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AHMET SEL






1826-1832 yillan arasinda, Il. Mahmut tarafindan eski Edirne
yolu iizerine inga ettirilen Davutpasa Kiglasi, 1990’ yillarin so-
nuna kadar askeri amaclarla kullanildi. Mimarinin Krikor Balyan
oldugu tahmin edilen yapi, Birinci Diinya Savasi sirasinda askeri
hastane olarak hizmet verdi. 12 Eyliil 1980’e giden askeri darbe
siirecinde ve sonrasinda sendikacilarin, sol orgiit ve dernek
iiyelerinin sorgulandigi, iskence gordiigii ve uzun siire tutuklu
kaldigi askeri bir cezaevi islevi goren Davutpasa Kislasi, 1999'da
Yildiz Teknik Universitesi'ne devredildi.

Darbe yillarindaki cezaevi yonetimi, kisla binasinin orta katini
iic boliime ayirmis ve bunlan Orta 1, Orta 2, Orta 3 olarak
adlandirmisti. Uzun bir koridorun iki tarafinda yer alan Orta 3,
dort kogus, yemekhane ve tuvaletlerden olusuyordu. Bugiin ayni
katta, Yildiz Teknik Universitesi Sanat ve Tasarim Fakiiltesi'nin
sanat atolyeleri ve derslikleri bulunuyor.

The building of the Davutpasa Barracks was ordered by Sultan
Mahmut Il and the construction, on the old Edirne road, started
in 1826, opening for use in 1832. The barracks were used for
military purposes until the end of the 1990s. Krikor Balyan is
thought to have been the architect of the barracks that was used
as a military hospital during World War I. In the process leading
up to the 12 September 1980 coup d’état and in its aftermath, the
former barracks served as a military prison where trade unionists
and members of leftwing organizations and associations were
interrogated, tortured and detained for long periods before
their trials were concluded. In 1999, the Davutpasa Barracks was
assigned to the use of Yildiz Technical University.

During the coup years, the prison administration had divided the
Mid section of the barracks into three parts, naming them Mid 1,
Mid 2 and Mid 3. Situated on both sides of a long corridor, Mid 3
comprised four wards, a dining hall, and toilets. Today, the same
floor hosts the studios and classrooms of the Yildiz Technical
University Faculty of Art and Design.



Orta3
Mid 3

1980’lerin firtinall glinlerindeyiz. Yas ortalamasi yirmiyi gegcmeyen
gen¢ adamlar, istanbul sokaklarinda acimasiz bir miicadelenin
icindeler. Kimi mahalle arkadasi, kimi delikanliik raconunun
asigi, kimi de siyasetin dinyayl degistirecedine inanmis bir
militan. Cesur ve diristler; daha iyi bir diinya istiyorlar.

Yollarinin kesistigi yer, bir askeri cezaevinin kogusu, adi: Orta 3.
istanbul’un varoslarinda eski bir kiglanin, Davutpasa Kislas’’nin
ortasinda...

11 Eylll gecesi... Bazilari birkag aydiricerde, Orta 3’in eski sakini,
komun arkadaglari. O gece bir seylerin yaklastigini hissediyorlar.
12 Eylul sabahinda cezaevi hoparlérlerinden yayilan anonslar,
radyodaki mehter marslari ve Hasan Mutlucan’in tirkdleri, yeni bir
dénemin basladigini haber veriyor. Gen¢ mahpuslarin o anki ruh
halinin tek cimlelik 6zetini Sahin Arslan’in sézlerinde buluyoruz:
“Sorun yarin ne olacagi degil, hayatta kalip kalamayacagimizdi.”

Tark Silahl Kuvvetleri, 12 Eylil 1980 darbesiyle Basbakan
Slleyman Demirel’in hikimetini devirmis, Tirkiye Blytk Mil-
let Meclisi’ni lagvetmis, yurlrlikteki 1961 Anayasasi’ni rafa
kaldirmisti. Darbenin hemen ardindan, parti liderleri, belediye
baskanlari, sendikacilar, dernek ydneticileri, genclik drgutlerinin
Uyeleri, 6grenciler ve sanatcilar gézaltina alinmis, tutuklanmisti.
Askeri mahkemeler gece glindiiz demeden araliksiz calisiyordu.
Hapishaneler, insan 6giten, acimasiz, devasa iskencehaneler
haline gelmisti.

Uzun yillar sonra, Orta 3’Un eski mahpuslari, bu kitapla ken-
dilerine ve anilarina yeni bir mekén buldular. Yagsam, onlarn 1980’
lerde bir kogusta bir araya getirmisti; bu kitap, yillar sonra ayni
insanlar bir kez daha bulusturdu.

Eski mahpuslar, gecmis ve gelecek arasinda kurgulanan bir
sahnede, bir zaman tUnelinin iginde ele alindi. Fotograflarin
cekildigi alanlar, portredeki insanlarin kendi ge¢miglerine ve
buginlerine ait ayrintilar icerdigi gibi, o alanin diginda kalan
ipuclarina; 6rnegin, Turkiye’nin dénlsimine de isaret eder.
Bdylelikle hafizalarda var olmaya c¢alisan bir aile albumda, artik
gecmisten stztlmas bir belge olarak bugtintin gergekliginde var
olur.

Kurgulanan mekanlardaki portreler, hem izleyici, hem de fo-
tograflanan kisi icin bir ylzlesme vesilesi. “Genclikten kalan

Ahmet Sel

The most turbulent days of the 1980s. Young men, their average
age not exceeding twenty, are stuck in the midst of an unrelenting
struggle on the streets of Istanbul. Some are friends from the
neighbourhood, some are in love with their young man’s code
of honour, and some are militants who believe that politics can
change the world. They are brave and honest, and they want a
better world.

Their paths cross at a ward of a military prison, its name: Mid 3.
In the middle of the Davutpasa Barracks, an old military barracks
in the suburbs of Istanbul...

The night of September 11... Some of them have been imprisoned
there for a few months now, they are the older residents of
Mid 3, friends living in a commune. That night, they sense
something approaching. On the morning of September 12, the
announcements blasting over the loudspeakers of the prison,
the mehter marches and the folksongs of Hasan Mutlucan,
declare the beginning of a new period. The young inmates’ state
of mind is summarized in a single sentence in $ahin Arslan’s
words: “The issue was not what may happen the next day, but
whether we would survive.”

With the 12 September 1980 coup d’état, the Turkish Armed
Forces toppled the government of Prime Minister Siileyman
Demirel, abolished the Grand National Assembly of Turkey, and
shelved the 1961 Constitution. In the immediate aftermath of
the coup, party leaders, municipality heads, trade unionists,
association directors, members of youth organizations, students
and artists were taken into custody and arrested. Military courts
worked night and day. Prisons had turned into relentless,
colossal torture houses where people were crushed.

Many years later, the inmates of Mid 3 have found themselves
and their memories a new place to share in this book. Life had
brought them together in the same ward in the 1980s; many
years later, this book brings the same people together again.

The old inmates were treated as if they were in a time tunnel,
on a stage constructed somewhere between the past and the
future. The places where the photographs have been taken not
only contain details regarding the past and present of the people
in the portraits, but also feature clues that point towards the
world beyond that field, for instance, towards the transformation



izler hangileri?” diye bir soru geliyor insanin aklina. Eski bir
raconun goélgesi olan bir ayak ayak Ustine atis mi, eldeki tes-
pih mi, keskin bir bakistaki meydan okuma mi, yoksa yilgin
bir bakistan slzllen yipranmislik mi? Portrelerdeki insanlar,
fotograflarinda kendi gerceklikleri, bugtinleri ve fanilikleriyle karsi
karsiya kaliyorlar. Portrelerin kaydedildigi negatifler, basildigi
kagitlar ve cercevelerinin ahsaplari bile, bitin adanmigliklari
ve karmaslikliklariyla zenginlesen bu hayatlardan daha uzun
yasayacaklar.

Gecen zamana karsin, gec¢cmiste yasanan hayatlar bugini
etkilemeyi strduriyor. Gecmisin actigi derin izler buginiin akigini
belirliyor.

Fahrettin Yilmaz, “12 Eylul strecini bizim kusagimiz ¢ sekilde
yasadi,” diyor, “hapse girenler, yurt icinde devrimciligi sirdtrenler,
yurt disina ¢ikanlar. Bence en sanslilar, hapse girenler oldu. Biz
girdik, yattik, ¢iktik ve hayata biraktigimiz yerden devam ettik.”

Ben, hayata biraktigiyerden devam edemeyenlerdenim. Bitmeyen
yollar, koridorlarinda kayboldugum havaalanlar, geceyarisi ini-
len 1ssiz tren istasyonlari, ait olmadigim topraklar ve insanlarla
dolu bir zaman tlneli, beni baslangic hikdyemden ¢ok uzaklara
savurdu... Ceyrek ylzyil sonra, dilini bildigim; ama yabancisi
oldugum bir Ulkeye, gencligimin sokaklarina geri dondim.

Bu calisma, benim icin, burada kalsaydim yasayabileceklerimle
ilgili bir ylzlesme. Firtinayi atlatip kiytya ulagabilen eski delikanhlar
icin de, bir daha giremeyecekleri denize belki de son bir bakis.

Turkey. Thus, a family album striving to exist in memory, begins
to exist in the reality of the present as a document that has been
handed down from the past.

The portraits in these constructed places are an opportunity
to face-off, both for the viewer, and the person who has been
photographed. “Which traces of youth remain?” is one question
that comes to mind. The shadow of an old code of conduct -
the way legs have been crossed, the tespih [worry beads] in
one hand, the challenging manner of a certain slant, or the
weathered look emanating from a crestfallen glance? The people
in the portraits are left facing their own reality, their present
condition and their own mortality in these photographs. Even
the negatives on which the portraits are recorded on, the paper
they are printed on, and the wood of their frames will last longer
than these lives enriched with dedication and complexity.

Despite the passing of time, the experiences of the past continue
to influence the present. The deep traces of the past determine
the flow of the present.

Fahrettin Yiimaz puts it like this: “Our generation experienced
the September 12 process in three different ways: Those
who were imprisoned, those who continued the revolutionary
mission outside, and those who went abroad. | think the luckiest
ones were the ones that were imprisoned. We were taken in, we
served our sentence, we got out and continued our lives from
where we left off.”

| am one of those who failed to carry on with life where he left
off.Endless paths, airports with mazy corridors | got lost in,
deserted train stations | arrived at around midnight, a time tunnel
full of places and people | did not belong to, hurled me away
from my original story... A quarter of a century later, | returned to
a country, where although | can speak the language, | feel like an
alien -l returned to the streets of my youth.

This book, for me, is a face-off with the experiences | may have
encountered if | had stayed. And for the old firebrands who
managed to ward off the storm and reach the shore, it is perhaps
one last glance towards the sea in which they will never have to
swim again.



Siileyman’a, “Gozlerime bak, korku gorityor musun?” diye sordum

| turned to Siileyman and asked, “Do you see fear in my eyes?”

7 Mart 1980 Cuma, aksam saat 6’da, Kadikdy’de, karanlik bir
sokakta yakalandim. Gayrettepe 1. Sube’de kimlik tespiti yapi-
lirken bir polis, “Bu Ermeni!” diye bagirnp kimligimi aldi; beni bir
odaya soktular, “Amirim, Ermeni’yi getirdik!” dediler. Koltuktan iri
yari bir adam kalkti ve sol géziime bir yumruk atti. “Sopa getirin!”
dedi.

Bu fotografin ¢ekildigi kogusun yaninda yemekhanemiz vardi.
11 EylUl gecesi Gursel Cihan ve Mustafa Zeka ile nobetteydik.
TRT’de klasik muUzik vardi. Bir an muzik sustu ve uzun bir sessizlik
oldu. Saat 03:55’ti. Ugc dért dakikalik bir bekleyisin ardindan
spikerin sesini duyduk. Sanki birisi zorla sdyletiyordu. “Dikkat,
dikkat! Turk Silahll Kuvvetleri ydnetime el koymustur!” Kétu bir
seylerin basladigini hissettim...

Seyfettin’i uyandirmaya gittim. “Seyfi kalk, darbe oldu!” dedim.
Seyfettin, “Ne darbesi,” deyip 6bir tarafina déndu. Israr ettim,
silkeledim, “Hassiktir!” deyip yataktan firladi. Ardindan Suleyman’i
kaldirmaya gittim; Stleyman, “Séyleyen Hasan Mutlucan mi, Ruhi
Su mu?” diye sordu... O sirada anonslar baslamisti: “Ermeniler-
den, Rumlardan, vatan hainlerinden hesap sorulacaktir!” Hasan
Mutlucan séyliyordu: “Canakkale icinde vurdular beni.” Saat yedi
bucukta askerler kogus kapisinin 6énline geldiler, namluya mermi
surddler ve bir gavus “Sahin Arslan, koridora ¢ik!” diye seslendi.

Kursuna dizilecek ilk mahkim oldugumu disindim. Fotografta
gbrdiginidz siyah kazagimi giydim; Sileyman’a, “Gozlerime
bak, korku goriyor musun?” diye sordum. “Hayir,” dedi. “Bunu
kardeslerime sdyle,” dedim ve koridora ¢iktim. Koridorun sonun-
daki odada bir ylizbasl, dort bes sivil vardi. Sorgu baslar baglamaz
askerler odunlarla vurmaya basladilar. Bu dayak 6glene kadar
slird{, sonra Orta 3’e geri gdnderdiler.

Yas ortalamasi yirmiyi asmayan bir gruptuk. icimizde bilinmezligin
korkusu vardi. Sorun yarin ne olacagi degil, hayatta kalip kalama-
yacagimizdi. Korkuya ragmen yasamayi, ona mesafeli bakmayi
o6grendik.

Sahin Arslan

| was captured on 7 March 1980, Friday, at 6 o’clock in the
evening, in Kadikdy, in a dark side street. During the identification
at the 1st Department in Gayrettepe, a police officer shouted,
“This one’s an Armenian!” and grabbed my identity card; they put
me in a room and said, “Sir, we have brought the Armenian!”. A
hefty man got up from the armchair and punched me in my left
eye. “Bring me a stick!” he said.

Next to the ward where this photograph was taken, we had our
dining hall. On the night of September 11, we were on guard, with
Gursel Cihan and Mustafa Zeka. Classical music was playing on
TRT radio. Suddenly, the music stopped, and there was a long
silence. It was 03:55 am. After three or four minutes of silence,
we heard the voice of the presenter. “Attention, attention! The
Turkish Armed Forces have seized control!” | could sense that
something evil had been triggered...

| went over to wake Seyfettin up. “Get up Seyfi, there’s been a
military coup!” | said. Seyfettin just said, “What coup,” and turned
over. | persisted, | shook him, and he said, “Fuck!” and jumped
out of bed. Then | went over to wake Sileyman up, and he asked
me, “Who’s it singing, Hasan Mutlucan, or Ruhi Su?”... By then,
the announcements had begun: “Armenians, Greeks and traitors
shall be brought to account!” Hasan Mutlucan was singing on
the radio: “They shot me in Canakkale marketplace.” At half past
seven, the soldiers gathered in front of the ward gates, put a
bullet in the barrel of their guns, and a sergeant called out, “Sahin
Arslan, come out into the corridor!”

| thought this meant | was the first captive in the ward to be taken
to execution by firing squad. | put on the black sweater you see in
the photograph, turned to Slileyman and asked, “Do you see fear
in my eyes?” “No,” he said. “Tell that to my brothers,” | said and
went out into the corridor. There was a military captain, and four-
or-five plainclothes officers in the room at the end of the corridor.
The moment the interrogation began, the soldiers began to beat
me up with pieces of firewood. The beating continued until noon,
then they sent me back to Mid 3.

We were a group of young men whose average age didn’t exceed
twenty. We felt the fear of the unknown inside of us. The issue
was not what may happen the next day, but whether we would
survive. We learned how to live in spite of fear, and to look at fear
from a distance.
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Bir polisin iizerime ¢ikip zipladigint hatirhyorum
| remember a police officer prance and bounce up and down on me

2 Mayis 1980 Cuma glinli, sabah saat 8’de, Findikli’'da bir ey-
lem esnasinda yakalandim. On ¢ gin Gayrettepe’deki sorgu
odalarinda, kalorifere kelepgeli bekledim. ilk dért giin yemek
vermediler. Falaka, elektrik, soguk su ve feci sekilde dayak vardi.
Agir kufurler savuruyor, dilime ve baska yerlerime elektrodlar
tutturmamu istiyorlardi. Ben de onlara kufurl basinca deliye do-
nuyorlardi. Bir polisin Uzerime cikip zipladigini hatirliyorum.

Once Alemdag’a, oradan da Davutpasa’ya, Orta 3’e génderildim.

12 Eylul sabahi, havada cok ciddi bir gerilim vardi. Kisa bir
slire sonra hoparlérlerden anonslar basladi: “Ermenilerden, ga-
vurlardan ve vatan hainlerinden hesap sorulacak!” Kendimizi
her olasiliga hazirliyorduk. Disarda da ne olup bittigini bilmedi-
gimizden endise icindeydik.

Hapisten c¢iktigim gin, Kagithane’'deki bir akrabamin evine
gittim. Sonra alti ay askere gitmeyi bekledim. O aylarda, basibos
bir mayin gibiydim. Pek kimseyle konugsmuyordum. Karisik bir
ruh hali icindeydim. insanlarin beni nereye koydugunu kesti-
remiyordum. Askerden sonra, istanbul’da kitap-kirtasiye toptan-
cihgi; kafe, restoran, sinema isletmeciligi; aynacilik, avizecilik ve
bilgisayarcilik yaptim; domuz ciftligi islettim. Politika ylizinden
is kurma strecine cok ciddi bakamadim. Evlenip ¢oluk ¢cocuk
sahibi olmak da pek gercek¢i gelmiyordu. Ortamin her an sert-
lesebilecegini, yeniden iceri girecegimi disiniyordum. 1989’da
evlendim. Ardindan Malkara’da 20 yil madencilik yaptim. Di-
ger islerle kiyaslarsak, madencilik belki bana daha uygundu.
Maden, sert ve kabadir. Asosyal bir diinyadir. Bu isi segcmemin
cezaevindeki yasamim ile bir ilgisi olabilir.
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Seyfettin Yilmaz

| was arrested on 2 May 1980, Friday, at 8 o’clock in the morning,
during an action in Findikh. | was held for thirteen days in the
interrogation rooms in Gayrettepe, handcuffed to a radiator.
For the first four days, they gave me no food at all. There was
foot whipping, electrocution, freezing water and some extreme
beatings. They swore heavily, and asked me to attach the
electrodes to my tongue, and other parts of my body. When |
swore back, they went into a frenzy. | remember a police officer
prance and bounce up and down on me.

| was first sent to Alemdag, then to Davutpasa, to Mid 3.

On the morning of September 12, there was an air of serious
tension in the prison. A while later, announcements were heard
over the loudspeakers: “Armenians, infidels and traitors will be
brought to account!” We were preparing ourselves for every
outcome. We were anxious because we didn’t know what was
going on outside.

The day | was released from prison, | went to the home of a
relative in Kagithane. Then | waited six months until my date of
conscription. During those six months | was like a stray landmine.
| was in a confused state of mind. | could not judge what people
thought of me. After completing my military service, | worked
as a book and stationery wholesaler in Istanbul; a manager
of a café, a restaurant, and a movie house; | sold mirrors,
chandeliers, computers; and | later ran a pig farm. | could not
treat the idea of establishing a business seriously because of my
political background. Getting married and having kids didn’t feel
very realistic either. | thought that the mood could harden again,
and that | would be arrested again. | got married in 1989. Then
| worked as a miner in Malkara for 20 years. Compared with
other professions, the life of a miner perhaps suited me better.
The mine is a tough and rough place. It is an antisocial world. |
may have chosen this line of work because of the time | spent
in prison.



Sanki diinyaya yildizlardan bakiyormusum gibiydi

It was as if | was looking at planet earth from the stars

12 Eylul darbesini 6grendigimde, iki arkadasimla birlikte kirk
sekiz saatten beri Avcilar’daki jandarma karakolunun nezaret-
hanesindeydik. Arkadaslardan biri sordu: “Fasizm mi geldi?”
Ben “insallah gelmemistir,” dedim. Gayrettepe’ye goétiriildik.
Orada 23 glin kaldim, ardindan bir ay da Selimiye’de. Kasim
basinda Davutpasa’ya, Orta 3’e nakledildim.

12 Eylul sirecini bizim kusagimiz Ug¢ sekilde yasadi: Hapise
girenler, yurt icinde devrimciligi strdUrenler, yurt disina ¢ikanlar.
Bence en sanslilar, hapse girenler oldu. Biz girdik, yattik, ¢iktik
ve hayata biraktigimiz yerden devam ettik.

Tahliye olduktan sonra annem, “Hapse girdiginde sevin-
dim, adresin belliydi, daha givenliydi, bir giin ¢cikacaktin ve bu
is bitecekti; Allah’a hep senin yerin belli olsun diye dua ettim,”
dedi.

Hapishane arkadaslarimla cok sey paylastik. Bugiin dost dedi-
gim insanlarin blUylk c¢ogunlugu eski cezaevi arkadaslarm.
Orada insanlar olduklar gibi kabul etmeyi 6grendim. Cezaevi
sonrasl ¢ok az dost edindim...

Hapisten c¢iktigimda bir kuzenim gecmis olsun demeye geldi.
“Gordin md,” dedi, “her sey bosmus, artik uslanmigsindir.”
Cevap bile vermedim, onu kirmak istemedim; sonradan eve
gelenlerle de gérismedim.

Video kasetciligi, kdmircilik, lokantacilik, oyuncakgilik yaptim.
Son isimde, tekstil boyaciliginda basaril oldum. Diinya markala-
rina is yaplyorum.

Cezaevinden disariya bakmayi &zliyorum. Sanki dinyaya yil-
dizlardan bakiyormusum gibiydi. Bu, politik bakisin disinda,
baska bir sey.
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Fahrettin Yilmaz

At the time that we received the news of the military coup, we
had already spent forty-eight hours in the detention cell of the
Avcilar Gendarmerie Station with two friends. One of my friends
asked: “Does this mean that fascism has come to power?” |
answered, “l hope not.” They took us to Gayrettepe. | was held
there for 23 days, followed by a month at Selimiye. In early
November | was transferred to Davutpasa, to Mid 3.

Our generation experienced the September 12 process in
three different ways: Those who were imprisoned, those who
continued the revolutionary mission outside, and those who
went abroad. | think the luckiest ones were the ones that were
imprisoned. We were taken in, we served our sentence, we got
out and continued our lives from where we left off.

After my release my mother said, “l was glad you were imprisoned,
we knew your address, it was more secure, you would get out
one day and it would be over; | kept praying to Allah to let me
know where you were.”

We shared a great deal with my prison friends. Today, the great
majority of people | call friends are old friends from inside. In
prison, | learned to accept people as they are. | have made very
few friends since coming out of prison...

After my release, a cousin of mine came to see me. “See,” he
said, “it was all for nothing, you’ve probably come to your senses
now.” | didn’t even respond, | didn’t want to break his heart; but
after that, | refused to see other visitors.

| have worked in the video-cassette, coal, restaurant and toy
businesses. | finally found success in my most recent line of
work, textile painting. | work in partnership with world brands.

I miss looking out at the world from prison. It was as if | was
looking at planet earth from the stars. It is beyond a political way
of looking, it is something else.









Bir yildir birlikte yattigimiz arkadaglarimiz bizi taniyamadilar
We were in such a bad state that friends we had spent a year together did not recognize us

10 Eyltl 1980 Carsamba gecesi, Kemal Isik ve Fahrettin Yiimaz
ile Avcilarda bir gérismemiz vardi. Bir sire sonra zil cald.
“Ev sahibi olmali,” diyerek kapiyl actik, kapida namlularini bize
dogrultmus asker siluetlerini gérdik. Elimizdeki peltr kagitlar
agzimiza atip yuttuk.

12 EylUl sabahi saat bes gibiydi. Avcilar’daki jandarma kara-
kolunda, bir astsubay kapinin mazgalini agip “Dinleyin!” dedi.
Fahrettin kulagini mazgala dayadi. Duyduklarindan sonra ytziu
k&gt gibi bembeyaz kesilmisti.

Darbenin ardindan Gayrettepe’ye gotirildik. “Yiimaz Topaloglu
hanginiz?” diye sordular. Saglarimdan kavrayarak, ayaklarimi
yerden kesip bir odaya gétirdiler. igerisi kan kokuyordu. O
sirada sivil polis oldugunu disindigim biri yanima yaklasti ve
kulagima “Konusma,” diye fisildad...

Daha sonra Davutpasa’da Orta 3’e yerlestirildik. Bir yil sonra
Davutpasa’dan alinip yeniden Gayrettepe’ye goturildik ve
Fahrettin’le ben, orada yirmi giin boyunca cok agir iskencelere
maruz birakildik. Beni sorgulayanlardan biri, “Beni tanidin mi?”
diye sordu, “Evet, tanidim,” diye cevap verdim. “Orospu ¢cocugu,
beni bir yil sonra bile hatirliyor!” diyerek iskencenin dozunu artirdi.
Davutpasa’ya geri génderildigimizde bir yildir birlikte yattigimiz
arkadaslarimiz bizi taniyamadilar.

Davutpasa’da yasamdan hi¢ kopmadik. Micadelemizin uzun
soluklu oldugunu ve bu sirecteki bir asamayl yasadigimizi
disiniyorduk. Orta 3’'te yasananlar hicbir zaman, birilerini kah-
ramanlastirma ya da zayiflan asagilama bigiminde olmadi.

2004'te ODP’den Hopa Belediye Bagkani secildim; 2005'te,
belediye baskanligim doneminde pasaport almak icin basvur-
dum. is epey uzadi. Emniyet mudirligiinde gereksiz yere bek-
letiliyordum. Gorevli polisin sézlerini hala hatirlanm: “Siz saniyor
musunuz ki yasananlar silindi, unutuldu! En kicuk bir hareket-
lenmede, ilk alinacaklardansiniz, hedeftesiniz!”
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Yilmaz Topaloglu

On the night of 10 September 1980, Wednesday, we had a
meeting in Avcilar with Kemal Isik and Fahrettin Yilmaz. A while
later, the doorbell rang. “It must be the landlord,” we thought,
and opened the door, and saw the silhouettes of soldiers, their
weapons aimed at us. We immediately swallowed the documents
made of Indian paper we had in our hands.

It was around five o’clock, on the morning of September 12. At
the gendarmerie station in Avcilar, a non-commissioned officer
opened the loophole and said, “Listen!”. Fahrettin pressed his
ear against the loophole. His face turned as white as a sheet of

paper.

After the coup, we were taken to Gayrettepe. “Which one of
you is Yilmaz Topaloglu?” they asked. They grabbed me by my
hair, swept me off my feet and took me into a room. It smelled
of blood. There, a man | figured was a plainclothes policeman
came up to me and whispered, “Don’t say anything”...

We were then put in the Mid 3 in Davutpasa. A year later we
were taken from Davutpasa back to Gayrettepe and Fahrettin
and | were subjected, for twenty days, to different methods
of severe torture. One of my interrogators asked me, “Do you
recognize me?”, and | answered, “Yes, | do.” He increased the
level of torture, saying, “Son of a bitch, a year has gone by, and
he still recognizes me! "When we were sent back to Davutpasa,
we were in such a bad state that friends we had spent a year
together did not recognize us.

At Davutpasa, we never broke our ties with life. We believed that
ours was a long-term struggle and that we were passing through
a stage in the process. Nothing that took place in Mid 3 was ever
aimed at idolizing someone, or at humiliating the weak.

In 2004, | was elected Mayor of Hopa as the candidate of ODP
[The Freedom and Solidarity Party]; and in 2005, | applied for
a passport during my time as mayor. The procedures went on
and on. | was being kept waiting at the Police Department for no
reason at all. | still remember what the police officer there told
me: “Do you really think that all those events of the past have
been erased from our memory! At the smallest sign of action,
you are among the first that will be taken in, you are still on the
target board!”



“Direnige son vermezseniz iizerinize ates acacagim,’ dedi

“If you do not give up the protest | will open fire on you,” he said

Politika gazetesinin yayin ydnetmeniydim. “Tirmik” diye bir
késem vardi. Yazdigim bir yazidan dolayr hakkimda yakalama
karar ¢ikmisti. Orgit karariyla teslim oldum. Bir gazetecinin tu-
tuklanmasinin kamuoyunda ses getirecegi distintliyordu.

Davutpasa’da bir direnis yaptik, sézclydim. Bir subay koguslara
acllan koridora girdi. Sandalyeye ters oturdu, elinde bir tabanca
vardi. “Direnise son vermezseniz Uizerinize ates agacagim,” dedi.
“Kogusa girmiyoruz!” dedim. “Gazeteci, bundan sen sorumlu
olacaksin,” dedi. Arkadaslara dondium, “Bir sey olmaz ¢cocuklar”
dedim. Asagiya bir manga asker gelmisti. “Girmiyoruz!” deyince
ates actilar. “Arkadaslar, korkmayin, bunlar plastik, talim
mermisi!” dedim ama dogrusu plastik olup olmadiklarini bil-
miyordum. GCocuklar mars sdylemeye basladi. Olay buylylnce
bizi Orta 3’e tasidilar.

Yeni komutan Adnan Binbasi, tecrlbeli bir cezaevi yoneticisiydi.
Egitim icin karatahta istedim, asagi katlardan bir kapi soktirdd,
boyatip verdi. Kogustaki arkadaslara arti deger sémurisind,
diyalektigi anlattim.

Orta 3’teki genc bir arkadasin annesi, géris giniinde gazeteye
sarilmis temiz camasir getirmisti, “Camasir senin, gazete Aydin
Bey’in” demis. O gazeteden, baska bir yazidan dolay! aldigim
cezanin kesinlestigini 6grendim, bu da 7.5 yiIl daha yatacagim
anlamina geliyordu. Tahliye edildigim gin, bitlerim Ustimde, ilk
ucakla Diusseldorf’a gittim. Kesinlesen cezanin infaz belgesi Da-
vutpasa’ya ertesi glin varmisti.

Toplama kamplarinda yatmis, yasl bir Alman dostumun unuta-
madigim bir s6zi vardir: “Fasizmin ektigi tohumlar buyutyunce,
apolitik, siyasetten korkan bir toplum ortaya cikacak. Korkacak-
saniz asil ondan korkun!”
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Aydin Engin

| was the chief editor of the newspaper Politika. | had a column
titled “Tirmik [Rake]”. There was an arrest warrant in my name
for an article | had written. | surrendered myself to the authorities
upon the decision of our organization. The arrest of a journalist
would cause uproar in public opinion, it was believed.

We organized a protest at Davutpasa, | was the spokesperson.
A military officer entered the corridor that led to the wards. He
sat on a chair backwards; he had a gun in his hand. “If you do
not give up the protest | will open fire on you,” he said. “We are
not going into the ward!” | said. “Journalist, you’ll be responsible
of this,” he said. | turned to my friends, “He can’t do anything,
boys,” | said. A squad of soldiers had arrived downstairs. When
we said, “We’re not going back in!” they opened fire. | said,
“Friends, don’t be afraid, these are plastic bullets, they’re blank
cartridges!” but to tell the truth, | didn’t know whether they were
plastic or not. The boys started to sing marches. When things
got out of hand, they moved us to Mid 3.

The new commander, Major Adnan, was an experienced prison
administrator. | asked for a blackboard to use in educational
sessions, he had a door dismantled from the lower floors, had
it painted and given to us. | held a lesson for the friends in the
ward on surplus exploitation and dialectics.

The mother of a young friend in Mid 3 brought clean washing
wrapped in a newspaper on the visit day, and said, “The washing
is yours, and the newspaper belongs to Mr. Aydin.” | learned from
the report in that newspaper that the sentence | had received for
a different article had been ratified, and that meant that | would
spend another 7,5 years in prison. The day | was released, | flew
to Dusseldorf on the first plane, fleas and all. | later learned that
the execution order of my ratified sentence arrived at Davutpasa
the next day.

I never forget the words of an elderly German friend of mine
who had been incarcerated in a concentration camp: “When the
seeds sown by fascism grow, an apolitical society that is afraid
of politics will emerge. If you really want something to fear, look
no further!”








