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KARAHAN’IN MIRASI
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TURKCE:

Kara Han’in, diinyanin tam ortasina diktigi dokuz dalli bir aga¢ oldugu sdylenir. Her dalinda
tomurcuklanan bitkileri, agmaya yiiz tutmus giiz yaprakli ¢igekleri ve gdlgesinde bir cocugun
serinledigi el ¢cekmis govdesi hayal edilirdi.

Dokuz dalli o agacin kokleri diinyay1 bir damar gibi sardiginda her bolgeye kendinden pargalar
birakmust1. Iki dagin ortasindan akan bir nehir, zelzelelere karsilik aglayan kayalar ve belki de
esi goriilmemis bitkiler.

Dagmik koklerin en derini Istanbul’a uzandiginda elliden fazla parcasmi buraya
dokundurmustu. Dokundugu her yerde bahgelerin essiz bitkileri yavas yavas filizlenmeye ve
belki de kiiciik bir ¢cocugun boyu uzayana kadar sonu sonsuzluk c¢emberinde yanmaya
basglamistir.



O cocuk biiyiidiigiinde golgesinde dinlendigi, dallarindan karnini doyurdugu ve giizelligine ilk
kez siir yazdig1 o agaca yeniden bakiyordu. Dallar sevingle kipirdamaya basladiginda aslinda
yakinligin eli sandig1 bir canavari biiylitmiistii. Parmaklar1 dallarin en ucuna dokundugunda
kemik kirar gibi dalin1 kirmisti. Agacin yaslari yillara binmis gibi kuru yapraklari doktiigiinde
yeryiiziine bahsettigi her seyi karsisinda buluyordu.

O cocuktan geriye kalan hic¢bir duygu yoktu. Ne ayn1t masumluk ne ayr1 kavuk. Canavar, agacin
her dalmi kirip doktiigiinde, gévdesine testere izi biraktiginda yavas yavas oliiyordu. Agac
kendi sonuna yaklastikca onun koklerinden dogan bitkiler kuruyordu. Kor kuyulara diisen o
151k damlas1 birkagini kurtarmaya yetmisti.

Istanbul’'umun endemik bitkilerini yok eden simdi o ¢ocuk mudur?

Tut, birakma o ¢ocuk elini, yok etme dogmayacak bitkileri.

INGILIZCE:

It is said that there once stood a nine-branched tree, planted by Kara Han at the very center of
the world. Each branch bore buds, blossoms of almost-fallen autumn leaves, and provided shade
under its drawn trunk where a child could seek refuge.

As the roots of that nine-branched tree wrapped around the world like veins, they left fragments
of themselves in every region. A river flowing between two mountains, rocks weeping in
response to earthquakes, and perhaps unparalleled flora.

When the scattered roots reached deepest into Istanbul, they touched it with over fifty
fragments, where gardens flourished with unique plants slowly budding in every place they
touched, igniting within the infinite circle until a child grew tall.

As the child grew, revisiting the tree under whose shade they rested, from whose branches they
fed, and to whose beauty they once composed poetry. When the branches began to stir with joy,
what was believed to be closeness had actually nurtured a monster. With fingers that broke
branches like bones, the child shattered a branch when touching its tip. When the tree shed its
tears like ages-old dry leaves, it scattered everything before it on the earth.

No emotion remained of that child, neither the same innocence nor separate crown. As the
monster broke and destroyed every branch of the tree, leaving saw marks on its trunk, it slowly
met its demise. As the tree approached its end, the plants born from its roots withered. Yet, that
single drop of light falling into blind wells managed to save a few.

Now, is it that child who destroys the endemic plants of my Istanbul?"

Hush, do not forsake that child's hand, do not destroy the yet-to-bloom flowers.



