indicators of stem cell rejection and we made the child 
subject to an application of 10-20 days of protective isolation. 

That day, Güldane was going to sing for us. This medicine-
smelling clinic was going to witness the most meaningful chorus 
of the world. Güldane had made a promise and that day was the 
day to keep that promise. The clinic personnel were given the 
necessary instructions, the stage was ready and our exclusive 
guests, particularly Güldane’s fellows were invited. Her singing 
meant hitting the forts of hopelessness with the strongest can-
nonballs. Her singing meant, her holding on to life. 

She looked in to my eyes and didn’t move her eyes from mine 
for a while. I could feel that her lips were moving under her 
mask. I held her hands in mine. We looked at each other for a 
while. Then I asked her to keep her promise. She nodded and ac-
cepted to give the most noble and the holiest concert of all. She 
only uttered a single sentence, “Maybe my mom will come, too”.

I was as excited as a child. I wasn’t acting like my age that day. 
I was in Güldane’s age. We literally made a stage out of a hospital 
room. The velvet curtains of the stage were brought from home 
by Nurse Mukaddes. The hospital’s workshop had stepped in for 
the stage and they had made it from the pallets from the parcels 
of big medical devices. This professional looking platform was 
actually a masterpiece of architecture made with waste material. 

Güldane was even more beautiful than ever, with her tailor-
made dress on. Her excitement could be read from her face. I 
whispered in her ear behind the curtains. 
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– You can do this girl, don’t be scared. Hold on to the love 
in your heart. 

– Can I take my mask off?
I took her mask off with fragile touches and hid myself be-

hind the curtains. 
After an opening speech delivered in the manner of a state 

ceremony, the curtains were opened slowly. Güldane was face 
to face with the audience. She was waiting in the middle of the 
stage with her red shoes, white socks and dress on. She looked at 
the hall filled with the exclusive audience that was mostly con-
sisted of children going through treatment. She examined almost 
every face carefully. She looked at me several times, I nodded 
at her. She gulped and raised the microphone to her dried lips. I 
slowly went closer to her. I put the red scarf with fine laces that 
I secretly wanted from her father earlier, into her palm.  She lo-
oked like she was going to tremble, she stared at this scarf for a 
few seconds. Who knew what flashed in her mind, but a tear fell 
down from her eye and made its way down her cheek. Then, a 
sob was heard. She sniffed the scarf for a few seconds. She loo-
ked into my eyes and I nodded to tell her “yes”. Her lips started 
to move, accompanied by a bitter tone. 

Like a memory belongs to the past / Open your caring arms 
for me, mother

Nights are cold, silent and dark / I’m cold, please tuck me in, 
mother

Mother, mother, my mommy…
How I wish you were here next to me / I would put my head 

on your lap and sleep, mother
You are in my prayers, you are in my dreams / I missed you 

so much, I yearn for you, mother
That was the most painful, sincerest and the most noble song 

I had ever heard. It was impossible for me to stop the tears that 
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were coming from my eyes. My colleagues and the other per-
sonnel were watching this display with tears in their eyes. The 
father was showing the sorrow in his heart by squeezing the cap 
in his hand, he was looking down and never holding his head 
up. All those shows and displays I had seen in my life lost their 
charm compared to this one. 

I gave a signal with my eyes to the janitor Saffet Efendi with 
my eyes. Saffet Efendi nodded to the last guest at the door and 
let her in. I was recording Güldane’s every eye moment in my 
heart memory second by second. A woman looking like she felt 
guilty, with both hands on her stomach came inside the hall. The 
woman whom I had looked for everywhere for so long, the wo-
man whom I had contacted the police and the military offices 
for, arrived. I had somehow found her, persuaded her and bro-
ught her here. Thanks to Güldane, I learned what being a spy 
felt like. 

To my surprise the one whom we thought would never come 
had come. Her sandals caught my attention. Weren’t her feet 
cold in those? As far as I could see, her toes had changed color 
because of the cold. I looked at the boots I was wearing and 
then to her half-naked feet in the sandals. Her cheekbones were 
so outward they looked like they were trying to leave her face. 
The skin on her forehead was all wrinkled and her hair had lots 
of grey in it. Her under-eye bags and dark circles under her eyes 
were grabbing my attention. You could almost see the reflection 
of her pain and trouble on her face. There was a great confusion 
in the hall. “My dear!” cried the woman and her cries echoed 
from the walls of hall. My ears didn’t want to hear her overdue 
cries. My heart didn’t want to accept those cries either.

Güldane became as still as a statue, she didn’t move at all. 
She brought to microphone back to her mouth and tried to con-
tinue singing the same song with her now lowered voice. After 
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the first few words of the first line: “Like a memory belongs to 
the past / Open your caring arms for me mother”, she collapsed 
in sobs. She still wanted to finish the line. 

It was not possible even for the cruelest heart to not to cry 
before this view. I was putting her mask on, while I was liste-
ning to the angels. “Don’t let her kiss her!” they were telling me, 
“Don’t let her!”.
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HATİCE’S LIFE*

Dursaliye ŞAHAN

Ayşe started working for us after she responded to our news-
paper advertisement. Unlike the women before, she was punctual 
and silent. She wouldn’t even ask about her weekly payment if we 
hadn’t reminded her and when she got her payment she would put 
it in her purse without counting it. She had been working for us 
over a year but we still had no idea about her personal life. “There 
is something weird about her, all the other housekeepers’ lives are 
like novels they love to tell. What kind of secrecy is this?” I often 
thought, but the household seemed to be pleased with her. Actually, 
I had gotten really used to her, too. She was my greatest helper. It 
was so great to drink the coffee she made for me in a pot on fire-
brands while reading my book in front of the fireplace in the winter. 

On a Sunday, when Ayşe was taking a day off, the doorbell 
rang, so I answered the door. There was a hefty man in his sixties 
with a handlebar mustache and two young men behind him…

– How may I help you?
– Tell Hatice to come.
– Who?
– Hatice.
– I think you came to the wrong address. 
– It is necessary, tell her to come.
– There is no one here with that name. 
One of the young men behind took a photograph out of his 

pocket and handed it to me. 
– We have learnt it lady, we know she is working here.

*The third place winner of “Lives Changed From Stem to Stern” story contest
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The photograph he had, belonged to Ayşe. She looked like she 
was in her twenties and her eyes were so shiny. I had never seen 
her smile that happy, not even once. There was always sorrow 
hidden in her face. 

When I learned that it was about Ayşe, I opened the door and 
invited the men in. 

Mehmet Ali Ağa had come from Batman. One of the young 
men was his nephew and the other one was his son. He had sev-
en children. One of his seven children was Hatice, as known as 
Ayşe. He didn’t know why Hatice changed her name. In fact, 
they hadn’t been in touch for twelve years, but they needed to 
see her now. Horrible third page news kept flashing in my mind.

– OK, but why are you looking for her now, after all those years?
Mehmet Ali Ağa gulped. His son began to speak. His voice 

was a bit too high. 
– Just give us her address, lady and leave the rest alone. 
They thought they could intimidate me since I was a woman.
– Young man, is it just me, or are you trying to bully me?  

When he was about the answer, Mehmet Ali Ağa held his hend 
up and shut him up. 

– It is hard to explain, madam. Hatice is our last hope. We 
have to find her.

– Is it a matter of chastity?
The word chastity didn’t seem to please any of them. This time, 

his nephew answered.
– It is too late for that.
Mehmet Ali Ağa was a landlord in his town. Ayşe, I mean Hatice, 

was his daughter that eloped to Ankara. They hadn’t been in touch for 
so many years but now they needed to see her because Hatice’s lit-
tle brother, İbrahim was sick. The doctors were thinking about bone 
marrow transplantation, however, none of the family members had 
gotten a match. Hatice was their last hope. They needed to find her 
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and take her to the hospital immediately. If their tissues were com-
patible, Hatice could donate marrow for İbrahim to survive. There 
was something strange, but true. We didn’t exactly know where Ayşe 
lived. It was difficult for me to persuade Ağa and his crew. 

I sent them away by telling them she would be back on Mon-
day afternoon. She was actually going to be there on Monday 
morning, but I had to find Hatice before them, just in case. 

We had given her a ride once. I knew the street she lived on, 
but couldn’t remember which building it was. In the evening, all 
of our household started to knock on every door on that street 
and ask for Hatice. When I was about to give up, I saw Hatice 
on the extension window of an apartment building. I ran to her 
gladly. She was living in a small cottage that was heated by a 
heating stove. There were two sofas facing each other, rugs on 
the floor, all in a very clean, simple, largish room. There was a 
small kitchen counter in the corner of the room. There were a pair 
of children’s shoes among the shoes in front of the door… When 
she listened to what I said, Hatice’s face changed. Her eyes got 
filled with tears. “Did Ibrahim got sick?” she could only say.

– He needs a bone marrow transplantation. Apparently, no-
body turned out to be a match, except you. 

Her tears started to fall down her cheek.
– Ayşe, do you mind if I ask you why you don’t talk to your 

family? 
She looked like she was going to talk, but she couldn’t talk 

between her sobs. I got up and made us coffee on the small 
kitchen counter.

“This time, you will drink the coffee I made.”, I told her.  
When Hatice had turned sixteen, her father wanted her to marry 
her cousin, while she was in love with her now twelve-year old 
son’s dad. They eloped to Ankara together. Her elder brothers 
came after them and found them. They had only been married 
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for a week then. Her husband had stood in front of her like a 
human shield. The second gun had seized up. “Don’t think you 
got away with it Hatice!” yelled her elder brother, when he had 
heard the sirens and then he had run away. 

Her husband, who was taking his last breaths had told her 
“Run, don’t die!”. In fact, Hatice had already felt dead that day, 
but when she discovered her pregnancy after a few months she 
decided that she had to live for her baby. She had run away to 
İstanbul, had changed her name and left no trace behind. I couldn’t 
help but cry. There was also an anger rising up inside of me. 

– Ayşe, you don’t have to do this. I can hide you, they can’t 
find you. I can call the police on them. Don’t worry at all.

Ayşe didn’t say anything, she just kept crying.
Just as I predicted, the men were waiting on the corner of the 

street next morning. They were surprised when they saw me. 
– What are you doing here?
– It is none of your business, madam. Leave it alone. She is 

our sister.
– Oh yeah, your sister whose baby’s daddy you have mur-

dered, right?
They looked at each other.
– Don’t wait here for nothing. She will not come today, or 

any other day.
They got into the car silently and drove away. Two hours later, 

the doorbell rang. They were even more crowded this time. Me-
hmet Ali Ağa was in front of the crowd again. I opened the door, 
let everyone in, except that boy who tried to bully me every time 
he talked. 

– You are going to wait at the door.
The others came and took a seat in the living room. Mehmet 

Ali Ağa’s eyes were on the floor. I didn’t have any pity for them 
anymore. 
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– What do you want?
Mehmet Ali Ağa had a hard time finding his voice.
– Madam, our trouble is very big. We have only one hope for 

our son’s life. Please don’t take that hope away from us. 
– So, are you asking for life from that same girl you have 

tried to murder?
Mehmet Ali Ağa looked startled.
– I… I didn’t know that a life was so precious. 
– Don’t mess around here. Go away. I mean, it is not even 

100% certain that Hatice’s marrow will match. 
Then the phone rang. It was Hatice. 
– Madam, if you see them, tell them I accept it. 
I didn’t trust them. So I called the police and the hospital 

administration and informed them about the matter. I wouldn’t 
leave Hatice’s side for even a single moment. 

–  Don’t even think about coming close to Hatice. In fact, you 
don’t even have to come to the hospital.

We didn’t see anyone of them on the first day. The procedures 
began. I was checking everywhere very carefully. The doctors 
explained every step of the procedure to us. On our second visit 
to the hospital, I saw Mehmet Ali Ağa at the hospital door. There 
was a woman next to him wearing a head scarf. On the third day, 
the doctor told Hatice that she might feel some pain. However, 
whenever I asked Hatice, she told me she didn’t feel anything. 

When we were still in the room, someone knocked on the 
door. If it was one of them, I was determined not to open the 
door. This was the woman I had seen at the door the day before. 
Her eyes were red due to crying. I hesitated to let her in. 

– Let me see my Hatice once.
The mother and daughter hugged. They both were crying. 
– Hatice, come back. Whatever happened, happened. Nobody 

will interfere with you anymore. 
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Hatice was silent again, as if she took a vow of silence.
– I heard that you have a son. Who is looking after him?
Her mother, didn’t know that Hatice, who was a landlord’s 

daughter, was working under the name of Ayşe, as a housekeeper 
in İstanbul and she was taking care of herself and her son. Days 
passed by. The miracle which Mehmet Ali Ağa and his family 
were waiting for happened. Hatice’s stem cells were compatible. 
At our last visit to the hospital, the doctor told Hatice to have some 
rest and that then she would be fine. So, I gave Hatice a week off. 

Mehmet Ali Ağa and his wife came to the next day. They had 
a hardly visible hope on their faces.

– We know we caused you trouble, thank you so much. We 
are leaving. 

– Yeah and my Hatice will come with us too, if God permits it.
– İbrahim sent a message. He told us not to go back without 

his sister.
No matter how bigoted they were, I had no right to keep them 

apart. Their daughter, whom they had tried to murder, had given life 
to their little son who was about to die. That must had taught them a 
lesson. I got my purse and we got into the car. We drove to the build-
ing Hatice was living in. As soon as we went through the garden 
gate, I saw her window which now lacked a curtain. Hatice had tak-
en her son and put their stuff in a small truck and moved away right 
after she was back from the hospital. Nobody knew where she went.

Her mother started to sob. I looked at Mehmet Ali Ağa and 
saw that his eyes were also filled with tears. Hatice was gone and 
nobody knew where she was. Who knew where and under which 
name she was working now. I walked in the house with a sense 
of void for months. Months later, I got a letter from her mother. 
She was asking about her daughter. 

It has been three years now and whenever I put the coffee pot 
on the firebrands, I think of Hatice. 
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THE TURNOUT

Nazife SANDAL

I woke up with the chilling feeling of the cold towel on my 
cheek. My father, who was telling me that I had a horrible fe-
ver, looked very tired and puzzled. Mom never left my side and 
kept yelling at my father “Our daughter is fading away in front 
of us, what are you waiting for? Find a car and take her to the 
hospital!”. My father yelled back and said “You take her!”. We 
learned later that the reason my father didn’t want to take me to 
the hospital, was the fact that everyone from the village he took 
to the hospital had died. His mother, his uncles from both sides 
and the saddest of all, my elder brother… He was so afraid that I 
was going to be an addition to that list, he cried and said “I can’t 
take her there!”. Yet, I taught so wrong of him at that moment…

When he saw that Nadim was getting closer to the house in 
his car, my father yelled “Hurry!” while he was wiping his tears. 
They rushed me to the car. I felt such an exhaustion that I let my-
self lie in their arms, feeling as if I was disappearing. I couldn’t 
even tell when we got in the car or how fast the car moved. I was 
startled by the bitter sirens of the ambulance that came to get me. 
I was swinging from side to side in that ambulance like a baby 
swinging in his cradle. 

The doctors I saw at the entrance of the hospital looked at 
me as if they had seen a ghost, a ghost that was possibly saying 
her farewells to life at the age of nineteen… They were running 
quick tests, attaching the hospital drips and giving me drugs. 
The only times I didn’t hear a mother that had lost her child were 
when I fell asleep from time to time. My cousins next to my bed 
were looking at me with sorrow in their eyes.
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“It’s serious” someone said, when he thought I was asleep. 
When I tried to open my eyes to see who he was, I saw the man 
in the white scrubs looking at my brain graph. The doctor had 
suspected leukemia and told that the situation was out of their 
hands. 

Nadim, made his decision as soon has he learned that it 
would take around two hours to complete the paperwork if I was 
to be transferred to another hospital by an ambulance. The sound 
of someone saying “We should get to the university hospital as 
soon as possible!” echoed in my ears. Afterwards? Afterwards, 
there was again an entrance from the emergency room door and 
I was waiting again, exhausted with sleepy eyes. 

It was three o’clock in the morning, when I was transferred 
to the inpatient clinic. Since it wasn’t possible for me to learn 
my roommate’s name or to hear his voice, I called him Grandpa 
BeepBeep. 

The next day, the sky was very cloudy and the air was cov-
ered with a fog, despite the fact that it was the sixteenth of Au-
gust. I felt like this weather was only adding more to my nausea 
and to my joint pain. I wish at least the weather was nicer. This 
wasn’t the last of my troubles either. My glasses were also left 
home. Seeing lots of my relatives coming together at the hospi-
tal made me even more confused. Even without my glasses, I 
could see how they looked at me. Even I pitied myself. 

I was having a hard time eating and swallowing my pills I 
felt like a fish out of water and I lost myself. I couldn’t speak. I 
thought I was going to go deaf because the noises of my shiver-
ing teeth. I heard someone yelling, “Nurse!”, “Doctor!”. Some 
people in white scrubs were around my bed and they were shout-
ing this time, “Bring some ice here, hurry up!”. I was so cold. I 
was as cold as a person would be in an ice cold water on a winter 
day. I lied down in the ice bars for an hour or two. Thanks to 
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God, by the effect of ice, my shivering slowed down and then 
completely stopped. The fish out of the water seemed to have 
fought enough for the fisherman to give up and let her back in 
the sea. 

My mom and cousin were with me all the time. When the 
doctors said “We’ll extract marrow”, my mom quickly respond-
ed “Do it please, do it.”. As the owner of this body, I had no 
intention to allow them to do so. When did I give in? I gave in 
when my dad’s voice that was kilometers away told me “Leave 
yourself to the doctors my girl. Have you forgotten what our 
leader, Atatürk said?”. I was persuaded by my father and also 
by my doctor’s friendly approach and his warm smile. I wonder 
whether I would be persuaded if I had known how bad it was 
going to hurt. Oh, what a terrible pain that was! A millimeter 
by millimeter journey to the bone marrow, accompanied by the 
clatters of the bone… The extraction of the bone marrow, thou-
sands of tears…

My blood counts were getting lower and lower every day 
and I was having a hard time breathing. Sometimes my ears ech-
oed with sounds like nightmares and sometimes I heard some 
nostalgic pieces of music which I never wanted to stop. And, 
my dream… It was a dream I had, almost every time I closed 
my eyes since I had been there.  A dirty, rusty, earthy road with 
bumps, with a turnout at the end; and my arrival at that turnout 
after a long walk in fits and starts that ends with my inability to 
walk past it and my turn back from there… A long, everlasting 
road… It looked wide and terrifying every time I had seen it. 
Who knows, maybe the rest of the road after the turnout was the 
road to our eternal destination. I believed if I continued to go 
on that road and pass beyond the turnout, that I would go on the 
eternal journey and accepted it as an indicator to my death. I was 
glad that, I wasn’t going beyond the turnout. 
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The nurse’s trolley filled with drugs and blood bags had ar-
rived again. A hospital drip on one side and a white blood bag 
on the other, I had already become a part of a “three-in-one”. 
As someone who was in the best ages of her youth, I didn’t feel 
any cheer or joy inside me. I only had a desire to sleep with my 
sleepy eyes without any glasses, a desire to sleep and to never 
wake up. 

My father and my relatives’ visit cheered me up. I was so 
glad that my father and uncle came from the village in the mid-
dle of a night just to visit me. I asked for my glasses with hope. 
They told me they were in the car. “We forgot them in the car my 
girl, don’t worry, your uncle will get them for you”, my father 
told me when he was tending towards the corridor.  My father’s 
blue eyes had turned red from crying on that corridor, he lost 
himself while sobbing.

On the other hand, my brother was stiff as a statue due to his 
struggle to not to cry. They wouldn’t understand what someone 
with such a short time left to live would need her glasses for. 
They had no idea about how much I had known about my health 
condition. My dear father cried so much. “You are still asking for 
your glasses. My dear, this life is not worth seeing, why would 
you want to see it clearer?” my father told me and then he fell 
down on the floor. He lost himself, he let himself go. He cried, he 
yelled, he got silent, he couldn’t stand it any longer and he cried 
and cried. They say real men don’t cry, however, if a real man 
loses his most loved ones, he would cry, like my father, he would 
cry without caring about what people think of him. Sometimes 
they looked at me with their eyes telling me “You are going to 
die Nazo!” and inside of my own head I was yelling back at them 
saying “No, I will not die now! I will fight till the end!”.

While I was making promises to myself, I found the doc-
tor next to me. This time, he was asking for my permission for 
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chemotherapy treatment.  “I leave myself to your hands” I told 
him. He said my body might not be able to handle it. He said 
I needed someone calm to stay with me. I knew it. I knew if I 
couldn’t handle it, I would sleep and never wake up again. My 
aunt left the room immediately, my mom insisted on staying but 
I needed the calmest person to stay with me, so I asked my other 
aunt, who always watched me without even looking at some-
where else for a single second, to stay with me. 

My doctor had wanted to know me better and talked with 
my father very openly. “This is a very serious, life-threatening 
disease, however, you shouldn’t stop trusting God. It is actually 
a little bit up to Nazife to recover. I would like to get to know 
her better. This young flower is fading away in front of our eyes. 
If I know her point of view on life, then I may be more helpful 
for her, I can learn how we should approach her. Tell me about 
her…” he told my father.

 “Nazife is someone who can study for long hours, she has 
a never-ending desire for education. You can understand our fi-
nancial situation; we couldn’t give her proper education. She 
had to take high school exams out of the school. Meanwhile, she 
worked at citrus factories and made contributions to our family 
budget. She always succeeded in what she had in mind. She de-
cided to get education, so she definitely would. A friend of mine 
helped us, so Nazife got registered to a preparatory school for 
free. It was so great of them to not to ask for any money from 
us. Though, even if they asked, we wouldn’t be able to pay. She 
stayed with her aunt that year. My daughter is very thoughtful, 
so apparently she felt very upset about not being able to pay for 
the preparatory school and for having to stay with her aunt. She 
felt like she was fading away when she was at the preparatory 
school. She didn’t tell us these back then. She always said “I will 
get accepted to a university dad, for whatever it’s worth, I will.”. 
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My daughter is ambitious, full of life, she cheers everyone up.” 
my father told the doctor and started to sob again in the doctor’s 
arms.  The doctor, pleased with what he heard, told my father 
“Alright then, our ambitious girl is going to win this battle too.” 
and gave hope to my father.

Of course I had some pessimistic moments earlier but the 
disease didn’t know something, that I was very stubborn. 

I slowly opened my eyes after the chemotherapy. My aunt 
called for me, “My dear”. I hadn’t taken any sedatives but I still 
felt lightheaded. My relatives, who were even prepared to re-
ceive the news of my death, were very happy to hear that I woke 
up. However, my death was still expected. It just hadn’t hap-
pened that day. If you ask me whether I hadn’t expected to die, 
my answer would be “Yes, I might die in that process, but I knew 
I wasn’t going to. Because I was determined and stubborn. I was 
going to fight and not going to die.”

The doctors and the hospital personnel were surprised to 
see such a big crowd waiting for me. They asked each other “Is 
Nazife’s family really big, or are they really rich?”. Who was 
Nazife? She was a young lady, who came from a village in the 
wild, who had gotten accepted to a university but wasn’t able to 
enroll because she didn’t have the financial support. In fact, yes, 
Nazife was coming from a very rich family, because their close 
relations and love for each other were their wealth. We were 
crowded and strong, but the oxygen I inhaled was not enough. 
My color was getting darker and the face you would call a dead 
face was covering my head. 

I needed a miracle. This flower, needed some rain before it 
died. What wouldn’t my mom, dad, aunts, cousins, or relatives 
do for some good news! Waiting was so difficult. Struggling 
with this disease, couldn’t even be described. 



51

The Turnout

The desired happened at the end, everybody was praying for 
the doctors to be wrong and it turned out that way. My doc-
tors were suspecting leukemia, however, it was now clear that I 
didn’t have leukemia. I had another disease called hemophago-
cytic syndrome. This was the lesser of two evils. Suddenly, the 
other patients around me started to get hopeful that maybe they 
didn’t have leukemia as well.

My determination, fighter personality, prayers filled with 
love, approaches of my doctors, their genuine attitudes, treat-
ing me like one of their siblings and of course the grace of God 
helped me recover and get my health back. 

What did I learn from what I had been through? This disease 
wasn’t afraid of drugs. Cancer was afraid if the body it got itself 
in did not accept it and refused to want it, if the patient could re-
main cheerful and ignored cancer and the pain it brought with it.

You might not have relatives, or people who love you, this 
doesn’t mean you should lose hope. Even if you are alone, you 
have to fight to see the sun again. This world needs ambitious, 
determined and good hearted people. Even if you think you are 
alone, you are not actually alone, don’t forget that. Believe me, 
these diseases, which swore to get themselves in a body and take 
it to the eternity in a short time, give in when they come across 
a patient that keeps fighting, holding on to life. They say their 
farewells and go away, leaving no trace behind. Believe me, be-
lieve, I have told you what I have been through.
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UNDERSTANDING THE PHARAOH

Esra Nur KAHRAMAN

The man didn’t have much money, but it was enough, it was 
enough to buy a loaf of bread and some cheese; it wasn’t enough 
to buy three, but it was enough to buy one. That was OK, it was 
enough. He was pleased with his life, only until that day. 

In fact, it didn’t seem different than any other day. He went 
to work as he did every morning, he had lunch and in the even-
ing he took the road home. He passed across the street he passed 
every day. Or, let’s say, he was passing across until a sharp brak-
ing noise stopped him. He understood how it must felt for the 
stray cats and dogs and other creatures who froze in the middle 
of the road in those times of shock and which pay the price of 
those brief moments of shock with their lives. Thankfully, he 
didn’t have to pay this price with his life. During those few sec-
onds in which he touched the cold hood of the car in front of 
him, many thoughts regarding life and death had come across 
his mind. He knew what a beautiful and unique gift life was. 
However, there was a difference between knowing something 
and comprehending it. 

His body was on auto-pilot, unsure of what he was doing, he 
took his hands of the cold of the car and kept walking. However, 
his auto-pilot could only take him to the pavement on the side of 
the street. He sat on the pavement and stayed there. His body felt 
numb. He felt like he was going to faint. Maybe he had passed 
out for a little while, who knows. If there wasn’t a small hand 
touching his shoulder, it might had taken him longer to come to 
his senses. First he looked at the child’s face and then to his open 
hand. He put his hands in to his pockets to fill this child’s hand 
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with at least a small amount of money, but the only thing he 
could find in those pockets were tiny cotton balls that had been 
stacking up in his pockets for years. He looked up, this time first 
to the child’s hand and then to his face. He pet the child’s head 
with a bitter smile. The kid said, “Don’t worry, that’s OK” and 
left. 

It was OK, but something still changed in him. That’s when 
he started to understand pharaohs. He didn’t spend much time 
thinking about pyramids and stuff before. Of course, it was not 
nice to make so many people work like slaves, he was sure of 
that. Yet he could understand the desire to be immortal. He had 
to do something.

He didn’t have much money, it was enough for him, but only 
for him. He wasn’t complaining about this before. He still wasn’t 
complaining, however he wanted to be able fill those tiny palms 
at least with a little bit. He understood the pharaohs, but being a 
pharaoh wasn’t what he wanted. He didn’t want to make people 
work like slaves in order to be remembered for many years after 
his death, he wanted to do kindness. His mom had always told 
him when he was younger. “Neither an evil act, nor a kind one is 
ever forgotten, my son”. He didn’t want to be a bad guy, yet he 
didn’t know how to do good without any money. 

Sun rose and set over his thoughts and then rose again. He 
still didn’t come up with an idea. He decided to wait for the 
idea to come up to his mind. It was more possible for the idea to 
come, than money.

He kept going to work and coming back, crossing the streets. 
Sometimes a dog chased him, so he changed his way. It was 
good that he did. His mom always told him that everything hap-
pened for a reason. On that day, he believed that she was right. 
He saw the big tents in the park that day, the blood donation 
tents. He liked it so much. He had lots of blood. At least, he 
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guessed so. I mean, he was almost sure. He went inside the tent 
and he learned for sure that he actually had. The needle hurt a bit 
and he got dizzy after the donation a bit, but he was happy. He 
was so excited the next day, that he found it really hard to work. 
When he left work, he directly hurried to the tent. He went inside 
and opened his arm. The nurse smiled, but didn’t accept his do-
nation. Apparently you couldn’t donate blood every day. So, on 
that day, he learned that there was so much for him to learn. He 
got upset. “I just want to help” he said. The nurse handed him a 
booklet; he read it when he arrived home and it cheered him up. 

The man wasn’t very talkative, however, everybody wit-
nessed his joy that day. They asked him the reason and he 
showed them the booklet, but they didn’t understand him. The 
headworker called him and asked him why. 

– Why do you want to do this?
– To do good.
– You know that they stick needles like nails in your waist, 

right? It would hurt so much, son. You may even become crip-
pled. This is your waist; it is no joking matter. If it’s not for one 
of your relatives, then just forget about it. 

– It’s not for my relatives.
It wasn’t for one of his relatives. He didn’t even know who 

the person was. He couldn’t sleep that night; he was uncom-
fortable. He had nightmares about huge nails being pushed into 
his waist, he woke up when his bones were crackling. He had 
sweated like a pig. First, under the effect of his nightmare, he 
gave up, but then he changed his mind about giving up. Good-
ness required sacrifice. 

The next day, he asked the rest of the day off from the unwill-
ing headworker and went to the address that was on the booklet. 
There was also a smiling nurse there. He got a bit of relief when 
he saw her. The nurse told him to wait in the corridor, so he 



56

Lives Changed From Stem to Stern

waited. When he was waiting, he heard some bone crackles and 
nailing sounds. When the nurse called his name from the door 
of the room she had entered, all of the other sounds stopped. He 
shivered. He was scared, so what? Men could occasionally get 
scared too. 

He stepped into the room and faced a familiar view from the 
tents, the blood donation chair. “Aren’t there any nails to put in 
the waist, or bone sounds?” he asked. He was surprised and very 
pleased. “Not anymore” said, the nurse. Good thing they didn't 
live in the past. “It was all explained in the booklet, haven’t you 
read it?” she asked. Of course, he had read it, but rather than a 
piece of paper he had chosen to believe his colleagues. “Besides, 
this registration is for you, if a patient matching your cells shows 
up we will let you know”. He said “Okay” and watched the nurse 
fill the tube in her hand with his blood, then he started to wait. 

He told the headworker and his colleagues how easy it was. 
They laughed at him and sometimes even mocked him. He didn’t 
care. He got offended sometimes, but he didn’t care much. He 
hoped to hear from the hospital, yet hoped that no one was ill. 
But these are human beings, not machines. Diseases would al-
ways happen and after seven months of wait, it happened. The 
nurse told him “We have a matching patient, if you are still will-
ing”. Of course he was willing to do it. He was going to be im-
mortal that day.

He had a nice breakfast. He wondered how this person was? 
Was it a man, or a woman? Was this person young or older? He 
closed his eyes, tried to draw a portrait in the darkness beneath 
his eye-lids, but then stopped doing it. He decided it wasn’t so 
important how did that person look like. The only thing that 
mattered was that this person would recover. These were hu-
man beings, not machines. So diseases happened, however, the 
important thing was to recover at the end.  When he got to the 
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hospital, he was already used to donating blood. Compared to 
having nails stuck in your waist, donating blood was a piece 
of cake. They put him on a bed in a room so he could get some 
rest. This was the first time he was lying down on a hospital 
bed. He felt weird. Was it the loneliness? He couldn’t decide. He 
was feeling a bit tired at first and now he started to feel really 
tired. Maybe, if he had some sleep, he would feel better. If there 
wasn’t a knock on his room’s door, he would possibly sleep. 
However, he couldn’t not respond to the soft and shy knocking 
on the door. Even though he couldn’t get up and open it, “Come 
in!” he managed to say. 

An olive-eyed woman without hair looked from the door 
first and when she was sure that she found who she was looking 
for, she let her dress to also enter the door. The man sat up on 
the bed. They didn’t know each other, but they both knew who 
the other person was. They talked a little bit, they poured out 
their grief to each other, they cried a little and laughed a little. 
The woman left the room. After a short time, there was another 
knock on the door. The knock seemed to have its self-confidence 
now, but this time two hairless heads and one green and one pink 
dress came inside the room along four olive eyes. The girl hid 
behind her mother first. When her mother encouraged the girl, 
she went to the man, hugged him and gave him a kiss on the 
cheek. She also thanked him. She told him about the toys she 
is going to play with at the park when she recovered. She told 
him how much she missed her mother’s lovely hair. She missed 
her own hair too, but missed her mom’s hair the most. She had 
been upset when she had her hair cut, but she had gotten even 
more upset when mommy had gotten hers cut. The woman got 
emotional. She kissed her daughter’s hand and told her how they 
were both going to grow their hair back when the girl recovered 
and how they were going to play “the princess” game. She told 
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the girl until the girl got sleepy. It didn’t take too long, since the 
girl got sleepy really soon. The woman lifted her daughter in her 
arms and said goodbye to the guy. The man loved this little girl. 
He appreciated the woman. She had her hair cut for her daugh-
ter, who knows what other things she had done for her. 

All of the sacrifices the woman made, both the ones he knew 
and the ones he was unaware of were real. She had given up 
her career which she had worked so hard for.  She had so many 
financial troubles, she even had to sell the ring which was her 
late mother’s gift. The man didn’t know about these, but it didn’t 
matter. The man thought until he fell asleep, about the girl and 
the woman…

It was good that he didn’t try too much to draw a portrait 
into the darkness under his eyelids. It was very unlikely that any 
artist would be able to paint those beautiful black eyes properly. 
He was glad that he was going to remain alive in that little girl’s 
smile and in her eyes. Even in her children and in her grandchil-
dren… He had a beautiful dream in his sleep. He wasn’t able to 
fill a small palm with money, yet he was able to fill it with blood. 
OK, now when it is said like that, it sounds like a nightmare 
rather than a dream, but this was the most beautiful dream he 
had ever had. The girl and the man were changing each other’s 
lives radically. Whether they were aware of it, or not…
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BLOSSOMING HOPE

Berna ÖZCAN

– I liked one of the wedding gowns we have seen today a lot, 
but Turgut didn’t like it. 

– Of course he didn’t, why would he? He has never liked 
anything you have until today, of course he wouldn’t like the 
wedding gown either. 

– He said its back was too revealing, he asked me to pick a 
more conservative one. 

– Sister, do you think Turgut, who hasn’t been even a bit jeal-
ous of you for the last two years, has suddenly become a jealous 
man when there is only one month left until your wedding? It’s 
obviously a lie, he must have another motive. 

– Don’t be ridiculous Selen, he honestly told me, he said its 
back was too revealing.

– I’m sure he asked for its price when you were trying it and 
when he heard that it was expensive, he made this reason up. 

– I can’t understand you Selen. There are only a few weeks 
to the wedding and you still couldn’t accept your brother-in-law. 

– Seriously, I can’t understand you. You don’t talk about any-
thing else but Turgut and the wedding. I had no idea how keen 
you were on getting married. I don’t like your unlikeable fiancé; 
do I have to like him?

– You know what, it’s my mistake, I thought we could have a 
decent conversation. Of course you don’t like Turgut, who have 
you ever liked except yourself?

– Why would I like a stranger? Who cares about your boy-
friend? 
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It would be enough for me if my sister, who claims that she 
doesn’t like him because he’s a stranger, at least liked me. She’s 
eighteen but still refusing to grow up. And there I’m sitting in 
front of her, expecting her to understand her nine-year-older sis-
ter’s feelings. What a big mistake. I don’t want to tire myself by 
responding, so I remain silent. 

The sounds of footsteps that are coming closer to us break the 
silence of resentment between us. Unaware of the great uproar 
that happened just a few seconds ago, the person at the door opens 
it slowly. When I turn around, I can see that it’s my mom, she is 
talking to me while her eyes are on Selen. Selen, doesn’t  even 
look at her as if my mom heard our argument and chose my side.

– OK, my girl, let’s go to the kitchen, your father is waiting 
for us.

– Alright mom, we’re coming. 
– It’s as if my sister lives here alone. Why don’t you invite 

me to the kitchen mom? Am I not your daughter?
– Yasemin, what’s wrong with her again? She is looking for 

a reason to be upset with me.
– She is mad at me and trying to take it out on you. 
– Oh sis, how big do you think of yourself? Why would I be 

mad at you? You can get married, or divorced, I don’t care. 
– Selen, can you keep it quiet! You are being offensive as 

you talk.
– You keep it quiet! I’m sick of listening to you talking about 

marriage all the time.
– I swear, if I ever talk to you again…
I follow my mom to the kitchen in a manner of escape from 

the room. Arguments between sisters are a part of our house-
hold essentials as well as they are every household’s. My sister’s 
impertinence is growing up as she is. Her behavior is casting a 
shadow over the happiest days of my life. 
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– Yasemin, dear, please mix that salad for me. Why is Selen 
still not here? 

– She is expecting a proper invitation to the table.
– My God, that girl is going to kill me. I should go and invite 

her then. 
– Dad, the soap is going to get cold, maybe you should start 

eating.
– I won’t start until our little princess arrive. You should deal 

with the salad; they’ll be here soon.
In fact, Selen is aware that she is being impertinent, but it is 

in her nature, she is like a scorpion, can’t stop stinging everyone 
near her. 

Not in more than five minutes, daddy’s little princess arrive 
at the table with a sour face. 

– My dearest daughter has arrived. Come on my dear, sit next 
to me.

– My dear daddy, no one ,except you, cares about me in this 
house!

Yeah, as I told you, she can’t stop stinging. We look at each 
other smiling. None of us responds to what Selen says. Because, 
we know that Selen is intending to keep arguing and ruin our 
dinner. Dad breaks the which was only broken by the sounds of 
spoons and forks hitting our plates.

– Yasemin, what have you done today? Did you get the wed-
ding dress?

– No, dad. We’ll check another store tomorrow. 
– With Turgut’s stinginess, you will check lots of stores. 
– You should hurry, don’t act last minute! There’s only a few 

days to the wedding.
– Dad, we also want to get the groom’s suit this weekend, is 

our budget available?  
– Tomorrow is the paycheck day. Would five hundred liras 

be enough?
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– It would be enough for the suit, but with the belt and the 
shoes it would be at least around seven hundred. 

– Woah, sis! A suit for five hundred? Can’t you just be more 
prudent? I will go to university in five months. If you spend all 
the money of our household, what are we going to do when you 
leave?

– My girl, please let me deal with the house budget. You should 
get accepted to a university before we think about these stuff. 

– It’s enough! Shut up, don’t talk, keep quiet! You don’t care 
about me. Am I adopted or something? Only one you care about 
is my sister. She is going to leave soon, I’m the one who’ll be 
here for you, don’t forget that. 

– Selen, it’s enough! We can’t even talk to each other because 
of your sauciness. I can’t stand your impertinence any more.

– And I can’t stand you sis! Just get out of this house already, 
I hate you!

– Selen get up! Go to your room now! And don’t even come 
to me until you apologise to your sister! 

The fact that she couldn’t talk back after my father’s roar-
ing voice, made Selen even more angry. She threw the spoon 
in her hand to the dinner table and left the kitchen. She hit 
the door’s room so hard that the glass on the kitchen door 
shuddered. My parents’ frustrated looks were focused on their 
plates. They knew, if they looked at me I would start crying. 
The last sentence I have heard from Selen made my heart 
break so bad that my body shuddered like the glasses did sec-
onds ago. I didn’t even had the strength to hold the spoon. I 
didn’t want my parents to see this and get even more upset; so 
I got support from the side of the dinner table and got up to 
go somewhere I could cry without being seen. The last thing 
I felt was my shaky legs’ not being able to carry my body and 
my fall to the floor. 
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The first thing I felt when I was coming to myself, was the 
coolness that was hitting my face which was burning like fire. 
My mom was crying out my name with great anxiety. When I 
opened my eyes, I was afraid of what happened due to the horror 
on my mom’s face. When I saw my dad’s relieved, smiling face, 
as if we have escaped some kind of danger, I also got relieved a 
bit. “Don’t worry, I’m OK now”, I wanted to tell them, however, 
I didn’t have enough strength to open my locked jaw. I was able 
to control my arms and legs after half an hour at the emergency 
room. We all knew that it was a fit of nerves, but how could you 
explain sisters’ argument to the doctor in the emergency room?

The specialist in the emergency room was examining me in 
great detail, as if he was looking for something very important. 
I was struggling to put my shoes on after the examination. The 
doctor suddenly told me “Your blood counts are low. You must 
see the internal diseases specialist tomorrow. This low blood 
count maybe the indicator of a serious disease”.

I thought the doctor had exaggerated this fit of nerves a lot. My 
parents had already forgotten about the argument we had at home 
and focused on the last sentence the doctor uttered. When we ar-
rived home, Selen greeted us at the door looking embarrassed. 
Her sister’s, whom she had always arguments with throughout the 
years, ending up in the emergency room after their last argument 
must have softened her heart. With a harsh signal my father gave 
her with his eyes, she hugged me and apologized. Neither this 
hug, nor her apology cured my heartache. I knew that my sister 
apologized to me not because she regretted what she had said, but 
because I was taken to the emergency room after what she said. 

The next day, taking the emergency specialist’s advice, I 
went to the internal diseases clinic. The doctor who gave me 
the impression that he got all the grey in his hair working in 
this clinic, asked me lots of questions after he checked the test 
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results I got from the emergency room. “Do you have any rashes 
or itchy spots on your body? How long have you been feeling 
tired?” and questions of that kind. At the end of the examination, 
unlike what I expected, the doctor ordered me to get a consulta-
tion from the oncology clinic, instead of giving me a prescrip-
tion. The order for consultation created an effect of shock in 
my mind. The scared look on my parents face also made me 
scared of the possibility of a serious disease. I could hear my 
mom praying when we were on our way to the oncology clinic. 

My thoughts were everywhere. There was a constant battle 
between my hopes and fears. While my hopes were smiling like 
blossoming flowers, my fears were taking my hopes down one 
by one like a hunter on a duck hunt.  This wait in ambiguity 
lasted for ten days, starting at the door of the examination room, 
till we got the results of the pathology. The fact that the doctor 
who evaluated my pathology results started his speech with long 
sentences, almost indicated that the fears in my mind were for 
nothing. Though, in real life, my fears had won. I couldn’t hear 
the rest of his words after the doctor said “Hope will recover 
you”. It was as if, my heart got cold while I was still alive, my 
ears went deaf and my eyes went blind. 

In the month following the diagnosis, my hopes that were 
supposed to recover me started to collapse one by one like domi-
noes. My wedding, that got me exhausted mentally and physi-
cally during last year, was first put off and then called off. I can’t 
get mad at my boyfriend of two years. He is right, who would 
want to be in a marriage that was built on the edge of a cliff, to 
live with the fear of being hit by a harsh wind? I heard my mom 
telling my dad that my mother-in-law asked her “Even if she 
gets recovered, if the disease recur, how can we explain this situ-
ation to our grandchildren who will be left behind?”. I thought 
she was right. I don’t want to leave my children, or my husband 
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left behind. Alright, I can understand all of these, but how could 
I think anything innocent about my close social circle’s acting 
like I had a contagious disease and their getting distant? I don’t 
even know what to think of the ones who started to look at me 
with pity since they have heard about my disease. No matter 
which branch of hope I tried to hold on to, there have always 
been some hedge shears written “leukemia” all over it, that cut 
those branches off.

Me, Yasemin, the girl who is in the best years of her youth! 
How can I protect my hopes that were planted in the winter, 
from the wreckful white frost of the winter? With time, I have 
come to realise that it is necessary to cut and clean the samplings 
which have exploded improperly in the spring for a sapling to 
grow. The branches that the leukemia cut off were those improp-
er, weak hopes. My hopes that were expected to grow and blos-
som were the ones my parents have been raising in their hearts.  

How can I think about death while my mom is praying for 
my recovery day and night? How can I not resist to give up in 
this difficult journey while my dad sacrifices his house and his 
car that he worked so hard to afford, for some hope? Oh and my 
dear sister, who knew she was so attached to me. Apparently this 
disease, this bad incident was the thing we have been waiting for 
many years to express our love for each other. 

My sister, who thought five hundred liras were too much for 
a suit that day, was now shedding tears of joy when she heard 
that our car and house were sold. 

We, human beings, are so caught up in our routine lives that 
our families that we see every day go unnoticed by us in our 
daily lives. Like carelessly sitting on a sofa we always sit on, we 
carelessly assume that being a family only means living in the 
same house. Until we face the fear of losing one of the family 
members, we do not understand the real value of family.
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My sister, the little girl who refused to grow up for so many 
years, made so much process during this journey. She sudden-
ly matured. In the past, when I hoped her to grow up, I never 
thought that this growing up was going to happen to her while 
she was being crushed by so much sorrow and responsibility. 
She never leaves me alone, as if I would disappear if she did. 
She has been successfully hiding her fear of losing me until this 
day. 

My sister’s sincerity also touched the nurse when one day, 
when there wasn’t enough blood left for my body that was 
weakened by the chemotherapy, my sister said “I can donate 
my blood” without even thinking and held her arm towards the 
nurse. In order to emphasize the importance of being siblings, 
the nurse told us “Being a sibling means sharing the same womb. 
It means that we came from the same mother, the same womb 
and that we are made of the same mold”. On that day I and my 
sister, finally understood that we were flowers blossomed from 
the same root. We understood that having siblings was one of the 
greatest gifts of life.

Chemotherapies, treatments which I hope that will help me 
stronger… I feel even more exhausted and sick after each chemo 
session. The medical name for my disease is “acute myeloid leu-
kemia”. It appears to be growing fast and it is defined as malig-
nant. However, the early discovery of my disease said to have 
increased my chances of survival. All of my family’s hope is to 
have that chance. You can’t help but hope if there is still life in 
your body. How can I give up hope, while this life is a gift given 
to me by God? Wouldn’t giving in to this disease be a betrayal to 
this great gift? In this kind of times, I compare leukemia to the 
wolves that ate into the body of his holiness, prophet Eyüp and 
try to take an example by his patience. The life battle he won 
helps my hopes to blossom again.
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For the complementary treatment of my chemotherapy treat-
ment bone marrow transplantation is needed. They are extract-
ing blood samples from my family since it is needed to look for 
bone marrow donors. Apparently it is a low possibility for par-
ents to have a match with their children. However, the doctors 
are hopeful about my sister’s marrow compatibility.

After the weeks filled with the fear of not having a match, 
there is finally a smile on the doctor’s face when he greeted us. 
My sister’s Selen blood tissues turned out to be seventy-five per-
cent compatible. My sister, who opened her arm without any 
hesitation to give me blood when there wasn’t enough blood 
during the chemotherapy sessions, has helped my hopes that 
grew from the same root to blossom again.  I have understood 
that my sister, whose brattiness I was tired of, was an irreplace-
able part of my life. Thank God for my sibling!

I have an advice for the parents who only wants to raise 
one child to have more financial welfare, please do not debar 
your children from the physical and spiritual support of having 
a sibling. 
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LIFE TRANSPLANTATION

Deniz DERECİ

The girl opened her diary with the pink cover. She wrote a 
pitch-dark sentence on her diary page, on which she actually had 
planned to write her dreams and the nice days she had. “My uncle 
has leukemia”. What did those four words mean to her? Uncle 
meant a relative, of whom she only knew the name, whom she 
hadn’t seen for seventeen years. On the other hand, leukemia was 
an evil disease. If someone’s name was mentioned along leuke-
mia, a mental grave would be dug for that person, but the person 
wouldn’t be buried right away. The body and spirit pieces that 
were lost day by day through those treatments would be put in 
that grave and the grave would be covered not with earth but with 
tears. The worst part of all was that, these would never be told to 
the patient, there were only implications. There were lumps in 
throats, sad looks, dying hopes, but nothing that could be said. 
How could the girl know those two words, “uncle” and “leuke-
mia” would meet in the same sentence and locate themselves in 
the middle of her life. 

As soon as that black writing was put on that page, things in 
their life started to change. There was nothing visible, however 
the uneasiness of her mother was covering their house wave by 
wave. Now, her mom was having very long phone conversations. 
At first she would try to hide drops of sadness in her eyes af-
ter each phone call, but her daughter could always notice them. 
Sometimes the girl heard the conversations. Her mother would 
say stuff that she had never heard in her life to the person on the 
other end of the phone. The girl didn’t understand and she didn’t 
think her mother understood it either. She knew they were going 
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through hard times, there was neither a good nor a bad feeling 
inside her. So, she didn’t say anything to comfort her mother, 
she couldn’t…

While they were having uneasy days of depression, some-
one in another city of Turkey, was learning how to fight for his 
own life. It all happened suddenly. The man had seen the doctor 
last month for the ache in his leg. He thought it was nothing, 
however, his wife insisted on seeing the doctor. So just to give 
her relief, he left work and went to the hospital. After a short ex-
amination, the doctor asked for a routine blood test. A few days 
later, he brought his wife with him to the appointment, so that she 
could hear the doctor tell them it was nothing. He wanted her to 
hear that he was fine, so she could get some relief. However, the 
news didn’t turn up to be what he expected. There was a shadow 
on the doctor’s face, he asked for some more tests. The days that 
had passed in the meantime didn’t change anything. They got 
some bad news and lots of orders from the doctor. They left the 
room with confused faces. No holy point of view could know 
what a man in the hands of death would have in mind. Leaving 
his beloved life, not being able to see his children get married, or 
not being able to live the life he wanted to live? What about the 
things going through the woman’s mind, the woman who was 
being pushed into the unknown? The possibility of becoming 
a widow at such a young age, the thought of facing every diffi-
culty in life by herself, or their dreams of retirement which would 
never happen? Maybe being a patient’s relative was something 
almost as hard as being the patient.

They both had an inapprehensible expression on their faces 
when they left the doctor’s office. They looked confused, rather 
than upset. They both remained silent for a long time. The man 
felt lonely. It was as if he started to build invisible walls around 
him. Suddenly, he became different than anyone else around him. 
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Those people could only see those feelings he had in the movies. 
Life was so strange. A few hours ago, he was just like other peo-
ple. The thought that “it wouldn’t happen to him” was so rooted 
in his mind that he found it hard to accept what the doctor had 
told him. 

On the other hand, his wife also had complicated feelings. 
The things they knew about cancer were only the things they 
heard here and there. However, no one had told them how to stay 
strong when they had to challenge this disease. How was she 
going to support her husband? How was she going to take care 
of her children? Well, how was she going to console herself? 
What could she say while she had so many questions in mind? 
The silence between them got longer and their trip had ended. 
Eventually, the woman managed to find something to say, “Let’s 
go to İstanbul, let’s get you checked there.”. Her sound sounded 
strange, even she thought it did. Then she got embarrassed as if 
she had said something silly, so she went quiet. The man nod-
ded and approved his wife, he had nothing else to say. So, he 
remained silent. They got on the first plane and flew to İstanbul. 

The man couldn’t calculate how many days it had been since 
he was introduced to leukemia. Sometimes he thought about 
how many days he had left. He had heard that there were patients 
who lived like this for many years. He wasn’t completely hope-
less but not really hopeful either. He didn’t like hospitals. This 
was the first time he had stayed in a hospital, not to say due to an 
illness that made people say “what a pity!”. He felt like he started 
with a disadvantage against the disease. He heard everyone tell 
him to “keep the spirits up”, but he couldn’t manage to do so. 
In the beginning, he would ask questions to his doctors and talk 
about his disease, but after a while, he quit. He only focused on 
a thought he had, one that he might have heard from somewhere: 
“Cancer is the biggest trick your body does to you”. 
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Lots of people wanted to see him. However, each of them 
had to do with waving behind a distant window. The cheapest 
and the most effective method in the treatment was to give hope. 
However, these windows were not only germ-proof, but also 
hope-proof. He knew that the words of his loved ones would 
help him a lot, yet their attempts to talk to him would either turn 
out to be a buzz on the speaker, or steam on the glass…

Being diagnosed with cancer might not be the worst thing in 
the world, but having someone in your family diagnosed with 
cancer was the worst thing that could happen to a family. Espe-
cially if this evil thing called cancer had been seen in the family 
before and if it had taken a life from the family…

The first one who got cancer in the family was the girl’s oth-
er uncle. For her luck, she didn’t know him either. Her mother 
didn’t talk to her brothers for many years. This disease managed 
to break the ice between them a little, however it was too late 
for her brother who was diagnosed with lung cancer. Most of 
the family heard about his death a short while after they found 
out about his disease. Even before they managed to dress their 
wounds – and it felt impossible to do so even in a thousand years- 
a new aggressive case of cancer shocked the family. All those 
people who could do nothing but wait, were in need of some 
good news that would come from the other end of the phone.

One day, the good news arrived, the recovery was possible. 
At least there was something else-besides chemotherapy; a bone 
marrow transplantation could be done. Nothing had changed ex-
cept the effects of months of chemotherapy and heavy cancer 
medicine. But now, this possibility… This might be the salvation 
of all. He had four healthy siblings who could be donors. How-
ever, for the test results they gave him a comparatively further 
date. “At least a month” they told him. A month was nothing 
for them, with the daily rush of life and work it would pass so 
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quickly. Yet, there was the hospital room where the time would 
never pass. How would a month pass for him? There had been 
put “a month” barrier in front of him to overcome. This room 
made him feel like he was about to die and the only reason he 
was still alive was the medical support he had. Maybe it really 
was like that. The doctors wouldn’t usually explain him the re-
sults of the test they had done. He could read it from his wife’s 
and children’s faces sometimes.  The inerasable shadows would 
make him feel worse. He was getting more distant from the peo-
ple and therefore life, day by day. On the other hand, despite 
all these hopelessness, the girl’s mother, had been raising some 
hope in her heart since the moment she gave her blood for the 
tests. “My blood will match.”. She didn’t know if it was a holy 
prediction, or if that was what she thought since she wanted it to 
be true.   The only thing she wanted to know was the test results. 
When it was about one month, the first bad news arrived. One of 
the siblings didn’t have a match. They got upset, but it wasn’t the 
end of the world since he had three more siblings. However, they 
had some other bad news a few days later. This made it harder. 
They only had two more options left. 

The time didn’t seem to pass.
One day, they heard that they didn’t get a match again. Their last 

hope was the girl’s mother. But their hopes were so weak… It was 
as if you could see the dark clouds over the family… The woman 
didn’t talk at all, she isolated herself just like her brother. When 
they were losing their patience, the unexpected happened. The doc-
tor from İstanbul called and told her to go there immediately for 
further tests. The first thing the woman uttered was: “Thank God! I 
knew it”. She went to İstanbul in a hurry, but filled with joy. She 
wanted to see her brother before anything else. The two siblings 
couldn’t hug physically, but their hearts and souls were already 
together. It was just like the old times, they put their spoons in a 
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bowl and got the same share of the thing inside. It was the time 
for the younger sister to share with her older brother. She gained 
some weight in order to be closer to her brother’s weight. She 
got injections every single day. She did everything she could for 
the doctors to confirm that she was suitable for the transplanta-
tion. 

The night before the big day, she stayed at the hospital under 
doctors’ supervision. A nurse came in to get her prepared for 
the transplantation in the morning. The woman remembered the 
local anesthesia injection, the sizzle the catheters that went into 
her groin caused and the tranquility she felt in her heart. The rest 
was irrelevant details according to the woman.  She was going to 
add life to her brother’s life and this was the only thing that mat-
tered. The procedure took three hours and then two catheters like 
the ones she had were connected to her brother and the extracted 
marrow was transfused into him. 

The doctor gave tremendous news to the family by telling 
them the procedure was a success and he added “However, it is 
not all over yet. The patient’s body might reject the marrow.’’

It stopped them from enjoying the moment completely, how-
ever nothing could stand in front of hope. All of them kept telling 
themselves that this was it and kept praying. 

This time, their fears didn’t come true. The man’s body rec-
ognized the life that had been added to his own and accepted and 
embraced it. With the breath his sister blew into his body, now he 
started a battle against the evil in his body. New marrow meant 
new hope. Yes, the most effective treatment was actually keeping 
the spirits up, he started to believe in it now. 

The man got out of the hospital door. His test results put a 
smile on his face again. He looked at his watch, it was 11:26. 
He had three hours until his flight. Yet, it was İstanbul’s traffic 
and you could never trust it. His phone rang, it was his wife. 
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“Oh God, I forgot to call her and of course she got worried” he 
thought. “I’m fine” he said as soon as he answered the phone. 
“I recovered” he told her. The woman thanked God and she had 
some news for the man. His sister had invited them for dinner. 
He was happy to hear that. He turned around and looked at the 
hospital building. Three years ago, when he first came to this 
building, he was thinking how much he had left to live. Now, 
he was walking towards the life that was brought by the mar-
row which came from someone he didn’t expect. He was burst-
ing with joy. He hailed a cab. The driver noticed his happiness, 
“Where to?” he asked. “To Sabiha Gökçen Airport please. I 
don’t want to make life wait any longer.” the man said. İstanbul 
in his eyes, the excitement of being born again in his heart, he 
got on his way.
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THE SUN TOUCHED MY SKIN TODAY

Aysel KÜKEY

Whenever you sit next to someone cross-legged on the floor, 
you become a sharer of that person’s grief. “Oh”, he starts his 
sentence with and tells all of his troubles without leaving any 
detail that is hidden on the shores of his sorrowful heart un-
mentioned. Mr Ali leaned on the balcony wall. He looked at 
the rain-smelling streets of the autumn deeply. Every breath he 
took filled his heart rather than his lungs and they were formed 
by his pen. The balcony was quite small. There was a small 
table, a chair and a small closet. There were flower pots fitted 
to the balcony walls. It was possible to see all kinds of plants 
on this balcony. Cucumbers, tomatoes, various kinds of flow-
ers… This balcony had increased the gratitude capability of 
Mr Ali. Different things grew from the seeds that were planted 
the same way in the same soil. A small seed of tomato planted 
in the soil would grow into a huge tomato with the help of a 
little bit of water and lots of sunshine. This cycle that seemed 
so simple, was beyond perfect for the ones who could compre-
hend it. 

– You are lost in your thoughts again.
– You can’t help but get lost in your thoughts in this universe, 

or you can’t spend your lifetime without love, my lady.
Necla reached for the paper on the table.
This city is a dream…
Rivers, mountains, brooks…
There is someone in this city,
A prisoner of your rosy looks...
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Necla knew well who this poem was written for. While Mr 
Ali was watching the perfection that autumn brought, Necla 
looked at her husband and her eyes were filled with gratitude. 

– I feel really tired today.
– You didn’t sleep all night, that must be it. Your eyes look so 

red. You shouldn’t tire yourself this much. 
“I must be getting old, my lady” he said smiling. 
The exhaustion of Mr Ali was getting worse every day, the 

redness of his eyes were not getting better; he was having mus-
cle pain, back aches and swellings on his body. Necla was aware 
of this changes, but Mr Ali ensured her every time by telling her 
“I’m alright, my dear lady. Don’t worry”.

The balcony door was not opened this morning. Mr Ali would 
wake up every day to watch the sunrise. “He has been tired for 
several days now, I guess he couldn’t wake up” Necla whispered 
to herself. She headed towards the study room. Mr Ali was lying 
on the floor in the middle of the room. 

When she saw her husband lying in the middle of the room, 
Necla had an incomparable pain in the deepest of her heart. 
“Aliiiii!”, her cries for her husband echoed in the building. An 
ambulance had been called and they had already arrived at the 
hospital. In the hospital corridors, Necla was shedding tears that 
came out after brushing her heart.  

The doctor,
– Your husband is conscious now. We ran some tests. Tests 

that would be done in a general hospital would give us better 
results, told Necla. 

Necla had a hard time comprehending. 
– I’m sorry I couldn’t understand, doctor. It’s just that my 

husband works too hard, that must be why he fainted. 
– Ms. Necla I’m sorry, we are suspecting another disease, yet 

it is too early to be certain. We can’t run a detailed test with the 
equipment we have. Therefore, you must go to a better hospital. 
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Necla’s helplessness and her confusion were indescribable. 
“Alright” she said to the doctor. She went silent, it was as if she 
was out words to talk. She left the doctor there and silently went 
to her husband’s room. 

Mr Ali,
– Thank God you have arrived my lady. Come on, help me so 

I can get up. I want to go home now. 
Necla told him what the doctor had said. 
– I just passed out, what is there to talk about this much! He 

is exaggerating, my dear lady. Don’t listen to them, help me so 
I can get up. 

Mr. Ali tried to get up from his bed, but his weak body fell 
down on the bed again. Angrily, 

– My lady, who am talking to, come on help me!
– Ali, but please…
Without letting her finish, Mr Ali,
– There is no “but” Necla. I’m fine and I want to go home.  

Necla didn’t have the heart to upset her love. Yet, the doctor’s 
words were eating her up. “OK”, she said. 

Ali was ready. When he was walking through the wide cor-
ridors of the hospital, he felt depressed and down. He had never 
liked hospitals a bit. When he was getting out from the hospital 
door, he felt as free as a bird and peaceful. “Wow, what a relief!” 
he said smiling. His body couldn’t take it anymore. He collapsed 
at the hospital door. “Help! Please help, for the love of God, 
please help!” cried Necla. 

When Mr. Ali opened his eyes and realised that he was on the 
same bed in the same room, “Again?” he asked smiling. 

Necla’s heart was wounded. The white of her eyes had turned 
red from crying. Mr Ali understood how serious it was when he 
saw his wife like that. He talked to his doctor. When he felt a bit 
better, they left the hospital and find a better one. Following the 
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tests and ultrasounds he was taken to the hospital as an inpatient. 
Hard days at the nephrology clinic had started. His kidneys were 
cleaned for twenty days. Yet, his pain didn’t disappear at all. 
Doctor came into the room for the daily examination. 

– How are you feeling today Mr. Ali?
– It has been twenty-eight days, doctor. I’m getting worse 

instead of getting better. 
– We are suspecting a different disease Mr. Ali. Therefore, we 

decided to do a biopsy, if we have your permission, of course.
Mr Ali felt exhausted. He had spent a month away from 

home. His wife was getting exhausted on the roads and he was 
sick of this hospital bed. He wanted to get better as soon as pos-
sible and spend the rest of the autumn on his balcony, not in this 
hospital room. “Yes!” he said, without hesitation. He was diag-
nosed with myeloma according to the biopsy results. He was 
transferred to the hematology clinic from the clinic he had been 
staying at. His new bed was next to a window, it was soft and 
very comfortable. Whenever he looked out from the window, 
the trees in his heart were losing their leaves. The wind didn’t 
cool his heart. The rain that washed the streets couldn’t touch his 
skin. Mr. Ali’s thoughts were disrupted by the nurse’s coming 
into his room. The nurse,

– We had lots of patients who recovered and left this room 
after their stay, said with a smile on her face. 

– A month ago, around this hour, I was on my balcony, fill-
ing my lungs with the autumn weather. My wife would come to 
my desk every morning after she woke up and read the poems I 
had written for her. While I watched the city, she would watch 
me. I would actually watch her, not the city, but she would never 
notice. The brown of her eyes were unique, her eyelashes were 
unique. Look at me now, I couldn’t even hold a pen if I would 
try now.
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The nurse was carefully listening to Mr Ali. At the same time, 
she was renewing his hospital drip. The nurse, this time with a 
bitter smile on her face,

– Do you have a spouse?
– Yes.
– Is she healthy?
– Yes.
– What about your children?
– They are fine too, thanks to God. 
– While you were watching autumn on your balcony one 

month ago, I buried my husband and daughter. While you were 
looking at the city in the rain, I felt my daughter’s smell in that 
rain. The rain didn’t touch her skin, it touched the soil on her 
grave. 

The nurse went silent, she was crying. She wiped the tears 
off and went on. 

“Your disease shouldn’t be your trouble; it should be your 
strength. These trials must be big, but they are not for nothing 
Mr Ali. Show the gratitude and patience that the one who gave 
you this sickness expects from you”, she told him and left the 
room.

One writes a novel and you can only understand three words 
of it, while one utters only three sentences and you feel like each 
of them were different novels. It had been more than an hour 
since the nurse left the room. He couldn’t stop crying for a single 
second. This was a different kind of crying. These were the tears 
of gratitude. He had been feeling that his troubles were biggest 
troubles in the world at the time he started to tell his troubles to 
the nurse. However, the nurse had showed him that the things he 
regarded as his troubles, were not real troubles after all. 

He realised that he was holding onto life differently, while he 
was looking at the photographs on the table. He got a glass of 
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water and drank it. He took the pen and paper from the table. He 
wrote “The sun touched my skin today” and wiped his tears off.

When Necla came into the room, she saw her husband’s face 
smiling for the first time in the last month. 

– The sun adds life to your face and your smile adds life to 
mine, my dear.

– Writing suits me and reading suits you, my lady, he said 
with a smile. 

The sun rises every day and it enlightens the world at each 
sunrise. Whereas the number of people who notice this is not 
more than the number of fingers on a hand.

Mr Ali started to receive chemotherapy. The first days of the 
treatment were really hard. His body fell weak. He became una-
ble to move, but he resisted, he had a wife and three kids waiting 
for his recovery. Twenty-one days later, Mr Ali was discharged 
from the hospital. 

I don’t know how many years it had been by then. The best 
place to write was the park in the neighborhood. The sounds of 
children and the plane tree I had been leaning on were adding 
strength to my words.

A ripped picture in the midst of the grass caught my attention. 
He was a columnist of a newspaper. A big piece of the column 
was ripped off, on the rest of the text:

“After accepting the chemotherapy, hard days started for 
me. I was discharged from the hospital at the end of twenty-one 
days. My doctor was surprised and glad against the strength and 
resistance I had shown towards the disease. The real treatment 
started when I got home. I had to do exactly what my doctor had 
told me. My doctor warned me to not to hear everything. The 
old men and women visited me were always saying things like 
“Oh, poor kid, you look so pale”. My next door neighbor told 
me “One of my acquaintances died due to this disease”. I should 



83

The Sun Touched My Skin Today

thank them, they consoled me a lot. “If you fall once, you get 
thousands of advice” so, I didn’t pay any attention to what they 
said. When it was time, my doctor called me for bone marrow 
and we started the treatment. I was luckier than the other pa-
tients, my marrow were extracted from my own body. My shots 
settled in eight days and I got discharged from the hospital af-
ter forty-five days. Three months later, when the drug treatment 
started, my bones got stronger. In the meantime, I had some hair 
grown on my anti-haircomb head and they were even stronger 
than before.” was written. 

This was the column of Mr. Ali. It has been many years 
since then, I don’t know how many columns of him I have read 
through this years, but under each column of him he wrote “The 
sun touched my skin today”. 
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MY SISTER’S BLOOD

Hande BABA

When she opened the door and saw her ex mother-in-law 
in front of her, she got startled. Even though she had spent ten 
years of her life calling this woman “mother”, the looks in her 
eyes went empty and her face got cleared of any mimics while 
she was thinking why this woman were there, the woman, who 
disappeared from her life as if she was never a part of it after 
that cursed day. Where did this woman get the courage to knock 
on this door, where she hadn’t visited even once in the most dif-
ficult times.

The old woman was surprised to see how familiar the living 
room was. Apparently, the last six years didn’t take anything 
away from this house. She sat on the closest armchair to the door 
in this living room where pain and memories were in a constant 
battle to stay fresh. When Meltem managed to erase the view 
of the lost years before her eyes, she sat on a chair across the 
woman. 

– What is it that brought you here after all those years? After 
my daughter, your beloved granddaughter you have never come 
even once, but now… 

– It’s not that I didn’t come, I couldn’t. I was ashamed, embar-
rassed, I was afraid to refresh your pain.

While the deep breath Meltem had inhaled before was gliding 
out of her lips that were stretched with a smile, her gaze that was 
on her mother-in-law changed its direction and slowly got down 
on the floor. 

– The pain doesn’t disappear with time; it remains as it was 
on the first day. You just learn how to live with the fist in your 
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heart. Well, what happened now, what did change so you are 
here now? 

– My son… I’m about to lose my son… He is fading away in 
front my eyes; I can see him getting closer to death step by step. I 
know he can’t take it anymore and I know he’ll do something to 
himself. Maybe if you talk to him…

– Why, is he sick? He didn’t even let me live the loss of my 
child. It hadn’t even been forty days after her death, when he 
made me go to the court. I heard that he was married and that he 
had a child, what more does he want? Even if he is sick, I’m not 
a doctor, I can’t do anything about it. Even if I can… 

– He is not sick, but his daughter is…They have been strug-
gling with leukemia for years. There is nothing left to do. When 
none of our marrow matched, they tried to have another baby, 
but it didn’t work. Mehmet can’t handle losing another child. 
I feel like he is planning to leave this world before he sees his 
second child’s death. 

Meltem gulped after remaining silent for a while, trying to 
get rid of the knot in her throat with a soft cough, she continued 
speaking with a lowered voice. 

– I’m sorry. There is nothing I can do.
– To be honest, I don’t why I came here, or what could you do 

to help either. I gave up hope for my granddaughter, but at least 
my son… Maybe if you tell him that you’ve forgiven him…

– I haven’t. I will never forgive him, or myself. I was the one 
who was driving the damn car, I killed my daughter. It is impos-
sible for me to forgive Kemal, as it is impossible for me to forget 
this and to forgive myself. That day, I got in that car because I 
had found out that he had been cheating on me and he was about 
to have another child from that woman. If he told me himself, if 
he said “I want to get a divorce, I love someone else” then my 
daughter would be alive today.
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The old woman dropped her moist eyes down, told her “You 
are right my dear, you are right in whatever you say. I should 
get going now, I’m sorry I have made you uncomfortable, I just 
couldn’t help but come here. It was just a hope…” and got up.

She closed the door after her ex mother-in-law and walked 
into her daughter’s room in a very slow pace.  She picked up one 
of the books she used to read to her daughter, sat on the edge of 
her bed and started to read aloud. “Even before she could learn 
how to read and write…” she thought and couldn’t stop the tears 
that were coming, she put the book down.

There were lots of things she couldn’t learn or do before she 
passed away. Kemal’s child must had been the same age as his 
daughter was when she died. “I wish there was a way to save that 
poor kid.” she told to herself. Then she got up and ran to find her 
phone with great excitement. 

****** 
When she got into the examination room, she checked to see 

if she had closed the door and then left the file in her hand on 
the table. 

– Doctor, I have got all the procedures done, the rest is up 
to you. The only thing I ask from you is to not to let the family 
know before we are sure that there is a match. I mean, we’re 
talking about cordon blood that was frozen 12 years ago. I don’t 
want to give them false hope. 

– I understand, don’t worry, you will be the first person to 
know when the results are back. 

Meltem left the doctors room without wasting more time 
there. Even though she had realised that the man used short, hesi-
tated sentences because he had been afraid to get her hopes up 
since their first conversation, she couldn’t suppress the wave of 
excitement in herself. She could neither sleep nor eat properly in 
those five days followed her ex mother-in-law’s visit.  She was 
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reminding herself that even though she was mad at everyone who 
were responsible for her daughter’s death, herself, Kemal, his 
so-called wife, that little girl had no guilt and that she couldn’t 
be hold responsible for what her parents had done. She also won-
dered if the little girl looked like her daughter. The most impor-
tant thing was that this little girl was her own daughter’s sister. 

The doctor who had helped her deliver her baby was also a 
friend of her. When the doctor told her “We should freeze the cord 
blood and store it” and informed her about the process, she con-
sulted her husband, however, she couldn’t persuade him. It wasn’t 
something that was commonly known back then. Kemal rejected 
the idea by saying it was unnecessary and that their family budget 
would be damaged due to its expense. However, she cared deeply 
about what her friend had told her and when she got sure that she 
or her daughter, whom she was so excited to hold in her arms, 
wouldn’t be harmed by the procedure, she had it done, without 
telling Kemal. Now, when she thought about how this could save 
a child’s life was getting her so excited that she felt like her knees 
couldn’t carry her anymore.

******
Thinking that it must had been the water delivery boy, Melt-

em walked through the corridor quickly and opened the door, 
but instead of a delivery boy, she faced a little girl with flowers 
in her hands. She had the same eyes with her late daughter. Not 
only their shape and color but also the looks in their eyes were 
the same, so vivid and full of hope… When she realised who 
this little girl was, she began to cry and she didn’t know what to 
do. “Are you alone?” she asked. The little girl told her parents 
were outside, waiting on the street, while giving her the flowers. 
Meltem didn’t want to scare the little girl, so she had to control 
her urge to hug her. She was confused, she didn’t want to send 
the girl away, however, she didn’t know how to invite her in ei-
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ther. Eventually, she said, “Let’s tell your parents to come here so 
we can all go inside and talk”. She had forgotten her anger, that 
she was never going to forgive them. 

When the little girl got into the living room, she sat shyly on 
the armchair that her grandmother had sat three months ago. She 
was looking at her parents from time to time and directing her 
gazes to the floor. When she realised the picture on the tv table 
she ran towards it. “This is my sister, we have the same picture 
at our house.”, she said. Meltem said “Yes, she is your sister”, 
in tears; she couldn’t help it anymore and hugged the little girl. 
“Your sister is no longer with us, but she left her room to you be-
fore she left. Come, let me show you”. They left the living room 
hand in hand.

Meltem understood that Kemal visited there regularly, when 
she saw how well-kept was her daughter’s grave, which she re-
fused to visit for many years thinking, “I can’t hug a handful of 
earth instead of my daughter”. When the tears that were sliding 
down her cheeks met with the rain drops that were coming from 
the sky, a sense of comfort washed over her. She left the flow-
ers, that the little girl had brought for her a few days ago, on the 
grave of her daughter. While she was telling her daughter “Your 
sister sent these for you”, the sun showed its face between the 
clouds and made her eyes  dazzled. 
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DON’T LOSE YOUR HOPE

Kezban ASLAN

Ayşen and Mustafa meet at university and fall in love with 
each other. Ayşen becomes a biologist and Mustafa becomes a 
chemical engineer. They decide to get married. They don’t con-
sider having children for the first years of their marriage since 
they plan to focus on their careers for a while.  While Ayşe is 
reading a medicine magazine, an article titled as “Being a Moth-
er at a Later Age”, catches her attention. In this article, the diffi-
culties that people who become mothers at later ages go through 
and the disadvantages of giving birth at a later age.  This article 
almost becomes the turning point of Ayşen’s life. She realises 
that she is thirty and that she already has a thirty-year age dif-
ference with her future child. At that moment, she decides that it 
is time. She shares her opinions on this matter with her husband 
and he gets delighted to hear them. However, they still can’t get 
any good news, even though it already has been several months 
now. After an examination they learn that they can’t have kids 
in the natural way. They don’t give up and immediately start the 
necessary treatment. This procedure becomes very hard and dif-
ficult for Ayşen. Eventually, their patience pays off and they get 
the good news when their doctor tells them that they are expect-
ing twins. However, after a while they find out that they lost one 
of the babies after a bleeding Ayşen has at her workplace. Even 
though this incident makes them very upset, it also causes them 
to get more attached to the other baby. They get so attached with 
the baby that they don’t even get the pre-natal screen tests to 
identify any genetic diseases. No matter what happens, even if 
the baby is disabled, they want to have this baby in their arms.
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As every mother does, Ayşen promises herself to take very 
good care of her baby. Therefore, she tries to take care of herself 
more than before, she sees nutritionists for her diet. She attends 
to mother-baby seminars. The medicine firm she works at makes 
great contribution to this matter. She attends a major medicine 
panel in Turkey, as the representative of her firm. The subject 
of the panel discussion is stem cells and cord blood banks.  Lis-
tening to the specialists discussing these topics, which Ayşen 
has heard about before, gives her new ideas. She also informs 
her husband and persuades him to get their baby’s cord blood 
stored. However, there is still no center established for those 
innovations, whose name has just started to be recalled in medi-
cal courses. Even some of the doctors they have seen, tell them 
that this thing is a money trap, their child might not even need 
stem cells at all and try to change their minds. However, Ayşen 
is very determined about this. As a result of their searches, they 
find a center overseas, however, this center turns out to be very 
expensive. First, they ask for a total payment in the beginning 
and then annual payments for each year they store the blood for. 
They ask for their parents’ help and gather the total payment for 
the center. 

Months chases months and the week of birth arrives. All of 
the troubles they have been through is like erased with the ar-
rival of their baby. While they live the joy of their baby’s arrival, 
the cord of the baby gets taken off carefully. Two specialists 
carefully take the blood in the cord and transfer it into a bag via 
a special device. They go to the laboratory to resolve the stem 
cells in it. 

They go back to their house as a family of three, where they 
left as only two people. They name their son “Can”. Can means 
life and he is definitely a part of their lives. Can contributes to 
their happiness. Ayşen doesn’t go back to work until Can is six 
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months old. Her greatest help in those times is her mother. She 
learns the motherhood both from her mom and from her son. 

When he goes to primary school, Can already knows how to 
read and write. He is very smart, clean and organized. He never 
causes a trouble for his parents. He is also very friendly. Wher-
ever he goes, he always makes lots of young and old friends. 
When he graduates from primary school, his teacher hugs Can 
tight. She loves her students as if they were her own children. 
“Don’t forget me, my dear Can. When you become a successful 
doctor, I’ll be very old and you’ll treat me, OK?” she says. Be-
cause that is Can’s biggest dream. He wants to become a doctor 
and to cure everyone. 

Can is a successful student in middle-school, as he was in 
the primary school. He wins the first prize in the quiz shows 
in which he represents his school. He always comes top of his 
class. He gets accepted to one of the most prestigious science 
high schools of Turkey by scoring a very hard point and getting 
a high rank in the high school entrance exams. This doubles their 
happiness because that week Ayşen learns that she is pregnant. 
This good news that came after so many years make them cry 
with joy. While they have their dinner at one of the best restau-
rants in town, Mustafa says “We all deserved a vacation”. They 
discuss where to go and when to go.

They get on their way to Antalya really early on a Saturday 
morning. They drive on their way by sometimes giving breaks 
and sometimes singing. When there is only a thirty-minutes long 
drive left, it happens. A car from the opposite direction does an 
improper passing and hits the car that Mustafa has been driving. 
Mustafa tries to save the car from being hit, but he can’t. They 
hit the guardrails and the car gets overturned. The car suddenly 
bursts into flames. Ayşen, manages to take herself out from the 
backseat, grabs the fire-extinguisher from the back of the car 
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and tries to put the fire out. People who have arrived at the ac-
cident site opens Can’s stuck door, however, most of his body 
is already burnt. Mustafa has gotten stuck in the car and passed 
away. Ayşen, not being able to stand this view, passes out. 

Can stays in the intensive care unit for many weeks. He gets 
several operations. His biggest chance is that his internal organs 
were not majorly harmed. Ayşen, has lost her baby because of 
the dense gas she inhaled during the accident. Even though she 
feels devastated after losing her husband and her baby, she has 
to stay strong for Can. When Can leaves the intensive care, he 
still has marks of the accident on his body. He can’t walk due 
to the fact that his arms were mostly burnt.  Ayşen remembers 
a similar incident that had happened in İstanbul in the past. She 
had listened to the radio news telling that the man held onto 
life after many operations. She immediately calls her firm and 
asks them to do a search. The firm finds that hospital and the 
doctor who worked on that case and informs Ayşen. The very 
next day, Can gets transferred by a helicopter to the hospital in 
İstanbul. Doctors examine Can and they exchange their opin-
ions. They explain Ayşen the necessary treatment for Can. The 
treatment consists of skin graft and a cell spray which consists 
stem cells. Ayşen gets very excited when she hears about the 
stem cells and tell the doctors that Can’s cord blood had been 
stored for many years and that actually at the end of that year the 
storage time would expire. This turn of events please the doc-
tors, because cord blood -especially the cord blood of the patient 
himself- is the organism which hosts the biggest amount of stem 
cells. So, Can’s cord blood is sent to Turkey by a special storage 
method.  They get extracts from Can’s healthy skin tissues and 
then resolve those into their cells in a special laboratory. They 
put cells that would give color to the skin and the stem cells, so 
they have the cell spray. They use dermabrasion to take Can’s 
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burnt skin off, in other words, they grind that part of his body. 
They apply the cell spray on that area and then closed it by using 
special methods. Thanks to this treatment, Can gets rid of the 
burn marks in six months and starts walking again by the help 
of physiotherapy. 

Even though the physical treatment has worked, the scars in 
Can’s soul cannot be easily treated. He had lost his beloved fa-
ther and the sibling he had waited for many years. Moreover, he 
couldn’t go to the school he had worked so hard to get accepted 
to. Can and his mom try to console each other. He also gets psy-
chological support. His primary school teacher, Süheyla, never 
leaves them alone in those times. She visits them almost every 
day. One day, she turns up with a cake in her hands. She says 
“We are going to celebrate something today” to Can and Ayşen, 
who look very confused. Süheyla, has worked for so long to 
help Can to get into that high school he got accepted to and she 
has even reached out to the ministry of education for their help. 
So, Can will start going to this high school in next September 
without having to take the exam again. This news makes them at 
least a little bit happy. Ayşen, turns to Süheyla, with whom they 
got as close as sisters and asks “How can we ever pay you?”. 
Süheyla answers: “Can has given me his word. He is going to 
become a doctor and treat me when I get old”.

Can makes new friends when he starts to go to school again. 
He becomes a successful, an ideal student, whom everybody 
likes at his new school. He focuses on his studies and gets 
through those hard days by studying. 

He gets accepted to the faculty of medicine as he promised 
to his teacher. When he graduates from the university, he goes 
abroad. He continues his studies there. He focuses on stem cells 
which turned him back to life. He closely follows the research 
done in that area and personally assist some experiments. He 
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establishes a laboratory when he comes back to Turkey and con-
tinue his work in that laboratory. He is now a well-known doc-
tor. He makes his mom and Süheyla proud. 

Süheyla is now retired. Can gets married to Süheyla’s daugh-
ter and they have a happy marriage. He gets his children’s cord 
blood stored as his mother did. Now they have cord blood banks 
in Turkey too. However, they keep their own children’s cord 
blood in their own laboratory. 

Can gets many awards due to his works, studies, operations 
and the patients he treated. He dedicates each of these awards 
by saying “I dedicate this reward to the four women who made 
me this person”. These four women are, his mom, his wife, his 
teacher and his daughter. 

While time passes away, some problems occur in Süheyla’s 
life. Especially forgetfulness becomes problematic for her. She 
starts to forget the recipe for things she has always cooked, her 
blood tension medicine she has been taking every day for the 
last five years and the names of her neighbors; she gets confused 
whenever she faces a small problem and can’t find a solution.  
Her daughter gets informed by the situation when she eventu-
ally forgets her own address and has to ask help from the police. 
She tells what happened to Can and Can diagnoses his beloved 
teacher and mother-in-law, with Alzheimer’s. 

Can gets very upset to see his teacher’s prediction, “Can 
will treat me when I get old”, come true. She has been a second 
mother to him and helped him get where he is today. Moreo-
ver, his beloved wife, whose intelligence, beauty and personal-
ity made him proud, was also raised by Süheyla. This time it is 
Can’s turn to pay back.

It seems to be the right time to actually put his idea of using 
stem cells to treat Alzheimer’s into work. He shares this study, 
which he has kept as a secret for many years, with his wife and 
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asks her permission as the only relative of Süheyla. His wife 
trusts him with all her heart. Can extracts the stem cells he is 
going to use, from the cord blood of his own daughter. The nec-
essary preparations get done. This operation make Can more 
excited than anyone. If he can get a positive result, he will have 
realized a first in the field of medicine, give hope to people with 
Alzheimer’s and most importantly turn Süheyla, his beloved 
mother, back to life.

The expected results show themselves in a few months. 
Süheyla calls out to Can as “96 Can Dural, come here” one day. 
This is the school number Can had in primary school. When 
Can comes nearby, she holds his hand and says “Thank you for 
keeping your promise, for treating me; for bringing me back to 
my daughter, to my granddaughter and to you, my son. Don’t 
give up what you believe in. God gave you a great gift, it is 
in your nature to succeed. Now, you will have Alzheimer’s pa-
tients’ prayers with you and that will add to your strength. You 
will leave a bright future for your daughter, good for you!”. Can, 
kisses her hands while tears of joy fills his eyes. They hug each 
other. His daughter, his mother and his wife joins this ball of 
love. They become a big happy family again.
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LIVING WITH MIRACLES

İrem Ceren MORAN

Your life can change in a single moment. Everything may get 
upside down before you understand it. My life has changed at an 
amusement park. I had the most terrible day of my life, while it 
was supposed to be the best one. I had been exhausted for days 
and I didn’t want to do anything. I considered it to be the com-
mon flu and I thought the exhaustion was due to school. My dad, 
who noticed my weakness, had thought that I was bored and ar-
ranged a trip to the amusement park. It was going to be me, my 
parents and my best friend, Gamze. I was so pleased to hear this 
news; I was looking forward to Sunday. 

When I woke up on Sunday morning, I was still exhausted, 
however, I wasn’t feeling terrible enough to not being able to go to 
the amusement park. I was trying to smile and be cheerful all the 
time to not to upset my dad, who took the day off for me. When 
Gamze arrived at our place, we were ready to leave. Of course, 
first we were going to ride our favorite, the bumper cars… So that 
we could ask to ride them for the second time right before we left 
to go back home. We settled in our seats. I was going to be the 
driver. The cars started moving. I felt dizzy while I was driving the 
car, but I thought that was because of the car itself. After that… 
Well, it was horrible after that… I began to vomit.   However, 
the things that came out of my mouth were not the cakes I had 
eaten earlier, I was vomitting blood. I heard Gamze screaming. 
The bumper cars stopped and I think for a while I became famous. 
Everybody was looking at me. My mom came to me and she was 
terrified, I could see that. My father’s anxiety was added on my 
mother’s fear. When I opened my eyes again, I was at the hospital. 
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My bleeding had stopped, but from time to time I could taste 
cruor in my mouth. It was utterly disgusting. My mother was 
next to me, smiling. My mom always smiles. “What happened 
to me mom, why did I vomit blood? Where are my dad and 
Gamze?”. While I was asking all those questions, I saw my dad 
at the other end of the room, he came next to me and said, “We 
will get the answers for your questions when the doctor comes 
here sweetie. Gamze went home. You should have some rest 
now. We’ll take care of everything.”. I wanted to go home. I 
didn’t like hospitals and I was unaware that I was going to spend 
almost a year at the hospital. 

The doctor arrived and right after greeting me, she told that 
the needed to talk to my parents in private. I objected imme-
diately. “I am the patient here and I have the right to know. 
Please tell me what it is and please send me home quickly, 
please!”. My anger in the beginning of my speech turned into 
begging all of a sudden. The doctor was much more under-
standing than I expected her to be. “Of course, we will talk 
about your condition with you, too. I want you to know. I’m 
not going to talk about your diagnosis with your parents either. 
We’re just going to talk about some possibilities. Besides, you 
look much stronger than they do. First, let me tell them a few 
things and then I will give you clear information about your 
condition as soon as possible. Please, have a rest. They will be 
back soon.”.

I didn’t have anything to say to that. I nodded and began to 
wait. About fifteen minutes later, my parents came back looking 
worse than earlier. They just told me that the doctor couldn’t get 
a certain result from the test they had done and in order to have 
more detailed test we had to go to another hospital. I wanted to 
go home and there, they were telling me there were more tests to 
be done. I had to give in, since there was nothing else I could do. 
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I was in a hospital room again. This time we had come to a 
private hospital and the process after this was quite expensive, 
even though I didn’t know how much it exactly costed.  I could 
see the anxiety in my parents’ eyes when the nurses began to 
extract samples for the tests. 

“Young lady, I’m sorry but you are really ill and it looks like 
you are going to visit this hospital regularly for a long time. Let 
me tell you what it is. You have too many white cells and your 
red cells are much less than they should be. We have found some 
pathologic cells, however the white cells that are increasing in 
number can’t develop enough to fight those.”

Those were the first words of my doctor, Ayşe, whom I was 
going to often. I didn’t like any part of it except the “young lady” 
part and in fact I couldn’t understand what was wrong with me 
either. Then she told me that it was leukemia. She told me that 
it was curable and that we needed to start the treatment as soon 
as possible. I was going to be able to go to school. It was very 
important for me to be able to do so. Somehow, it made me feel 
like my disease was less serious. However, my school adventure 
didn’t last long. I almost had no problems in the first week, I 
was just weak, but later my indescribable pain started and then 
I became so weak that I couldn’t go to school. I felt like this al-
most all the time. After a while, I learnt that this was due to the 
fact that the drugs were destroying my healthy cells beside the 
diseased ones. I was spending more time at the hospital than I 
was spending at home. After a month, I found myself staying at 
the hospital. I was an inpatient in the oncology clinic. I had no 
hair, no joy and I believed that I was definitely going to die. My 
prayers to not to lose my hair were not heard and my prayers to 
stay alive would probably not be heard as well. 

Not only mine, but also my mom’s life had changed dramati-
cally. She quit her job and I was the center of her life now. My 
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dad kept his job in order to be able to pay my expenses, however, 
instead of working every day of the week, he had started to work 
during the weekdays. Generally, we were all tired and I refused 
to go to the place they called “the lounge”, where there were 
other sick kids like me. There were some of them that I thought 
that were about to die and it was frightening me to see them. 

This time, Dr. Ayşe wasn’t smiling when she had come to 
see me. I could honestly say that it was the unhappiest I had 
seen her. I needed a bone marrow transplantation immediately. I 
didn’t respond to the treatment and my body was now too weak 
to defend me. The drugs that they gave me to help me recover 
might actually kill me any minute. The samples they got from 
my parents didn’t have a match. As a matter of fact, the doctors 
had already told us that it wasn’t very likely for them to match. 
The worst part of all was that my mom had gotten pregnant to 
me so late that I didn’t have the chance of having a sibling any-
more. We applied for a donor. We didn’t have anything else that 
could be done, except waiting.  

“There are only two ways to live your life. One is as though 
nothing is a miracle. The other is as though everything is a mira-
cle”. This was one of the quotes of my mom’s favorite scientist, 
Einstein and my mom printed it and put it on my wall. She al-
ways wanted me to choose the second one and see everything as 
a miracle. She was doing so and she was happy. I was looking 
at that quote when I left the hospital and thought how I could do 
that. How could I see all the things I had been through as a mira-
cle? However, my mom believed in miracles and she proved that 
there were miracles as she told me, in the morning of the 8th of 
May.The donor was found and I was called back to the hospi-
tal. We went to the hospital immediately.  The doctor gave us a 
speech longer than usual. Yes, this was good news, however, this 
was the beginning of the end. Now, a completely new process 
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was waiting for us. I was going to stay at the hospital for another 
week. I started to get chemotherapy again. This time, I was also 
getting radiotherapy and it was wearing me out. However, even 
the thought of not being sick anymore was enough to keep me 
going. 

A week later, I was ready. The procedure, which looked as 
simple as attaching a hospital drip, was our only hope and it was 
a breakthrough. I was happy. We were all happy. Following the 
bone marrow transplantation, I couldn’t eat for a week because 
of the sores in my mouth.  I was staying in a room where no 
guests were allowed, I was accompanied by either my mom, or 
my dad. So, my happiness didn’t last that long.

Ten days later, I was told that they started to get positive re-
sponse. Yet, they kept giving me medicine to suppress my im-
mune system not to fight with the marrow that was given. So, 
the smallest virus might still kill me. When the doctor finally 
let me go out of the room, I had been there for eight weeks. I 
missed everything outside, especially Gamze. I was mad at her 
because she had never contacted me since she learned that I was 
sick. As my friends told me, she thought that I transmitted my 
disease to her while we were in the amusement park. This was a 
thought, my mom and I would fight for so much longer. People 
were running away from me, but in fact, I was the one who had 
to run away from them. 

Yes, I was allowed to go out now, but I had tons of rules that 
I had to follow at home. I was still on medication and I would 
be for the next six months. The most important part was that I 
had to use these drugs regularly, without missing a single dose. 
After telling me what was going to happen, my doctor smiled at 
me and told me I had done a great job. I agreed that, I had done a 
good job. According to me, everyone who had survived a month 
in that room and had been able to come out at the end must had 
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been rewarded with a medal. My medal was the genuine smile 
on my parents’ faces, that had been lost for such a long time.

When I went back home, the thing that made me happy the 
most, was the fact that everything remained the same, it just 
smelled more detergent-like. There wasn’t a single piece of dust 
around and it was clear that my mom had spent hours to ensure 
that. I went to my room. I had missed everything there. There 
was definitely nothing like someone’s own home, or bed. I un-
derstood that very clearly. The days went by more quickly than 
they did at the hospital. I didn’t leave the house and whoever 
visited us were coming with their masks. Yet, they kept com-
ing and it was something. My friends, my relatives, they all ap-
proached me really nicely. The best of all that Gamze came and 
apologized to me, we hugged and reconciled.  She visited me 
almost every day. The treatment seemed to be working and we 
were getting positive results from our doctor check-ups. 

I told you in the beginning, that life can change. This may be 
a good change, or one that could hurt you. Now, I don’t see what 
happened as a disaster. The drugs which made my immune sys-
tem collapse, made me stronger later. I don’t get upset for little 
things. I am aware of the value of my health. I feel all grown-up, 
even though it is a bit too early for me. The most important of 
all, I live as though everything is a miracle.
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Nilsu PÜLLÜM

While I was on my way home from school, I saw her again, 
Aunty Nezaket… She was sitting on a chair in the garden, look-
ing as if she was on a journey by herself… Her shoulders looked 
stoop and her beautiful hair was almost all grey. The chair looked 
as tired and sad as her. It was as if the grief of that lady also sat 
on that chair.

Aunty Nezaket… The heavenly neighbor a child could ever 
want. Her name meant kindness and all of her words were as 
kind as her name. A woman as fine as her name, with looks as 
soft as her sentences. She lived on the ground floor of the three-
floored, green apartment right next to ours. I don’t know whether 
it was because they lived on the ground, but she was the person 
who cared about the garden the most. She had a green thumb and 
was making the plants in the garden even prettier.  Maybe, just 
for that reason, the pale green of the house looked much more 
vivid to us. For us, that house resembled our kind Aunty Nezaket 
and her delicious cookies. 

Aunty Nezaket had a daughter at my age. Her name was Ni-
han. We were in the same class with Nihan. We would walk to 
school together. We would play games and sing songs. She was 
like the seasonal wildflowers with her white skin, pale face and 
honey-colored eyes. It was as if a soft wind could fly her away 
from Aunty Nezaket’s garden. She looked like she was about to 
fade at any moment and so that was what eventually happened. 
She suddenly started to become paler and paler every day. In 
those break times we left the classroom running, to play our fa-
vorite games, Nihan would either sit in a corner, or get tired really 
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quickly and quit the game. Some of our friends didn’t want her 
in our games anymore, because Nihan was getting weaker day by 
day and was quitting the games even earlier. She started to stay 
in the classroom and to watch us from window. Her sad eyes that 
were watching us from the window were crashing my soul.

One morning, Nihan didn’t come to school with us. She had 
gotten a fever at night and she wasn’t feeling very well at the 
school in that morning. She looked like she couldn’t get up from 
her desk. “She will get better in a few days, don’t be upset”, 
my mom told me. We wanted to visit Nihan after school. Aunty 
Nezaket told us she was exhausted and her fever recurred fre-
quently. We weren’t going to see our friend for a while. She was 
going to have a rest, get better, gather her strength and come 
back to us. We were going to run around and sing songs together. 
We were only eight. We were full of hope. Everything would be 
alright when we woke up.

There was only a short time left to the end of the school year. 
Nihan hadn’t been to school for a long time then. Our teacher 
told us that Nihan had a fragile structure and that’s why it took 
so long for her to get better. “We can visit her all together, when 
she feels a bit better”, she added.  If she got a little bit better, we 
would be extremely delighted. She didn’t… Nothing was the 
same again… Nihan couldn’t get better. One night, I heard my 
mom telling my dad that they sent Nihan to another hospital 
in İstanbul. Her disease couldn’t be treated in our small town. 
“Stem cell treatment” my mom said, marrow transplantation 
was necessary, a suitable marrow had to be donated and in fact 
it was possible to provide it from the patient’s own self when 
they were still babies. I was confused. Which disease could Ni-
han have, for things to be this serious? I mean, her mother used 
to cook so many delicious foods. She used to peel fruits for us, 
while we used to play in the garden.
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When I lied down in my bed that night, I had so many ques-
tions about what this disease could be, how could it be treated, 
how long would Nihan stay ill for. I was curious about the an-
swers. I needed to ask someone. I could ask her. My teacher… 
She knew everything. That’s why I decided to ask my teacher 
about the marrow transplantation the next day. I woke up early 
to go to school in the morning. My mom hadn’t prepared the 
breakfast yet. 

– Mom, come on, prepare the breakfast, I want to go to school 
early today.

– What gives, is there something important? You wouldn’t 
get up this early.  

– I want to spend more time with my friends today.
– Well, OK then.
Mom prepared a delicious breakfast. We had breakfast all to-

gether and then my father gave me a ride to school.
– Good morning, I told my friends.
– Good morning, they told me back.
We went into the classroom all together. Ten minutes later, 

the school bell rang and our teacher came into the classroom. It 
was the social studies class, but I couldn’t keep it in anymore, I 
had to ask my questions at once. I held my hand and asked, 

– Miss, what is stem cell treatment?
– Where did you hear it from dear?
– I heard it when my parents were talking about Nihan’s dis-

ease last night. Nihan was sent to another hospital, they said 
she couldn’t get recovered here. They said she needed stem cell 
transplantation. 

As soon as our teacher heard these, she went pale and her 
eyes got moist.

– Stem cell transplantation…
She stopped for a moment and gulped. 
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– Some diseases are caused by one’s own cells. The cells 
that constitutes our body, lose their control and due to various 
reasons reproduce and grow more than necessary. Sometimes, 
in these kind of diseases, drug treatments might not be adequate. 
For those times, there is a treatment called “marrow transplan-
tation”. The bone marrow that has a role in the production of 
blood cells needs to be transferred into the patient’s body. You’ll 
understand this much better in your science classes in the up-
coming years.

Our teacher had told all of these in one breath and then start-
ed to look outside the window. She looked like she didn’t want 
to talk about it anymore.  The silence went on for a little while, 
until someone from the back of the class broke the silence. 

– Teacher, is it going to hurt while she recovers?
This question brought her back from where her mind had 

been. 
– It won’t hurt… Don’t worry.
Her voice was low and shaky. I could understand that she was 

lying and then there was a sound of crying. That crying voice 
said, 

– You… You are… lying to us.
She didn’t need to say those words. Because, although eve-

ryone had already understood it, more people were crying now. 
I could hardly contain myself. When I looked at our teacher, I 
could see that she was in the same condition. Finally, the class 
was over, however its effect on us didn’t leave. No one could be 
happy that day. 

As soon as I arrived home, I got into my bed. I had so many 
questions again. Lots of questions like, “When is Nihan coming 
home? When will Aunty Nezaket smile again?” … As a result, 
I decided to do some research on my computer. Even though 
I did search it, it wasn’t very easy for me to understand what 
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was said. Apparently, the hospital department Nihan went to was 
called the “oncology clinic”. Since I didn’t know the exact name 
of the disease I couldn’t learn much about it. Bone marrow had 
been used mostly for the treatment of a disease known as blood 
cancer.   If they hadn’t taken a sample from the patient when 
she was a baby, then they would look for a matching marrow by 
checking their siblings, if they have no siblings, then their rela-
tives, or someone else. The things I had read made me tired. The 
things I had learned were too heavy for my age. So, our beau-
tiful friend Nihan was really sick. Who knew how heavy this 
bitter truth, that I couldn’t stand, had been to her? Our beauti-
ful friend, Nihan… The wildflower waiting to fade away… She 
didn’t come back to school again, she couldn’t. She faded away 
in a timeless wind.  

We heard much later that they couldn’t find the matching 
marrow for Nihan. Besides, her weak body couldn’t stand the 
disease much longer. My mom told me, “She has gone to heaven 
too early”, in tears. A great pain stabbed me in the heart. Nihan 
went to heaven too early. She was one of the flowers in heaven 
now. Her honey-colored eyes that gave color to her white skin 
remained in our minds. Sometimes, I see her mother sitting on 
the chair in the garden like this, with her tired eyes staring into 
space. She looks into the distance as if she could see Nihan if 
she looked hard enough. Whereas, I catch Nihan’s eyes on the 
wing of a kite. I look into the sky harder. I study more now. I 
will study hard and become an oncology doctor when I grow up. 
Nihan couldn’t be cured, but I will fight so that other Nihans can 
recover. So that other Nihans wouldn’t fade away…
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Lately, he would always find his wife smiling. He found peace 
in her smile, forgot about all the negativities, felt like he could 
even challenge the whole world. There was his youth, the hopes 
about their baby who was about be born, that was why his wife 
had to smile and he had to gain strength from this smile. “What 
a wonderful life!”, he said, while he was daydreaming about his 
wife and the tiniest member of their family whose room had 
already been ready. They were going to be three people now, oh 
God, what a beautiful image! 

The last preparations for the baby were getting done, her bed-
ding was being arranged, her clothes were being ironed and her 
room was getting decorated. Since the birth was really close, the 
mother’s doctor appointments were more frequent than earlier. 
Our dear mother-to-be was in the doctor’s office almost once in 
two days. Meanwhile, the doctor told our mother-to-be about the 
cord blood, its importance, the storage conditions and its unfor-
tunately expensive price. Of course she wanted to take such an 
important precaution for her baby, however, since the thought 
that was unfortunate legacy from their ancestors: “Is it really go-
ing to happen to us, among all those other people?” was coded 
in this devoted woman’s DNA, they didn’t pay much attention 
to the idea of storing the cord blood, they considered it not men-
tioned. Unfortunately, their perceptions didn’t act so selective 
in this matter; according to our family, since there was already 
so many tragicomic things the baby needed, such as as the nose 
aspirator, feeding bottle sterilizer and precision scales, the cord 
blood seemed to be an unnecessary expense at that time.
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For now, everything was going as it was planned, the world 
was turning around to make them happy. A long time afterwards, 
our dear mother-to-be’s labor pains and spasms started.  Her face 
never lost the smiles on it, even during the labor pains. A healthy 
and beautiful baby, a baby which looked like she was trying to 
imitate her mother’s smile, a baby with a merry face was born. 
God, how cute this new little member of life was, this tiny person.

The baby and her mother stayed in the hospital for a day after 
the birth. Meanwhile, the father had made the last preparations 
for their arrival and got on his way to the hospital with proud, to 
get his wife and baby home. 

The father had gotten so excited that he turned to jelly for a 
while and trembled, but then, without wasting anymore time, 
moved fast towards the room where his wife and baby were at. 
First he hugged his wife and congratulated her and then hugged 
his child with proud and said “God, don’t let my baby be at-
tacked by evil eye” while attaching the evil eye talisman to the 
baby’s clothes as the customs suggested. 

The father spent some time with the new mother and then 
went to the hospital administration to start the discharge proce-
dure. As soon as the discharge procedure was done, our family 
left the hospital in great excitement. All members of their fami-
lies and friends were happy, all of them were waiting in the line 
to see the baby and to congratulate the parents. 

******
Mr. Samet, the violin virtuoso with an artistic soul and a 

kind heart, came home after his daily morning exercise and im-
mediately went under the warm shower. He could almost give 
up everything, however, he could never do without his morn-
ing exercises. In addition to making Mr. Samet’s muscles work, 
the exercises also helped Mr. Samet clean his soul.   Especially 
the grand breakfast after the morning exercise, was adding years 
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to his life and increasing his life energy. He started to eat his 
breakfast while checking the daily newspapers. Then he quickly 
tidied his house, because a cute, five-year old girl was invited 
for tutoring. She was coming to get some violin lessons from 
him. Mr. Samet, who had always worked with adults until then, 
was very curious about this little lady. Our virtuoso, who had 
always liked little girls, remembered how much they wanted to 
have a daughter with flaxen hair with his wife, whom he had 
met in the first years of university and got married to when he 
was still studying and how much they wanted to comb their lit-
tle daughter’s silky hair giving her kisses and smelling her hair. 
These thoughts caused a bitter taste to settle on his tongue and a 
sizzling feeling on his nose. 

Mr. Samet and his wife couldn’t have children. This art en-
thusiast couple made it their philosophy to not to take this as 
a matter of life or death and to live without feeling the lack of 
children, to make their lives colorful by means of other kind of 
entertainment; and they managed to do so for the most of the 
time. However, they were also having sadness as their honor 
guest when words felt incompetent. The doorbell rang, when 
opened the door, he saw a pair of vivid eyes, another pair of 
eyes without life and a violin case which was big enough for a 
little girl. Unfortunately, these vivid eyes didn’t have curly eye-
lashes or flaxen hair, moreover, she had a mask on her mouth. 
The mother, the thin-skinned woman, who had been even more 
sensitive after her daughter’s illness, got affected by the looks of 
the violin teacher and her moist eyes started to shed tears again.  

– Hello, we talked on the phone yesterday, about the violin 
lessons. 

– Yes, of course! I was expecting you, come in please. 
Our violin virtuoso first welcomed the mother and daughter 

who came inside silently and then gave information about the 
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lesson process and timing to the mother who had lost her smile 
and then he went on to the acquaintance phase with the little 
lady. A little bit of introduction and a little bit of violin lessons 
after, the first day of their lesson was complete. Mr. Samet had 
seen them off with respectful words and with wishes to see the 
little lady and her mother again. 

After Mr. Samet’s guests left, he leaned on the window with 
the view of the street, looked in the distance and started day-
dreaming. When his wife saw her husband absent-mindedly 
looking out of the window, she asked how his day was. Our vio-
lin teacher, who couldn’t hold his tears anymore, started to sob. 
He told his wife about the longing he had for a child that day and 
about his little student’s condition, then he silently went to his 
room to have some rest. 

This little violin student, who visited Mr. Samet for an hour, 
two days a week, got used to the lessons and Mr. Samet so much 
that she began to attend the classes without her mother and she 
began to show great progress. It didn’t miss his attention that 
this beautiful and talented girl was very weak from time to time 
and that she had bruises on her body. In the meantime, Mr.Samet 
had so many questions in his mind, yet, since he saw how upset 
the mother was, he would continue his lessons without asking 
any questions. 

While these joyful days were continuing in their routine or-
der, our little girl began not to be able to show up for the les-
sons, the mother who called the teacher to inform him that she 
wouldn’t come didn’t explain anything beyond it and hung up 
quietly.  

Mr. Samet, who got very warmed up to this little girl, felt 
a void in his life without the presence of his sweet student. So 
he held his phone and decided to call our tearful mother. After 
a while a man picked up and said “Hello”. Our violin teacher 
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introduced himself and explained that he was curious about the 
condition of his little student who hadn’t been able to attend his 
classes for a while.  The father thanked this caring teacher, told 
him that his wife was in low spirits, therefore he had to answer 
the phone instead of her. Our depressed and upset father invited 
the teacher to the hospital where his daughter was being treated, 
in order to inform him about her condition and to have a chat. 
Our violin teacher who had accepted this invitation with all his 
sincerity, hung up the phone after telling him that he wished to 
see him in the afternoon. 

******
At around 16:00, Mr. Samet went inside the hospital with 

a bunch of seasonal flowers in his hands. He went up to the 
clinic his little student was being treated at and visited the fam-
ily and the little student he had missed so much. Our family, 
who were very pleased for the visit, gave a hug to the teacher. 
Then the father and the teacher went to the hospital cafeteria 
to talk in more detail. The father, who couldn’t hold his tears 
in anymore, started to tell and our teacher started to listen to 
him with all his heart. Our father’s story didn’t cover too long 
ago, in fact, it had all started only three years ago. When their 
daughter was two years old and she was trying to get to know 
the world with small steps, she hadn’t been able to carry her 
body, had been falling down constantly and had small bruises 
on her legs. When they noticed it and took her to the doctor, 
unfortunately the blood tests didn’t give clean results for the 
little girl. Then their little girl was put in the hematology clinic 
and then days later she was diagnosed with leukemia. They fell 
apart at that moment. The mother had stayed at the hospital 
for long periods and the father had tried to continue working, 
while he was looking for blood due to low blood counts and 
dealing with the procedure. He had been resisting all of these, 
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however, when his little daughter’s hair loss had started due 
to chemotherapy and radiotherapy in the second month of her 
treatment, they felt like they lost the strength to fight with any-
thing. 

Even while these times, they, as a family, had decided to actu-
ally “act as a whole family” and to “find strength in each other”, 
even though these are usually phrases that everyone generally 
utters in daily life, but rarely applies.  They had continued to do 
everything for their daughter, to make every financial or spiritual 
sacrifice for her and to take delicate care of their little daughter. 
However, there was one thing they would never forgive them-
selves for. A little while before their baby was born, their doctor 
had told them about cord blood and the importance of storing it; 
but, our family had thought it was unnecessary and had ignored 
it and that was what they had been regretting. If they had stored 
their daughter’s cord blood, then their daughter might be treated 
by bone marrow transplantation. 

An in-family check was done, but sadly the results had shown 
that, including the parents, no one in the close relatives had a 
matching bone marrow. 

Our violin virtuoso, who wasn’t very informed about all of 
these matters before their talk, was carefully listening to what 
the tired and sorrowful father had been telling. “So, isn’t there 
another way of doing this thing?”, he asked with a voice that 
came out higher than intended.  The father told him that some 
sensitive citizens had tried to be donors and these donors’ names 
were registered, if any of these donors’ got a match they would 
be contacted and they were hopefully waiting for it to happen. In 
the presence of this enlightening information, the virtuoso had 
sparks in his eyes and told the father that he would gladly be a 
volunteer. 

******
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This morning, our violin teacher had much more important 
business than morning exercise. He went into the shower as soon 
as he woke up, wore his best suit and left the house with the gifts 
he had prepared the night before and with d major of Johannes 
Brahms’ violin concerto on his tongue. He first saluted himself, 
then the horses, then the plants and the sky and got into his car. 
We owe seeing him so happy to his putting being a donor on his 
mind. Because, his bone marrow was transplanted to his little 
student, whom he filled the lack of his own children with. Our 
little girl was healthy and everything was alright. On this sunny 
day, our virtuoso was going to the hospital to visit his little stu-
dent and her parents. He also had a surprise for them. At eight 
o’clock that day, he was going give a concert in the biggest con-
cert hall in the city, with the name of “Marrow Transplantation 
Awareness”. However, he was going to present his repertoire to 
his adoptive daughter first. 

While he was driving to his destination, Mr. Samet thought, 
“Should I get my student a pair of hair pins with pink ribbons 
on them?”.
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Kadircan KIZILCIKLI

He kindly stimulated the vivid, pretty cell, with lots of cyto-
plasm, next to him, by using his appendage. He was so excited. 
His nucleus was almost shining. His membrane vibrated softly. He 
got ready for his message and released the necessary chemicals. 

– Hello, I’m one of the new comers by the donation. My 
name is Hüseyin 8003, what is yours?

The pretty cell didn’t look at him. She calmly paired some 
RNA and kept doing her job. Hüseyin got embarrassed. The cell 
on his other side, which was not pretty, but somehow appealing, 
responded to him.   

– Welcome, it is so nice to see you here. So, you are the 
ones who are replacing the marrow that was emptied earlier. We 
have been waiting for you for such a long time. You are our only 
hope. You’re so welcome. My name is Arzu 4742, I’m one of 
Arzu’s old blood cells. 

With the appealing cell’s answer, Hüseyin 8003 regained his 
self-confidence which he had lost when he couldn’t get any at-
tention from the first cell. Once again, he talked towards the cell 
he liked earlier.  

– I hope we can match. We really want to save Arzu. If only 
Hüseyin acted so much earlier that we could meet earlier.  This 
is Hüseyin’s first donation. 

He sent a vacuole to the cell he liked. She didn’t accept it. 
Hüseyin 8003 insisted and sent another vacuole. 

– I don’t think we can match. 
Arzu was only a twelve-year old little girl. She used to get 

sick so often. This sicknesses and exhaustions which happened 
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so often during her transition into her rebellion times, made her 
weary of life.  Her condition went worse day by day, however, 
her parents couldn’t understand the seriousness of the situation 
and thought it was just the exhaustion of going into puberty. 
Of course, they were going to discover the bitter truth one day; 
Arzu’s bone marrows couldn’t produce enough blood.

First, she became unable to go to school and then unable to 
leave her bed. She was immediately taken to the hospital. She 
waited hopelessly for months, for years, but all of her parents’ 
attempts for finding a matching marrow, came to nothing. The 
marrows that had been extracted and stored before were checked, 
but again the results were negative at the end. Lots of data were 
reviewed and lots of registers were checked with hope. There 
was nothing. Day by day, the tears that fell down from her pale 
blue eyes, washed her little chin, her white neck and her blood-
less cheeks. 

Some of the newly arrived cells had started to socialize with 
the tissues around them. They were having a chat about the im-
portance of organ and blood donations. Whereas, some of them 
were not interested in the topic and only paid attention to their 
ribosomes’ work. The more conscious ones would cast those 
ones away. 

Hüseyin 8003 got carried away again. Whatever his Golgi ap-
paratus was releasing made him strangely brave from time to time. 

– Well, so, how are things around here, is there a lot of oxy-
gen? Are cell membranes always like this? They look really fancy. 

The pretty cell softened up a little bit due to the compliment. 
The chemical particles which had reached her, were busy work-
ing hard to provide communication.  

– It used to be so much better, I mean, the cells from Arzu’s 
birth time says so. Arzu got this disease so early in life and I was 
born right then. How was your old tissue? 
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Hüseyin 8003 got excited; he didn’t know what to say.
– Our tissue was really good too, however, when Hüseyin 

started smoking we started to have a hard time. He hasn't been 
taking good care of himself for the last few years. Lately, he was 
so away from that healthy state he was in when he used to live 
with his parents. Let the ones who stayed there worry about it 
now, we’re here at the moment, so we shouldn’t worry about 
Hüseyin, but focus Arzu. 

– You are right, said the pretty cell and their chat has stopped 
for a while.

Hüseyin was a young man at his senior year at the university. 
He was slim and he had a nervous look on his face for the most of 
the time. His hair was neither short nor long and it looked messy. 
Also, he had an unhappy facial expression since he was ques-
tioning his life all the time. Thinking a lot about trivial stuff and 
getting nowhere made him forget how to laugh. He was always 
thinking about the meaning of his existence and could never find 
anything except a meaningless void. All he did was wasting his 
days. He was used to being shy, isolated and to blaming himself 
for everything.  

He was studying Electrical Engineering. He would spend 
most of his time alone. He would sit at the back of the class-
rooms; he thought about everything during those classes, except 
the subject of those classes. On one of the days he preferred to 
drink his tea under the rain in the university yard instead of at-
tending to his class, he started to walk towards the white tent that 
caught his attention. He realised that this was a Red Crescent tent 
when he got closer. Normally, he didn’t like syringes or hospi-
tals. Health matters made him feel nauseated. He would remem-
ber that weird smell that he was used to getting in hospitals. It 
would feel like this smell would invade his nose and his brain. He 
wanted to make a change that day. Sometimes, he would feel like 
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he didn’t succeed in anything, like he had done no good to this 
world. He got that feeling again, he threw away the glass of tea 
in his hand and rushed to the tent. He didn’t like the view he has 
seen very much. There were people around lying around looking 
tired a bit, people who had recently donated blood. One of them 
drank his soda and burped a little and then checked around to see 
if anyone heard him doing so, when he saw that everybody was 
minding their own business, he got relieved. 

Hüseyin 8003 was trying to find a conversation topic to break 
the silence. He didn’t have earlier experience with these kind of 
situations, so he couldn’t find any. He was used to living with 
male cells only. 

– Well, Arzu must be really pretty. I mean, her DNA must be 
really good, otherwise how could you be so pretty?

He had overplayed, so the pretty cell closed her receptors for 
a while. 

Hüseyin, walked to the empty chair close to the heating stove 
in the middle of the room. The heating stove was not something 
he was unfamiliar with, the university dorm was the first accom-
modation he had with central heating. A young nurse came out 
of the section that was separated with a curtain. 

– Welcome. Please get a form from that table and fill it, then 
come back here. 

Hüseyin hung back a bit, but couldn’t keep himself from do-
ing what this girl had said. He went there and began filling the 
form.

“Do you feel well and healthy?”, I don’t think so.
“Have you been intimate with hepatitis B in the last twelve 

months?”, I haven’t been intimate with anyone, I haven’t even 
touched anyone.

“Have you got a brain surgery?”, I wish I could, I would have 
taken it out, so I could finally be done with it.
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“Is your weight 50 kilograms and higher?”, Yes, I’m slightly 
over it. 

He took the form in his hands and looked at it with excite-
ment. Bingo! No one had taken his chair next to the heater and 
that girl was still here. He walked there quickly and handed his 
form. The girl started the conversation, 

– Is this the first time you’re donating blood? You look a bit 
nervous. 

– I’m always nervous. I don’t know why, but I have always 
been and I guess I’ll always be. 

The girl gently put the needle into Hüseyin’s vein. Hüseyin 
thought that the countdown had started. When the blood bag was 
filled he would need to get up and leave. Yet, the girl was so 
beautiful, she felt so familiar. The girl started to talk again.

– Don’t let yourself go like that. I’m sure you have friends, 
hang with them. Look, I have started to work recently and I’m 
miss my university days so bad. I always think that I should have 
hanged around more and done whatever I wanted to do.

– I don’t have many friends. I’m more of a loner. 
He thought he needed to quit being this way. There was no 

one like him when it came to make whoever showed any inter-
est in him to pity him. Of course he couldn’t quit being that way 
and bored the girl until the blood bag was filled. Afterwards, he 
drank his soda and left the tent with an emotional defeat. He went 
back to the place he had been drinking tea before he saw the tent. 
His friends were coming out of the class, while he had spent his 
time very differently. He was watching the tent again. He saw 
the white vehicles that were driving towards the tent and moved 
close. The tent was being packed up now. This was probably go-
ing to be the last time he saw that beautiful girl, whose name was 
still unknown to him. No, no, wait a minute, he told himself. His 
eyes, which managed not to get have any eyesight deterioration 
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through all those years he spent by playing video games, managed 
to see the writing on the vehicles even from a distance. The writ-
ing on the vehicles was “Kartal Blood Donation Center”. A huge 
smile was formed on his face. A smile was something he hadn’t 
had for a long time. When he went back to his dorm room, the 
first thing he did was to open his computer as he always did, but 
this time he did it to look up an address. For the first thing in the 
morning, he went to Kartal Blood Donation Center. He walked to 
the information booth to ask where that girl was working at. He 
came face to face with the woman behind the information booth. 

– Hello, I am looking for someone, I think she works here. 
– Who?
– Errr… She is blonde…Errr...
– Are you a stalker or something?
– No! Errr… Thanks.
He put a fake and shamed smile on, turned around and 

quickly went upstairs. He looked around, at the people going 
in and out, sometimes at the tranquility and sometimes at the 
rush.  What if they just travelled in a vehicle that belonged to 
here and she didn’t actually work in this place? Could the writ-
ing on the vehicle that indicated here, the only clue he had turn 
out to be nothing at all? At that exact moment of doubt, he saw 
the girl. She was going out. Hüseyin followed her. The girl met 
her friends who were smoking outside. Hüseyin started to watch 
her from a distance, it was obvious that he focused on the girl. 
The whole group felt uncomfortable. The girl left the group and 
came close to him. Hüseyin got so excited that he stumbled. 

– Why do you keep staring at me? You are one of the boys 
who came for donation, what are you doing here?

– And now, I’m here to donate bone marrow. 
– You just donated blood yesterday, it isn’t possible. OK, get 

lost now and don’t ever come here again.
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The girl almost turned into a bully. She wasn’t going to toler-
ate this kind of behavior. Hüseyin only managed to say a word: 
“The dream”. 

Hüseyin 8003 had been busy with the cell he liked since he 
arrived. This situation started to get irritating. The other cells 
were trying to socialize too, however, so far none of them could 
get a positive result. The cell he liked sent him a signal. 

– What is your deal? Why don’t you go socialize with other 
cells? Isn’t that what you came here for?

He thought he hit rock bottom. He was already in a terrible 
state   because all of his attempts during the last several hours 
came to naught. He wasn’t sure if he could take this scolding. 
Suddenly, he remembered Hüseyin’s words.  

– The dream, said Hüseyin 8003.
– Which dream?
– The dream I always have…
Hüseyin had told this to that girl back then. The girl was 

about to get angry again, but she was also curious.  
– OK, cut this stuff now. Get lost or you’ll regret it.  

Hüseyin went on. 
– Actually, that’s a scene from a book I have read. However, 

it keeps getting into my dream. There is this little girl and she 
always get upset looking at the picture on the wall.

– Why does she get upset?
The girl couldn’t believe that she slipped that out. She kept 

listening, keeping it low.  
– Because there is a group of animals on that picture and they 

are playing games on a boat, laughing together. 
– What a pity! How sad that must be!
– That’s not the reason why she’s upset.
– OK, stop keeping me in suspense and just tell me. 
The girl was listening to Hüseyin very carefully. 
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– The hippo in front of the boat. She thinks that the hippo 
swims in pain, pulling the boat with his slim tail and that the 
hippo can’t play with the others. She thinks about it every 
night, gets depressed and she eventually turns into an intro-
vert person. One day, when she is crying in sorrow, she real-
ises something. 
– What?
The girl was hooked on.
– The hippo’s tail touches the boat; it is not actually tied to it. 

Then she realises something else that she didn’t notice before.
– Can’t you just tell it a bit faster?
– Alright. The boat has a sail. The hippo is just another ani-

mal that plays with the others and swims with the group. The 
boat moves forward with the help of its sail.

– So, how is this story related to our situation?
– You look exactly like that girl in my dreams.
The girl couldn’t help but smile. Hüseyin 8003 finished the 

story and at that moment a small vibration occurred in the cell 
he liked. One of her extensions reached to Hüseyin 8003 and got 
attached to him. The cells around them watched this with joy. 
The cell he liked finally introduced herself.

– I am Arzu 7452. I also believe that we can match! 
Meanwhile, the doctor gave Arzu, who had been waiting in sor-
row for many years and her parents the good news.  A matching 
marrow was finally found. Hüseyin, managed to revolutionize a 
little girl’s life with the stem cells he had donated. Besides, he 
found the meaning of his life that he had been looking for and he 
stopped living a miserable and untidy life. 

A small donation helped several “great” hearts to beat.



127

The Sarcastic Smile

THE SARCASTIC SMILE

Derya ATMACA

I’m opening the curtains of the night’s standard, usual loneli-
ness tonight. I’m collecting the leaves that a sorrowful past had 
scattered around with my exhausted and frail body. I’m like the 
shadow of a walking corpse and I feel like I’m taking a step for-
wards into the beginning of an everlasting watch with the frus-
tration my helplessness gives me.   

I’m starting to find the environment I’ve been in so many 
years strange.  Is it something that nothingness gives you, or 
do I understand my existence for the first time?  The sound of 
the screen sounds like a human scream in my ears, am I going 
crazy? I’m walking from one bed to another, checking every 
patient. I never turn my gaze away, because I know I will be de-
feated as soon as I do so. No, at this night that is not even lighted 
by the moon, the smell of death shouldn’t be pervade. I let this 
deafening silence to be teared up by the words that were broken 
into pieces by the doctor. I don’t object and I don’t try to bring 
the pieces together to create a meaningful whole. I briefly add 
some of the words, the meanings of which I have a hard time 
finding, onto his.   

– I need to go to the upper floor, can you cover up for me for 
a while?

– Of course, nurse… I left there before he finishes his sen-
tence. 

I climb the stairs with heavy steps in the shakiness that is 
caused by the walking perception I have lost. My desire to leave 
gets defeated by my desire to sense the feelings I will have 
against the view I will see and once again I collapse against the 
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stairs. I pull myself together scarcely and then get on my way 
to her room. Just as I expected, a huge crowd. I push my way 
through the crowd muttering and say, 

– I have told you a hundred times, don’t get this room packed 
like sardines! She needs oxygen! 

After my angry shouting everyone leaves the room and leaves 
me alone with her. Was I sure that I wanted that? No!

– One person should stay!
My aunt is the one who opts for staying. It would be weird 

for a mother to do otherwise, anyways. Anyhow… I remember 
that my time is limited, I put my useless but interested cousin 
act on and start to examine Dilruba. Even though I don’t want 
to have eye contact, her eyes get pierced into mine. Those cold 
looks that she was piercing into mine, were maybe a cry for 
help, or a statement for being set free, or maybe her last undone 
sentence from the times she was able to talk… I don’t know, I 
look into her eyes without showing my fear, no reflex. I close her 
eyes with two pieces of plaster I have pulled off. My aunt tells 
me, “She can’t see us, if you close her eyes”. I tell her “If I don’t 
close them, then the lights will hurt her eyes”, complete the job 
I have to do and cut the blue light that helps her see us blurred.  

I was as motionless as her body on the bed. I could guess 
what would happen, or maybe I couldn’t and that was why I was 
scared. I was afraid of not being able to cry, that was why I was 
afraid of the weird looks I would get from the people around. I 
was afraid that they wouldn’t understand me, I was afraid of the 
uncomfortable feeling in my conscience I had for being able to 
live in the lack of her presence. Fear was the only thing that cov-
ered my whole body. Her soul was afraid and so was my body. 

I could feel the cold of the morgue when I touched her naked 
body. I was ashamed of myself for associating a thirteen-year 
old girl with the cold of death. I was bored of the never-ending 
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questions of her relatives. I was tired of answering all those re-
peatedly asked questions, answers of which I knew very clearly. 

When someone asked, “How is she, is she going to be OK?”, 
I would wander my fingers on her body like an ant walking 
around, instead of telling them, “No, sir, she is not! Please try to 
put this in your hardly comprehending brain!”. Everything I did 
was a piece of hope for them, but what were they for Dilruba? I 
wondered the answer to my question and looked at her face with 
a momentary reflex. Where did that sarcastic smile come from? 
Instead of putting up with it anymore, I throw myself out of the 
room. Yes, her sarcastic smile was too much for me. Right at that 
moment, I came face to face with my uncle.  

– How is she? Is he OK?
Oh, my God! The same question, again.
– There’s no change, we are waiting.
– I remember the things you told me…
– I didn’t want it to be this way.
– You didn’t, but you knew it was going to be. Whenever I 

came to you telling she has a fever, you told me “These are her 
good days, such times will come that you’ll wish she was still 
in this condition” and I got so mad at you. Yet, I understand you 
now… I’m willing to see her having a fever with 40°C, if only 
she could open her eyes and look at me again.

He couldn’t go on anymore. His tears didn’t let him to do so. 
I couldn’t do neither inside the room, nor outside of it. I threw 
myself in her room again, without thinking that I would see her 
lifeless body. 

She was fading away in front my eyes; her fingers were slow-
ly turning inwards. The monitor was screaming in pain. Sudden-
ly, the door of the room was opened and it turned into a movie 
scene. Here is the author, the production and the director… I had 
been in a movie for so many years. This time, I watched myself. 
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I watched how I rushed to the patients and what I did while get-
ting them back to life. This time, I was doing the same things 
for my cousin. I was giving directions to others and acting as 
quickly as possible to get her back to life, as I would do with 
other patients. I felt like I was going to pass out. 

I can’t take it anymore and I tell the doctors,
– Enough, stop the cardiac massage. 
She is not coming back, she doesn’t want to come back to us 

and Dilruba leaves us with a sarcastic smile on her face. 
I can’t remember what happened, or who I was. A storm is 

breaking out, outside. I can’t distinguish if those are cries or 
laughter.  I can understand what I couldn’t do when my aunt asks 
me “Derya, couldn’t you do anything?”. I remain silent, until I 
wrap her in the burial robe. Here it is, everything is ready to put 
her into the cold morgue refrigerator. I look at her face for the 
last time, her sarcastic smile is still there. I walk away from her 
body with heavy steps.  

These verses pour out from deep: 
There were only bits and pieces left from her,
And it was left to the ones whom she left behind to gather 

them together, 
A few drops of tear fell down after her, 
Everybody’s gaze was focused on the ground. 
The bitter sound of the ringing phone made me come back 

from the dream I had been having. 
– Internal diseases intensive care, it is nurse Derya, how can 

I help you?
– …
– My aunt?
– …
– Let her in, please. 
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My heart beats were multiplied by a thousand in a twenty-
step distance. It was as if, the possibility of things I had envis-
aged just a few minutes ago to be real, that extended my aunt’s 
time of arrival. No, it couldn’t be real! If it was real, my aunt 
couldn’t find the strength in herself to come here. Yet, it was my 
fault. I hadn’t seen her even once since my watch started. In fact, 
I asked the doctor once to cover up for me and I had started to 
climb the stairs with heavy steps in the shakiness that was caused 
by the walking perception I had lost. My desire to go was defeat-
ed by the feelings I was going to see and I just collapsed across 
the stairs. I got up with difficulty, but decided to go back to work, 
instead of making my way to her room. I didn’t know what I was 
supposed to tell my aunt now and I didn’t have the time to figure 
something out, she was already in front of me with her bloodshot 
eyes, which looked like they were going to pop out. 

– Welcome aunty, I hope nothing is wrong.
– I know you are busy working, but all of the doctors are in 

our room now. Your uncle told me to come and call you. 
– Is Dilruba OK?
– I don’t know anything. They don’t tell me anything any-

ways!
– OK aunty, please don’t cry, let’s inform the doctor and then 

go to the room. 
After getting the doctor to the ward, we climbed the stairs 

with my aunt. Unlike my dream where I had walked with heavy 
steps, I ran to the room to face the reality. I understood that 
what weakens people the most is not what they face, but that 
short period of time during which they don’t know what they’ll 
face. Even though I tried not to think about it, I pushed my way 
through the crowd and faced Dilruba with an expression that I 
will never be able to describe. No chaos, no crying, no scream-
like sounds coming from the monitor… Nothing. Could I be re-
lieved? The head of the child hematology department said:
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– And here is our nurse. 
His assistants who had lined up behind him, were ready to 

note everything he said.   
After I took a few steps forward and saw that my cousin was 

alright, I managed to say hi to him. Dilruba’s well-being, raised 
my curiosity about the situation even more.

Eventually, when the doctor’s and Dilruba’s bantering, 
which I didn’t listen to, ended, I heard the shocking words com-
ing out of the doctor’s mouth. He told that a compatible donor 
was found and that Dilruba was going to be transferred to the 
bone marrow unit the next day and that the necessary procedure 
would be started. 

I didn’t deny my happiness, however, while everyone was 
screaming with joy I was asking question after question to raise the 
possibility of its being real. The doctor answered each of my ques-
tions without showing any sign of boredom. Eventually, I was sat-
isfied, let the doctor alone and hugged everyone around me. I was 
in such a state that, I learnt later that I even hugged one of my col-
leagues whose name was enough to make me have goosebumps.

The doctor and his assistants left us alone with the patient 
and us in tears of joy. So I was left alone with a huge crowd.  I 
was trying answer the questions they had and when they had 
questions that I couldn’t answer, I would just tell them not to 
think about that for then and tell them it was too early to think 
about that. For the last few months our relatives hardly had 
showed any intention to leave Dilruba’s room because of their 
sorrow and now they had no intention to leave since they were 
too happy to leave. Yet, it was much easier than I had imagined 
to show them out by mentioning the risks of infection. I persuad-
ed my aunt and uncle to have some tea at the cafeteria and to 
have a chat. I went in and closed the door behind me, aware that 
I needed to take a deep breath and focus my remaining energy 



133

The Sarcastic Smile

on our protagonist’s questions. There was one thing I was sure 
of; she was not going to take that sarcastic smile off her face. 
Yet, I wasn’t going to be uncomfortable seeing that smile, on the 
contrary I was going to be very pleased with it. 

Dilruba had taught me a lesson. She made me question my 
beliefs about medicine. The field I was working in was a river 
and I chose to drown in the river instead of sitting on the side of 
it and watch. If there was a hopeful situation in front of us, medi-
cine would help us get our hopes up again. I only managed to 
punish myself by believing that we needed a miracle, otherwise 
we would watch a young girl fade away in front of us. While I 
was expecting a miracle, I forgot the fact that was medicine was 
a miracle on its own. Full with these deep thoughts, I was walk-
ing towards her bed. I knew that she had thousands of questions, 
while I had only one…

***
– Nurse, I’m leaving the chemotherapy order of the patient 

on the table. 
– Alright doctor, I told him and put the journal with the red 

cover in my closet, the journal which had taken me back to the 
past and that had caused me to be a nurse today.  However, I 
could never read the last page of that journal. I couldn’t learn 
if she kept the last page of it, or just threw it out. Yet, I hadn’t 
asked any question to her on that day when I learnt I was going 
to have a transplantation. She, on the other hand, had only asked 
one question for me. I got my transplantation the next day and 
was discharged from the hospital a month later. Many years ago, I 
had answered my cousin’s question by asking “Can you worship 
and pray for a religion you don’t believe in?” and now, because of 
that question she had asked me, I’m helping another patient today. 

– OK, mommy. Let’s put your handsome son to the bed so we 
can start his treatment.
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ROOTS OF A TREE

Hilal ÖZEGEN

The combined lights of the stars in the sky were not enough 
to tear the strong darkness of the endless night. I thought about 
how mad the nurses be if they had discovered I was still awake 
that late at night. I looked at my reflection on the window glass 
which was turned into a mirror by the darkness of the night. Two 
huge, dark eyes, on an expressionless face without eyebrows… 
Lips that looked unhealthy with their sickly color that resem-
bled white, grey and brown… A small nose, which people told 
me that looked like a button when I was younger… All these 
parts were located on a grayish white skin. However, the main 
problem was not these signs of sickness on my face. The main 
problem was the baldness which started where my hairline sup-
posed to be, above my forehead and which had the city lights 
that reflected from the windows dance on it. If it was not for 
that shine on my head, maybe people would pay attention to my 
grayish lips, or sickly color. However, my hairless head was so 
attention-grabbing, so terribly shiny that I guess people had no 
chance to pay attention to my face.  

When I realised that my bare feet were colder than the floor 
of this small hospital door, I was taking steps towards my bed. 
I lied down on my grayish white sheets. While I was looking at 
the ceiling trying to fall asleep, I heard the murmur coming from 
the next bed and I turned that way. My best friend, Meltem, mur-
mured something again and turned to her right. I was used to her 
murmurings now. Even with her pale face and her blonde wig 
which she had never taken off, even when she was sleeping, she 
was still so pretty. I always envied her symmetrical facial fea-
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tures. Long, full, dark eye-lashes, fleshy lips and a nose which 
could be described as perfect. However, I knew her pain. 

To know someone, was not to know every centimeter of her 
face by heart. To know someone, was not to spend hours with 
her, or to laugh and talk with her for days. I had learned it there. 
To know someone, was to know the facts they can’t talk about, to 
know which words made them cry even when they only remem-
bered the initials of them. To know someone was to know the 
scars in their hearts, rather than the scars they had on the surface. 
To know someone was to know the source of their bad days, to 
know the name of their disease, not to know the source of their 
good days. To know someone, was not to eat side by side, but to 
vomit into the same metal cups side by side. I learned all of these 
in that hospital room I had been spending my fourteenth age, in 
the hopelessness which my fourteenth age had been disappear-
ing, with the despair that made me wonder on which day of my 
fourteenth age I would eventually die. 

Meltem and I had the same disease. Acute Myeloid Leu-
kemia. That’s why I could easily call Meltem my sister. My 
beautiful sister. She really was as beautiful as a fairy and had a 
spark that would make angels envy her; and like everyone who 
is aware of their beauty, she was a bit spoiled. Yet, even being 
spoiled would look good on her. Meltem was my best friend 
there.  Her character that made her not so easy to get on with, 
had only managed to get on with me; we had become comrades, 
friends and even sisters in this white hospital room covered with 
the smell of sterilization. Before I closed my eyes and let myself 
go in the arms of sleep, I was thinking about how much longer 
did Meltem’s beautiful face was going to remain alive. While I 
was getting dragged into the warm lap of sleep, I realised that 
there was nothing I was more afraid of than to see the next bed 
empty.  
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When the noises on the ward, that woke up with the first lights 
of the morning, came into our room like an uninvited guest, 
Meltem opened her big hazel eyes accompanied by a frowning 
face. I had woken up a few minutes earlier. We waited in our 
beds to have our daily check-ups. Meltem shook her morning 
grumpiness off of her in a few minutes. She was smiling now. I 
knew what she was thinking of. Soon, she revealed her thoughts 
to me, “I have a good feeling today, Elif”, she said grinning. At 
the same time, she was fixing her blonde, wavy wig. “Today, we 
will have some good news”, she said. The source of the good 
news was Ankara University Tissue and Cord Blood Bank, or 
TRAN as we called it. There are some words that even when you 
find the strength in your lungs to articulate the sounds of them, 
that burn your tongue and lips when you actually utter them. 
They beat the people up with silence when you blow them into 
the air. Here, in this room, in this ward, “Transplantation” was 
one of those words for us.  The wish all of us had, the wish that 
burned all of our hearts. Our silent dream that we included in our 
prayers at nights and the dream you could read from our eyes 
even when we couldn't put it into words. I smiled and my face 
hurt due to the echo of my lips which tried to smile. I knew that 
my whole face was tensed.  This smile looked so artificial on my 
face that, I didn’t want to torture myself like this. I immediately 
took that crooked smile off of my face. Everybody has some 
hope related to the transplantation. This hope might be a distant 
relative, or someone whom you had never met might save your 
life with the cell he had donated. Of course I had hopes, too. 
However, if the others’ hopes were like a freshly baked loaf of 
bread, mine was like a moldy, day-old slice of bread that was 
thrown out. If the others’ hopes were like a new toy in its shiny 
box, mine was like a sleazy toy which was found in the garbage, 
that had been used by who knows how many kids for many 



138

Lives Changed From Stem to Stern

years. Yet, I had it, I had a small dry piece of hope. Because, the 
transplantation was usually done with the blood relatives, with 
mothers, fathers and usually with siblings… I had no one in this 
world whom that I could call family. Except the sister I had on 
the bed next to me, the sister I had no genetic relations, the sister 
I didn’t even have the same blood type with. 

I was an orphan. The moment I opened my eyes to this world 
was the last time I had seen my mother. My mother had left me 
at the orphanage and no one knew who my father was. I started 
life with a great disadvantage. Yet, there were worse things in 
life than being a child without a family. Being a child without 
a family and with leukemia… Life scored against me one more 
time and defeated me. No, in this white room, I was trying not be 
fooled by death, which life had always served me on a gold plate 
and I was trying to hold on to life.  My fingers were holding onto 
life uninspired.  The thing to save me was not going to be do-
nated by anyone. My mother was going to donate that cell. Then, 
everyone would understand, even my mom was going to realise 
that she was actually my mother. She was going to see the baby 
she had left with the recklessness of being seventeen. She was 
going to love me even with my bald head. My mother, who had 
carried me in her womb for nine months, who had given me life, 
whose blood had wandered in my body, was going to give me 
life once again and she would bring me into this world one more 
time. Also, when we were going to go out from the hospital door, 
my hair would start growing again. My eyebrows would grow, 
my eyelashes would get thicker and I was going to walk into my 
new life with a smile I could never have until then. 

The word mother, meant much more than being a part of a 
family to me, it meant a new life, a rescued lifetime, a ticket to 
the future. For me, the word mother meant being able to live 
without worrying if I could die tomorrow, without thinking that 
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I could stop breathing any minute. Mother meant, growing up, 
being able to grow up. I was a small sapling and my mom was 
my roots under the earth that I could never see; and my place 
in this dark soiled earth would become strong with my mom’s 
stem cells.

After our morning check-ups were done, our old but sweet 
nurse came closer to me. Her name was Keriman. She always 
had a smile on her face which was decorated with her gray 
hair and chubby cheeks. She was our “Kemoş”. I was sur-
prised when, with her smile that she never took off, she told 
me “Come on, my dear Elif. Doctor wants to talk to you about 
something”. I was surprised, because Kemoş, rarely called 
children to the doctor’s room to talk with them. I talked to 
myself, “Oh, here it is, you are dying Elif”. I got up slowly 
and followed the nurse. I walked through those white corridors 
without even trying to avoid being the prisoner of the fear that 
was quickly growing up in my heart.

When I returned to my room, Meltem was sitting up and 
looking at the metal cup she had in her hands. She was dealing 
with the morning nausea again. She looked at me as soon as 
I got inside. I could imagine how I looked. A one-point-four-
meter-tall skeleton, weighing thirty-two kilograms, with a bald 
head and moist eyes, standing right beside the blue door. “What 
happened?”, Meltem cried. I walked towards my bed without 
saying anything. It was as if the distance to my bed was getting 
longer and longer in this tiny room. I felt like I was going to 
collapse, like I was going to die right there. However, I was not 
going to die. I wasn’t going to die… I wasn’t going to die… I 
was screaming this so loud in my head that my lips actually got 
locked and I went mute. Despite all the words that were echoing 
in my heart, I could only utter one word, a word with its wind 
that resembled hot air: “Mother” … 
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Meltem listened to me with her eyes wide open. I whispered 
to her in my brief speech, a bone marrow was found for me. 
My doctor had told me “A matching stem cell is found for you 
Elif”, grinning. Actually, it was the only thing I could remember. 
My dreams had come true.  My mom had come, found me and 
my roots which were the only things that helped me hold onto 
life had finally shown themselves.  The doctor didn’t tell me the 
name of the donor. I knew nothing about that person. Yet, some-
times, you could know without knowing. While I was trying to 
cover my moist eyes which were filled with the tears of hope, I 
learnt that you could learn without seeing. She was my mother. 

The donated marrow, the stem cell that was going to be trans-
fused into my body, was not only going to keep me alive, but it 
was also going to teach me to stay strong against sentences with 
“mother”. This donation which would give me life, was not only 
going to help a sapling to grow into a tree, but also help that lit-
tle tree to be sure that she has roots. I couldn’t care much about 
Meltem’s being happy for me. While she was telling me “See, 
I told you I had a good feeling!” and clapping her hands with 
joy, I took the breakfast tray on the nightstand and put it on my 
lap since I couldn’t find anything to do in order to keep myself 
busy. A warm drop of tear glided through my cheek and fell on 
my piece of bread. The bread was warm, fresh and smelled deli-
cious. A tiny part of it got moistened by the one-drop ocean that 
fell from my eye. I was so happy at that moment, that, I was sure 
that I would be the happiest person in heaven if I died that mo-
ment, on that bed, in that room.

I was a small sapling and my mom was my roots under the 
earth and my place in this world with the blue sky, was getting 
stronger with my mother’s stem cells. 
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SIBLINGS LIVES

Enes ERSÖZ

There was a knock on my door. “Come in”, I said. An old man 
came inside. When asked about his illness, he told me that his 
chest ached and that he coughed a lot. I listened to his back, he had 
a cold. I prescribed him some medicine and warned him to protect 
himself from the cold. Then, a woman with her daughter came 
inside. My phone started to ring while the woman was telling me 
about her daughter’s complaints. It was Turan. He told me that my 
daughter and my sister-in-law were with him and that I needed to 
go there. I told him I got a patient, but he didn’t listen to me, he told 
me to go there immediately. I got worried, however, since I didn’t 
want to show it to my patients I left the room in a calm manner.

I went to Turan’s room in the building next to ours. Turan 
was sitting behind his table and my sister-in-law was sitting 
across him. When I saw Seher’s plaintive face and snafued state, 
I asked immediately: “Where is my daughter?”. Turan answered 
my question. “Calm down, Malik. Have a seat and then I’ll tell 
you everything.”. I sat on a chair. “Aysu passed out at school 
today. They called Seher so she went to school. She brang Aysu 
here a few hours ago. I didn’t have time to call you. We started 
to run tests immediately. I ran the test again and again just to 
be sure, however, the results are the same. I’m sorry Malik, but 
Aysu has bone marrow cancer”. Each word, each letter Turan 
uttered, felt like hot masses of lava. I heard his words with my 
ears, but they somehow burnt their way through my throat and 
this hot mass covered all inside me. In seconds, I had demon-
strated all of the terrible possibilities in my mind. I put the most 
frightening moments of my life on the stage of mind.
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Seher came to me sobbing and hugged me either not to let me 
collapse, or to support me. I was unresponsive. I could neither 
move, nor cry. However, as I mentioned, I lived the things, that 
my body wasn’t able to do, in my mind. After a while, I only 
managed to say “My daughter!”. Turan must had understood my 
trouble; he told me that they put her in a room and we went to 
see her. 

There was nothing preventing us from going into the room, 
however, my daughter was sleeping and I don’t know why, but 
I couldn’t go in. I just looked in from the window. I don’t know 
if it was the disease, but my daughter didn’t look like her usu-
al self. Maybe it was just me, but she was not my sweet, cute, 
beautiful princess Aysu, but she was my ill daughter, my strong 
daughter Aysu. I got even more attached to my daughter with 
the reality that the disease brought upon her. When I thought 
about this great burden she carried on her tiny body, I loved my 
daughter even more. 

Seher came to me. She looked like she pulled herself togeth-
er. She cleared her throat and started to talk: “How are we going 
to tell this to my sister? She will be devastated. Both her and 
the baby might get hurt.”. Suddenly I got shattered while I was 
watching my daughter. Yes, in her state, when she was seven-
months pregnant, Zeynep would be devastated if she had learned 
about our daughter’s disease. It was the best not to tell her, at 
least until she gave birth. We would have to figure something 
out if she asked about Aysu. I shared my thoughts with Seher 
and she agreed. Then I thought about the patient I had left in my 
room. I left Seher with my daughter and rushed to my room. As 
soon as I entered the room, I found the woman’s daughter look-
ing at me. The image of the little girl turned into my daughter’s 
image for a second. I shuddered. I didn’t know what to do. I left 
the room in seconds. I was out of breath. I leaned on the wall 
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beside my door and sat on the floor. I started to cry before I knew 
it. I was sobbing. As a doctor, I was just realising that crying was 
a good prescription. 

I spent that night pulling myself together. I sat down and 
thought what I was going to do. Surely, my daughter needed a 
compatible marrow first and for that, I was going to talk with 
Turan the next day. Also, there was Zeynep. I didn’t know what 
to tell her when I was going home. I didn’t know what to tell her 
when I saw her either. When she asked me “Where is my daugh-
ter?”, I suddenly said “Chicken pox”. Aysu hadn’t had chicken 
pox before; and it made sense for me to not to bring her home 
since my wife was pregnant. Thank God, Zeynep believed what 
I told her. 

I went to the hospital on the next day. First I saw Seher and 
Aysu. I told Seher what happened with Zeynep. She was relieved 
a little. At least she didn’t have to worry about her sister now. 
Then I went to Turan’s office. He had been expecting me. We sat 
there and he started to talk. 

“You know what bone marrow cancer is. We need to trans-
plant a healthy marrow to Aysu. We have two options for this. 
The first is the autologous transplantation, which means that we 
will transplant the marrow we extract from Aysu’s own blood.  
Of course, we will have to wait for the appropriate time for this 
and this appropriate time may come in months, or maybe even 
years. There is also another thing, Aysu will have chemotherapy 
treatment. The other option is, allogenic transplantation, which 
means a transplantation with the samples that are extracted 
from someone else. We need to do a check among the family 
and the relatives first. If we can’t find something there, then we 
will check the national records. Again, if we can’t find anything 
among the national records, we can check the international re-
cords, but usually nothing comes up from the international re-
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cords. We are already in conctact with İstanbul and Ankara uni-
versities’ scanning centers. We will immediately know when a 
compatible registration is made. However, Malik, we can’t find 
those samples easily. Sometimes, we need to await our turn. 
That’s why we need to be patient.”.

“Turan, look, I’m a doctor too and I know that I need to be 
patient and I’ll try to be, but it is my daughter in that room, how 
can I sit here and be patient? I need to do something to be pa-
tient. Please, understand me.”

“There are some websites. Maybe you can find something 
there. Check the blogs and stuff. There was Aykut, the general 
practitioner, remember? I have his number here; you may want 
to give him a call.”. 

“I don’t know how Aykut is going to help?”
“If you insist on doing things, then these are all I have. Do 

whatever you want and don’t ask me any questions. The nurses 
are going to extract a sample from you before you leave. Also, 
inform your relatives that are going to be checked.”.

He was hard on me in a way I couldn’t understand. How-
ever, I understood that I had to stop insisting, I told him alright 
and left the room. I immediately went to my room and sat in 
front of my computer. Turan had given me two web site links, 
www.bmdw.com and www.kokhucrebagisla.com. I visited both 
of those websites. There was a registration section for the peo-
ple who wanted to be donors. Comments, demands, photographs 
and lots of things like that. To sum it up, there was nothing use-
ful for me to find the matching marrow. I checked the search 
engines to see what I could find on the internet. I even searched 
for “How can I find a compatible bone marrow?”. Nothing came 
up. There was nothing to save my daughter in this internet, that 
was full with tons of unnecessary information and tons of ridicu-
lous things to help people with their ridiculous jobs and where 
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everyone could do anything.  I closed the browser. I was looking 
at my blue desktop. All of a sudden, I slapped the monitor with 
all the strength I had left. The monitor fell down on the floor and 
shattered into pieces. I leaned back on the chair I was on. I tried 
to breathe deeply to calm myself down, but I was getting mad as 
I thought about my helplessness. I was mad at everything and at 
everyone, but especially at myself. How could I not be mad at 
myself? I was a doctor, but I still couldn’t do anything about my 
daughter’s disease. At that moment, I realised Aykut’s number 
among the other pieces of paper I took from Turan. Why did he 
give me Aykut’s number, anyways? Aykut was a general practi-
tioner at the hospital I worked. I hadn’t seen him since he left the 
hospital. However, I decided that it was better to call him than to 
be mad at myself like that and picked up my phone. I dialed the 
number. He answered after it rang for a while. 

– Hello Aykut, I’m Malik.
– Malik? I’m sorry, I can’t recall.
– Dr. Malik, from the hospital. 
– Oh, yeah, Malik. It has been a long time; I hope everything 

is alright? 
– Yes, it has been a long time. I’ve called you for my daugh-

ter. She has bone marrow cancer. We are looking for a matching 
marrow. You remember Turan from the hospital. He gave me 
your number. He told me you could help, but…

– Alright, alright, let’s meet tomorrow Malik, OK?
“OK”, I said and we arranged a meeting for the other day. 
After I saved Aykut’s number to my phonebook, I remem-

bered that Turan had asked me to call my relatives to the hos-
pital. Since I already had the phone in my hand, I called the 
relatives I wanted to invite and told them about the situation. I 
informed all of them in detail. There were not more than ten of 
them anyways.
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The next day, I went to the meeting place we agreed upon. 
To be honest, I didn’t have a hard time recognizing Aykut. He 
was still the same. His always exhausted manner, red eyes 
and something to drink in his hand… He wasn’t alone, he 
was with a guy in a suit. I went to their table. I hugged Ay-
kut after saying “Hey Aykut, how are you?”. “Hi Malik, I’m 
fine, thank you. I’m sorry for your daughter’s disease.”, he 
responded. We sat down. Aykut was silent and he didn’t seem 
that comfortable. He finished his drink and put the glass on 
the table. “This is Tuncer and he might help with your daugh-
ter.”. As soon as Aykut finished his sentence, Tuncer started 
to talk “Don’t worry Mr. Malik, your daughter will be saved. 
Our sources are very wide. Do not have a doubt that we will 
find the matching marrow as soon as possible.”. The man’s 
confidence frightened me. What did “our sources are very 
wide” mean anyways? We were talking about bone marrow, 
not something ordinary. 

– Thank you very much, but can I learn what these wide 
sources of yours are and how you are going to do this?

– This is our job Mr. Malik. You shouldn’t worry about out 
sources.

– Is your job finding other people marrow?
– No, we are just trying to help…
– I think our understanding of help is very different. I believe 

that “help” is free of charge. However, you must be getting some 
“offerings” in exchange of your helps.

– I mean, this is business, we…
– Look, Mr. Tuncer, I’m a doctor. I can’t build a life upon 

others’, even if it is for my daughter. I’m grateful to Aykut since 
he tried to help by bringing us together, however, it is beyond 
irony for us doctors to come together with people like you, it is 
tragic.
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“Aykut, I’m sorry, I wouldn’t want to see you like this after 
so many years. I hope we can make up for it some other time. 
Thank you for your good intentions.”, I told him and I left the 
table. 

It’s not like I didn’t like Aykut, but these kind of things… I 
don’t know, these shouldn’t happen. The weird part is, we know 
what organ mafia is, but what kind of a mafia are these that they 
bone marrow? How could people be so evil? Now, I could un-
derstand why Turan was so harsh on me while giving me Aykut’s 
number. It definitely bothered him to get me into this kind of 
business. While I was thinking about all these, my phone rang. 
It was Seher. 

– Zeynep is in labor pain. I brought her to the hospital. I need 
to go to Aysu now. You have to come here immediately. 

– What, wait, what labor pain? The baby is only seven 
months. What are you talking about, Seher?

– There might be a preterm birth. Come now, don’t waste 
any time.

I dropped the phone before I could push the button to hang 
up. That moment was the most terrible, the most frightening and 
the most painful moment of my life, of all lives and the time had 
stopped for me. 

******
I pushed the handle of the door slowly. I got into the room 

with silent steps. Zeynep was still asleep on the bed. I couldn’t 
get the courage to go there and lie down next to her. She was still 
angry with me. However, this was a sweet anger and it would 
disappear eventually. She was angry because I hadn’t informed 
her about Aysu’s disease. It was not like she could be mad at 
me for the rest of her life just because I didn’t let her know. She 
would eventually soften. I took a few more steps and went to 
the cradle. She was also asleep. Her name was Yıldız. Yes, my 
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daughter Yıldız.  She was born when my wife was seven-months 
pregnant, but now she is very healthy. Aysu came into the room 
running. She said she wanted to see her sister. I held Yıldız in my 
arms and we watched her together. Aysu, who recovered owing 
to her sister, loved her sister Yıldız, even though she couldn’t 
understand how much she owed her. Yes, owing to Yıldız…

When I got to the hospital that day, Zeynep was already tak-
en into the delivery room. Seher was with Aysu. I was waiting 
in front of the delivery room by myself. After a while, Turan 
came there running. He didn’t tell me anything and ran into the 
delivery room. After sometime, he left the delivery room in a 
rush, again not saying anything to me. There were assistants and 
nurses going in and out from time to time. Even though I didn’t 
do anything myself, this rush got me so tired that I sat down and 
began watching them. When I almost got myself prepared to 
accept the worst, Turan came to me. He was tired but weirdly 
pleased. He started to tell me what happened. Zeynep and my 
newborn daughter Yıldız were fine. Turan, came to the delivery 
room as soon as he had found out that my wife was pregnant and 
in labor. After the baby was born, he took her cord and immedi-
ately took it to the laboratory to run some tests. He told me the 
results were just as he expected them to be. Just like I didn’t tell 
Zeynep about Aysu’s situation, I hadn’t told my friends about 
my wife’s pregnancy either. Apparently, the best and the fast-
est way to find a matching marrow was to use this cord blood. 
Since it was her sister’s cord blood, we didn’t have any problem 
with compatibility. Aysu got the transplantation. While Yıldız 
was staying in the hospital due to her premature birth, Aysu got 
treated for her disease. After all, I got my two daughters out of 
the hospital in my arms, on the same day. 
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MY DEAR BROTHER

Ercan ÇELİK

After he quickly tied his tie, he checked himself in the mir-
ror for the last time. Everything looked fine. Having fixed his 
jacket’s collar, he headed towards the door. You could tell from 
his face how proud he was, however the proud expression on 
his face was not enough to conceal his excitement. How could 
he not be excited? He was about to attend the most prestigious 
award ceremony of the world. He put his coat on his arm and 
left the house. He got into his car in front of the building and 
began to drive slowly. While he was driving to the ceremonial 
hall, he was trying to calm himself down and at the same time 
thinking about his father, his hometown, their village and the 
circumstances under which he managed to get an education. 

His father, had devoted his life to his children, spent his life 
working in the field day and night and did everything he could 
do to help his son get an education. He didn’t do a single thing 
for himself and he truly devoted everything he had to his chil-
dren. He was a poor man. He wasn’t rich, but his dining tables 
were wide and his conversations were always nice. They never 
lacked visitors in their house. His father was loved by the vil-
lage folk. They would ask his opinion over important matters 
like marriage. He remembered his father with his flat cap on his 
head, in his baggy trousers, with his stubbly beard. 

Then he remembered the times he studied under the gas 
lamb while his fingers would get purple from the cold. Oh and 
that tandoori which would pierce itself right into someone. He 
missed that the most. He missed the family conversations that 
warmed up the cold winter nights, the lambs, the sound of the 
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shepherd’s pipe and the smell of the highlands. How could he 
ever forget the taste of eggs fried in vegetable oil? Then he re-
membered about his brother, who had caused his eagerness to 
get an education and to especially study chemistry. His fugitive 
tears managed to escape his eye-lids and began to glide down of 
his cheeks one after another, as if they were in a race. 

******
Mr. Nazmi was born with leukemia. A stem cell transplanta-

tion was essential and the most suitable transplantation could be 
done with a sibling’s stem cell. For this reason, his mother need-
ed to get pregnant in artificial ways. Because, if she got preg-
nant in natural ways then the new baby could also be born with 
leukemia. After several failed attempts, his mother got pregnant 
via in vitro fertilization. The tests indicated that the baby was 
healthy. After several months, his brother was born. Now, it was 
time for the nightmare to end and for Nazmi to recover. They 
were not going to wait for his death anymore. They waited until 
the appropriate age for transplantation. Nazmi loved his brother 
so much. When his brother took his first steps, in children fights, 
in those times of never ending homework, he had always been a 
perfect big brother. The bond of siblings was so strong; they got 
bonded to each other very strongly. One time, Nazmi climbed 
a tree to save his brother who got stuck on the top of a tree, 
he fell down and injured his own arm. He had a mark on his 
arm as a reminder of those days. Months and years had passed 
and that big day finally came. The necessary procedures and the 
preparations at the hospital were completed and they were ready 
for the transplantation. It was a big coincidence that the date of 
the transplantation was also his brother’s birthday. The opera-
tion started, accompanied by his parents’ prayers. It went on for 
hours. Every minute passing by was making it harder to wait and 
pushing their patience even harder. Who knows how many times 
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his father walked up and down in those hospital corridors? He 
was also out of tobacco now. The cigarettes which followed one 
after another, made him cough. During this time, his mother had 
nothing she could do but cry. Even the endless hours got tired. 
After a very long time the doors to the operation room were 
opened. The doctor who were responsible for the transplantation 
came outside. He took his mask out. However, the expression on 
his face was not the expression of exhaustion. He bitterly said, 
“The operation was a success. The transplantation is complete. 
However, …”, he couldn’t finish his sentence. Nazmi’s mother’s 
screams and cries echoed in the corridors. 

Nazmi’s brother’s tiny body was lifelessly lying down on the 
operating table. He lost his life, while he was giving life to his 
elder brother. 

The joy the parents had for a few seconds, was replaced with 
an indescribable pain and void. His birthday was also his date 
of death. Whereas it was Nazmi’s second birthday… He owed 
the rest of his life to his little brother now. He promised himself 
that day, he was going to find a cure for cancer. After success-
fully completing his elementary and middle school years, Nazmi 
took an interest in chemistry in high school.  Chemistry was also 
the subject he was best at. His interest didn’t miss his teacher’s 
attention. After high school, with his teacher’s suggestions he 
chose to study chemistry at the university. He focused on DNA. 
He was going to fight cancer and help children who was born 
with leukemia, like himself. No brother was ever going to lose 
his own life, while trying to save his elder brother anymore. 
This was the promise he made to himself when he was just a 
child himself. After he graduated from the university with a high 
degree, he started to do research on DNA. He read countless 
articles and books about fighting cancer cells. He did scientific 
experiments, got further education abroad and attended interna-
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tional conferences. After many years of hard work, he managed 
to attain a great success in the repair of cancerous DNA cells. 
This was a sensational case world-wide. He got the appreciation 
of all the scientific communities. Eventually, he was nominated 
for the Nobel Chemistry Prize. 

******
When he was wiping the tears of his cheek, he remembered 

his university years. He started daydreaming while he was hard-
ly moving forward in the city traffic. He was thinking about the 
difficult circumstances under which he had studied, the sacri-
fices his father had to make to give him an education. He hitch-
hiked his way to the campus so many times. The varicosis on 
his legs were the reminders of those days. He could never get a 
girlfriend. There were times he had to eat only a loaf of bread 
because he didn’t have any money. Pasta, was irreplaceable for 
his dining tables; and sometimes a bagel and some tea…

The horn from the car behind him made him realised that 
the lights had turned green. He waved at the car behind him to 
show that he was sorry and kept driving. A few minutes later, 
he arrived at the hall where the ceremony was held. There was 
an enormous crowd inside the hall. World-famous scientists, the 
most prestigious press members, all were there. He didn’t fail to 
shake hands with his colleagues while he was getting seated in 
his reserved seat. He sat down with an elegant move. He took a 
deep breath and started to wait. He kindly nodded to the people 
that greeted him. While the empty seats were finally getting full 
with their expected guests, the ceremony finally started.

His excitement was elevating while the prize winners for 
each prize were being announced. Finally, it was time for the 
chemistry prize. Mr. Nazmi, unable to stop his hands from shak-
ing, closed his eyes and started to wait for the presenter to an-
nounce the winner. People in the hall were all ears to hear the 
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name. The silence was broken by the presenter’s high-pitched 
voice: “From Turkey, Nazmi Sencer…”. 

First, he thought that the nerves between his ears and his 
brain might be misleading him. After a short period of astonish-
ment, he got up from his seat and walked towards the stage, ac-
companied by applauses. He climbed the stairs to the stage with 
self-confidence. The applauses had reached to the top. He got 
that proud expression his face again, while he was looking at the 
people in the hall with his moist eyes. He accepted the prize with 
his shaky hands. He didn’t utter any clichés like “I accept this 
reward in the name of science and in the name of humanity.”. 
“My brother” he could only say, “For my brother…”. 





155

Hit The Bull’s Eye

HIT THE BULL’S EYE

Naciye BAŞPINAR YÖRÜK

You must have heard of those jokes that start with an English 
man and a French man. A few years ago, an English scientist 
and a Japanese scientist came together to do some studies on 
me.  The science world is complicated. If I should interpret it 
philosophically, the human nature looks for peace and when he 
finds peace, he wants a difference, an adventure in his life and 
starts to look for this adventure. He wants to keep his habits, but 
gets bored of the things he always does. It is the same issue with 
innovations. Every new idea, gets criticizers even before it gets 
supporters.  

Galileo told that the world was turning around, Hezarfen 
wanted to fly and then men killed other men. Fortunately, those 
scientists I have mentioned are members of today’s society. 
Nowadays, people are less prejudiced about science. However, 
today’s problem is the jealousies in the academia. Scientists 
prefer to individualize themselves instead of supporting each 
other. I think that comes from the humankind’s internal desire 
for prominence. I guess my existence and my impenetrability 
are caused by this. However, that’s not what I want to tell. The 
things I’m going to tell are about a small child. A child who is 
looking for happiness…

Every time a child is born, his parents are happy. Yes, maybe 
sometimes it’s not like those scenes from movies. For instance, 
the father doesn’t scream “Yay! I’m a father!”. However, even 
thinking about the fact that Balamir was going to be born was 
enough to make his parents happy. They had been waiting for 
so long and they had been missing him for so long. Balamir’s 
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father, Mustafa, was a cheerful, straightforward, majestic as 
a plane tree, merciful as a child, red-bearded, wavy chestnut 
brown haired and handsome man. This was how Cennet loved 
this Anatolian man. He was a noble man in crowds, an Ottoman 
prince with his strong attitude across bullying, injustice and a 
mischievous little boy of the house with his lively behaviors and 
warm and funny conversations. 

I don’t know if it was because Cennet was a literature teach-
er, or was it in her nature, whenever her eyes met with Musta-
fa’s eyes, chestnut browns and reds would get mixed up and the 
poet’s verses would echo in her heart: “I can’t completely hear 
you in this fierce crowd. And I can’t understand which are hotter, 
your eyes or your lips?”.  

Cennet could be considered to have a tiny frame if it wasn’t 
for her weight. Except a few parts of her body which had lost 
their balance, all of her parts had the same tiny size as she did. 
This little woman was also really emotional. She could cry for 
anything anytime and she would use her deep imagination to 
make everyone including herself, worried. Mustafa would 
sometimes approach her behavior with doubt and sometimes 
he would consider it funny, would laugh at her and say: “You 
started to make things up again, where do you even find these 
words?”. She would frown her face like a child. “No, I’m not 
making them up, I must have read it somewhere, or heard it.”, 
she would say in a spoilt manner. She would tie her arms around 
her, turn her head the other way and a while later, would for-
get what she said and what she was angry for. She would never 
forget to include her imagination into conversations about vari-
ous different topics either. If the subject was a disease, then she 
would make a list for the potential causes, if it was a medication 
then she would make guesses about its ingredients, if it was a 
book, or an invention then she would try to make inferences 
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about its author or inventor. I don’t what you call it, but I think 
these behaviors of Cennet were in her nature. 

These two people, one of which had an innocent attitude like 
a child and the other of which had the innocent heart of a child 
had a love story full with sacrifices that were not very likely to 
be seen in these modern times and they got married. It was such 
a wedding! You had to be there. It was as if the world was only 
consisted of this village. It was as if the whole humanity shared 
their happiness. I witnessed their wedding; and I witnessed it 
a thousand times, oh I witnessed it a million times! It’s not a 
fairy tale, so I can’t tell you that they lived happily ever after 
and finish the story here. The fairy tale couple waited for many 
years to have a baby. They sometimes prayed and sometimes 
just hoped… Sometimes they saw doctors and sometimes they 
visited hot springs… The world is a strange place, it doesn’t 
come to you when you are waiting and it doesn’t happen if you 
really want it. All troubles have a solution, however, not all 
that are troubled know what their solutions actually are. Fortu-
nately, they didn’t completely lose hope. Cennet and Mustafa 
had some trust in this issue, with the help of medicine. On a 
spring morning, when the flowers were about to blossom, baby 
Balamir was born. Balamir had chubby pink cheeks, huge eyes 
that were slightly slanting and a nose like a button. This period, 
during which a person grows up the most passed very quickly. 
Balamir crawled, walked and talked for the first time. He said 
“Grandpa”. He went to the market with his father Mustafa, he 
went to the park. He got into a fight for the first time, he got sick. 
He played games; he won and he lost.  

I closely witnessed Balamir’s growing up. I always watched 
him. I also observed that he had a healthy growing period. He 
was a hardly found baby after all. If he sneezed, Cennet would 
get anxious and she would make forty different diseases to relate 
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his sneeze with and of course they would visit a least a couple 
of doctors. 

Every parents have some expectations from their children 
and they have some dreams for them. These are sometimes the 
things they had always wanted to do but could never accom-
plish and sometimes the things they actually did and enjoyed so 
much that they wanted their children to also enjoy. It was the 
family’s number one priorities for Balamir to get a proper edu-
cation. His parents and even his grandparents were so excited 
and happy that he was going to go to kindergarten. They bought 
him lots of gifts. His grandpa called him every evening to listen 
to the songs he learned at kindergarten that day. Sometimes, 
he even sang it with him: “Row, row, row, your boat, gently 
down the stream. / Merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily, life is but 
a dream.”. 

- – Grandpa, well… Remember we learned that song and I 
taught it to you. Do you remember it? 

– You little pumpkin, you are trying to check your grandpa’s 
memory, ha? OK, tell me its name, let’s see if I can remember 
the song.

– I love it so much. I shouted while I was singing it, remem-
ber? And you asked neighbors to listen to it. They were laughing 
when I was singing. 

– Err… I couldn’t recall its name now. You start singing boy 
and then I will join you, OK?

– Mr Germ, Mr Germ / You can’t make me sick… Come on, 
grandpa, we’ll sing together.

– Look at this rascal. OK, let’s sing it together. 
– Mr Germ, Mr Germ / You can’t make me sick / I eat my 

food like this / I drink my milk like this / I eat lots of fruits and 
veggies / I wash my hand like this / I comb my hair like this / I 
brush my tooth and go to bed early.
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Round faced, button-nosed Balamir would giggle after the 
song and correct every word that his grandfather couldn’t sing 
correctly. 

– Grandpa, you got it wrong again, look, I’ll teach you when 
you visit us, OK? Mom knows the words very well but she can’t 
sing it like a song. Dad can sing it but he always makes the words 
up. Do you know that he sings “I eat lots of kebabs and desserts”? 

Cennet would interrupt this ever-lasting conversation be-
tween the grandchild and his grandpa. “Balamir, leave your 
grandpa alone” and she adds as her father always reminded her 
when she was a child “Telephone is a mean of ccommunica-
tion.”. She adds You can tell your grandpa about what you have 
done in school when he visits us”. Still holding the phone up to 
his ear, Balamir would say “But Mom! I was going to tell grand-
pa about how we played the Ben-Ten game with Kemal”. “Al-
right, you can tell it some other time. There is not much time left 
until the summer vacation. We can go to the village when you 
get your school report and there you can tell him whatever you 
want to.”.  As soon as Balamir said, “Grandpa, this daughter-
in-law of yours is a real witch. She doesn’t let me talk to you.”, 
his grandpa on the phone and his father next to him would burst 
out into laughter and the whole issue would be resolved with 
Mustafa’s peacemaking. Mustafa loved his son’s humor and his 
practical mind that resembled him. 

As their summer tradition, they went to Mustafa’s home-
town, to Sarıkavak village which perfectly represented all the 
Mediterranean beauties and features. I was with them when all 
of these happened. I witnessed their happiness. Balamir and his 
grandpa went to the forest, to the market and even to the coffee 
shop of the village. Balamir ran after goats and ate fresh organic 
eggs. His grandmother made him fresh flatbread and pastry rolls 
filled with cheese.  
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Mustafa found his buckshot-loaded rifle he had gotten when 
he was younger and he wanted to teach his son how to shoot. He 
was so excited. This was one of the best memories a father could 
share with his son. He put a wooden target on. Mustafa and his 
son faced the target from a distance. His eyes were shining. He 
was behind his son supporting him, as he was going to do until 
the end of his lifetime. He showed him the iron sights. He asked 
him to close his left eye and then take aim. He failed at his first 
attempt. He also failed at his second, or third attempts. Balamir 
dropped the rifle on the ground, hugged his father and began 
sobbing. Mustafa got startled with the rifle butt in his hand. He 
tried to console his son. 

– Don’t cry for this my dear, I couldn’t shoot any targets at 
my first attempts either. 

“No, no daddy. I’m not crying for that”, he said with a frown 
on his face. 

– Well, then what are you crying for?
– When I try to see with my right eye, everything looks dark 

and blurry. I can’t see completely. 
It was definitely a rude awakening for Mustafa. Cennet went 

silent after what she had heard; it was as if everything was bur-
ied in darkness. No matter what happened, they had to act calm 
and not let Balamir think that was a disastrous thing. It is really 
sad for someone to smile while he is devastated on the inside. 
They were upset and I was there to witness it, again.  

Mustafa found a good eye hospital and a good ophthalmolo-
gist by the help of his friends. The doctor examined Balamir and 
told them that his right cornea had lost its transparency, howev-
er, that was not an incurable defect. Then something interesting 
happened.  Even though he tried to simplified the medical terms 
for the family, Doctor Fırat actually mentioned me. He told them 
about my existence and about the members of my family. As he 
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was talking about me, I became hope for Balamir’s eyes and 
Cennet and Mustafa’s hearts. 

An operation date was scheduled. They had difficult times 
until that date. However, the method that was used in this treat-
ment was so correct that it was impossible for it to be unsuc-
cessful. Little Balamir recovered in a few months. He learned 
how to read and write that year and he hit the bull’s eye every 
time he aimed at a target. It was a total success and I witnessed 
it.  

Who am I? I’m the stem cell in Balamir’s left cornea. I’m the 
light that brightened his right eye from the left. I can be extract-
ed from the embryo, the bone marrow and the neuro cells. When 
I’m extracted from the bone marrow, I turn into blood cells and 
beat cancer.  The doctors call me totipotent, pluripotent, unipo-
tent and such… However, I call myself the witness. In people, 
with people and for people…
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THE LIGHT OF NIGHT

Hilal UYĞUR

I woke up unhappy on that morning, just like any other morn-
ing. I picked the mockup I had worked on for a week to complete 
and looked for a place to sit in the crowded bus; I didn’t care 
about the looks on some people’s faces, the grumpy looks which 
said “Oh, yeah, all we needed was a mockup on the bus”. My 
assignment was approved. I was talking and laughing; oh, how 
chatty I was on that day. Yet, I felt like I hadn’t been there for a 
long time. Did talking to those people really make me happy, or 
was killing time my sole purpose? I felt like I was in a movie. 
I was the protagonist of a scenario that was not written by me. 
Does it happen to you too? I don’t call the shots, OK, but who 
does?

After school, we went to the mall. There I saw it for the first 
time. “Would you be hope for Zeynep?”, was written over it.  
The little girl’s face on it, was half-covered with a mask. “Oh, 
poor girl, I hope she recovers”, said Ayla. We passed by the post-
er and went to a café nearby. A lot of people passed by the poster 
that day. Some of them didn’t even notice the poster and some 
of them got upset when they noticed it, maybe wished health for 
the little girl and kept walking. 

I saw you again, while I was leaving. Your eyes looked like 
the most beautiful leaves of autumn; tired, yet hopeful… I heard 
some women say “I hope God helps her recover quickly. Oh, 
God, protect our children from such a disease”, when they saw 
the poster. “Would you be hope for Zeynep?”, that was the mo-
ment I decided, “I would love to wipe that sadness away from 
her eyes”, I told myself. I went to the hospital to donate blood 
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the very next day. I dreamt all night, about our tissues being 
compatible. I thought about your parents whom I had never met. 
Who knew how happy they would be? I was so happy. I thought 
all day, that I had always wanted to touch someone’s life. I imag-
ined how much you would love me. Well, I was your savior after 
all. I had so many sweet dreams in my mind and all of those just 
collapsed when Ayla began to speak.

– How do you even know that your tissues are compatible?
– How do you know they are not? Also, I feel like they are 

going to match. I’ve been thinking about this since yesterday 
and I have done some research too. Even if my tissue doesn’t 
match Zeynep’s, it might still match other Zeynep’s. I’m go-
ing to donate to the bone marrow bank. There appears to be so 
many people waiting for bone marrows and so few that actually 
donate, you would be really surprised. I felt ashamed for finding 
out about these just now. 

– I don’t think you have any chance. She would get a match 
with her relatives if she could. You don’t have any blood relation 
with her. You got yourself engaged in an unnecessary thing, at 
least don’t get your hopes up and upset yourself. Why are you so 
surprised? How did you think that I would support this crazy act 
of yours? OK, I felt sad about Zeynep, too. I mean I hope every 
patient gets recovered. But, still… 

– People like you, people who don’t do anything for anyone 
and then try to cast a shadow over the ones who actually try, 
those are the people I hate the most. Have a good day. 

******
I had the most exciting times of my life in those days. When 

I thought about the possibility of our tissues matching, I felt like 
I owned the world. Yet, the people around me were telling me 
to be more realistic and warning me that I was being too much 
of a dreamer.  Only our neighbor’s daughter, my little confidant 
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believed in me and told me that she wanted to play with Zeynep 
when she recovered. She told me that if the movie Frozen got 
a sequel, she would love to see it with Zeynep; that her mother 
could make clothes for Zeynep’s dolls too. She also told me that 
she wished Zeynep lived there, so that they could go to the same 
school together and how she wished her name was Zeynep too... 

On the day we named my little friend İpek’s new doll 
as “Zeynep”, I got a phone call. My tissues got a match with 
Zeynep’s. I forgot to answer to the person on the phone started 
to dance, I did all the dances I knew, from salsa to folk dances. 
Then I went to the hospital. I talked with Zeynep’s doctor first. 
He told me about Zeynep’s disease, the recovery process and the 
transplantation procedure in detail. He specifically emphasized 
that this procedure would not harm me in any way. After he fin-
ished telling these, he asked me if I was sure about my decision.

– Of couse, I’m sure. Why would I change my mind?
– Wonderful, believe me I’m so happy. I wanted to see you 

first. So, let’s go and give the good news. The doctor was a fa-
therly figure, I felt like he could be trusted. We climbed two 
floors and passed by corridors that were like mazes. It felt end-
less. I was getting more emotional with each step I took and 
then finally, the doctor went inside the room 2036. Except the 
child that was sleeping on the bed, there was a woman and a 
man in the room, which I could understand that were Zeynep’s 
parents. While the doctor was explaining the situation, Zeynep’s 
mother’s eyes started to shine, yet they got misted up as if she 
remembered a bad memory. She still hugged me really tight. 
“You are going to give us life, I hope you always be happy”, she 
said. Her father, took my both hands into his and prayed for me. 
Then her mother started to talk again. 

– If you are not sure about your decision, we shouldn’t tell 
Zeynep. 
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– I’m very certain about my decision.
Her father must have felt the need to say something, so he 

interrupted us.
– The previous donor changed his mind, that’s why we are 

worried.
– I’m not going to change my mind; you can stop worrying 

about it. I’ll come back tomorrow, then I can meet Zeynep as 
well. See you tomorrow, I said, trying to hide the shakiness of 
my voice. 

I cried until I arrived home. It was so painful to live with this 
disease and it required so much patience to find a donor and yet 
when a donor was found, they could still change their minds, 
how could they do that? You become happy, you get your hopes 
up and when you look back you see that, that someone is one. 
Even knowing this was so heavy, I had a hard time carrying that 
burden. 

******
The next day, I wiped the sadness away from my eyes and 

went to see Zeynep. 
– Oh! Mom, is that her?
– Yes, baby. This is Deniz. Welcome, dear. She has been so 

excited to see you. 
– Welcome dear Deniz, I’m very pleased to meet you. 
– Me too, my dear. 
– Have a seat. You have such a long and full hair. 
– Yours will also be like that my beautiful girl, my angel.
– How old are you Deniz?
– Twenty-two.
– Do you go to school?
– Yes, dear. 
– Nice! What are you studying?
– Architecture. 
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– I want to become a doctor. I will find a vaccination for can-
cer. That is my biggest dream for after recovery. 

She was so sweet that I didn’t know what to say for those in-
nocent dreams. Her mother’s eyes were all shiny. She had lost the 
worries of the previous day. I think I managed to make her trust 
me. We talked with Zeynep a lot, I told her about İpek. She told 
me that she liked İpek even before meeting her and that she was 
looking forward to play with her. Oh, sweet children, you should 
tell us the secret of liking someone even without knowing them!

******
The bone marrow transplantation was done and thanks to 

God everything went smoothly. Zeynep’s body didn’t refuse the 
tissue. I had so many beautiful things happened in my life that 
year! I was so happy! Were really so many great things happen-
ing in my life, or was I capable of looking at life from a different 
angle? All I knew that while Zeynep’s face got its colors back, I 
felt like four seasons were dancing in my heart.  

While I wanted to touch Zeynep’s life, Zeynep touched mine. 
Maybe, she was the real savor. When I look back, I say, good, 
it’s so good that I have met you, my beautiful hearted Zeynep. 

I refresh every day, as your body gets its health back and 
your eyes open up to the new day with hope and while your hair 
dances in the wind. You don’t lose hair anymore Zeynep, on the 
contrary, your hair is getting longer and longer. They look much 
prettier than mine. Your steps are much stronger. You are always 
smiling and adding value to every moment of life. You are grow-
ing up with health, is there anything else we can wish for? You 
are looking at me so nicely, you are looking at me so differently, 
with a special feeling, with gratitude… 

No, my Zeynep. I’m the grateful one. I saw that good things 
could still happen in this world. The light of each night was tell-
ing us that darkness would finally go away.
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WHILE WAITING FOR DEATH

Alpaslan ARI

I was shaking, despite the heating stove that was burning 
right beside me in this small room. I was scared, too. I was alone 
in a city I didn’t know, away from my family. I didn’t feel like 
doing anything. I was feeling tired, as tired as I had never been. 
Who knew, maybe I was waiting for death, beside the phone that 
didn’t ring for days.  

The exhaustion I had for months, the fever, the night sweat-
ing and the worst of all the pain I had on the left of my stomach, 
forced me to go to the hospital after so many years. I saw an 
internal diseases specialist and then a hematologist, due to my 
test results that turned out to be bad. It didn’t take me too long to 
learn the truth. I had KML, a kind of blood cancer.  As my doctor 
told me, my disease had been cunningly progressing for years. 
In addition to this bad surprise on my birthday, I got a court let-
ter a few months after. My wife wanted a divorce! My disease 
was a great excuse to finish our marriage which was not going 
so well anyways. My courses of treatments, courts and financial 
troubles besides them… A whole year, in which I was unable to 
tell my troubles even to my own family…. 

At the end of the year, we couldn’t get the desired response 
for the medication treatment and therefore it was decided that 
a bone marrow transplantation was necessary.  Yet, there was a 
minor problem, who would be the donor? I mean, in a situation 
like this, you would think about your parents first, right? And 
then your siblings and your relatives… What if none of them 
matched? That was exactly my situation. They had checked all 
of my relatives, but none of them had the desired compatibility 
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level. Then, the registered data in Turkey was checked through 
for a possible matching donor, however, the results were still 
disappointing. Next, was the international banks. Following a 
series of written correspondence, the waiting started. Each day 
I didn’t get a phone call, my excitement was replaced by fear 
a bit more, yet I was still hopeful, at least I was trying to be 
hopeful. Many days later, when I was about to lose all of my 
hope and when I could almost feel death’s cold, my phone rang. 
My transplantation was going to be done! The countdown had 
started, 5,4,3,2,1. 

Finally, my countdown was over and I was alone in a room 
with a catheter on my neck, a blood bag hanging beside me and 
a monitor on the other side of my bed displaying my blood pres-
sure levels. I was recovering and I was feeling better every sec-
ond; it was as if I was being reborn. 

Now, I am completely recovered. I don’t know if the disease 
would recur, but to be honest I’m not afraid of it. I have beaten 
it once and I can beat it twice, if I have to. As a result of all, I’m 
much happier than I was before and I have a much more opti-
mistic perspective of life. Because, instead of dying when alive, 
I know what it is to be reborn while waiting for death.
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TWO SPROUTS FROM THE SAME ROOT

Gülçin ÇELEBİ

Leaving a beautiful weekend behind, I came to the hospital 
with the joy spring brought. It was clear from the parents’ eyes 
waiting curiously in front of my door and the voices of children 
talking and running around, that Monday morning was going to 
be very busy. After entering the clinic room, I opened the win-
dow and invited the bird sounds in, then I invited my first patient 
in.  The sounds of birds were in harmony with the children’s, 
however, this turned into a contradiction when I approached 
them with my statoscope.  

While I was seeing my patients one by one, a little girl who 
was looking at me every time the door was opened caught my 
attention. Two vivid, hazel eyes were looking at me between the 
long, golden blonde hair; she was looking at me with a warm 
smile on her face. It was finally turn for this golden haired, light 
skinned, hazel eyed, cutie pie to see me. She was so adorable; 
she sat there right across me with her doll in her hand. She was 
looking at me with those curious eyes and they looked as if they 
were asking “Why am I here?”. I could only notice her parents 
after this exchange of looks between us. I introduced myself be-
fore our examination and that cutie pie said “And I am Sahra” 
and then she giggled shyly. While Sahra was giggling in front of 
me, her mother, Bukle, began telling her story.  She told me that 
Sahra was very pale for the last two weeks, she got tired very 
easily and that she lost her interest in the first grade of school, 
which she had started with a great enthusiasm at the beginning 
of the school year. I couldn’t get my eyes of off that lively cutie 
pie while I was listening to her story. I didn’t want to believe 
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that this vivid tiding of spring could ever have complaints. When 
Bukle finished her story, her husband, Ahmet, told me that he 
had run into Sahra’s physical education teacher at the market 
and the teacher had told him that when her friends were run-
ning, Sahra would always get tired in the middle and sat down 
on the ground. I didn’t like these complaints at all. After I got 
her medical history, I helped Sahra get on the examination couch 
and began to examine her. It was time to check Sahra’s stomach. 
I was a bit afraid to check it because of my suspicions about her 
situation. As soon as I put my hand on her stomach, I could see 
that it turned out the way I feared. In that tiny stomach, I could 
feel the liver and the spleen with my hands going almost all the 
way until her crotch.  I checked it twice and then I got back 
to my chair trying to keep my cool, in order not to make the 
family even more curious. I told them we needed to run some 
blood tests and directed them to our phlebotomy room. At that 
moment, our cutie pie asked “Syringes?” and looked at me in-
nocently. Her father told her that if she wouldn’t be afraid of 
them using a syringe, he would buy her the doll she wanted so 
badly. Sahra frowned, she wasn’t looking at me anymore. It was 
her first time at the hospital. She had been in a health center to 
get her vaccinations, or for the general check-ups with her mom 
before, however, this was the first time she had ever been in a 
building this big. Since she was my last patient before lunch, I 
told her that I could draw her blood myself, if she wanted me to. 
“What about the doll?”, she asked her father. Her father, Ahmet, 
told her that if she let me draw her blood he would buy the doll 
for her. I took her to the room across and despite the tear drop in 
the inner corner of her eye, she waited there silently until I fin-
ished the procedure. It was clear that she wanted the baby very 
much.  When the procedure was done, I told Sahra that I wanted 
to see her doll the next time she visited me. She forgot the pain 
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the syringe caused and nodded at me with her eyes shining. As I 
told her mother to apply some pressure on the spot I had put the 
needle in, I called Ahmet outside and told him that they needed 
to visit me as soon as they got the test results. 

I must had been thinking really deep with the suspicion I had 
in mind, so my friend, Selma, noticed my state while we were 
having lunch at Medicine Café, our usual dining place. When 
she asked me if I was alright, I remembered that I hadn’t eaten 
anything, yet I didn’t care about food at all. I excused myself, 
left Selma and my other friends there and went back to clinic. 
I immediately headed up to our hematology laboratory. Since it 
was the lunch break, there was no one else, other than the secu-
rity guard, Ayhan. I started to run Sahra’s tests. She had anemia 
and thrombocytopenia in her hemogram. I took two microscope 
slides with my shaking hands; I stopped for a second and took a 
deep breath. I calmed myself and then I did the peripheral smear. 
Seeing blasts while I was checking Sahra’s blood under the mi-
croscope helped me be sure of the suspicions I had in mind. I 
noted the results and rushed to the clinic. I must had been de-
tached from life for a second, because for a while I was lost in 
the corridors of Ege Children Hospital, even though I knew it 
so well.  

I was on the second grade of elementary school when I decid-
ed to become a doctor. I watched my parents while they were on 
duty and decided that it was what I wanted to do. They were sav-
ing lives and I promised myself to become a doctor like them. 
Finally, I was specializing in hematology. The girl with golden 
hair remained in a corner of my mind throughout the rest of the 
day. When I arrived home in the evening and lied down on the 
sofa, I lost my soul’s exhaustion even more while I was thinking 
deeply. “It may be AML” I told myself, three letter, A…M…L…

I was Sahra’s age, when I decided to become a doctor. Now, 
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I was getting the things I had always desired. I had thought that 
I would get used to being close to death and to the diseases 
and they wouldn’t affect me at the end. Then I realised, how 
could someone get used to any of this? I was a human and I 
had emotions. Yes, I had emotions and no matter if I wanted 
it or not, I was affected by them. Death’s footsteps, those tiny 
bodies struggling at the hospital, parents’ hearts getting broken 
into pieces while they forced themselves to smile for their chil-
dren, these sometimes turned the hospital into a land of trag-
edies. While I was having thoughts between life and death, I 
fell asleep. 

Next day, the cutie pie greeted me in front of my door, wish-
ing me a good morning. She was checking me through the door 
again while I invited other patients, but this time she was holding 
that doll she wanted so much. When it was her turn, she came in 
and introduced me to her doll. She had named her doll after me. 
Her mother told me that since I didn’t hurt her at all when I was 
drawing her blood the previous day, she decided to give her doll 
my name. Of course, I was pleased to hear that. I asked her what 
she wanted to do when she grow up and she told me she wanted 
to become a doctor. I stared into space for a second.

When Ahmet handed me the test results, I pulled myself to-
gether and looked at the results as if it was the first time I had 
seen them. I had already fictionalized that moment. I was going 
to send Sahra to the play room next to mine with a nurse and 
then I was going to talk with her parents.  Then, all of a sud-
den, Sahra asked me, “Why do all children here wear masks?”. 
The situation was in my control. I handed in masks to everyone 
in the room, telling Sahra we were having a masquerade there. 
Then I sent Sahra to the play room and told her parents that she 
needed to be hospitalized for further tests. I had no intention to 
lose any time. I needed to explain the examination of bone mar-
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row to Sahra. When she came back to my room, we continued 
to play the game as we had decided with her parents. When I 
was doing the bone marrow operation, even the spasm that the 
cold steel caused her body made me tremble. When her results 
arrived from the genetics department, she was diagnosed with 
AML and MDS. 

Sahra was hospitalized. She couldn’t make any sense of the 
rush around her. We started chemotherapy treatment immediate-
ly. I told Sahra that I wanted to include her doll in our masquer-
ade. I told her that we were playing a hairdresser game, when 
she saw the patients in the clinic, who had lost their hair due to 
chemotherapy. She was so full of life that she told me she would 
love to include her doll, Gülçin, in our game, if I let her.  Spring 
had turned into winter for me and for her family. Sahra was still 
so happy with her doll, even when she was hairless.

What did stem mean? Stem meant the core, the core of some-
thing, the core of people… Actually, bone marrow is also what is 
people’s core. Even though watching the progression of diseases 
was really bad, making the patients’ eyes shine again by recov-
ering them was the best thing ever and it was worth everything. 
Now, it was time to make Sahra and her family smile again, 
to make their eyes shine. Sahra had an elder sister. They had 
had Sahra, because Azra had wanted a sibling so much. Azra 
was studying in another city since she got accepted to a very 
prestigious science high school due to her successful scores.  I 
explained Bukle and Ahmet that her sister needed to come to 
the clinic as soon as possible. Bukle asked me “Can Azra also 
have the same disease?”, with eyes full of terror and curiosity 
of not knowing anything about this disease. I explained her that 
Azra could be hope for Zeynep via bone marrow transplantation. 
Azra was a little bit jealous of her sister since she was studying 
far away from home. Ahmet, went to her school to get her. Azra 
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came into the clinic a bit reluctantly. I gathered that from the 
looks on her face, the looks which were asking what she was 
doing there. 

Azra was a sixteen-year-old, tall, brown-haired, pretty, young 
girl. I told them I wanted to talk with her alone and asked Ahmet 
to leave the room. After he left the room, the “Why am I here?” 
looks were also verbalized. I explained her the disease and the 
treatment for it and told her that if they got a match, she could 
be water in a dessert for her sister. She acted like an adult. She 
demanded to see her sister first. Of course I told her about that 
little game we had been playing before I let her see Sahra. Azra 
asked for an hour before she saw her sister, I nodded. When 
she came back to clinic after an hour, she had gotten her hair 
completely shaved. I couldn’t help but cry when she said, “I 
can be included in your game now.”. We started to run the tests 
after they had fulfilled their longings for each other. Bukle was 
really anxious. Although Sahra couldn’t understand much of it, 
Bukle’s heart was breaking into pieces. The test results came 
back. First, I checked Bukle’s results, they were negative, so was 
Ahmet’s. Then a miracle happened, I was over the moon when 
I realised that I could finally put the fire in her heart down with 
the water I had in my hands. Ahmet, who saw me, didn’t even 
need me to make an explanation and pulled Azra to his chest and 
hugged her.  

Sahra recovered quickly, following the bone marrow trans-
plantation. I never forgot Azra’s last words to me: “We are two 
sprouts from the same root, doctor. If I could be water in a des-
sert for Sahra, then lucky me!”. Now Sahra, achieved her dream 
of becoming a doctor, of course with her sprout from the root. 
She is specializing in hematology now, just as I did in the past…
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LOVE TRANSPLANT

Ayşen GÜNER

I will tell you a story. Not a story with lots of pain, comedy, 
or drama, but the story of what can actually happen in real life; 
the story of Ayşe. The story of Ayşe, who is now sitting in a doc-
tor’s room, waiting to learn her diagnosis…

The precious little daughter of her house, just as every child 
is to their own family… Lawyer Ayşe Duman, who has just 
started practicing law after so many years of hard work. The 
only child of a family from Gaziantep… Ayşe, who has had a 
new beginning in her life, who has started working and who has 
got engaged to the person she is going to spend her life with… 
However, life doesn’t always go as planned and it didn’t go as 
planned for Ayşe either. The preparations for the wedding started 
right after the engagement. Ayşe was so excited; she was in orbit. 
Meanwhile, while she was busy with the preparations, she be-
came weak, her exhaustion got worse, her bones began to ache, 
her skin got pale, she lost her appetite and she lost lots of weight. 
Her situation caught her family’s and her fiancé’s attention, but 
everyone thought it was caused by the same reason: the stress of 
wedding preparations. Of course Ayşe thought the same as oth-
ers, however, her symptoms got worse and different over time. 
There was not only weakness, or exhaustion; but there were also 
bruises on her body and bleedings in her gum. On some days, 
she got a fever like she did when she had a cold and she had 
a hard time breathing.  These started to bother Ayşe and actu-
ally caused her feel pain. Finally, when she had a fever again, 
she thought it was enough; and the cut on her finger, which she 
had gotten the other day during lunch, was not recovering at all. 
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Ayşe, couldn’t stand it anymore and decided to see the doctor. 
First, she answered the doctor’s many questions and then it was 
time for the medical tests.  She didn’t ask why and did whatever 
they told her to do. Lots of tests… Just like everything had an 
end, the tests also ended and she went to the hospital with her 
fiancé to get the results. She was both calm and worried when 
she went into the doctor’s room.  On one hand she thought they 
did so many tests to be sure of everything and on the other hand 
she thought “What if they actually found something?”. 

Right at this point, we are back at where we began. At the 
beginning of our story, where we left Ayşe. Ayşe and her fiancé 
Ömer, were sitting across the doctor desperate to hear that every-
thing was fine. The doctor began talking without any hesitation, 
but it was clear that he wasn’t going to give them good news. 

– First of all, I want you to try to remain calm after what I’ll 
tell you, because we will go through a treatment process and we 
will need your strength and faith during this process. 

– What? How? What treatment? What do I have?
– I’m sorry, but you have cancer.
Ayşe didn’t know what to do with those words she was used 

to hearing in movies. Was it a joke? Did she really have cancer, 
was her body fighting with it now? 

People would spend their lives thinking or hoping that the 
things they hear and see would never happen to themselves. That 
was why Ayşe couldn’t believe what she had just heard.  How-
ever, she faced the reality when she saw the tears in Ömer’s 
eyes. What was going to happen now, how was she going to 
be, was she going to recover? The doctor woke her up from the 
thousands of questions in her mind.  

– Your white blood cell count was high in your blood count. 
We did a bone marrow examination and unfortunately we found 
a type of cancer we call “chronic myeloid leukemia”. We will 
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start the treatment process as soon as possible, however, as I told 
you before, it is very important for you to stay strong during this 
time. You may underestimate it, but the patient’s strength and 
resistance is one of the most important factors in fighting with 
this disease.  

Ayşe didn’t talk with Ömer, or didn’t even look at him since 
they left the doctor’s room. Ömer’s attempts to talk with her 
were pointless. She was trying to memorize what the doctor had 
said. What had he told her? “Your white cells are reproducing 
in an excessive amount”. Were all these happening because of a 
chromosome called Philadelphia; was this chromosome some-
thing like a computer virus? There were lots of medical terms 
and sentences and she couldn’t remember any of it clearly. She 
remembered only one thing: “You need to be strong.”

After that day, Ayşe realised that there was no point in with-
drawing into yourself, or in not talking with anyone. The people 
around her were already upset and she had no right to upset them 
even more. She knew that she was going to go through some hard 
times, but she was going to stay strong; for herself, for her loved 
ones and for her dreams which had only started…The treatment 
started immediately and of course it wasn’t easy… She was on 
plenty of medications. They were drawing blood from one of her 
arm and giving it back into her body from the other.  During all 
these, her mother, her father, Ömer, everyone was always beside 
her. Their wedding was put off; this was what Ayşe wanted. “I 
don’t want to be a sick bride”, she told them.

She had aches in her arms and legs, she had nausea, but she 
was told that these were all side effects of her medication; she 
endured those, too.  There was a hope for recovery at the end 
of this procedure and she would endure anything if there was 
hope. Then they went onto to the other stage of treatment. Ayşe 
went there so many times she memorized the road to the hospi-
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tal while she was getting radiation therapy and chemotherapy. 
However, when the doctor told her that she needed stem cell 
transplantation, she suddenly became pessimistic. She didn’t 
know why, but it didn’t seem like a good thing to her. She would 
read or hear the news about the patients who died because they 
couldn’t get a transplant, or the ones who had been waiting for 
a long time. Was it going to be like that? She didn’t know. She 
was supposed to learn through experience. Then she thought 
how selfish people were. There were lots of people in need of a 
transplant for their mother, father, or their children; however, the 
only thing people would do was only watching them suffer and 
be sorry for them. People didn’t understand it, unless they have 
the same problems. 

“We will start with your relatives with the highest probability 
to match, when we find the matching tissue, we will do the trans-
plantation.”, said the doctor. 

Her parents, Ömer, all of the relatives she had known, came 
for the tissue. However, the result was not that good. The prob-
ability of having a match with a sibling was really high, but 
Ayşe was an only child. None of the people who were tested 
had a match. So the only thing they could do was to wait for 
good news from the tissue banks. She waited, she waited even 
unaware of how long she had been waiting for. She waited, not 
afraid of the hope the waiting gave her or her relatives, but afraid 
of the result of the waiting. 

In the meantime, she always tried to stay strong, because she 
remembered what the doctor told her in the beginning. She had 
to be strong, if she wanted to recover she had to be stronger 
than this disease. Finally, the news they were waiting for ar-
rived, a matching tissue was found. The hospital reached the tis-
sue owner and he was also getting tested. Ayşe knew how lucky 
she was. Because she knew that sometimes they could never find 
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a matching tissue for a patient and that some of the patients were 
lost for that reason. Then again, finding a matching tissue was 
not the end of it. This treatment process was neither cheap, nor 
short. She had read so many news about transplants and leu-
kemia during her disease. “Yet, thank God!”, she said. “Thank 
God, they have found a matching tissue, otherwise, this help-
lessness, this pain, it’s hard…”

Ayşe was also getting informed about the operation the tissue 
owner would go through. Actually, this was not even a major 
operation. The tissue owner was going to be put to sleep and 
then they would extract marrow from his hipbone by some in-
jectors. The tissue owner might only feel some pain where the 
marrow was extracted from and that was it. Some were even 
able to leave the hospital after only one day. They were going 
to transfuse the marrow to Ayşe. However, it wasn’t going to 
finish there. Her body might reject this bone marrow she was 
going to take into her body and therefore she needed additional 
treatments for around six months. Also, the tissue owner had to 
get regular check-ups, just in case. Ayşe learned all of these from 
what she read, but now it was time to live what she had read and 
learnt.

Ayşe met her donor, Nurdan, who had come all the way from 
İzmir… It was such a weird feeling. The people who brought 
you up, the people who loved you were trying everything they 
could do to make you feel better, but the real help was coming 
from a stranger you have never even seen before. Ayşe learned 
later that Nurdan had a little daughter. That her daughter had 
had cancer and had turned back to life thanks to the bone mar-
row they had extracted from Nurdan’s sister. Nurdan had de-
cided to become a marrow donor after that incident, to prevent 
other people from going through the same painful times and to 
feel useful. Ayşe felt much stronger after hearing all of these. 
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The fact that, while she was living in pain and waiting for the 
slightest hope, some little girl was also going through the same 
things made her stronger. Also, there was a life outside waiting 
for her. There was Ömer, who never left her side during her dis-
ease, who always looked into her eyes and who wanted her to 
recover maybe more than she did.  There were her parents, who 
ran themselves rugged outside of her room, but always tried to 
see strong when they came to see her, her parents who never 
left her hands. The treatment process of Ayşe, who had gotten 
strength from all these, progressed exactly as she had read and 
learnt. First, they had transplanted marrow from Nurdan to Ayşe. 
The next day, Nurdan expressed her best wishes and went back 
to her little girl.  

Ayşe had an additional treatment in the following months 
for her body to accept the transplant, however she was stronger 
than before. Now she was going to her courses of treatment with 
dreams of her wedding. As a result of these, her body had ac-
cepted the transplant and day by day she was going back to her 
old life. 

Her wedding was exactly how she imagined it to be and she 
continued to live her new life without leukemia. Somethings in 
her life were different after the disease. She learned how to be 
more sensitive. She had established social groups about leuke-
mia, arranged meetings and told her story about how a small op-
eration could change a person’s life. However, she never forgot 
that the disease might recur, therefore, she continued to get her 
regular check-ups, without ever missing a single one. 

– Mom, come on, aren’t you coming yet?
Ayşe took the laptop off her knees and put it on the table.  

Then she headed towards Hayat, who was waiting for her to 
come so that they could bake the cake, the ingredients for which 
were already prepared. 
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– I thought we were going to surprise Dad tonight. I have 
been waiting here for an hour, Mom. 

– I had a thing to do, dear. 
Ayşe touched Hayat’s nose with her finger. 
– I was writing a story about a woman who had been sick, but 

ended up with life. 
– Did she get recovered?
– Yes, she did. She even started writing her own story, so that 

many stories which have a life at the end wouldn’t lose their 
hopes. 

Hayat got tickled from the touch on her nose and began to 
giggle. Ayşe and Hayat, baked a cake by adding love (transplant-
ing love) into their ingredients, for Ömer, who was going to 
come home in the evening. Because, Ayşe had learnt that trans-
plants didn’t only happen at hospitals. The thing which brought 
Nurdan to her, which made her parents and Ömer not to leave 
her side for a second was help and love transplantation. Ayşe had 
learnt that this transplantation was the solution for every trouble 
in life.  
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A HANDFUL OF HAIR

Hakan KÖKCÜ

I remember, my teacher told us to draw a picture by only us-
ing our favorite color. On the whitest page of my drawing pad, 
I drew a huge heart first. Then in order to make the borderlines 
thicker, I drew over it a few times pressing my pencil down on 
the paper and then I chose purple to fill the heart. Because my 
favorite color was purple. Maybe that was also why we were 
late, I don’t know. 

My school bag, my curtains, my bedding set, my favorite 
clothes, they were all purple. In my childish mind I was really 
happy to see those purple bruises emerging on my body. Since I 
thought it wasn’t a bad thing, I didn’t tell anyone for a long time. 
I was even afraid of showers, because I thought they would go 
away if I washed my body. I was thirteen, my favorite color was 
purple and life was a bed of roses for me, that was why we were 
late.  

My mom forced me to go into the bath tub, when I got stinky 
because I refused to take a shower for a long time. When she 
took my clothes off, she started screaming. I can’t remember 
what exactly happened that moment. I was scared, I just remem-
ber that my father ran to us after he heard my mom screaming 
and then he kept repeating the same question: “Who did this to 
you?”. 

I was thirteen. My parents, who thought that someone tried to 
hurt me because of the bruises on my body, took me to a doctor. 
They ran lots of tests and asked many questions. I don’t exactly 
remember, but I remember that when I told the doctors I wasn’t 
beaten by anyone there was a long silence. There was a silence 
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between relief and sorrow first, then when doctors kept talking 
came the screams and cryings. That was the first time I had seen 
my dad crying. When I learned that my disease, which I didn’t 
exactly understand what it was, caused all of these, my life, my 
bed of roses turned into a harsh reality. I wasn’t scared, but when 
I saw my parents’ state, I cried a little.

While there were lots of noises and crowds around us, I only 
watched my father’s eyes which were wandering on the floor. 
All of relatives showed up. They tried to look like they were 
happy and having fun when they were with me, but then they 
cried when they went outside. I heard all of it, but I didn’t get 
scared at all. Somehow I kept believing, I kept resisting with my 
childish mind. The doctor told me that it wasn’t appropriate for 
me to go to school. I said OK. I could go back when I recovered. 
At the age of thirteen, on the day I started to live at the hospital, 
I learned that those purple bruises I liked so much were actually 
signals of leukemia. My favorite color might be a messenger 
telling me that my life was coming to an end. I wasn’t scared, I 
wasn’t sad and I didn’t stop loving purple. 

Through the middle of my treatment, the hospital had be-
come our new home. My mom suddenly fell ill and collapsed. 
My father still refers to that moment as the worst and the best 
moment of his life. It really was, we learned that later on. When 
my mom fainted at the hospital, they thought she was exhausted 
and put her to some rest. My doctor came to see me the other 
day. I realised that he was crying while he tried to talk. I got 
afraid first, but then my doctor said, 

– You are going to have a sibling, your mother is pregnant 
and this might be your salvation. 

We started to laugh together while tears were coming down 
from our eyes. My two and a half months pregnant mom, got 
up two days later. A hope grew up inside us, while my sibling 
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was growing up in my mom’s body. It was as if we all brought 
my sibling up in different bodies. I could never go to school, I 
couldn’t even go home, but I didn’t feel bad. I remember insist-
ing on naming my sibling “Purple” in those days and how my 
parents laughed at me. While I thought I fell in the middle of a 
darkness, only at the age of thirteen, my brother at the size of a 
bean, held my hand, we waited for him with hope.

It was a hard and tiring process but they tried to do every-
thing they could do for me for months, without ever losing their 
interest in me. I lost my hair and my eyebrows, but the doctor 
promised that they would grow back. They bought me hats in 
many colors, including purple. I put one of them on every day. 
Exactly six months later, a little bit earlier than expected, my 
brother arrived. Apparently, I cried a lot when my mom went 
into later, I don’t remember that. My dad always tells me that 
I even cried in my sleep. I also don’t remember crying myself 
to sleep while she was in labor, but apparently I did, however, 
I remember every second of the next day. When I woke up, 
my mom came inside with my brother in her arms. I can’t say 
anything if they ask me to describe the feeling I had at that 
moment, but I still remember how it was. I was reborn when 
my mom came inside the door with my brother that day. My 
brother, who was not even a day old, became the hope to save 
my life and I felt as if my mom brought me to this world for the 
second time. 

The cells they took from the part which attached my brother 
to my mom was taken under some procedures. We waited for 
a while. Then those cells were transplanted to me via a mar-
row transplant operation. I went through lots of procedures. We 
waited for a while. They told us that my chances were really 
high, that my brother had a high percentage of compatibility. I 
just waited. 
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On my fourteenth birthday, my brother had grown up a bit. I 
was away from him while I was exposed to radiation, however, 
on my birthday, that stage was over and I held him in my arms so 
that we could blow the candles together. I still have a photograph 
of that moment, I keep it on the side of my bed. 

My doctor came to see me with good news a short while af-
ter my birthday. He left a huge smile on all of our faces, I can’t 
ever forget that. My brother’s cells had worked and they had 
observed some recovery. He said they were going to keep me 
under observation for a little longer and then I could continue 
my treatment at home.  I felt like the sun rose again. My mom 
started to smile and my dad started to look up again. 

I don’t remember exactly, but I guess a few months later, we 
went back home on a beautiful spring day. I watched around me 
like a person who had spent his years in a box would watch the 
sky. I remember that I fell into a long and sound sleep when I 
arrived home. 

I can’t tell you it was easy, but there is nothing you can’t get 
over if you believe in hope. I felt better day by day and recov-
ered. I felt like as my brother grew up, I recovered a bit more. I 
always felt proud of myself for being able to carry such a burden 
at the age of thirteen and for being victorious at the end. K

Today is my nineteenth birthday. We have that heart of a pic-
ture framed and hung on the wall by my dad. Beside me, there 
is my mom who laughs louder than she used to do, my brother 
Umut on her lap and my father with tears of pride in his eyes. We 
are counting down for the camera to take our picture and I try 
to get that handful of purple hair, which I dyed to remind me of 
those days, into the picture. Three, two, one…Smile…
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FOR MY BROTHER

Mustafa SOYUER

It was the religion and ethics class. Someone knocked on the 
classroom door three times, it was the hall monitor, Fevzi from 
the classroom next to ours… 

– Sir, the principal is waiting for Nurgül Yılmaz in his room. 
– Me… The principal… I didn’t do anything wrong. Why 

would he want to see me now? 
Everyone in the classroom looked at me curiously. They all 

had questioning looks. Why did the principal call for Nurgül? 
They were right, the principal wouldn’t call for anyone for no 
reason. 

– Sir, can I go?
– Sure, go dear. 
No, I hadn’t done anything wrong. “I don’t put make up on 

like others, or I don’t pull up my skirt more than necessary. I 
don’t wear jeans to the school. Boyfriend stuff is not my thing. 
Grades… Oh, it must be the Math exam. OK, but half of the 
class failed that exam, why would he only want to see me!... 
Gosh…”

Fevzi, walking in front of me like a soldier and I, a step beh-
ing him like a prisoner, were walking on the long hall. Everyone 
was in their classes. The music teacher’s voice was coming from 
a classroom and it was filling the hall. “My nightingale in a gold-
en cage / She sings slowly and calmly” one of Atatürk’s favorite 
songs. They are getting ready for 10 of November. We had that 
same topic in our class. OK, I had to stop thinking about the mu-
sic teacher, the principal… Maybe Fevzi had heard something.

– Fevzi... Was the principal angry?
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– Seriously? Have you ever seen him normal? And, I mean, 
you will see if he is happy or angry soon enough. 

– Why did he call for me anyways?
– How would I know? Who knows what did you do?
He chuckles.
– Woah, stop there you maniac, I didn’t do anything!
– You will see who the maniac is in a minute.
Our principal. Who knew how many years he had been here. 

He was also my mom’s teacher. Even my mom was still afraid 
of him. He was a distant relative of us and he was huge… He 
had a thick moustache that covered his lips, eye brows that were 
as thick as his moustache and a wrinkled nape… Above all, 
his huge, bloody, greyish blue eyes… His looks would pierce 
through a person like an arrow. What a scary man…

I, Fevzi and the ghost of our principal went down the stairs 
quickly. Fevzi still had that sarcastic smile on his face. He walked 
towards the hall monitor desk beside the door and I headed to the 
principal’s room. My heart was beating so fast. I was covered with 
curiosity and fear. Then, I was at the leather door of the principal’s 
room. I checked the length of my skirt, my collar and my hair one 
more time. I built up my courage and then knocked on the door 
twice. The loud beats of my heart suppressed the knocks on the 
door. The principal’s deep voice rushed out from the key hole. 

– Come in.
I slowly opened the door in a shy manner. 
So, was that it? There was no more fear, anxiety, shame, or 

curiosity… It was as if all my emotions were gathered in the 
brackets of hatred. All the blood in my body was flowing into 
my face. My face was burning like fire. My eyes were twitch-
ing. My blood pressure yelled “hatred, hatred”. With this kind of 
hatred, I could beat thousands of principals, let alone one. 

– What is it now Mr. Principal? Is it what you have called 
me for? 
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– Look, my girl…
– There is nothing to see!
I headed to the door, full with hatred. Just before I left the 

door, I heard his voice, the voice I wish I didn’t have to hear. 
– Nurgül, dear, I…
I turned around with great anger and I yelled at his face as if 

I was spitting on it. 
– Shut up! How dare you call me dear? I’m not your year, I’m 

not your anything! 
The man on the armchair, sitting with his hands in front of him, 

like a murderer in front of a judge, the creature whom they called 
father… He had changed a lot, but I still recognized him. Was it 
possible to forget his disgusting face? He got even more disgusting. 
Weak, looking like he was dead… His beard hadn’t been shaved 
for at least fifteen days, almost all grey now. His hair hadn’t been 
lost but looked like wool. His forehead was all wrinkled and there 
were dark circles under his eyes as dark as if they were drawn with 
a coloring pen. His body was like a chubby child’s. 

Of course he would change, it had been ten years since he 
left. I could still remember the night he left. I had been eight 
years old. My mom’s cries were still in my ears: “What does 
that woman have that I don’t, Rıza? What do I lack? Couldn’t I 
be a wife for you? Was I unfaithful? Did I make you starve; did I 
make you go around in dirty clothes? How does your conscience 
let you leave us? I mean, how can you leave your child, your 
daughter? She is your daughter. She is going to grow up, won’t 
you protect her from the outside world? How can I bring up a 
daughter without her father, Rıza? Please don’t, don’t do this to 
us. Don’t leave…”

“Woman, don’t you understand? I don’t want you and I don’t 
want your kid. Let me go, it is over now. O-V-E-R. There is no 
Rıza anymore.”
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My mom hugged his legs, he managed to get rid of her and 
walked away without even looking behind. The sound of the 
door slamming and my mom’s cries afterwards...

 “Rızaaaa! Don’t go... Damn it! You didn’t make us happy 
a single day and I hope you will never be happy… Rızaaaa!..”

When I remembered what happened, I felt like my face start-
ed to burn even more. So, he remembered he had a daughter 
ten years later and then just showed up. No embarrassment, no 
shame, what a cheeky man! I turned to the principal. 

– Mr.Principal, I have nothing to say to this man. You have 
called me for nothing. 

– My girl, calm down, have a seat. Look, what I will tell you 
is about an important matter. 

– I won’t. So, an important matter, huh? What important matter 
can this disgusting man have to discuss with me after ten years?  

– Your father came for… He is having really hard times.  
I smiled bitterly.

– Father? What father are you talking about? As if you don’t 
know…

He nodded meaningfully. Then he pointed to the armchair 
next to him and said:

– My girl, please have a seat so we can talk. 
– I won’t sit next to this man. Tell me whatever you will 

quickly, I’m missing my class. 
– Dear, I know you will be mad, but I’m telling you again, 

this man is your father, no matter what happened. Can you 
change this truth? You have come from his blood; you can deny 
it all you want. It is even written on your ID.

I guess the creature that was called “father”, got some cour-
age, because he sat up in the chair and started to talk:

– Your brother is dying.
Brother, huh? Oh, I was fit to be died. I couldn’t even feel my 
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face from anger. This man’s kid… That woman’s kid, that wom-
an who made him leave me and my mother… My brother… You 
could see the fires coming out of my eyes. I couldn’t even bear 
hearing his voice. “Your brother is dying…”. I had to put him in 
his place now. 

– What brother! I have no brother. What can I do if he is dy-
ing? Am I a doctor? Go take your kid to the hospital. What do 
you even bother me for! 

– My girl, your brother…
– Never ever use that call me that again!
I knew that his kid was sick. Our neighbor Dürdane had told 

us. His name was Kerim or something and he got blood cancer, 
leukemia. They had been going from hospital to hospital for the 
last six months. When Dürdane brought the news, my mom said 
“This is God’s justice. This is their punishment for hurting us. 
Well, Rıza, as you can see you couldn’t get away with it. You left 
this girl by herself and went after whores. Would God ever let 
you get away with it? Now you will taste the poisonous arrow 
of fate.” and was happy for what she had heard. We didn’t think 
about it much, we even forgot about it after that conversation. 
“Damn it Rızaaaa!”, Rıza was really damned by God, that prayer 
hadn’t been for nothing. That merciless, proud face was now sit-
ting in that chair begging for mercy. So, if his son was sick, why 
had he come to me? The principal satisfied my curiosity. 

- My dear, your brother has leukemia. It is a hard disease. 
May God never even give it to my worst enemy. To be honest, 
if your brother doesn’t get a bone marrow transplantation, he is 
going to die. Your father, your uncles, his mom and his uncle all 
got their blood tested but apparently no one got a match. There is 
not a matching sample at the bone marrow bank either. You are 
his sister. So your father thought, maybe, hopefully, yours would 
get a match.  
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Well, well, well, look at Mr. Rıza! So, our lunatic here had a 
problem. That was why he had showed up so many years later. 
So, his blood didn’t get a match. Of course it wouldn’t get a 
match, it is spoilt. His spoilt blood can’t even get a match for his 
own filthy body, how could it get a match with someone else’s? 

– Sir, can you please ask him, where he got this love for his 
daughter all of a sudden? If he was so fond of her daughter, why 
did he kill her own child with his own hands ten years ago? I’m 
sorry sir, but I don’t have any blood or life to give. He should 
look for it somewhere else. 

Rıza was getting smaller and smaller in that chair. He was as 
timid as a mouse. He hadn’t even taken a single sip from the tea 
in front of him. The ash of his cigarette was there getting longer 
and longer. With begging eyes, he was waiting for the princi-
pal to persuade me. The wrinkles on her forehead were getting 
deeper and deeper, his eyes were getting full with tears, he was 
about to cry. I, on the other hand, had the great satisfaction of 
taking all his hopes away… The fire of my face was going down 
a bit. The principal was looking at his state with pitying eyes. He 
turned to me and with a soft voice that I had never heard coming 
from him, he said: 

– My girl, let bygones be bygones. This is about a seven-
year-old kid’s life. Moreover, it is your brother. You may save a 
life. Well, what do you say? 

– No, sir. Please do not insist and please do not make me face 
this man ever again. Also, you know how my mom would react 
if she hears what had happened. 

My mom... “I hope you will never be happy Rıza!...”
Rıza could never be happy, he had to taste the pain. If I helped 

him, wouldn’t it be wrong to God, whom had accepted those 
prayers? I wouldn’t help. The principal realised that I wasn’t go-
ing to change my mind, so again with a begging voice: 
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– My girl, Nurgül, why are you making an innocent kid pay 
for your father’s sins? Listen to me, do this favor girl. Only the 
ones with big hearts can respond evil with their kindness. And 
you have that big heart, my girl, I know you do.  

The creature talked once again:
– Nurgül, my dear…
– How are you utter my name? How many times should I tell 

you? I am not talking to you.  
I guess, the principal realised that it was going worse, so he 

said: 
– Mr. Rıza, maybe you should wait outside, go have some tea 

in the cafeteria. I will talk with dear Nurgül alone. 
– There is nothing to talk about Sir. If you excuse me, I want 

to go back to my class. 
– Wait for a minute my dear, please. 
The man called Rıza, got up from the armchair with shaky 

legs, his eyes were like clouds that were about to pour rain. He 
put his hands together in front of him, he dropped his head with 
begging eyes. He first looked at me and then at the principal. He 
walked towards the door and unwillingly closed it behind him. 

After he left, the principal got up from his chair. He came to 
me and put his hand on my shoulder in a fatherly manner. That 
was the first time I had seen him in such a humanly state, so 
emotional and so vulnerable. It felt as if his moustache and eye-
brows got thinner, the wrinkles on his nape were became less 
and the blue of his eyes became a river. 

– My girl, do you really want to get your revenge from your 
father?

– More than anything in this world. You know what he had 
done to us…

– I know my dear, I know. If you really want to get your 
revenge, then do a kindness for him. That’s how you will cause 
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him to feel remorse for the rest of his life. I have seen it in a 
movie. A woman, whose son is murdered, goes to the cell they 
keep the murderer in. The murderer thinks that the woman is 
going to yell at him, that she’ll cry and curse at him. However, 
the woman tells him that she forgives him. Because even if he 
has murdered her son, the murderer is still a human being. That 
woman actually gives him the biggest punishment by forgiving 
him. The murderer feels a great remorse and regret.  

Then he told me lots of stuff about the verses of Quran, the 
deeds of Muhammad and Rumi’s teaching about how to fight 
evil with kindness. 

– So, what do you say, do you want to punish your father?
– Yes, I do, but not by doing a favor for him Sir. He deserved 

all he is going through.  He deserved even more… 
– So?
– No, Sir. I’m not going to help him, or his kid. 
– OK, whatever you say, my girl. 
When I left the room, the school bells were ringing. I went 

directly to the classroom, I packed up my school bag and left the 
school immediately not to see that man again. I didn’t tell any-
thing to my curious friends who kept asking why the principal 
wanted to see me. While I was walking by the hall monitor desk, 
I heard Fevzi saying: “Why did the principal want to see you? 
Who was that man?”. 

I didn’t even look at him. I left the school in a rush and wan-
dered at the seaside until the school’s closing time. I thought if 
I went home early, then my mom would suspect something, she 
would insist and then I would have to tell her what happened 
that day. I didn’t want to upset her for no reason and she would 
definitely put on a scene anyways. 

I went home, went to my room early. I couldn’t sleep until the 
call for the morning prayer. That disgusting face sickened my 
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night… Even sleep was frightened by his snake eyes. After the 
call for prayer, I felt asleep for a while, I had a dream. There was 
a boy, walking towards the edge of a cliff with bloody hands; he 
was about to fall down. The ground beyond the cliff was covered 
with sharp rocks, the sea was mad and the waves were beating 
the rocks. “Booooy!”, I cried. I either can’t scream, or he can’t 
hear me. I ran after him, I had to save him before he falls down. 
I don’t know if I could. I saw his face. “Sisteeeeeer…” he cried. 
“I’m not your sister!”, I yelled back at him. Then I woke up from 
the dream covered in sweat.  

The murderer in the prison, the woman whose son was mur-
dered…  The prophet who didn’t curse the people of Taif… 
Prophet Hamza… Uhud… Hands of Abu Sufyan… They were 
all on my bed. “Please stop insisting, that’s not going to happen 
and how do you even know that my blood will match?”

I went to school really early. I came across to the principal on 
the stairs, I held onto his arm smiling and asked silently: “Which 
hospital is the boy at?”. 
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MY STEM CELLS ARE HAPPIER 
AND MORE HOPEFUL

Canan BAŞKAYA

Each season that passed by left some scars on faces with their 
voices and breaths. Life didn’t let people go with the flow for the 
most of the time. Umut had played basketball for eleven years. 
Basketball was his passion, his way of life. It was the most beau-
tiful color of his life, the most beautiful sound and the liveli-
est breath of it. He could play basketball for four or five hours 
without a break. His breath was getting refreshed while he was 
running to the hoop with giant steps.

Basketball was like joining the joyful screams of seagulls. It 
was growing up dreams that multiplied in infinity, which were 
shaking with excitement. It was the smiling face of his life. It 
was releasing colorful tailed kites and balloons into the sky. 

He was very young, he was in the spring of his life and he was 
wide in width and length. Despite his heavy body, he was quick 
and lively. He finished studying and started his duty. His first place 
of duty was Mardin, it was very similar to Antakya in terms of his-
torical and social structure. This region was the cradle of civiliza-
tion. You could hear the loud and warm sounds of the brotherhood 
of religions and languages from the walls of this region.  

While everything was going normal, some abnormalities 
showed up in his metabolism. There was something wrong. Even 
though he didn’t use to feel any ache or pain in his body even after 
playing basketball for hours, now he was having pain, exhaustion 
and weaknesses for no reason. He would feel like he was going to 
faint after a few steps on the field, he would be parched and shake 
like a little bird. He didn’t care about it that much in the begin-
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ning, he thought it was because of the climate change. However, 
it wasn’t as simple as that. He couldn’t associate his hefty, strong 
body with exhaustion and fatigue. He went to the hospital to ease 
his mind, got examined. He didn’t even think about a serious dis-
ease. He was coming from a humid air, so this must be because of 
the dry air in this region. This was all he could have after having 
all those nutritious food his mother fed him with. 

It was impossible to believe it. Was it a nightmare, or a ter-
rible joke? Even though he didn’t want to believe it, the silent 
screams in his body was indicating to a serious disease. To be 
sure, he went to a more equipped hospital, Dicle Faculty of 
Medicine. Tests, examinations… He was diagnosed. Umut had 
“Chronic Myeloid”. 

When he met his doctor, he felt a weird relief, the doctor gave 
him a great sense of trust. He was like a life coach. He gave the 
impression of a brave, kind doctor who knew and loved his job 
very much. With his family’s approval his treatment was going 
to be done in İstanbul Faculty of Medicine Hematology Clinic.  

First of all, he was assigned to İstanbul, to Hobyarlı Ahmet 
Paşa Primary School, due to his excuse. The procedure started. 
The time was passing by so fast. Unfortunately, his body didn’t 
respond to the medication treatment. The only cure was bone 
marrow transplantation. Despite checking thousands of donors, 
they couldn’t find a match. His family was ready to pay what-
ever it was worth to save his life. Houses, cars, fields, jewelry, 
nothing was more important than a person’s life. 

He lived without ever forgetting his disease, he never resented 
the disease he was fighting with. He didn’t rebel by asking “Why 
me, why my family?”, he never resented life. Many people had to 
live with diseases which they couldn’t even find a name for, which 
there was no cure for. He had witnessed it and he felt sorry for the 
babies and children the most. How could he not be sad? There were 
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small children who got disease while they weren’t even able to 
talk, to explain where it hurt, while they were still in diapers. Also, 
there were sick children beside him who could do nothing but cry.

He learned how to live with his disease. He told how he felt 
to his leucocytes which kept changing their count in his blood. 
“Let’s see how and from whom we can find it now! Who knows, 
maybe it will come from far away, it will be a person we could 
never imagine and it will change our life. You know that it isn’t 
as simple as it is seen or told, right? But we are not going to 
give up, all of this hard work, this hope, this excitement and 
patience… Let’s be nice to each other, please.”

During his treatment he listened to music a lot, read, he be-
came the pen of his heart and tried to write what he had been 
going through as much as he could. Each of those pages were 
whispers of the hope, pain, joy, sorrow, excitement, the feelings 
stuck between the lines, memories and ideas that came from his 
heart. Each was the dressing mirror for his dreams and for his 
heart opened for hope, as well as the beginning of his difficult 
journey to the valley of life.

All he knew was that he was going to recover after two years 
and now he believed in it even more. He had been optimistic and 
hopeful since the beginning. The time he was going to leave the 
hospital and to go back to his old life was close. It was difficult 
to wake up with hope every morning, again and again… As long 
as he didn’t lose hope, the hope would find him, he believed in it. 

They checked the registered tissue groups in İstanbul Faculty 
of Medicine Bone Marrow Bank. They couldn’t find a match. 
However, thanks to God, there was still hope. They contacted 
World Bone Marrow Bank. The good news arrived. They did 
what was needed without wasting any time. The marrows were 
extracted from the donor via a special method. 

******
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Today, was the day. The day to open the doors to the future 
that was dreamed of. The ground and the sky was happy; you 
could hear the cheerful heart beats from everywhere. Now, all 
the preparations and the check-ups were complete and that mag-
ical moment was finally here. He couldn’t help but think while 
he was lying down. What kind of a thing was medicine? Suc-
cessful works that saved lives, like miracles… He was going to 
get back to life with someone else’s marrow and he was going 
to hold onto life. It was as if the stem cells were picked up like 
seeds and now they were being injected into his body. There 
was an absolute happiness waiting for him in his dream, there 
was health, he could feel it. He wanted to live and he wanted to 
improve himself while living.  He was feeling restless. He cried 
with the tears of joy. The red life sources, stem cells, that were 
collected in a bag were transplanted to him. 

A young man, whom he had never seen or known, gave him 
blood and life. The half-times were not going to be this long 
again. He was going to say hello to the basketball hoops, he was 
going to collect stars again. 
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LAST WILL

Akif KÖKÇE

Today is Neşe’s birthday. Exactly four years, nine months 
and ten days ago, the half-cell came from Neşe’s father, Nedim, 
kissed the cheek of the half-cell that came from Neşe’s mother, 
Şebnem and that way they formed Neşe’s first cell. At the deep-
est point of their conversation, the half-cell that came from the 
mother asked:

– Would you like to split?
– But we have just merged, why would we split up for no 

reason? 
– It’s not like what you think. We are not going to split as you 

and me, we will develop and by splitting up into two, we will 
create another we that looks like us. 

“OK, then”, said the other half-cell and approved.  
Hence, the cell developed into a certain size and then split into 
two, then into four, then eight and finally into sixteen. They re-
produced by multiplying by two. Everything for the baby to de-
velop was done and finally Neşe was born. The cells had done a 
good job and the sweetest and the prettiest little girl opened her 
eyes to the world. However, the job of the cells was not done. 
The normal cells continued to do their usual work and the stem 
cells who were able to do all of the cells’ work remained on duty, 
ready to do anything when they are called for. 

Now, Neşe was turning five. Nothing seemed to be wrong on 
the surface. It was just that Neşe was getting sick frequently and 
she would quickly get tired when she was playing games, but 
the household was being optimistic about the situation and they 
thought that it was because she didn’t eat much. Yet, no one was 
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aware of it, but some malignant cells were getting settled in the 
bone marrow, the place where the blood cells were produced.  
They were replacing other cells and they prevented them from 
working. After a certain time, the blood cells were not going to 
be able to do their work and produce blood. 

Neşe’s parents had grown up in İstanbul, however fate brought 
them together in Ankara, during their university years. Nedim’s 
ancestors were from Trabzon. He was told that his grandfather 
left Tonya and moved to İstanbul many years before the Turkish 
War of Independence. The family would consider themselves to 
be one of the oldest families in İstanbul. Şebnem’s parents were 
actually from Hakkari. Şebnem’s father, Fethi -Neşe’s grandfa-
ther- was born in a village in Çukurca, on a border of Turkey; he 
studied in Van Ercis Village Institute and became a teacher. He 
worked as a teacher all around Turkey and finally he was assigned 
to İstanbul and he settled in this big city. He would do anything 
financially or psychologically support someone who wanted to 
get education. He wouldn’t only give education to children and 
young people, he would also detect their interests and encour-
age them to get occupations according to their tendencies. Start-
ing from the village he was born in and then the villages he had 
worked before, he would deal with every child as if everywhere 
was in his responsibility and he would do anything he could for 
these children to get education. In his last will he said “Use every 
penny I left to give children education”. His children took those 
words really seriously, they did everything they could do and 
they are still trying to do their best. That was how Şebnem started 
to give support for the education of three orphan siblings from 
his father’s village. The eldest of the siblings, whom Şebnem had 
never met but only spoken on the phone with, Ferhat, was going 
to take Darüşşafaka’s exam soon and if he got accepted he was 
going to leave Çukurca and come to İstanbul to go to high school. 



205

Last Will

Neşe’s complaints went worse. She got diagnosed with leu-
kemia at the hospital they went for high fever. Furthermore, it 
wasn’t possible for her to recover with medication treatment, so 
she had to get stem cell (bone marrow) transplantation. The first 
stage of the treatment was to kill the malignant cells by radio-
therapy and chemotherapy and the second stage was to replace 
those with hardworking and benign stem cells. It was a long and 
hard process and in order to achieve all of these hope and deter-
mination were essential. In the past -when the cells used to work 
normally- red cells would carry oxygen to the other cells and 
organs, thrombocytes would provide the coagulation and white 
cells would protect the body against germs and establish the im-
mune system. However, since the blood marrow cells couldn’t 
produce those cells anymore, the other cells couldn’t get oxy-
gen, a small bleeding couldn’t be stopped and most importantly 
the body was unprotected against germs. 

Neşe became an open target for infections now. Therefore, 
she needed to be kept in an environment away from any germs. 
So they got her masks specially designed for children – with 
cartoon characters on them. The people who saw the little child 
with the mask on, would get sorry for her, frown their faces, 
but still run away fast in order not to get what she had. In fact, 
leukemia patients wore those masks not because they could get 
other people sick, but because they could get sick by the germs 
that could come from other people. 

They began to the first stage of treatment by destroying the 
malignant cells, which caused the disease in the blood, via radio-
therapy and chemotherapy. During her treatment, Neşe began to 
lose her curly blonde hair, hence in addition to the masks, they 
got her hats and bandanas. The second stage of the treatment 
would be the stem cell (bone marrow) transplant. They needed 
to find a matching donor for that. First they checked the family 
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members’ tissues. Siblings were the best matches in these situa-
tions, but unfortunately, she didn’t have any. When Nedim and 
Şebnem couldn’t get a match, it was turn for the aunts, uncles 
and cousins. First they tried the ones in İstanbul and then the 
ones in their hometowns and then the ones who lived overseas, 
however they couldn’t get the result they expected. Whomever 
they told would rush there with hope and they would wait for the 
results with great expectations, however, their hopes would be 
destroyed each time by the results. 

They said “God willing”, took a deep breath and waited the 
results from the National Tissue Information Bank. However, 
the donor couldn’t be find in the national bank either. Next, they 
waited for the results from the International Tissue Information 
Bank. They were hoping that someone from somewhere, either 
it is from Japan, or South Africa, or somewhere else, would defi-
nitely have a match; yet, no one did. 

There wasn’t a matching donor among the twenty million 
volunteers in the world. “But the world population is seven bil-
lion!” they thought. So, it was like no one was checked. There 
must had been a match among those people who didn’t give a 
blood sample. With that thought in mind, they invited everyone 
they could reach to give samples. The people they knew, the 
people they barely knew and the ones they only met… They 
called out for people on social networks. They called their old 
friends, their colleagues, neighbors, everyone they could reach… 
Yet, they could get no match. There were definitely people with 
matching tissues, however they were not in the system yet, so 
they couldn’t be matched with Neşe. 

All of their hopes faded away and they were demoralized. They 
were so demoralized that even the news of Ferhat’s getting accept-
ed to Darüşşafaka couldn’t cause anyone to cheer up. However, 
not to cast a shadow on their happiness, they didn’t tell anything 
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about Neşe’s situation to Ferhat and his family.  They couldn’t tell 
them not to come. In the meantime, the days were going by, but 
the good news didn’t arrive. Eventually, Ferhat and his mother, 
Selma, came to İstanbul to get him registered to his school. This 
was the first time they would actually meet each other, however, 
seeing Neşe with the mask on made their cheerful state disappear. 

As soon as she heard what happened, Selma said “Let them 
check my blood. We are not relatives, but we are from the same 
village. Who knows, maybe we will get a match”. The next day, 
they went to the hospital before they went to school. The per-
sonnel informed Selma and when she became volunteer to be 
a donor, they drew two tubes of blood from her, she became a 
“volunteer donor”. In the meantime, they registered Ferhat to 
the school. He was going to go middle school in Darüşşafaka 
and would stay at Şebnem’s house in the weekends. He was 
praying innocently, “God, please let Neşe recover! Then let me 
cheer with joy”. 

As soon as the examination of Selma’s blood was done, they 
got a call from the hospital. The matching donor they were look-
ing for was found, Selma’s tissue was compatible. They asked 
them to go back to the hospital again. They talked with them and 
did further examinations. It was confirmed again that they had a 
match. They talked about the details and the decision was made. 
So the transplantation procedure started. 

It wasn’t going to be difficult for Selma. There was no such 
thing as an operation, or putting her to sleep. After giving her 
medication for several weeks, then the blood drawing proce-
dure was going to start. Afterwards, they connected her to a ma-
chine as they had told her before, she started to give her blood. 
The procedure was painless and had no side effects. It was so 
harmless that it was possible for her to do a similar donation for 
someone else after only a month. 
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The doctors started to transplant the cells they took from 
Selma, to Neşe. The cells who saw the stem cells that arrived, 
applauded with joy. 

– Welcome! Where have you been? 
– We have come from far away. We were unaware of your 

situation. We came here as the result of many coincidences. It 
happened all so fast. 

“That’s alright, we are glad that you are here after all, but it 
is not time to talk now. We can talk a lot later, but now we have 
to start producing blood cells immediately and take Neşe back 
to her old days.”, they said and then they started working really 
hard. 

The disobedient, naughty cells which saw them, started to 
run away, they left where they settled and the reproduction of 
blood cells started. The procedure was completed successfully. 
Selma’s cells, adapted to Neşe’s cells. Although there were some 
side effects seen on the skin and in the guts, however those were 
easily treated with medication. Şebnem’s father, Fethi, saved 
his own granddaughter’s life by telling his children to support 
other children to get education in his last will. Selma was Neşe’s 
“Stem mother” and Ferhat was her “Stem brother” now and she 
was looking forward to the weekends so her “stem brother” 
would come home. Her golden blonde hair she had lost during 
the treatment grew back even prettier and shinier than they used 
to be. 
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SIBLING’S BLOOD

Halis AÇACAK

Nazlı was struggling. All the doors she went to was closed to 
her face. She closed herself into the house in desperation; she didn’t 
know what to do. She couldn’t even visit her son, her “baby” for 
the last three days. She was walking in the house pointlessly. Her 
baby was going to fade away in front of her. She was losing herself 
as she thought about the other children; her heart was burning as 
she thought that her baby would end up like them and he would 
beg him with his black eyes, which looked like they were painted 
by an artist, saying “Mom, save me!”. A single sentence coming 
from her mouth who knows for how many times: “There must be 
a way… There must be a way… There must be a way…”

It had been a month since her own siblings knocked on her 
door. He knew exactly why they stopped coming, but she didn’t 
have any time to be mad at them. “Hell with them! They can do 
whatever they want to do”, she said, trying not to think about 
their behavior. “My baby…” she said. “My baby is going to 
die… My baby is going to die…” No one was opening the door, 
or answering her calls.

That afternoon, her neighbor Teacher Murat and his wife 
knocked on her door. When they couldn’t get an answer they 
introduced themselves. They said, “We know that you are home. 
Please, open the door so we can talk.”. She opened the door. A 
wave of polluted air hit them when she opened the door. They 
started to grumble while they opened the windows. “What are 
you doing to yourself? Is this how you are going to find a way 
to save your baby? You should be careful about your own health 
first, so that you can be useful for him.”
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She didn’t talk. She was sitting on the arm chair with her 
knees in her arms, looking at the stack of dirty tea glasses on the 
coffee table. Nermin took the glasses to the kitchen; she tried 
the clean the dirty house a bit. In the past, she would never let 
Nermin do any work and she would tell her sweet words to stop 
her from helping around. Murat started to talk with a tone which 
sounded like he was talking to a student of his. “Look at me, 
look at me and pull yourself together. I heard, I heard that your 
siblings don’t help you. They left you alone. We talked with Ner-
min and decided not to leave you alone in this battle. Now, tell 
us where you are in this fight?”. Nazlı forced herself to talk, she 
answered in a low voice: “My baby is going to die Murat…. My 
baby is going to die...” and then she began to sob. Murat and 
Nermin waited for her to stop crying. Then Murat asked again: 

– What’s going to happen now? As far as I know, they de-
cided upon bone marrow transplant and you were carrying all 
your relatives and the volunteers to the hospital. Didn’t any of 
them have a match? 

– They didn’t. I took all the volunteers to the hospital. No 
one got a match. My mom’s blood could have been useful, but 
apparently there is something unpleasant in her blood. So they 
said it was too risky and didn’t accept her blood. 

– What is the last suggestion of the doctor?
– “You are going to get him a sibling” he says. He says it is 

the only way.
– Oh! Look at that… Doesn’t he know that you are divorced?
 Nazlı was divorced.  She lived with her son, whom she called 

“My baby!”, whom she considered her reason to hold on to life, 
whom she tried to protect from everything. They gently told her 
the bad news when she took her son to the hospital due to some 
symptoms she had realised in his son. Her son had leukemia. 
“Even if he can live like this for a while, it will affect the kid 
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after a certain time and then he will not be able to perform his 
daily routines by himself. There is no immediate cure. Your only 
option is marrow transplant” they told her. After that day, Nazlı 
started to run around like crazy, did whatever she was told, both 
Nazlı and her son got exhausted. 

 When he heard about the doctors’ suggestion for having an-
other baby, Murat said: 

– Then we should find a proper guy to marry you.
– It wouldn’t work, said Nazlı. “They need to be from the 

same parents.” 
– Oh, well… Where is his father? Is there any chance of you 

getting back together? 
– No, I got divorced because he was bad news. He kept be-

ing a rascal. He was caught while robbing somewhere. He got 
sentenced for some years. He remarried after me. That poor 
woman is left alone too. Now he is in a faraway city, prisoned 
in a high security prison as known as “terror jail”. They keep a 
sharp lookout around it.  

– Did you research all of these?
– I turned crazy when my baby got sick. My family stopped 

talking to me, saying “She is looking for her ex-husband”. Also, 
my brother’s wife thinks that leukemia is contagious, so they 
keep away from us to protect their kids from the disease.  

They tried to come up with a solution. Murat and his wife 
left the house after telling her they would see what they could 
do. The next day, Murat came again with good news this time. 

– I have a lawyer friend. So, your ex-husband has the right the 
leave the prison under permission, however, he is going to get 
that right in four years. The lawyer told me this: Get a medical 
report for the kid. Then apply to the ministry to get a permission 
for twenty-four hours under the surveillance of military police. 
They should also note on the permission slip that he would be 
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left alone with his ex-wife.”. I didn’t ask you about this, but he 
is your ex-husband, I guess you would accept getting pregnant 
by him to save your child’s life. 

– I’m helpless, isn’t it obvious that I’m willing to do that, 
since I was looking for where he was. I have to stand that bastard 
for a night. 

In that evening, Nazlı dressed up and visited Murat and Nermin. 
She was revived again. Her face was smiling. She caught a new 
light of hope. She was going to go for it. Murat and his wife were 
also pleased to see her like that. “You are going to come to the min-
istry with me, right?” she asked Murat and got a promise from him. 

Two days later, they went to the Ministry of Justice. They 
went from door to door with the letter their lawyer had written. 
Each commissioner would read the letter, frown and lead them 
to another person. Nobody told them anything. Murat got mad at 
one of the commissioners they talked to in the afternoon and said:  
Öğleden sonra gittikleri yetkililerden birine sinirlenen Murat,

– Sir, please tell us something. We have been to so many 
rooms since this morning. Nobody says anything. There is no 
commissioner we haven’t seen since the morning. 

The man roared:
– Do we look like pimps here? They are not even married… 

You are asking us to give the permission to a man and his ex-
wife to get together. Go someone else to ask for this permission. 

The commissioner they saw after him, put an end to the matter. 
– This is against our religion. This kind of thing would make 

the consciences uncomfortable in this country with a 90% popu-
lation of Muslim people. 

“Sir… This is about a kid’s life… Which conscience would 
let a small kid die.” Said Murat, to defend their argument. How-
ever, Nazlı and Murat was still asked to leave. So they came 
back from the capital with empty hands. 
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Murat informed the lawyer about the result. The lawyer had 
a plan B. Without wasting another day, they put his suggestion 
into action. First, they went to see the attorney general. He re-
fused it and showed them out yelling at them. 

“Don’t bother me! I have tons of things to do.”, he said.
The attorney’s executive assistant was a woman. She under-

stood the self-sacrifice of Nazlı and told her not to lose hope and 
showed her another way. She encouraged her by saying:

– The responsible attorney of the prison must have the au-
thority. He can find you a way. He should be here soon. There 
is a prison away from the city center. He can get assign your 
ex-husband there for a few days. You can do whatever you want 
there. Talk to him honestly, do not hide anything. 

When the attorney arrived, the executive assistant went into 
his room and stayed there for a long time. She was smiling when 
she came out. 

– The attorney is waiting for you, she said. 
Murat honestly told him about the issue. The attorney got re-

ally upset. He knew the ex-husband. 
“He is a worthless man. Look at this, she is going through 

this to save her child. Mothers…”, he couldn’t complete his sen-
tence. 

Nazlı started to cry so bad, that even the cruelest man would 
get emotional seeing her like that. 

– I’m going to assign him there for fifteen days as the gar-
dener. You are not going to let him escape. Murat, I will hold you 
responsible. There are four prisoners there and only one security 
guard. I will tell him to let you do whatever you need to do.  I 
hope your baby gets back his health and visit me.

Nazlı and Murat started to make the preparations as soon as 
they got back. They talked with the doctor. Nazlı sold one of the 
three houses she owned, to the first buyer. They were going to 
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stay in that small town for two weeks. Nermin and Murat were 
also go with her. They were going to keep an eye on her. 

After they came back from that small town, Nazlı knocked 
on Murat and Nermin’s door, she was knocking like crazy. When 
Nermin opened the door, Nazlı hugged her and kissed her cheeks. 

– I am pregnant… I am pregnant… I’m coming from the doc-
tor. My baby is going to recover. He is going to have a sibling. I 
wanted to share my happiness with you first. 

Many years passed after that. With a very cute baby hold-
ing her hand on one of her side and a child in jeans and a t-shirt 
which looked like he was trying to look like a teenager on the 
other, Nazlı was climbing the stairs of the courthouse. She asked 
someone’s room to the first person she saw after she got inside 
the building and he showed her the way. She knocked on the 
door and they went inside. Nazlı was smiling genuninely.

– Sir, did you remember us?
– Wow… It is really you. Madam of course I remember you. 

You are one of the most important cases of my career. The de-
voted mother… 

– We came here as we promised. 
The attorney called the office bearer and ordered some choc-

olate. 
– So this is the young man we have helped. Thanks to our 

doctors. 
– Thanks to you too, Sir. You didn’t only save him, but you 

also saved me. I would either commit suicide, or go insane. 
The kids cheerfully took the sweets the office bearer brought 

and began to eat.



215

HOPE: A Snowflake in A Palm

HOPE: A SNOWFLAKE IN A PALM

Esma ÖZDEMİR

The things that the doctor said keeps echoing in my ear. I 
want to erase these last twenty minutes from my life. Besides, I 
don’t even know if it’s a dream, or if it’s real. Yes, this must be a 
dream. I’m going to wake up soon. Probably, I’ll even complain 
about how I couldn’t get a proper sleep. 

An ordinary day… I wait… I keep waiting… I can’t wake 
up… The nightmare keeps going on. I’m with the doctor again. 

– You are going to start the treatment? What? So, was it real, 
wasn’t it just a dream? I… Well… Actually… Are you sure? 

– Yes, absolutely, we should start the treatment immediately. 
– I mean, maybe there has been a mix-up, should we repeat 

the tests? 
– Look, I understand that this is a difficult situation, but there 

is no mix-up.
– So, do I have cancer then?
– Unfortunately, yes. However, it is possible for you to re-

cover if we start the treatment immediately. 
Cancer. C.A.N.C.E.R. How did those six letters agreed upon 

coming together like that? Such a trouble they brought to me!  
Really, auntie Gülay also died because of cancer, right? These 
cursed six letter also took the young son of our neighbor from 
his family too soon. Even saying it leaves a bitter taste on my 
tongue. Somethings change place in me. My heart is melting in 
my palms. 

I thought it would always happen to other people, apparently, 
it could happen to me too, just like death. We always hear people 
dying, however, we only remember death when one of our own 
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people dies, then we start to fear it. This fear that is growing in 
me, is not familiar at all; it is as unfamiliar as a shadow I see in 
the darkness. It feels as if, I touched it I couldn’t feel it; if it was 
a sound, I couldn’t hear it…

I have cancer… I have cancer… I have cancer… I make my-
self memorize it, so that I can finally accept it. Ben kanserim… 
Even though I know that I can’t truly accept it even if I say for 
forty times, like saying hello to the reality after a severe defeat, I 
keep insisting on piercing this truth to my mind, to my heart and 
to every inch of my soul… I don’t want there to be a single piece 
of me that wasn’t aware of it, all must receive the news.  They 
should know about the truth, so that they can give me strength. 
So that they help me carry this burden. All these attempts are 
for me to collapse like an empty bag, in a corner of the uncanny 
grounds of hopelessness… These attempts are for being alone 
with the sorrow which I don’t know the name of… My inside 
is burning, it hurts. The voices inside me are screaming, but I 
don’t care.  In this tunnel I keep running in but can’t find my 
way, I send a message from the curves of my breathless heart to 
the deepest of my soul, for them to come and get me out of here. 

I move forward in the same corridors, bumping into people. 
I just go off even before the doctor could finish his words. I’m 
finally outside. Oh, God, how many people are here! It’s like 
everyone has gathered here. It looks like everybody is in pain, 
nobody is happy. When the ice-cold wind hits my face, I know 
that this is not a dream, that everything is real. The truth pierce 
into my bones. Oh, how heavy is this truth? Even now I get tired, 
I can’t carry it. 

I’ll go home and braid my hair, just like I used to do when I was 
a kid. I’m going to lock this truth in the curls of my hair. I’ll braid it 
tight. So that it can get tangled, so that the truth becomes imprisoned 
there, in my hair… Oh, yeah, I’m going to lose them too, aren’t I? 
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I think one of the most annoying aspects of this thing is to 
share the news with your family. It is really hurtful to witness 
them hurting, as if your pain was not enough. It’s as if that pain 
is all over these mirrors; whenever I want to check myself in the 
mirror, I face this pain that I found strange in the beginning, but 
got familiar with in time. I unwillingly become its captive each 
time.  Whenever I want to run away, I am being put in chains. 
The dreams of freedom fizzle out and I get used to captivity. This 
is the most painful part, to get used to it, to give in…

It is my first day at the hospital. The bumps on my neck which 
evoked their existence made me finally come here. I didn’t take 
them seriously until now. Apparently, those bumps I didn’t take 
seriously were my adenoids. My loss of appetite, the weight I 
lost, my exhaustion, it was all because of this. I have Lympho-
ma. I’m lying down on my bed with the ease of recovering from 
the first shock. Yes, I have cancer, but I’m not the first person in 
this world to have cancer. Yes, a really hard time is waiting for 
me, but I can get through it just like the ones before me did. 

Actually, I am so lucky that I even have a matching donor. 
They will transplant my brothers stem cells into me and thanks 
to these stem cells, I’ll continue to live my life from where I 
left it. Also, I have a marvelous doctor. We start chemotherapy 
immediately. It is sad to know that I’m going to lose my hair, 
however it eases my pain a bit to know that they will grow back 
after the treatment. 

In the meantime, they began to give medication to my broth-
er. At the end of the fourth day, they will extract the stem cells 
and then properly store them for me. After the chemotherapy, the 
transplantation will be done. That will be the precious gift I have 
ever had in my life. What can be more precious than that! My 
brother is going to give me life, a new life. A new life… Even 
thinking about it is so exciting! 
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I am not supposed to leave this room until my treatment is 
completed. Also, only one person is allowed to stay with me. 
I’m not allowed to see my relatives who comes to visit me. Just 
like my soul, my immune system is not in a good state. There-
fore, I’m not supposed to see them. So weird, what could a com-
mon flu do to me?

Even though I try to make myself believe that everything 
is going to be alright, after a while, I feel like lose every one 
of those good thoughts and it weakens me. Will this unsettled 
crowd, every detail of which was impossible from my point of 
view, ever move into the circle of possibility? Will everything 
really be alright? Will I be recovered?  Will I be able to leave this 
hospital without looking back? Should I believe that beautiful-
hearted doctor who always tells me to hope? 

How is all of these going to happen? How will I fit my heart 
in this room, when I couldn’t even fit it in the whole world, in 
my own body? Will I manage to fit my hopelessness, my sorrow, 
my impatience, my fears and lots of other things in this room?

The chemotherapy is going on. These medicines make me 
dizzy. I always feel exhausted and weak. I can’t even open my 
eyes for the most of the time. I spend my days sleeping. I want 
to wake up in my own bed and see that this was all a dream. 
With these thoughts, my tired eye-lids pulls me into sleep, but 
I wake up in this bed again. Now, I give up this dream of mine, 
just as I got used to captivity and gave up my freedom. Aside 
from waking up in this bed, I also fear that I am not going to be 
able to wake up one day. Waking up in this bed doesn’t hurt that 
much anymore. It is enough just to be able to wake up. I am alive 
today, I can breathe and I can feel, thank God! 

You get even used to this bed after a while. You get used to 
it like it is a part of your body. It becomes an inseparable part 
of your body, like your arms, or legs. This disease is like an ill-
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tempered, hard rock thrown into this calm lake I have lost my 
soul in. Every day, I wake up feeling the weight of the same rock 
on my chest. Thank God, I wake up. 

My mom is right beside me; just like she always is. Her sup-
port helps me stay strong. Even when she cannot do anything, 
she spreads the seeds for new hopes in my heart just with her 
genuine smile and irreplaceable motherly smell.  While those 
seeds are sprouting, I feel like I’m getting alive. This tree of 
hope captures my heart with its roots and right before hopeless-
ness arrives, it spreads its branches out and I have a rest under 
the shadow of this beautiful tree on the curves of my heart. 

Oh, dear mother, if you knew how much pain I had. I know 
that you cuddle with the same hopes before you go to sleep, I 
know that you are as scared as I am and I know a lot more. I wish 
I could spread seeds of hope into your heart. How I wish I was 
as brave as you are. I see that you voluntarily become a shield 
for every pain I have, the strong posture you have while we sway 
from side to side and I see that, even though I am the address for 
the pain in your eyes, you always draw me beautiful paths with 
your tears. Each time, I adore you even more, mom.

My doctor tells me to keep my spirits up. I’m trying, but 
every time I try, these arrows of hopelessness pierce into my 
hopes. I feel like a ship that is lost in a storm, stuck in the mid-
dle of the sea and about to sink. Even if I find a way to reach the 
land, the place I arrive will always be the harbor of despair. This 
harbor doesn’t have any seawalls. I’m unprotected and in danger 
again. Even if it means drowning again in the waters I have been 
struggling in, I won’t lose my hope.  

I am so lucky to have such a good doctor. I will always re-
member him with gratitude, even after I’m out of here. Good 
doctors look into their patients’ eyes. You feel that they really 
care about you when they ask how you are and you like them 
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a lot. Their appearance which became a whole with the white 
scrubs on them, their sleepy eyes which lack sleep for many 
nights, the rush they are always into while they are trying to go 
somewhere, the fact that they don’t have any time to spare…

In brief, you like everything about them. I mean, don’t they 
deserved to be liked anyways? It becomes impossible not to like 
them when you feel that the rock on your chest which you al-
ways wake up with, doesn’t cause you that much pain anymore. 
May their heart never be broken, may it never be touched by the 
winds of helplessness and may it never break the branches of 
their trees of hope.

Finally, I managed to get up from my bed for a while. The 
transplantation is tomorrow, therefore, I’m really excited. I feel 
like there is a bird flapping its wings in my heart. This is an 
excitement I have never had before. I’m afraid, but I’m not go-
ing to let this growing fear capture me. Freedom is very close, 
I know it.  

First, I left my room to go check my weight on the scale right 
across my room. We do that every day. I went back to my room. 
I leaned my back to the wall. The walls of my beloved cell, the 
only soldiers that show me the boundaries of my world. Then I 
listened to the sounds. There has been so much pain absorbed 
by these walls. If one knows how to listen, they have so many 
things to tell… So many people leaned on these walls and cried 
and so many punched them. These walls witnessed so many 
things. Who knows whose stories are hidden in these cold walls? 
Who knows who waited to recover on this bed, just like I do.   

There is an unusual crowd in my room; today is the day. The 
transplantation is going to be done. My doctor is also here. He 
is giving me courage with his gorgeous smile. The transplanta-
tion through the vascular access started. First they do a sedative 
injection, then they start to transfuse through the vein on my neck. 
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Hence, the journey of my brother’s stem cells in my veins starts. 
The stem cells which will give me life again… Weird, they know 
where they should go to.  Unlike my lack of a route, they have a 
clear address for their destination. They should reach their destina-
tion as soon as possible. Apparently, my own cells will be started 
to form in fifteen days. The diseased cells which were destroyed 
by the chemotherapy will be replaced by healthy ones thanks to 
the stem cells they have taken from my brother, how wonderful!

The fifteen-day waiting period starts now. I feel that I miss 
my family even stronger than before. There is a letter from my 
little brother who has given me life with his blood. This is his 
first letter for me, full with the letters which wobbled around. I 
guess, my brother wants me to get into a sorrow coma caused 
by an excessive amount of crying. I feel like something warm is 
flowing in my heart. 

“I’m counting down with my fingers for you to come back 
my dear sister. I’m out of fingers, but you are still not coming.” 

I’ll come my dear, I’ll get out of this hospital and come back 
home. 

I feel terribly tired. Sometimes I get nauseated. A few days 
ago, I had a high fever. My doctor arrived immediately and 
thanks to the medicine he gave me my fever got back to normal. 
The nurses are always there for me, even for the smallest prob-
lems I have, I’m grateful to them.  

Soul is so sweet, so delicate and so sassy. If you get hurt in 
any way, your whole world changes. You can’t think about any-
thing but the pain you have. Even if they put your favorite food 
in front of you, it doesn’t matter to you.  

I feel terrible. My family is also very tired because of me. 
They sway from side to side in a storm that is unknown to them. 
I catch my mom watching me, thinking. I can’t keep it in any-
more and suddenly I say those words of guilt:
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– I’m sorry.
My mom gets up really quickly and came nearby. 
– Why do you even say such a thing, my dear?
– You get exhausted because of me. 
– We do what a family must do, my dear. I don’t want to hear 

such words from you again.  
Even though I remain silent and act like I approved my moth-

er, my heart is actually screaming. Even if I apologize for a thou-
sand times, neither my heart, nor my tongue will be satisfied. A 
deep darkness is capturing me. I am at the bottom of the sea, I 
am on the top of a mountain and I am in the middle of a fire and 
who knows wherever I am at the same time… You lose your 
sense of time after a while. The beginning is a tunnel, the end is 
a tunner, I’m getting lost. Timelessness is like falling down in 
a well but never feeling the ground. When you don’t know the 
time, your location also loses its importance. 

It has been fifteen days since my transplantation. My doctor 
will come tomorrow and if nothing goes wrong, then I will be 
discharged. I hope I can adapt to my normal life after all these 
complicated emotions. This sometimes exciting, sometimes 
hopeful, sometimes sad and sometimes anxious waiting got me 
exhausted. I want to have some rest now.

Everything is alright for now and everything seems to be 
going well. My doctor didn’t find anything preventing my dis-
charge. I have to provide the same hygienic environment here at 
home, the risk of infection is still an issue. I have to be careful 
not to miss any of my regular check-ups and should come to the 
hospital even for a minor problem I have. These were what my 
doctor told me. I owe him so much. 

Now, I have a life that is changed by the stem cell. I’m ex-
cited like I was reborn with my brother’s cells. I’m like a bird, 
who is ready to fly for the first time; timid, delicate…
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I’m going to miss this hospital room, my doctor, the nurses 
who were always there to help me, I will even miss the hospital 
smell and of course I’ll miss the stoic walls…

Now I’m leaving this hospital, to which I came with big wor-
ries and I’m looking back. People feel like the fire is never going 
to die when they are in the middle of the smoke. Yet, if they can 
manage to be patient, to wait, they may cool their souls down in 
oceans. Hope, is a snowflake in palm, under the hot sun in June. 
Well, the sun is not even necessary, the fire in the heart is enough 
to melt the hope in the palm. When you try to grab it harder, it 
goes away even faster.

I am grateful to all these beautiful people in this hospital and 
to my brother, who put the hopes in their hearts into my palm 
when I was about to disappear. 


