“Kapi ag¢ilip da salona girdikleri anda,
basima gelecek olan felaketi anlamistim.
Ayni erkedi c¢ilginca seven iki gozikara
rahibenin, en kanli zamanlarinda yliz yilize
gelmesi gibiydi ilk karsilasmamiz. Sanki
benimle hesaplasmaya gelmisti. Bana
gliniimii gosterecekti. Kana kandi. Ya o, ya
bendi. Salonun ortasinda caresiz
kalakalmistim. Karsimda bes yasinda bir
kiz c¢ocugu degil, fettan, suh ve kindar
bir kadin vardi. Ben 0Oyle basima gelecek
felaketleri sezmis olmanin saskinligiyla
aval aval bakinirken, annesinin yanindan
kopup, =zarif oldudunu sandigi gosterisli
adimlarla yanima geldi. Ylzinde, pembe
dizilerdeki =zengin, iyi edgitim gdrmiis,
kotid kalpli geng kizlara ©zgi carpik bir
gilimsemeyle, manalili bir sekilde elini

uzatarak: “Merhaba, ben Tugde,” dedi.”

YUKSEK TOPUKLAR, MURATHAN MUNGAN

“The moment the door opened and they
came 1into the living room, I understood
the disaster about to befall me. Our
first meeting was like a bloody
confrontation between two desperate
women madly in love with the same man.
It was as 1if she’d come to settle the
score. She was going to give me what I
deserved. It was blood for blood. Her or
me. I stood helpless in the middle of
the living room. What I faced was not a
five- year-old child but a cunning, bold,
vindictive woman. While I looked around
stupefied with shock, sensing what was
about to happen to me, she 1left her
mother’s side and came over to me,
taking affected little steps she thought
were elegant. She held out her hand
meaningfully with a crooked smile on her
face characteristic of the rich, well-
educated, black-hearted ingénues of soap

opera: "Hello, I’'m Tugde," she said”

H GH HEELS, MJURATHAN MUNGAN
Transl ated by Victoria Hol brook
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