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I would like to tell you a story about a man from a village close to here.
The man was accompanying the driver of a truck carrying lumber for the
construction of a mosque in his village. He wore his best suit sewn in
English fabric to look nice for his fellow townspeople. On the way, the
truck hit a kid and the driver ran away. The man tried to stop the kid’s
bleeding, padding the wounds with his clothes. The women working in the
field on the side of the road, who knew the kid, saw the accident and came
running. The women grabbed pieces of driftwood from the side of the road
and started beating the man. Though he was in a lot of pain, the man did
not resist. Because he catcalled some women at a pastry shop a week ago.
When the women got upset and left, the owner of the shop came and asked
what happened. He said the waiter was being inappropriate with the ladies.
That waiter ended up losing his job then and there in front of the man’s
eyes. While the women coming from the field on the side of the road were
beating the man senseless, he thought about the waiter and said to himself
that he deserved this. Regardless, he said to himself, “Thank god it’s yallos”

Yallos is the word for driftwood around here. When I asked the origin of it I
was told it comes from Greek. When I looked it up, I found the word yuaide,
which means coast, apparently. It seemed logical to me, fitting and [ didn’t
dwell on it that much.

To me, this was one of the rare instances of vigilante justice I hope for
frequently if not every single day. Some days, I wish for karma to strike
and for people who wronged me to be unhappy. I wish the rude guy in the
supermarket line would take a fall while walking to his car. I wish my ex’s
eggs would always be cold, and they could never eat a single warm omelet




ever. I wish the person who honked at me relentlessly in traffic would

get a huge fine 10 minutes from now. I wish the wars to end and the war
criminals to be tried in international courts. Sometimes, more often than
the others, maybe, I wish my country would also face its colonial past

as well, and one day develop a decolonial discourse in my own language

so that I won’t speak in broken English when I would like to address
something. I wish for many things. This time justice came from Turkish
peasant women beating up a man with wooden sticks that they call a Greek
word. I found it calming, just a tiny bit, but it didn’t take long; I forgot all
about it and went on wishing for the same things.

Paky, Miriam and Bihter stayed at Hiir Adalar, Alanya, for a week to think
about the displacement and forced migration of Greek and Turkish-speaking
communities in the eastern Mediterranean. This endeavor taken place

at Hiir Adalar is a part of Shifting Shores, implemented by Famagusta

New Museum, Center of Performing Arts MITOS, Famagusta Walled

City Association, Hiir Adalar and HISA! departing from a study of shared
histories and memories. I feel fortunate enough to get to know every
partner and artist and spend time with them. I take so much pride in
presenting Paky, Miriam and Bihter’s thoughts, pieces, and works that came
to be in their time in Alanya.

Fatma Belkis
Antalya, 2026
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following spread and insert- Jhtilal by Paky Vlassopoulou




somewhere in Africa during WWII

Alanya 2025
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0 City, City,eye of =Alcities, universal boast, mpru.md.m wonder
wetnurse of churches, leader of the faith, guide ofOrthodoxy ,beloved
theme of speeches, the abode of every good thing. What shall I
testify to thee? What shall I compars to thee?

Everything has been burned, savegely pillaged, mintﬁa, apat upon,
shattered to bits, beaten to a puip, and smeared with the Latin'se
driveling.Herakles' statue was melted to mint worthless coins, I was

nine when I was sent to the City from Chonae, % i 1ooked ap to my
brother, seventeen yeara my senior, as if he were Hmmkl.w. in oar
land, a man did not need strength or military skill to bé oonaidered
powerful. Humble, gentle, literaturc8koving people 1ike me oo ila
Riso find happiness there,




My palatial home in Sphorakion gleamed with mosaice, Bat even were

with manuscripts, I red Homer, Virgil, Apollonias ®mgdine. My wife

Hus pregnant with our fifth child, We had a house in Selymbria where

we spent the summer, Then, the Queen of cities f2ll tuthe Latins on

Ehe twelth day of the month of April of the meventhindication in the
year 6712,

Ithought of returning to my hometown. Yet there was no use for my talent
there., I did not know how to cultivate land or sngagzge in trade, I knew
how to comnose oratione and mediaste in tense digputes ameng high officia
Chonae would have to remain the blessed seat of my childhood,

On an unexpectedly wintry Saturdey, five days after the fall, we left
Conatantinople forever; unsure where we would end up, I retain a faint
recollection of pulling a young girl from the barbarisns' hands after
much struggle and terror, but I cannot be certain [ sm not confusing
it with a dream, it linyers ss & marky and bloodystuined daymare.

I have lived in the Nicean lands Tor two ycars now, tontinuing wmy ey
oxistence as & yolic., Ny experionce, accuwmulated through yemra of hard
labour and angish, is pnassed {rowm hand to haend like an objyect bargained
over in thc agors, gldnced &t unwillingly Ly unletteded mun who could
nuver gragp the trie nature of knowledguor the divine.

The Nicoons trest us as if we Were aliocns, My trusted patrons or friends
1% whom [ nad placed hizh hopes, abandoned me, Tho city is crowded

with oxiled burcaucrats who haVe bucome uselouss overnight. When I am
not ridiculed, I am offercd jobs of laaghingestock qaality, vhich I
wccept only to prevent my family from starviag. My goul drifts from
one patron to the next, from one position to ®nother. Not like Jason,
no., Like the lowliest sailor on the 1ll-fated Arge., The stones of tae
Symplegades walt to crush me betwwen thenm,

The city 4id not f&ll vhen the Latins senled the wells.It fell when men
of goodwill,lekrning, dnd generosity perished in exile. The Latins,
thos® haters of the beastiful, destroyed only the flesh of Bysantion,
Wy fullow Roman c¢itizens dostroyed its soul.

And thus, noble things were exchangud far petty ones, those works wrough
with such devotion Were roduced to hollow coina.

: v i 3 Fa ) \
&_V'f“‘k)\}x&aﬁﬁﬁ;"fr\-’(:t P*k‘;"*‘*\"( T vgﬁi}a Kool t ‘f:
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THIS 18 tho first page of my aatobiograghy written while I wagte
my years at a vulgor gosmetics ehop in Kaleigl, Denizli, Wiwulgar,

yoi may agk. Becgise ‘I find that all this o.phasias on body hajx,

black sooks, impupritica, add czllises to be removed is the vory deliniti
of vulgarity. Ah, yoi might 2ls> wonder why a 25yyear-old insisnificant
woman woild .rite am sutobiography. Because until now my linusge has
spokon only in mirmima,

Lot mu begin with the oldest atory I know. It is a foolish tale
' 3*;?%55 Sggoagh olr fraily for scnerationsa, and my greit-grandmother
who passog it to me, She said that centuries ngo, when the enemy entered
the village and burned evgry house, one of my anceators escaped the
flamos, 18 @seized by the enemy, but was saved by a saint who palled
her from their hands, ond somehow found hexr way to Grevena. Centuries
wont hy,and thos. Orthodox forebears, living ander Ottoman rule, sven-
tually converted to Islam., The elders say a Russo~-Turkish vwar was
the cailse, They also mention in Albanian posnhy whose name I can never
reamymbeTy ..




The last thing I know for certain is that my gresi-great-grandparents
were Huslims living on Greck  soll, and, in I%23, duaring the infamou:
popalation exchange, they were semt to Honaz, ¥nown in the old times

18 Chonge.

We are ealled the Vallahndes, THEY say the name comes from vallahi

ng if our ancestors wished to declare again and again:"By God, wa are
Huslima, truly."

Porgive the interruption, a customer has jusi isked for a fiery red
inail polish, 2I8, and some cold wax for her upper-leg hair, = more
idelicate region than the lower leg. She neither looked me in the eye
nor thanked me. The uncivil are ev rywhere, Anyway, let me continue,

The first of our family who arrived in Honaz werc ridieculed.
They were called gavar, although they swore Bhey werc Muslims. One
great-aint was spat on in primary school at the age of seven because
her Turkish soundd clumasy.

Her mother had been a2 reaspected figure in Grevena, known for settling
quarreld between stabboin  neighbdurs. She sacrificed o lamb 1t ench
Eid and taught her children to play the lite. People mought her sut
whenev r trouble brewed in the ne ghbourhood: two brothers disputing
% boundary stone in the fields, a girl resiatsing an undesired
|marriage, n mother demanding the return of her daughter's troussesu.
|Bhe always wore purple dresses, believing it to be the colour of royalty
the chldur of the Porphyrogenitus., She c¢laimed that her ancestors

{kad lived in the Poli, that they had been born in 2 chamber lined

|with porphyry mirble, and that they had fled only whem the enesmy nttacka
|1 must confess THAT she went fuarther and claimed she wes the reincar—
Ination of Theodora. Yet none of these regal dreams shiclded her daughter
from humiliation. She waa spat on in an overly crowded classroom in
Honaz, surreunded by forty children.

Foar generations have passed, I still speak Greck only when I wn drunk.
My Vallhdes friends aid I gather sometimes in Gdz Park and sing
Greek odes when the raki leosens our tongues.




I told yoi this is the prologue to my autoblography. Sefore I
oontinis, I must speak of a mtatue. I saw it in the now-deuwolished
Antalya Museam. [ raui.umbar a feeling as if my blood wers draiving
awny, Before me¢ stood the Archan .l sabricl, «ith ismacalate curls
und vings catterned with iescock feathers. His mentle was fasten:d
at the shouldur /ith a otrooch, and his name vas chiseled on naurule.

A4 I oame closer, I notided an unepexted alviabet on thz disk he
lield 4n his right hand. It wais frabic, and the disk bore the word
Allah, ald 4 conturies ait . r the statue was first carvad. Thave
na ‘ur meon a olearer imaze of myself and ofthe Vall:hid.a.

That La shy [ #ill start my tal. in Antalya, becai=s ouly in thes
shadow of that hybrid angel did I [inally recognize the shape of
my own fraclired linenge.

Bilitor Szharo¥lu

L
fff.ai’\.lfgz 2043

Ocigingl tort was writdan on s typowriter and duplicatesd 0r 2 miwaoyraph




Bihter Sabanoglu, born in 1980 in Istanbul, is an author and art critic living
between Paris and Istanbul. After completing her education at Notre Dame
de Sion French Girls’ High School, she pursued English Literature studies
at lstanbul University. She earned her master’s degree in English Language
and Literature from Paris 111 Sorbonne Nouvelle and received training in
various disciplines, including Greek and Egyptian epigraphy and Byzantine
art history, at the Ecole du Louvre. Currently, she is a Ph.D. candidate in
Byzantine Art History at Sorbonne Paris IIT University. Her body of work
encompasses independent historical research as well as art history, con-
temporary art, and literature. Her articles and essays have been regularly
fentured in publications such as Toplumsal Tarih, Yillik: Annual of Istanbul
Studies, Art Unlimited, Manifold, Sanat Kritik, and Sanat Diinyamz. In 2022, she
released her debut novel titled Siipheli Seylerin Kesfi.

Miriam Gatt is passionate about making things mean and finding mean-
ing with others. She self-publishes a series of prayer books, collects rocks,
writes modern parables, eats words and hosts workshops. She is also one
of the founding members of the publishing initiative Fisherwomxn based in
Nicosia, Cyprus.

fky Vlassopoulou is a visual artist primarily working in sculpture. In
recent years her works revolve around the concepts of confinement,
care and hospitality, while the themes of shelter and home are recurring
in her practice, with clay as a frequently used medium. Her work has

been exhibited in leading cultural institutions, including the Sharjah Art
Poundation, National Museum of Contemporary Art, Athens (EMST),
Onassis Stegi, Thessaloniki Biennale, Benaki Museumn, NEON Foundation
& Whitechapel Gallery, and New Museum & DESTE Foundation.
Vlassopoulou is an Onassis AiR Fellow and recipient of the ARTWORKS
Artists Pellowship by Stavros Niarchos Foundation (SNF). In 2012,
together with artists Chrysanthi Koumianaki and Kosmas Nikolaou, she co-
founded 3 137, an artist-run space operating in Athens, Greece.




In a letter he wrote to Arza Erhat, the Fisherman of Halicarnassus
described the islands, land, and sea between the Aegean and the western
Mediterranean as Arsipel, referring to the entire region as “hiir adalar,” or
“the sovereign islands.” Is the fantasy of economically liberated sovereign
island states amid the ocean of the global economy even possible? Founded
in response to this fantasy, Hiir Adalar is an artist residency program and
publishing initiative.

Hiir Adalar is in east Arsipel, in Alanya.
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When the first migrants from Kyme came ashore to setilein this
land, they forgot the Greek language and
staried speaking a foreign language.

Teaz from archeological sie in Side, Turkey
citing Arrianos (1.12.9)

Look, we wil change evervthing, all the meanings.

Anne Carson




(un)spelling

Prepare a large peece of dough (suggested recipe in the et pages).

Set a table wick everything vou will need: dough, flowr, paper, pens,
Jorks, knives, almonds, raiving, sesame seeds or other seeds.

Gather around the table.,

It was a certain hour of the afternoon and we had
agreed to meet at your maother’s house and then go
swimming. A gentle wind swept across the front
yard. You poured fresh lemonade into two glass
chalices and placed the book | had lent you on the
table between us as an omen for good conversation.
You said you enjoyed reading it so much that it
made you want to pray.

As we sat sipping lemonade, | thought about asking
you what you meant by praying. A flock of birds flew
above us and on top of the sea. | thought this must
be a sign for something. | had gotten accustomed to
thinking things were signs without knowing what the
signs were for, | waited for the moment when the
sign would reveal its secret meaning and | would
jump in fear at how all secrets, when revealed, are in
fact simple. Maybe that moment would not come at
all or maybe it would come later. But there was no
need to wait for it as it would surely come on iis
own, just like the night comes only when it wishes
and not a minute before.




When it wished and not 2 minute before, night
came. We listened to the sound of the waves
crushing on the shore. We dug our fingers into the
damp sand and wrote words. Difficult words. Long
words. Hopeful words. Thankful words. Desperate
ones toc. We wrote them as they came to us
because we were trying to empty ourselves without
thinking. Night fell and the tide rose, clearing the
shores of writing.

As we watched our words disappear under the laced
edges of the waves | thought maybe this was us
praying. That night we fell asleep outside. | dreamt
of our words being carried outwards by the sea, how
they loosened and unspelled themselves. You
dreamt of a faceless mass of flesh on the shores, a
beautiful decaying giant called language. What do
you do when language washes out on your shore?

Pass a piece of dough o each partcipan.
Ask pastcipants to spend time with the dough wiale they Usen.

Explean the toale. They may use firks to form the dough,
They may wuse rus, seeds and raising to decorate it ete.

What do you do when language washes out on your
shore? In your dream you bit it. You said you felt you
were taking a bite of something much larger. You bit
into language and it felt like cannibalism. Ycu said
everything feels like cannibalism if you think about it
too much.

When | moved to Cyprus | didn’t understand a word
and had to swallow the whole world. We all swallow
the whole world at least once. We swallow it word by
word to create a reflection of our outsides in our
insides. We use this refiection of the world to
produce meaning. in-order for meaning to function
we must have faith in this reflection of the world
which we call language. { must have faith in later,
faith in simple, faith in outside, faith in and, faith in it
too. | must have faith in every single word that
makes up this text and that | have swallowed.

The sea was shallow close to the shore. | was
swimming on my back, head tilted to the point
where | could see the bottom of the Mediterranean
upside down. | wanted to swim further in to avoid
seeing the bottom. In Maltese we say ha nohirog
il-barra (I am going outside) to mean going deeper
inio the sea. In Cypriot Greek we say, ev va ¢kw efw
{t am going outside) to mean going cut toward the
shore. | back stroked through the waves. | opened
my eyes and saw the inverted Mediterranean
changing colours, fading into a blackness. This dark
bottom of the sea is a mysterious hole into which |
often empty myself of words.

Here are some words, As vou hear them, ler vourself be carried
away by their sonnd. Dont iy to grasp them all. choose one
e prdls your artention and hold onto it.




faith
fate
feather
fever
never
eighth
weight
hate
late
wake
awake
remake
date
day
monday
sunday
tuesday
ashtray
doomsday
okay
that way
this way
sunray
sun
sung
tongue
stung
island
dryland
lung
hope
rope

nnanea

soap
envelope
cope
copper
stopper
proper
grasshopper
grass
glass
trespass
pass
passing
something
missing
kissing
things
flings
swings
sings
clings
wings
rings
spring
springing
bringing
flings
things
strings
wings
kings
beings
things

thin
tin
tine
tone
hone
hollow
home
chrome
foam
warm
ward
card
cord
cold
fold
moid
moliding
mending
pending
ending
sleeping
sleep
sheep
sheet
reap
heap
heal
feel
phone
gemstone
ingrown
grown

fram rana e

stone
bone
alone
flown
loan
stone
stane
shane
shall
shell
spell
spill
spin
spine
spined
inside
in side
in love
in tend
in port
in ward
word
words




Words don't come easy to me. Often | stutter.

I need to restart many times before | find my tiny
path. Maybe it is that | have swallowed too many
words or maybe it is that | am a woman who
sometimes has doubts in language.

| doubt language the most when | recite those
frequent prayers. As soon as | say the words
“Father” | hesitate and stop. To place faith in that
word woutd be to uphold a creation that includes
everything | wish to unmake. For it is through words
that our world was created and it is through words
that it may be destroyed. | tried replacing the word
“Father” with “Mother” countless times and still
could not believe what was coming out of my
mouth. Then, | replaced the words with the names of
people | knew: “J, | abandon myself into your
hands.” and | asked: Can | give myself to her this
way? De | dare abandon myself like that? Would it
be good for me, or even for them? Or do | do that
every day, because love always moves in that
direction? It is humbling and frightening. It is easier
to be with strangers who could not ask a thing from
me, in whose hands | did not surrender. The difficulty
persists. Right now, | am finding it difficult to say
“Do with me what you will. Whatever you may do,
| thank you.” What | am finding easiest to say is the
last line: “For you are mine.”

But doubt is not the oppaosite of faith. Faith is a
living thing because it walks hand-in-hand with
doubt. If there was only certainty and nc doubt,
there would be no mystery—and therefore no need
for faith. So faith in language necessitates doubt in
words. It necessitates that | bring the words | have
swallowed outside of myself and place them side
by side with yours. What does “prayer” mean?
What does “p-r-a-y-e-r" mean to you?

“In the beginning was the Word. And the Word was
with God and the Word was God."” Lately | wonder
who God was speaking to in the beginning. Did he
walk through the universe talking to himself,
speaking things into existence? Perhaps God
prayed everything into being. Yet my words are
worn out by so many uses. They appear everywhere
and are nowhere. | am trying to unspell these
words. To return these words to words. Words
going back to words by order of utterance until they
become as strong as when first uttered, a burst of
light in the mouth of a creator, an infinite word,
burning, inseparable.

The beginning is a monologue.

A wanting so strong it produces sound.
A sound so strong.

it produces everything.




I

| want

| want to

i want to have

| want to have words

| want to have words that

| want to have words that do

| want to have words that do not

| want to have words that do not undo

| want to have words that do not undo me.

| pray like that now
I say what | want.
The wanting is the prayer.

You may replace the word you furve chosen ealrier with any other
word from any-language, Dot tfind: 100 much abowt it. It can be a
word with specit! meaning 1o you or just ¢ word vou heard today.

Scratch each lesier of the word onio individual seeds.

Parrone: Write your chosen word and a seory thar you connecr io
his word. Take some time 10 think about it before you write
anyihing down.




FPart nvo: Gatfer the seeds in vour hands and drop them onto a siur-
JSace. Observe the unincended arrangemene—lercer clusters thar form
new words. Repeat the drop a fei times, Practice propouncing these
mmwented words. Notice how they sound. Puck thiee to carry ahead.

Parz three: Annwer the following quesidons for each of the new
words: If they were a place where would they be? If they werea
thing or creature what would they be? if they were a feeling or
conceps, what would they express?




Arrange the nuts with your word on your dough as vou pleise and
hake in a kigh temperarire oven. Set @ tmer for 30 minutes. e EE e S

Keeping yowr previowus noves for reference, wiie freely for twenty
minutes while utving ife anaggrams and the meanings You have
arrbuted o them: in place io prop vou up when you can tifunk of
anyehing else i write. Your relationship with the chosen word is
your centred story. Allow yowrself o go on rangents and oy 10 not
SOP W, = pmpmes

Far your creations and siure your thoughes about
the words vou unspelied,







Bough recipe:

Thisisa recipe fora traduiona] Malese easier sweet called Figola,
You mary wase any other recipe or a dough of water, salr and flour 1o
meke abjects that mayv be preserved.

dngredients:

550 g plein flowr (4 273 cupas)
225 g cold bagter (1 cup)

150 g cster sugar (203 eup)
zestof eone demon

zest of one orange
Jjutce of one orange

3 egg volks

2 usp vanilla exiracr

Optional almond filling wseng the three wiites of ifie eggs:
J00 g ground almonds (3 cups)

300 g icing sugar (3 cups)

3 egg whites

1 asp almond essence

zest of one lemon

7

1 fnalarge bowd miv the flour and the culed baster io
a crumbly miiure,

2 Add all the remaining ingredients except the juice of
an orange, and mix well,

3. Slowly start adding the juice and combine unil a
smooth sofi dough is formed.

4. Wrap in cling film and lec i rest in the fridge for an hour,

W

For the almond filfing, add all the ingredienes togeifer and nuix
well w gera pesie. Wrap in cling film and refrigercie
Joran fiour,
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Parts of this text are inspired by conversations with
my dear friends Sonia Neidorf & Nicola Mitropoulou

Edited by loulita Toumazi & Seta Astreou-Karides

Special thanks to Fatma Belkis who hosted me in
Alanya at Hiir Adalar Residency were | started
writing this prayer book.




This prayer book invites you to ponder on words as
something tactile that can be created and de-created.
Rather than treating language as a cannon that fires the
outside world into us, how may we practice bringing what
lives within us outward? Inspired by Simone Weil's notion of
de-creation—the dissolving of the self to make space for the
spiritual —it suggests prayer not as a request but as an act of
intentionally emptying ourselves from language. This text has
been read at multiple workshops hosted by the author and is
open to be used and adapted by others who
wish to re-enchant words.







