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Illusions of Byzantium
 

Kate Riley 

rph
e iJJusion. 

.l W
henever he goes out for anything-yogurt, diarrhea pills, The H

er-
ald Tribune-she grow

s restless and terrified that the revolution is 
beginning below

 the hotel w
indow

. A
ny sudden noise of cars or their 

absence or a loud crack in the distance seem
s abnorm

al. She is sure 
he's been detained. 

He insists that the city is m
odern, full of people intent on day-

to-day lives. If they w
ere m

illing for som
e apparent purpose, show

-
ing signs of concentrated discontent, he m

ight feel m
ore concern, he 

assures her. There is nothing, even in the air. 
But she has seen the soldiers in green, arm

ed w
ith m

achine guns, 
prow

ling at street corners, circum
navigated by the average Turkish 

citizen like lam
p posts. W

hat if even one grow
s crazy w

ith w
aiting on 

the alert for a thing that w
ill not happen? Tensed jaw

, cords in the 
neck, blood bulging past vein capacity, pointing his gun at the sky; 
people pass beneath. 

The businessm
en of A

nkara in gray-vested suits, shoes polished 
by a shoe-shine m

an w
ith a painted, carved-w

ood box, drone in herds 
from

 food stand to food stand of the renovated brick bazaar. A
 few 

w
om

en too, in this section of tow
n, w

alk in pairs in tight-hipped 
dresses, nylons and satin pum

ps. The young m
en in polyester pants 

and blac_k jackets eye them
 openly, idly, food bits dangling from

 ill-
shaven hps. The soldier too could partake of this proffered relief am

id 
the hum

-drum
, but he persists in his w

atch. W
hereas the kid across the 

street (his m
artial equal, in sam

e greens as his, tucked into high-tied 
black b?ots) has gone slack w

ith taking it in: w
here he com

es from
, 

w
om

en s figures are all veiled. 
b 

:w
\ touri sts, a m

an and his girl, squatting on the doorstep of a 
;n 't~ e out a paper sack from

 w
hich they draw

-the older soldier 
~:~s d~reI~ s:~

;e
 d~op~ing~tangerines. The girl is blond, but the 

Th 
h 

rent w
ith him

, no one w
ould guess he's not a Turk. 

ey put t e orange pe 1 • 
h 

b 
. 

and Jet them
 f II 

h' es m
t e 

ag, then gingerly rem
ove the strm

gs 
Th 

Id . a 'w
 ite filam

ents on black m
ud. 

e so 
ier w

alks a 
d 

i 
· 

N
oon-tim

e eat' 
H

 
w

ay, s~an s against a w
all, then w

a fS again. 
m

g. 
e strokes his cheek grow

n chubby; he strokes it taut 
76 
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as his countrym
en eat. D

ark faces, half-m
oon eyes th 

h 
d 

f ,r d 
·t 

'th fl 
h' 

' 
ey c ew

 groun 
m

eat-stu ie 
~i a w

i 
as m

g teeth. D
ark-clothed Turks behind dark 

doors, unfoldm
g dark schem

es, defiling A
taturk's glori'o 

d 
t 

. 
b 

fi 
. 

us nam
e. 

H
e 

oes no aim
 

ut 
res m

to the crow
d at the youn 

Id' 
d 

. 
. 

. 
, 

g so 
ter an 

the tourists eatm
g tangerm

es, their blond-red m
ouths stopped fast in 

horror. 
M

oving her leg_ she feels 
the sheet w

et w
ith her excrem

ent. 
Y

esterday, w
hen ~

is began, she thought she w
as bleeding inside. 

There w
as such pam

, and blood in the toilet. Instead it daw
ned on her: 

her period. She has never kept track of the w
eeks like other w

om
en 

and she's only had cram
ps once before. She w

as so frightened then; 
she thought they w

ould never end. W
hen they did, she thought she 

understood at last w
hat it is that w

om
en share: the know

ledge that 
som

e pain passes, and so can be borne. But real know
ledge is learned 

through practice. She has had so little practice. Besides there is now
 

this other factor. She does not know
 w

hat is causing w
hich pain. 

The solitude. 
O

utside it is gray, bone-chilling. H
e's been out today once already, 

but the sights of m
odern A

nkara are not com
pelling, and from

 this 
bedside he thinks m

ore kindly of the still-standing m
onum

ents to 
antiquity in Istanbul. O

f A
 ya Sofia, the loneliest structure on earth, 

crouching in the center of the old city, dank testam
ent to transgressing 

generations. It began as a B
yzantine church raised by C

onstantine to 
the glory of a colossal G

od. The flesh of the face of Christ in the 
apse, arm

s spread, w
as toned by tiny stones, m

uscles apparent and 
eyes encrusted w

ith dark lined lids, hollow
 but pierced by one central 

gem
. Then the M

uslim
s sw

ept into tow
n and, needing a m

osque, they 
follow

ed the geom
etrical lines but painted out all hum

an form
s w

ith 
a dull rust orange. A

t the start of the 20th century, A
taturk uncovered 

the original m
osaics. B

ut in his attem
pt to excise Islam

 from
 the heart 

of his young republic, he let the chandeliers go dark, grow
 cobw

ebs. 
Suspended from

 the dom
e by long, rotting chains, they tilt here and 

there at head-level like shipw
recked hulls. The vast vacancy of the 

architectural cross seem
ed m

ore of a w
ind-sw

ept ruin than any G
reek 

tem
ple out on a rocky crag and destroyed by natural agents. It w

as 
like entering the skin of an elephant, dark and corroded, a carapace of 
m

yth and m
em

ory. 
. 

. 
. 

. 
H

e is dressed and has m
ade his bed but sits on it, holdm

g his book 
as if to read. Instead he w

atches her sleep. Soiled sheets are piled at 
the foot of her bed w

here she yanked them
 off in the night. She w

oke 
him

 early w
ith groans, as she m

ade her w
ay, tottering to the toilet, her 

head held w
ay forw

ards on her neck. 
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He turned his back, but co~ld not fall asleep again. Y
esterday 

they cam
e together for the first tim

e ever; then she began to cry. She 
apologized, but she couldn't stop. _Even in the street, after checking 
out, her pack on her back, sh_e contm

ue_d to gulp an~ sob. H
e'd never 

seen her like that. H
onestly, 1t scared him

. B
ut then 1t turned out she 

w
as sick. 

Now w
atching the drops of sw

eat at the roots of the cropped blond 
hair, the face, sleep dow

sed, pale in an instant, so flushed the next 
he thinks of V

ictorian novels. H
e thinks of kissing her. H

e know
s sh~ 

hates her helplessness and, even in her w
eakness, m

akes only hesitant 
dem

ands. It is true, though, w
hat he said then: he w

ould do anything 
for her. 

In Sicily he cut her hair because she asked him
 to. She said she 

w
as sick of dark m

en's stares. Still they are draw
n to her, to the bright 

neuter speck she presents in a crow
d, an anom

aly attracting indigenes 
in public places, like the honey on the table in C

rete that trapped 
yellow

 jackets under the still w
arm

 sun. That w
eek on the beach was 

the last tim
e they felt relaxed, unnoticed, com

m
onplace. 

Now w
hen he goes out alone, no one offers help. M

en talk Turkish 
to him

 as if he belongs. 

The trap. 
It began before Turkey: in every sm

all tow
n in Italy and G

reece, 
boys gathered round if they just stopped in the square to put their 
legs dow

n. The Y
am

aha 125, though sm
all and dusty, w

as an object of 
desire, as rem

ote as a m
ovie star, to be eyed w

ith grave longing. She 
did not feel so trapped by that though; they could still drive aw

ay. 
But they sold the m

oto in C
rete because the w

eather w
as turning 

c?ld. They did not know
 it w

as stam
ped into his passport: im

perm
is-

sible to sell such item
s or take the drachm

as out of G
reece. They w

ere 
throw

n off the train in the m
iddle of the night fifty m

iles from
 Turkey. 

S~e was prepared to follow
 orders: return to the island and buy the 

bi~e back. He stalled, believing in som
e other better w

ay. W
alk across? 

H
ire a boat? 

b' 
Next m

orning, over cafe greque and baklava, she suggested dab-
. m

g honey on the incrim
inating page 

H
e tried 

and it stuck. Then 
1t took tw

o h 
h 

· 
' 

t 
ours at t e border cafe for him

 to w
ork up the nerve 

0 

cross. He read the fine print out loud about w
illful m

utilation of US 
~

:~
0 1~ 

d(d not blam
e him

, but she w
as eyeing the guards ~ho 

Sh 
e w

ide and bram
bly river dividing the hostile countries. 

e w
as grateful th 

'd d 
'd 

Then 
ey 

eci ed not to try to sneak across. 
. 

the offic cus~
:s took tw

o m
inutes. They handed their passports over, 

held· th:; ru 1 /
:
 each page to be sure he saw

 each one. The honey 
' 

w
a 

e 
on through to the other side. 
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They had n?t thought past this point, but she put out her thum
b 

and a trucker picked the~ up. H
e offered to take them

 hom
e for the 

night, then drop them
 off m

 Istanbul next day. Feeling exhausted th 
accepted. B

ut it w
as ~ine before they reached his tow

n. He stopped a;~ 
clean, m

odern bar w
ith a w

ooden counter, stained glass w
indow

s and 
a fisher~en's net ~ung from

 the ceiling. For three hours he plied them
 

w
ith w

hiskey straight, peanuts and potato salad-'Sa/ate Am
ericani' 

as he called it. They struggled against fatigue to com
m

unicate w
ith a 

pen, a napkin and a pocket Berlitz. 
The tab, w

hich the trucker paid, only cam
e to four dollars. But this 

w
as as m

uch as he m
ade in a day of driving; nor could he afford to 

com
e hom

e m
ore than once a w

eek, he told them
. By then she w

as too 
drunk and unclear about w

hat to do, m
uch less how

 to say it. It w
as 

m
idnight, and his sleepy-eyed w

ife (not the w
om

an in the photograph 
taped to the sunvisor of his cab) w

as already m
aking up beds w

ith 
soft com

forters for the unm
arried couple her husband had just spent a 

day's w
ages on, the one night he could have spent at hom

e. 
Early next m

orning they w
ere up and seated on m

ats at a low
 

table eating bean soup, pickled peppers and garlics. Their host w
as out 

loading his truck w
ith the day's deliveries, but his w

ife and tw
o sm

all 
shy children, her m

other and her m
other's m

other, w
ere all sitting 

around, w
atching, not eating. H

is father, crouched on the one chair 
in the house, his body askew

, stopped m
oaning only long enough 

to exhibit the hot brick w
rapped in a tow

el w
hich he kept pressed 

against one kidney. She tried the w
ord for bread w

hen a w
arm

 w
hite 

loaf appeared in the little boy's arm
-she w

as so grateful to have this 
fam

iliar food. B
ut the oldest ana just laughed. K

neeling on her cushion, 
she'd been m

uttering non-stop; the ashy w
rinkles of her face hardly 

m
oved, tied up tight in the scarf that criss-crossed her breasts. The 

w
om

en all w
ore loose t-shirts, ballooning tie-pants, and no veils. O

nly 
the young w

ife took pity and cam
e forw

ard to dem
onstrate how

 garlic 
can be eaten unsheathed so it tastes less strong. Still, a w

hole bow
l 

rem
ained. 
Then no toilet, only a hole in the floor w

ith a hose_ runn~ng in 
through the w

all to rinse w
ith. The front yard w

as m
ud w

ith ch1ck~ns 
running loose and a goat. But the cem

ent block house w
as excruciat-

ingly clean: sunshine entering through clear w
indow

s, the beds and 
w

alls draped w
ith brightly dyed and em

broidered cloth. She alm
ost 

w
anted to stay. 

That day the highw
ay extended endlessly through flat fields, 

autum
n gray and flax. H

e asked w
hat truckers in A

m
eri~a m

ake. They 
m

ade a guess, then she told him
 the price of bread. But his eyes already 

gleam
ed, glancing at her w

ith a m
orsel of the gold dislodged fro~1 the 

cobbles that paved the purple plains. Could he go there to w
ork. 

·-t11111 
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H
e drove right past Istanbul over the B

osphorous to a bakery up on 
a hill in an A

sian suburb of the city. U
nloading the bags of flour took 

all day; she felt trapped in the room
ful of m

en playing cards, drinking 
tea, and w

atching independence day parades on TV
. 

By late afternoon it w
as raining hard. H

e set them
 dow

n three m
iles 

from
 any hotel in Istanbul. 

The exchange. 
Inside the B

lue M
osque a m

an offered in English to explain Islam
ic 

sym
bols and practice and held the gate open in the w

ooden rail, dis-
tinguishing them

 from
 other visitors. C

hosen, they follow
ed barefoot, 

crossing rug after rug to the step w
here the w

orshippers gather at 
prayer tim

e. T
heir guide gestured at the staircase to a high pulpit from

 
w

hich the singers chant, then m
entioned that the em

blazoned discs 
placed high up at the corners of the central dom

e represented four 
prayers. A

ll this he'd figured out him
self that m

orning, w
hen they 

w
andered into a less touristed m

osque at prayer-tim
e. 

H
e told their guide that he adm

ired the shoes-off custom
 in the 

sacred buildings, and the colors and softness of the w
all-to-w

all patch-
w

ork of rugs. N
odding then, and as if inspired, the m

an suggested they 
go to his cousin's carpet store. T

his he'd half-expected. Such arrange-
m

ents he understood but disliked since he could not fulfill their half 
of the exchange. A

nyw
ay they w

ent. 
T

he sm
all store w

as w
arm

; they w
ere given glasses of tea. Rugs 

curled open, along w
alls, across the floor, laid dow

n and leaning over, 
never exposing their coarse backs or hairy edges. B

ut the m
an grew

 
im

patient, w
edged betw

een colum
ns of carpets, beginning to yaw

n and 
answ

ering their questions w
ith shrugs. A

pologetic, he appealed to the 
cousin's com

m
on sense: how

 could they carry a rug in a back pack? 
B

ut their guide lost his tem
per, forgot his English and show

ed them
 

the door. 
T

hey bought a yogurt drink and returned to the privacy of their 
hotel room

 to negotiate their present course. She adm
itted she w

as 
tired of just going w

ithout a goal, w
ithout predeterm

ined m
ileposts 

and som
e idea of w

hat they'd find. 
T

hree m
onths into the trip, in G

reece, they'd sat dow
n w

ith the 
m

ap to trace out by finger a m
ore definitive route. Even then there w

ere 
considerations. T

hey should probably choose Lebanon or Israel; they 
could not very w

ell visit both. A
lso there w

as a rum
or: a M

agic B
us 

en route from
 A

thens to C
alcutta had been stopped in A

fghanistan, 
and tw

enty-tw
o w

orld traveling hippies taken out and shot. So they 
decided then to skip India and follow

 the m
ap-blue line on 'round the 

M
editerranean, hoping the vista w

ould grow
 vivid, tangible as they 

-
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lived it. T
he sea w

ould be w
ine-dark 

and m
agi·c 

1 
1 .11 h 

· 
th 

d 
rt 

b 
th 

' 
m

us 
s I 

appen 
deep lil 

e 
ese 

etw
een 

e B
osphorous and G

ibraltar S 
. 

did expect som
ethm

g to happen. 
traits. H

e 
H

e never expected cornfields in Turkey 
m

uch I 
fi 1 

d 
d h 

. 
, 

ess corn e ds 
reaped an 

turne 
oary w

ith frost. They w
ere w

earing b 
th 

f 
I th . 

th 
'd b 

h 
, 

Y
 

en, every 
piece o 

c o . m
g. 

~y 
roug t. Things w

ere happening, but not w
ith 

the black-veiled m
hm

acy he sought. Sm
all adventure 

J"ttl 
• 

d 
• 

1· 
. 

s, 
1 

e m
roa s 

into slightly a ien w
ays of hfe, but no real contact. H

e adm
itted, he'd 

w
anted to go all out, becom

e subm
erged. he had com

e in search of 
know

ledge, to be. changed, to be deeply m
oved by contact w

ith the 
exoti~, the m

ystenous O
~er. Perhaps this w

as naive, even w
rong. But 

now
 m

 return he felt m
IStreated and m

isunderstood, forced to barter 
for services w

ith his ow
n insecurities. 

T
hey reached no conclusion that afternoon. 

The sacrifice. 
It w

as a feast day; sheep w
ere being slaughtered in the streets. The 

cobbles w
ere not running w

ith blood as one young w
aiter had boasted, 

but they saw
 som

e fires in front of houses, several large cauldrons of 
boiling w

ater and a carcass. 
She w

anted to go to the B
azaar and so they spent tw

o hours clim
b-

ing and descending hills, lost in the m
aze of endless, unnam

ed streets, 
crisscrossed overhead by bunches of w

ires tethered betw
een rotting 

w
ood structures. Finally a w

ell-dressed young m
an asked if he could 

be of assistance. B
y then they just w

anted out, but they asked for the 
T

urkish B
aths. B

eckoning, he ushered them
 beyond the m

ain throng. 
T

hen w
ith a few

 E
nglish w

ords and a new
spaper in his hand, he let 

them
 know

 he w
as a journalist and w

ould, he signalled w
ith their m

ap, 
guide them

 to A
taturk's palace on the other side of tow

n. H
e nicked off 

an hour and a half on his w
atch w

ith his thum
bnail: his w

ork began 
at tw

o. 
A

fter the crow
ded B

azaar and bus, she felt relieved w
alking dow

n 
broad avenues betw

een tall sycam
ores. The palace, how

ever, w
as 

closed for the holidays. T
he journalist, distressed, w

anted to take them
 

out to eat. B
ut on the ferry back, they conferred; she w

as not up for it. 
A

s they disem
barked, the journalist gestured tow

ards the tubs_ of 
onions cut up to eat w

ith the fish sold fresh out of sm
all boats and fne~ 

over barrels. She said, no thank you. Thank you, but no. They w
eren I 

hungry. T
hey just w

anted to bathe and could find their _own w
~y no~ 

from
 the pier. T

he journalist raised his hands in the au, shakm
g his 

head and m
uttering: A

m
ericani. A

lready ii w
as three and he an hour 

late, if w
hat he'd said w

as true and she'd correctly underS tood. 
A

t the baths they paid th
: tourist price to be done in full, and 

"'111111 

I 
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w
ere led off to separate room

s, to be apart m
ore than a m

inute for the 
first tim

e in m
onths. Seated on w

arm
 w

et m
arble. she w

as scrubbed 
and soaped by an ana w

ith pendulous ivory breasts, until dead skin 
peeled off. 

She tried not to stare, but she'd never seen such an old 
w

om
an nude. She w

anted to craw
l into her lap, but the ana m

oved off 
to cleanse another young tourist. 

Lying and looking up at the glass-studded dom
e, she breathed in 

the steam
, thinking of little. It w

as there she becam
e aw

are that the 
w

alls that m
arked her off from

 her surroundings, the w
alls she, until 

then, had referred to as "hom
e," w

ere crum
bling. Five m

onths ago she 
bragged she could continue life, read books, m

ake sense of events, even 
am

id the turm
oil of an unscheduled, uncharted journey. They'd only 

m
et three m

onths before that, but setting out together had not seem
ed 

absurd. They shared a rom
antic ideal about cross-cultural difference 

and the need for exposure to gain understanding. B
esides that, they 

w
ere in love. 

O
utside the baihs, they cam

e across a curved horn, saw
n off and 

left, trickling blood on the curb. She could not m
ention to him

 w
hat 

she'd realized: that she'd m
et her lim

it in all the sm
all changes, in 

the insidious discrepancies of slow
 boundary crossings, creeping up 

on her unaw
are, underm

ining. She knew
 his resistance: he w

ould not 
give up. They w

ent back to the hotel to pack and took the night train 
to A

nkara, the heart of Turkey. 

The leader. 
The capital depressed him

 im
m

ediately. T
he m

useum
 w

as full of 
A

ssyrian stelae, but it w
as all so out of context and um

eal. R
ealizing 

that he m
ust accept present-day reality, he suggested they visit the 

m
odern m

onum
ents. 

They w
ere led around A

taturk's m
ausoleum

 by an ex-soldier, still 
in fatigues, but a self-proclaim

ed socialist. Look at this! A
taturk w

as no 
dem

ocrat! he raged, shaking his arm
s at the concrete vastness to m

ake 
them

 see, a structure so em
pty he w

as afraid they'd m
iss its banality. 

Tw
o huge gate houses, vacant except for visitors' w

hispers and a few
 

docum
ents under glass, w

ere guarded by a trium
phant trium

virate: 
A

taturk linking arm
s w

ith the C
om

m
on M

an and C
om

m
on W

om
an, 

faces stolidly beam
ing. Ein M

ann! Fun/m
illion dollars! H

e'd w
orked 

tw
o years in G

erm
any, so he used this language; they'd studied it in 

school. 
In the tom

b itself, shaped like the Parthenon and just as large, 
loom

ed a fifty-foot statue of the dead president. It looked like an Egyp-
tian pharoah, m

issing only tunic and shoulder length hair. "D
ie neu 

G
ott?" H

e shrank to hear his w
ords resound in the apse-like room

. 

... 
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T
heir heavy-booted leader turned and, eyes laughing, pressed finger to 

lips, as if the pilgrim
 fam

ilies in their provincial Sunday bests m
ight 

know
 G

erm
an. 

W
aving them

 on into the reliquaries room
, the young socialist paid 

their w
ay, then stom

ped from
 glass case to glass case, pointing and 

giggling at the com
bs, gilt razors. and letters signed w

ith A
taturk's 

nam
e. W

hispering in excellent G
erm

an m
ixed w

ith Turkish expletives, 
he rent the clusters of devotees and left w

hirlpools of consternation in 
his w

ake. 
T

hey follow
ed as they could. The gold, ruby and em

erald objects 
d'art, given to A

taturk by foreign em
issaries, seem

ed no different than 
the silk couches, ivory elephants and china sam

ovars-gifts to the 
Sultans from

 kings of other lands in their day, now
 on display in just 

the sam
e w

ay in the T
opkapu Palace. D

idn't A
taturk put an end to the 

barbarism
 of riches? he tried in his best G

erm
an. Their revolutionary 

leader snickered at his disciple's w
it, then led them

 out, shook hands, 
and that w

as it. T
hey spun off from

 his gyration, going the opposite 
direction, but headed now

here special. 
T

hat w
as the day they heard that A

m
erican hostages had been 

taken in a neighboring country. H
e felt her fear, but he w

as resolved 
to leave this m

odern m
etropolis next day and pierce the interior to 

discover ancient Persia w
here it yet persisted. Even if they w

ent no 
further than T

urkey, they m
ust com

e up against som
ething m

ore. 
B

ut next m
orning in the street, all tears, she clung to his arm

, her 
back pack dragging one shoulder dow

n. 
"D

o you w
ant to go hom

e?" 
"I don't know

. I don't know
 w

hat's w
rong." 

"T
his has been too m

uch? Y
ou've had enough?" 

"I guess. I don't know
. M

aybe I'm
 sick." 

H
e took over and found this hotel, a real one w

ith hot w
ater and 

a bath, clean sheets and tow
els. 

The led. 
T

hey w
ere alw

ays being led about, led about, led about. Lying in 
bed, she grow

s dizzy rem
em

bering. A
lw

ays there w
ould com

e a m
an, 

any m
an, som

e one m
an w

ould take them
 in hand. A

 generous gesture. 
A

 helpful intention, perhaps. D
o-gooder, they called him

; he offered 
directions if they looked just slightly lost, and ended up taking them

 
the long w

ay round. Lonely m
aybe, and his for the day, he show

ed 
them

 off to fam
ily and friends. A

m
ericans w

ith w
hom

 he could barely 
speak provided com

pany as w
ell as any, w

hen sitting dow
n to eat or 

drinking tea. B
ut it w

as never sim
ply that. 

W
hich w

as w
orse: to be rubbed in a crow

d by the young reporter's 
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groin [he asked if they w
ere m

arried an_d thinking he w
as like them

, 
she did not lie), or to be elbow

-led by him
 across the street w

hen she 
w

ent to buy tangerines. H
e handled the transaction w

ith the vendor 
too. W

hich upset her m
ore: to have her thigh stroked under the counte; 

[over w
hiskeys the trucker claim

ed to view
 w

om
en as equals), or to 

be shepherded to the bathroom
, squatting to pee as he stood outside 

w
edging the door shut? Paw

ing at her shoulder, he scolded her friend; 
Turk m

en w
ill take her! 

But aren't they just tw
o sides of an iron-age coin? D

oes one have 
to be w

orse? She tosses betw
een dam

p sheets. The fever is less, but 
her bones hurt m

ore, and her stom
ach has not settled. She eyes him

 
over there, reading in a cone of light. H

as it m
ade her feel different? He 

treats her nicely enough, but as if she is polluted. H
e has not touched 

her since she entered this bed. She w
ishes he w

ould help her to the 
bathroom

, hold her head in his hands. 
But even before, she w

as w
anting him

 to take her arm
 m

ore, to 
show

 possession in public, to let these m
en know

. These m
en! 

In 
delirium

, she felt herself raging inside, chanting: G
o aw

ay, get aw
ay, 

I'm
 not yours, I w

on't play. 
She w

atches his face, dark like a Turk's, as w
ithdraw

n at tim
es. 

H
ow

 do M
uslim

 m
en feel about the w

om
en they possess? If only m

ore 
w

om
en w

ere in the streets, even veiled. B
ut there are alw

ays so few. 
and none at night. 

The 
act 

of staring 
at 

another, 
w

ithout 
return-if he 

turns 
now

 ... now
 ... even now

, she could still sm
ile, as if only this m

om
ent 

she chanced to glance, as if it m
eans nothing. But alw

ays he turns too 
late. A

s if aw
are of her gaze, he only slow

ly responds, then tw
ists to 

catch her eyes. 
"Y

ou think I'm
 w

eak and dependent, don't you?" She has m
anaged 

to go dow
nstairs for a m

eal. 
"N

o, not that exactly. It's that I don't know
 w

hat you w
ant any-

m
ore." H

e's eating steak and potatoes and string beans-the A
m

erican 
m

enu. 
She's having vegetable soup. "So how

 do I stop?" 
"W

hat, your feelings? Leave them
 behind." 

"It's not that easy. You think things are so easy." 
A

nger put into w
ords becom

es a thought. D
ependency expressed 

w
ill spaw

n effects. W
hen one person loses pow

er, the other seem
s 

m
ore real. 

The w
ithdraw

al. 
Third m

orning in the Turkish deluxe hotel, he w
akes to find her 

staring. The sm
ell of m

orning Turkey floods the w
indow

s. In the dis- ... 
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tance dross from
 the factories' night activity belches from

 sm
oke stacks 

in yellow
 gray plum

es. 
"I slept through the night. I w

ant to leave." 
"W

here do you w
ant to go?" 

"H
om

e." 
H

e's not sur_e w
here sh~ thinks that is, but he helps her pack and 

try to escape w
ithout adm

1ttm
g w

hat she has soiled. But w
hen they 

em
erge from

 their room
, the laundry m

an is there. They hurry dow
n 

the hall, but his suspicions have been roused. As they w
ait for the 

elevator, he em
erges from

 their room
 and calls to them

, sheets in hand
. 

She flops on a chair, chin sunk on her chest. He goes back to deal w
ith 

it. 
"Five hundred lire." 
"Too m

uch," she says, irate. 
"It w

as a bad stain. I thought you ruined the pad." He verges on 
anger too. 

"Shit!" She stalks through the opening doors. 
"Y

es. Exactly." H
e follow

s. 
O

utside the crow
ded station he slinks dow

n next to his pack, 
rocking on his shanks, back up against the cold m

etal rail, in line 
w

ith other dark-haired m
en in drab-colored clothes. O

nly he does not 
sm

oke or affect toughness w
ith a cigarette-cocked hand-one of the 

things she appreciates in him
, he know

s. 
She sinks beside him

, bright in m
agenta jacket. O

ther m
en eye her, 

but her head is dow
n. H

e forces his eyes to stroll, to avoid every stare, 
each blink of consciousness. They are aw

are of him
 again, too, now

 
that she is w

ith him
, and w

ill approach if he allow
s it. But he keeps 

gauze curtains draw
n so that it alm

ost seem
s that all he sees is the 

air betw
een, tinged w

ith slight color, like the thin m
ist covering fresh 

new
sprint. In reality, cigarette sm

oke fills the air, as w
ell as hum

an 
breath m

ixed w
ith the chilly drizzle that has begun to fall from

 a m
oth-

eaten sky. 
H

e w
anted to feel subm

erged, but not this w
ay. He w

anted to 
engage, but how

 and w
ith w

hat? W
here is it? Som

ething urges him
 

on. Just a little further: Egypt, Tangier, south of the Sahara if M
orocco 

is built-over. H
e's not ready to say U

ncle. 
A

 m
an w

alks over, piercing the film
: graying m

iddle-aged, ~ith a 
long taut face and w

earing tight creased pants, a shm
y leather Jacket. 

H
e stands before the m

an can ask: "A
m

ericani?" 
or gesture at all. 

Sticking out a hand, he says loudly: "H
ow

 you doin'? G
lad to m

eet 
you." The m

an shakes energetically, beginning to speak. But releasing 
his hand: "So long. It's been great." H

e has his bag on one shoulder 
and hers on the other. W

ithout glancing back, he passes the food 
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stands w
ith bread sticks. bottled soda and the cooked ground m

eat he 
thinks m

ade her sick, all brashly lit and so noisy. T
he dining room

 
is alm

ost em
pty w

ith w
hite cloths on the tables. H

e halts and looks 
around. She's right behind him

. H
e goes in. 

Sitting heavily, she asks w
ith a voice that hardly contains breath: 

"So w
hy don't you go on alone?" 

"W
hat?" 

"Y
ou w

ant to see the pyram
ids, don't you?" 

She speaks up, but 
his m

ind goes dark. H
is head shakes tw

ice, like a tw
itch. 

The dissolution. 
A

rriving in Istanbul at five in the m
orning, they w

alk to the park 
and sit on a bench w

ith their backs to the m
osques aw

ash w
ith slurred 

dapple blue, parrot green and artificial sunset pink. There they plan to 
w

ait for day, but the sun does not rise. 
She w

ants to go, so they find a tea room
 that has opened its doors: 

a room
 of light on the otherw

ise night-dark street. G
oing in they sip 

from
 tiny, bulging glasses that, shaped like fertility goddesses, never 

vary from
 one tea room

 to the next. A
nd eventually a gray tum

escence 
spreads visibility like cracked eggs into corners. B

ut this day never 
goes so far as to show

 itself or the w
orld naked. 

T
he headlessness w

ith w
hich they then proceed could be due 

to their sleepless ride. T
he im

age of their bodies cram
ped into tiny 

bus seats, tw
itching against each other all night, w

hacking and flap-
ping interm

ittently like a pair of exhausted but not-yet-dead fish 
out of w

ater, rem
ains w

ith her throughout the day, producing feel-
ing, thought, even action. W

ithout this m
em

ory of m
ovem

ent, she 
m

ight not feel com
pelled to go through w

ith the necessary m
otions. 

A
 m

echanical activity done day after day, such as w
eaving or t_ypi~g, 

w
ill rem

ain in the brain, w
oof passing, keys clacking, im

posm
g its 

patterns on the night light of dream
s. In just this w

ay she is aw
are of 

their passage from
 train station to youth travel agency to em

bassy to 
airline office, their packs on their backs: tw

o hum
p-backed fish Sllll 

flapping, still w
hacking. 

W
hen it proves too difficult to get a visa to pass through Bul-

garia and Y
ugoslavia by train, she follow

s him
 to the student trav~l 

agency. There they are told they can get her ID ratified by the A
m

en-
can em

bassy and cut her flight price in half; she goes w
ith him

 through 
the sm

all, m
ud-slicked streets. T

he entrance is in a high iron fence. 
H

e nudges her into the booth w
hen the m

arine asks for one at a 
tim

e. Inside the spacious, w
ell-lit building of clicking typew

riters a nd 

ringing phones, she goes in search of w
ater and is let in by another 

-..,_-

--
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m
arine to the fountain w

hose cleanliness is attested t 
• 

h 
k 

Sh 
d . 

o m
 a paragraph 

g lued to t e tan . 
e 

nnks four D
ixie cups full 

d 
· 

, 
h 

an 
returns to a 

pillow
y chair to_ ,ace t e present president's toothy sm

ile. 
Sh~ hears ~1m

 ap~eahng to a higher-up. The w
om

an at the desk 
w

as gom
g to re1ect their request, but really, they aren't up to anything. 

Just trym
g to cut throug~ red tape. She turns in her seat to see. The 

official, dressed casually m
a sw

eater, tie and gray w
ool pants. lau h 

understanding, and tells the typist to get out a letter in Turkish Ja1:: 
dating _the crack~d plastic card that she's been carrying for seven years, 
on agam

 off aga_m
 through college, Europe, now

 into Asia, bearing a 
photo about w

hich bank tellers exclaim
: This isn't you! 

H
e deals so efficiently w

ith all the details of her destination that 
she does not realize he does not intend to go w

here she goes until the 
airline office w

here he buys one ticket to Paris and one to Cairo. "I 
have to stand at the Sphinx' toes at least. W

e've com
e so far." 

She nods. A
fter all she suggested it. W

hat hurts is her sense of his 
subterfuge. W

hy did he let her think otherw
ise? "You can have the 

toothbrush," she m
anages to say. 

W
ith tw

o days to go before either can leave, they head back to 
the hotel district. T

he bus is not crow
ded w

hen they get on and sit 
dow

n, but it quickly fills and people begin to press closer and closer 
all around. B

efore their stop she attem
pts to dislodge her pack from

 
betw

een her knees; her shoulder butts into a stom
ach beside her. 

Excuse m
e, she says in Turkish, as she gets the pack up in the air, over 

her head. T
he bus stops, and her body grow

s thin, lifting and prying 
betw

een hips and backs. M
en sm

ile; the one w
om

an's face is baw
dy 

w
ith laughter. W

herever she edges through, flesh snaps shut behind. 
She w

ants to look back but she's been cut off. She w
ill get out at one 

stop and he a m
ile late/ She has no m

oney, no m
ap. has quit carrying 

essentials: her tie string pants have no pockets. 
. 

She is tw
o yards from

 the door; ten faces keep her from
 it. The bus 

begins to m
ove again. She feels the thrashing inside, engorgm

g her 
arm

s and legs. She is m
um

bling the w
ord for please, but the people 

have grow
n sullen and begun to knead her w

ith elbow
s and pelvic 

thrusts. B
ut she reaches the door; at the next stop she's expell~d. H

e 
pops out after her. T

he doors suck the bus' guts back in li~e a sigh. 
Sh 

t S tops w
hirls, heaves 

e dashes across the w
et em

pty pavem
en • 

• 
. 

. 
h 

: 
t· ·1 

hivers w
ith a tm

ny 
er pack off her shoulder agam

st a lam
p pas • 1 s 

fl 
thud, and the w

hite plastic bag w
ith their toothbrush and stp

 
ut~e~: 

out, and dow
n into the m

ud. Im
m

ediately she bends to pie fit up. 
· 

h 
, 

I 
h · 

Jack o response 
Is shuddering all over but not crying. S e ,ee s 

is 
b 

h 
like the vacancy of a tortoise shell upside dow

n on the 
eac 

· 

... IE 
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The reversal. 
They check back into the sam

e hotel they stayed at before. It still 
sm

ells. W
ind blow

s, and the w
indow

s let in Turkey. H
e asks him

-
self: 

H
ow

 is this sm
ell m

ade different from
 all other sm

ells? From
 

A
m

erican? From
 G

reek? From
 H

ebrew
? It is not the sm

ell of cooking. 
N

ot burnt flesh. nor spices boiling. Paper curling. O
il fum

ing. Cem
ent 

turning. Sew
age rats caught betw

een tw
o cobbles rotting. N

ot the old 
sm

ells. the underground sm
ells, of m

ildew
ed pillars or of piled up 

dust turned grim
e, of piled up grim

e turned hardened on thick glass 
or peeling iron. T

his sm
ell like no other flecks the nostrils and clings. 

Like Turkey clings here, here, close in, reluctant to let go. Like the 
bear leashed through its nose and led around the H

ippodrom
e. H

ardly 
a beast now

, m
ore like a stuffed thing: peed on, drooled on, fur m

atted 
and dulled by years. T

he bear, stunned by bating, by iron's cold nose-
piercing, w

alks, stands, puts its paw
s on a tourist's chest for a photo, 

m
eekly, and that is all. T

his sticks in his m
ind. Like belly-dancers or 

sm
oke-filled tea room

s or Turkish baths: the vestigial exotic, oddly 
still lingering, led by a dirty lad in tw

eed jacket, tattered and patched. 
For tw

o days they avoid all contact w
ith anyone other than the 

hotel clerk and the w
aiter at T

he Pudding Shop dow
nstairs, w

here 
D

ylan and H
endrix are still blasting aw

ay and everyone looks strung 
out w

hether thirteen or forty, G
erm

an, A
m

erican or A
lgerian. 

Y
et the sky for this period turns perfectly blue. They take shots of 

each other inside the hotel room
 painted blue. They use up tw

o w
hole 

rolls of film
, having barely filled one in the past five m

onths. A
nd they 

m
ake love three tim

es, m
ore than they have in the past six w

eeks. 
T

hen they splurge on a taxi to the airport. 

The escape. 
W

ind of sensation-liberty to feel. T
he w

ater is like blue glass, and 
the m

ountains of A
sia sm

oky, a backdrop cut from
 tissue paper. The 

m
usic, broken into by static, is oddly, recognizably A

m
erican jazz. The 

taxi-driver, stiff in a coat and turtleneck, w
ire-rim

m
ed pincers, w

's like 
v's, spent tim

e in W
est G

erm
any in a textile factory, w

hich he yearns 
for after all. Istanbul is not good place for textile, as they see: he drives 
taxi. H

e w
ould go back. Particularly now

 w
ith soldiers in the streets, 

and tanks. 
She tries to listen. W

hat is here. W
hat is there. W

hat is. So w
e have 

com
e, sailing, singing. Souls of gold on a filigree tree. In the harbor are 

fisherm
en fishing. W

hat? W
here? A

ll the boats are fisherm
en's boats? 

Y
es, yes, all, all. 

B
eyond distraction to listen alw

ays. T
hey are too broken ... his 

w
ords like undone threads of a m

etal screen ... to pinch together into 
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sense. So like gold birds on boat yards. Like spare planks for dead 
bards. Let us go then you and I. N

o, you, not I. N
ot I, nor you. 

B
ehind them

 lights flick on; spanning the B
osphorous, they stud 

the steel suspension bridge, new
ly-constructed, Turkey's pride. The 

sun's last rays filter his im
age, aloof, half-absent already. 

H
e takes her hand from

 the seat betw
een them

. "So I'll see you at 
hom

e, in a couple of w
eeks. A

 m
onth at m

ost." 
"Y

es, okay." W
hatever you say. Then again, m

aybe not. 

Every fine story m
ust leave in the m

ind of the sensitive reader an 
~ntangible residium

 of pleasure, a cadence, o quality of voice that 
15 exclusively the w

riter's ow
n, individual. unique. A quality w

hich 
one can rem

em
ber ... can experience over and over again in the m

ind 
but can never absolutely define, as one can experience in m

em
ory a 

m
elody, or the sum

m
er perfum

e of a garden. 
-W

illa C
ather 
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