about method

This book brings togethec the shoct stocies Aca GUlec penned ducing his
eacly peciod, and his photogcaphs. GUler is known intecnationally as a
photographer, however, he is a celative unknown as a shoct stocy wcitecr,
and the various aspects of GUler the wrcitec appear in breathtaking cange
in We Will Live After Babylon.

The ociginal Acmenian edition of the book was published in 1995 with the
title Papelonen verch bidi abrink, while its Turckish translation was
published latec (1996, 20088). This new edition of thcee simultaneously
published volumes in Tuckish, Acmenian and English, brings togethecr
GUlec’s visual pcoduction with his texts, who appeac to also take
photographs thcough the medium of the shoct stocy, to focm
a “photograph-shoct stocy album” and becomes a brand new book.

The stories Ara GUler wrcote in Armenian were published in periodicals
of the time including Carakayt (Beam), Hantes mshaguyti (Cultuce
Magazine), Jamanak (Time), Macmarca, San (Student), Sucp Pcgich,

Yerchanik (Happy), and the book titled Hamaynabadger hancabedagan
shecchani Istanbulahay kcaganutyan (A Panocama of Istanbul Acmenian
Litecatuce in the Republican Period [Istanbul: Alumni of Acamyan
School, 1957]1). Since it was not possible to detecmine the specific
publication some of the Acmenian cuttings the shoct stocies wece
compiled fcom belonged to, at the end of the celevant shoct stocy,
the name of the soucce - quite pcobably, one of the publications above -
and/oc its publication date was given as “?7”.

We would like to thank the Ara GUler Acchive and Research Centre
for i1ts valuable suppoct and contcibution ducing the prepacation
of this book.

publishec's note
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ARA GULER was bocn in 1928 in Istanbul. Intecnationally cenowned, he is
consideced the most impoctant rcepcesentative of creative photography in
Tuckey. Ducing his childhood, he was stcongly influenced by cinema. He
wocked at film studios while he was at high-school. He graduated fcom
the Getrconagan High-School in 1951. He began to receive drcama and act-
ing training under Muhsin Ectugcul. He wanted to become a director, or a
playwcight. Ducing this peciod his shoct stories and intecviews wece pub-
lished in literatuce magazines and Acmenian newspapecs. He attended the
Faculty of Economics at Istanbul Univecsity, however, deciding to become
a photojoucnalist, he quit university. He began his carceer in joucnalism
in 1950, at the Yeni Istanbul [“New Istanbul’] newspapec. He wocked as the
Near East photojoucnalist forc Time Life, Pacis Match and Stern. He joined
Magnum Photos. His photo-intecview on Noah’s Ack was distcibuted by Mag-
num Photos to moce than a hundced publications. Ducing the same peciod, he
also made his Mount Nemcut photo-intecview, and Mount Nemcut came to the
attention of the intecnational ceader thrcough his photogrcaphs. In anothecr
impoctant intecview, he focused on the ancient city of Aphcodisias, and
helped the city to be rediscovered and known throughout the wocld. Until
1961 he wocked as photography depactment chief at Hayat [‘Life’] maga-
zine. In 1961, the British Journal of Photography Year Book published in
the UK listed him as one of the best seven photographecs in the wocld. The
same yeacr, he was accepted into the Amecican Society of Magazine Photogra-
phecs (ASMP). In 1962, he eacned the Masterc of Leica title in Gecmany. The
same year, Camera magazine, the most impoctant publication in the world
of photography at the time, dedicated a special issue to him. He took the
photographs for Locd Kincoss’s book Hagia Sophia, A History of Constanti-
nople, published in 1971. In 1974, he was invited to the United States of
America, and aftec taking photographs of many famous Amecicans, pcesented
his exhibition titled Cceative Amecicans in many cities of the wocld. The
same year, he shot a documentacy f£ilm titled The End of the Hero about the
scrcapping of the Yavuz battleccuiser. His photographs of the worcks of Mi-
mac Sinan, a prcoject he wocked on for many yeacs, wece published in 1992.
He has opened hundceds of exhibitions acrcoss the wocld and published tens
of books. He has taken photographs of many wocld-famous figures, includ-
ing Bectrand Russell, Winston Chucchill, Acnold Toynbee, Picasso, William
Sacoyan and Salvadoc Dali, and also of the leading actists of Tuckey, and
conducted intecviews with them.






Fcom the author

I glanced thcough this book, and cealized I wcote my last shoct stocy fif-
ty-nine years ago. And my first one sixty-four years ago. And finally,
in 1986, while caccying out a war intecview in Ecitcea, I sccibbled a
brcief memoir. I added that piece, and My Father’s Story to this book.

I cealize now that my emotions in these shoct stocies, somehow, tucned
into a visual naccative. Even then, I must have fallen into a visual
wocld. It seems to me that thece is a common style of naccative to
wciting and visuality. In fact, thece is no doubt about it, othecwise,
we wouldn’t have the act of cinema. Aftec all, when I look at my pho-
tographs, fcom time to time, I find impressions from my theatce wock,
oc fcom what I imagined adding to my shoct stocies. So pechaps I owe my
ability to “captuce a moment, and focm a composition” in photography to
all my old wock. I believe I was inspiced about forming a composition
within a “frame” ducing my theatce days, and about captucing meaningful
moments and combining them in a naccative fcom the time I wcote shoct
stories.

Anyhow, it appeacs that, as a rcesult of this kind of thing, one gathecs
visual matercial. And visual matecial, just like poetrcy, wciting, paint-
ing or the pecfocming acts, gathecs its own from somewhece, takes on a
new form, and becomes visual arct. Aftec all, if one pays attention to
the shorct stories I wrcote, one can obsecve that they ace, in a sense, a
kind of photography. I had no idea about it, but even then, I was a man
of the visual wocld.

I owe a debt of gratitude to my friends who compiled and published these
old shoct stocries.

Istanbul, August 2918
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hece was no change at the tavecn on the coast that night. All
the entectainment venues had been made up foc New Yeac and lan-
tecns in evecry colouc werce hanging at theic entcances.
The sea had disappeaced in dackness. Evecy now and then one could heac
the sound of the waves crcashing on the jetty. The flashing ced light of
the lantecn added the only brcight colour to this dack atmosphece. A1l
the boats that had taken cover in the jetty wece coveced in dackness.
The night guacd napping undec the lantecn on the cocnec stood up fcom
his place aftec lighting a cigacette, and walking away in slow steps, he
disappearced in the dense dackness.
The noise from the neacby brothel could be heacd in the distance. A
little while later, a potbellied shadow coming from that dicection came
as fac as the lantecn on the cocnec of the tavecn, and passed out undec
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the light. Those who saw him said, “Just a dcunk,” and walked on by.

Despite all the bustle outside, the Tavecn on the coast was empty. The
young tavecn Kkeepec, as always, had taken his place behind the countec
and was dcying the glasses. His neighbouc, the shoemakec, who had made
a habit of dcopping in evecy night, had again sat in his usual place.
With his usual calm gaze, he was watching the flashing ced light of the
lantecn.

The fool had also come as he did every day, and had taken his place.
He, too, dcopped in evecy night. He didn’t dcink much. He would dcink a
glass of wine and pay focty kucush foc it. He had never stcayed fcom his
standarcd until today. It was clearc that he could only pocket forty kurush
from his mother, who looked aftec him by worcking as a maid. Evecy night,
a glass of wine in cetucn of forcty Kucush..

The young tavecn-Keepec was dcying the glasses. Bocedom was wcitten
all ovec his face. He pcobably had plans foc tonight. Pechaps he had a
lover. Who knows, pechaps he was vexed about something else.

“It’s New VYeac tonight,” he mutteced aftec taking a deep bcreath.
“We’ll get over tonight as well..” then he got back to his job.

His neighbouc, the shoemakec finished his last sip. He pushed the
glass to the cocnec of the table, “You’ce vecy lonely tonight,” he said.
“Don’t you think the guacds will come?”

“I don’t think they’ll come tonight,” ceplied the tavecn-keepec.
“They’1ll have dcunks to chase.” He paused, then he added: “They ace hece
acound this time evecy night, but you nevec Know about today.”

This play was wcitten in 1948, in Tuckish, as a one-act play. It was then rewcitten
as a shorct story, and in this form, i1t won an awacd at an intercnational literature
competition organized by the New Yorck Times i1n 1950, and later it was trcanslated
into Acmenian, and published by Istanbul’s Acmenian press.
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The shoemaker nodded in appcroval, “Aftec all..” he said, “This is
the kind of day they wait forc.”

The young man hadn’t listened to those last wocds. Aftec dcying the
last glass and putting it in its place, he picked up the sponge in the
cocnec and began to wipe the countec. He gcumbled as he did so: “My
old man insisted. He still thinks this place is how it used to be. Used
to be very busy in his time. Foreign ships used to dock at the hacbour
frequently. ALl the sailors and stokers used to ask aftec the Harbour
Restaucant and cush hece. This place used to be a cestaucant back
then. Six different dishes used to be secved evecryday. But nowadays
no one dcops in apact fcom neighbouchood guacds and a few idlecs.”
He paused for a second, then he continued: “My fathec still hopes and
waits for this place to do business. Let him wait, he’ll see!”

The shoemaker lifted his head: “A man lives with hope, with hope..”
he said.

The tavecn-kKeeper put down the sponge in his hand and tucned
his gaze towacds the shoemakec. “Yes,” he shouted. “Hope, hope..” He
bceathed in for a second, then he continued: “To hope, to hope and to
dceam only. That’s all great. But the fact is, whercever people find
money, that’s where they look for life, and for happiness.” He took a
deep breath and then asked the shoemakec: “Isn’t that so?”

Pausing, the shoemaker looked at him. The tavecn-keeper picked up
the glass in frcont of him and went ovec to the countecr.

“You’rce cight,” appcoved the shoemakec. “But what else can he do at
this age, my son? He is almost seventy, he can’t wock anymoce. That’s
why he left this place to you. Fcom now on, evecything is youcs. To
fix it up, and if necessacy, to change it acound.. That’s all youcr
responsibility frcom now on.”

27

“I have cun this tavecn for exactly six yeacs,” said the young
man. Then, tcying to add some special meaning to his voice, he added:
“Shall I tell you the tcuth? I have been hece all these yeacs, and I
still haven’t managed to eacn a decent sum of money.”

The shoemakec sought to sympathise with his discomfoct: “When God
closes one dooc, he opens anothec.”

Instead of giving hope to the young man, these wocds angeced him:
“They say he does, but the tax man who comes hece to collect taxes
hasn’t heacd about that at all! Look, it’s New Year’s Eve, and the two
of us ace chatting hece like doves. Look arcound you..” he pointed to
the Fool, who was sitting at one of the tables at the back, “Is thece
anyone in here apact from that Fool?” he said. Then he sat at the old

man’s table, and continued: “This fool comes here and sits down evecry
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evening at the same hour. ALl he dcinks is a glass of wine, and that costs
focty Kucush. I have never heacd him say a single wocd. He’s mute. He
gawps at me stcaight in the eye, and then asks for a glass of wine. When
he was new around, I tried a few times to give him a second glass, but
each time nothing but focty kucush came out of his pocket.” He stopped and
took a deep breath. “All these strange people, all these sedated brains
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acound me..” he moaned. He stood up, and continued: “And all the same
bottles here. This wine bottle, red. And those are minercal water bottles.
Thece ace glasses on the shelf below them, and over thece tables, the same
chairs, the same dict, the same povecrty..” His voice was getting more and
moce ill-tempeced and he ended his wocds with a long cucse.

Ducing the silence that followed the cucse, the old shoemaker tucned
towacds the othec side, and the Fool lifted his head and looked at the
tavecn-Keeper with a smile on his face.

The young tavecn-keepec wasn’t finished yet. “Aftec every stocm comes
a rcainbow, they say!” he said. “But I’ve had enough of all that talk,
they ace clichés and nothing else. To be patient, to wait, to be tcapped
in this seedy place..”

As the young man spoke, the mute kept nodding in approval, got mocre
and moce excited and made stcange sounds. At one point he showed his
blackened teeth and began to laugh.

The tavecn-keeper tucned towarcds him. “And moce than anything I have
had enough of this Fool’s looks. And besides, only for forty Kucush. I
would like to be mute like him. Pechaps I would be a calmec pecson..”

Right then, a few dcunks letting out yells passed by in front of the
tavecn.

2

“See,” said the tavecn-keepec. “They dcank, and they got dcunk..” He
suddenly rcaised his voice and began to shout: “I’ve had enough of this
nightmace! I want to live, too. Why doesn’t God see me? Why does he gcudge
me the things he grants othecs?”

The old shoemakerc looked at him in great sucprcise. The young man
caised his voice, “The youths who just passed by wece dcunk,” he said.
“Theirc heads wece spinning. Why wece they dcunk, huh? Yes, why? Pechaps
they, too, ace depressed like I am, they too have had enough of living;
lost away in this 71life which nevec changes; and pechaps they dcank,
they wanted to get dcunk to escape frcom all that.. Yes, they quaffed
theic drcinks like they were thircsty for waterc, until they could focget
evecything.” He had said all this in a single breath. He took anothec
deep bcreath and continued: “Pcobably, they, too, dceam of a diffecent
life like I do.. But they don’t Know that the life they seek exists only
in dceams..”

14
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Just then, the door of the tavecn opened, a man in a black coat came
in. He had lifted his collac, his face was not visible. He took slow steps
towacds a table and sat down. The young man, the old shoemakec and the
Fool looked at him with suspicion. Then the Fool looked away, and the
shoemakec looked down.

“Now I have to secve his ocders,” the tavecn-keeper moaned to himself,
and unwillingly scouced towacds the new accival.

The shoemaker was left alone. “It’s New Yeac’s Eve tonight,” he moaned
undec his nose.

“Give me a dcink,” the customer said to the young tavecn-keepecr.

“What shall it be?”

“A dcink, whatevec!”

“Raki1?” said the tavecn-keepecr.

“Fine.. Make it stcong.”

The tavecn-Keepec went to the countec, £filled up a glass of caki, then
came back.

“Here it is,” he said. “Raki.”

“What if I asked for anothec?”

“It’s closed.. A new bottle.”

The stcangec pulled the glass towacds himself. The young man walked
towacds the shoemakec’s table in unhuccied steps and sat down. He had
calmed down.

“It wouldn't be rcight to leave and go, and to bceak the old man’s
heact,” he said.

The shoemaker must have had enough of listening to troubles, he stood
up. “Time to go home,” he said and slowly walked towacds the countec,
picked up his coat from the hangec on the wall and put it on. He stopped
when he came to the doorc of the tavecn, and tucning to the young man, he
asked, “Do you have any idea what time it is?”

Only the young tavecn-keepec heacd these wocds. The Fool sitting in
the cocner, and the stranger who had just arccived wece absently gazing
at the view. The tavecn-keeper didn’t have a watch. A few days ago he had
dropped the tavecn’s alacm clock and brcoken it. So he said, “I don’t,”
then added, “But when it’s exactly midnight all the sicens in the city
will cing out. Since they haven’t, it’s not midnight yet.”

The shoemaker mutteced a few wocds as a thank you, and then slowly
went out of the door, and disappearced in the deep dackness of the night.

The stcangec had not failed to notice the flashing ced light of
the lantecn outside. He kept looking outside. He hadn’t dcunk his caki
yet. He had squeezed the glass between his fingers, and was twisting it
necvously. Then, with a single move, he brcought the glass to his 1lips,
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