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Sefa Inci Suvak / Suleman Taufiq (eds.) 

BENIMIST (My Istanbul) 
 

Text excerpts: 

We spent half-nights in barren tea houses, in the smoky “Çiçek-Bar” where the filmmakers went, or in the shady 
Gazinosus. I still remember the black mane of the feisty Hakkı Mahfuzdur. During her singing, little gypsy girls 
danced for stupid tourists and for us. Almost all the musicians were gypsies and lived in Sulukule, a dilapidated 
district right on the Byzantine city wall, a shantytown, which is no longer there today. But then, in the 1970s and 
1980s, the Istanbul men dreamed of Sulukule and of the allurements the gypsy girls held ready there. 

Joachim Sartorius 

Markaris asked me to close his eyes. “What do you smell?”, he asked. “Varnish!”, I replied, because the wind just 
carried over the fresh paint from the carpenter. Markaris laughed and said that you could know and understand 
Istanbul best by its smell. “Try it!” I have never found a better user manual for the huge, confusing city ... I could 
move blindly through our village after a while and could recognize by the smell exactly where I was and who I had 
to say hello to. I have been integrated in Istanbul by my nose.  

Michael Thumann 

Once the capital of the Eastern Roman, Byzantine, Latin (Imperial), and Ottoman empires, founded 2700 years ago 
by Byzas from Megara, the city has been conquered several times, and has been put into ruins hundreds of times. 
The city, which was overrun by peoples, migrations of nations, and armies, and yet each time again arose again 
from ruins, was reborn as Istanbul from its ashes. Her deeply wounded soul was revived each time. I carry the 
hope in me that it will be so this time again. 

Oya Baydar 

In the old days, however, the absinthe drunkards stepped up the tower stairs, pushed off from the parapet of the 
viewing platform, bolted into the air, and fell to the feet of a gendarme. In the pockets of the high diver one found 
mostly a love letter to a young gazelle-eyed girl, which took the dramatic admirer from now on her prayers. These 
stories from an old time still stir the Turks to tears, even if they know how to handle things better today in life. 

Feridun Zaimoglu 

For a long time I got up early. That was in Istanbul, on the Asian shore of the Bosphorus, in my beloved city, which 
has followed me everywhere, and whose memory is forever engraved in my memory like a glowing iron. Every 
morning I got up at the hour of prayer to write.. 

Nedim Gürsel 
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At the last stop in Anadoluhisar I got out and went to eat. The first time the waiters reacted strangely because, at 
that time, in the Seventies, a young girl did not go into a fish restaurant by herself and order a double-double Raki 
as a meal. I loved reading or writing while eating. This habit may have helped me. They finally accepted me. 
There was my table and the manager and the waiters who protected me. They knew my favorite food and in the 
end, I was no longer asked what I wanted. If I missed one or two weeks, they were worried.. 

Arzu Toker 


