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Bu kitapgik, Hafiza Merkezi'nin Hatirlayanlar: Genglerle Kolektif Hafiza ve
Kentler Arasi Kiltirel Paylasim projesinden yola c¢ikarak olusturulmustur.
Hatirlayanlar projesi, 2021 yilindan bu yana geng¢ kusaklarla birlikte hafiza
calismalarini tartismak ve genglerin aktif katilimini tesvik etmek igin
surdirdigimiz Hafiza ve Genglik programinin bir pargasidir. Eyl0Ul
2025-EylUl 2026 arasi yirittigimuiz projenin amaci, Turkiye'deki kirilgan
ve fragmanter hafiza sahasini daha gugli, kapsayici ve baglantili kilmak
Uzere kalici isbirligi ve dayanisma zemini olusturmakti. Bir yil boyunca,
Turkiye'nin farkli sehirlerinden genglerle yerel aktorleri bir araya getirerek
yerel hafiza g¢alismalarini goérunir kilmak ve genglerin bu alandaki
katilimini artirmak igin bes ayri sehirde yerel istirakgilarla birlikte 6zgun bir
model gelistirmeyi hedefledik.

Proje kapsaminda bulugsmalar gergeklestirdigimiz bes kent; Eskisehir
(Aralik 2025), iskenderun (Ocak 2026), Rize-Findikli (Subat 2026), izmir
(Mart 2026) ve Van (Nisan 2026) oldu. Her yerelde 20-35 yas arasi
genglerin  katilimina agik genglik bulusmalari dizenledik ve bu
bulusmalara farkli illerden gelen Hafiza ve Genglik program katilimcilarini
dahil ettik. Oturumlarda yereldeki hafiza ¢aligmalari ile kiltir sanat
Uretimleri ele alindi, katilimci gengler kendi hafiza anlatilarini ve
yaklasimlarini paylasma imkani buldu. Etkilesimli atolyelerde gengler
kigUk grup olarak hafizalastirma projelerini tasarlayarak g¢evre, toplumsal
cinsiyet, kiltUrel gesitlilik gibi konularin hafiza sahasinda nasil daha gorinur
olabilecegini tartisti. Ayrica, bu genglik bulusmalari kapsaminda her
sehirde geng gruplarin katilimiyla hafiza yuriuyisleri gergeklestirildi.
Yuruyusler bilgilendirici anlatilar esliginde,yerel aktorlerle dogrudan
temas kurularak saglandi.

Elinizdeki bu kitapgik, 19 Eylil 2026 tarihinde istanbul'da
dizenleyedigimiz proje kapanis calistayinda yerel bulusmalara katilan
genglerin sectikleri fotograflarla beraber yazdiklari kisa yazilari da
kapsayan serginin igeriginden derlendi. Bu kitapgikla sergiyi kalici bir
hale getirmek istedik. Genglerin, hatirlama, unutma ve bir arada olmaya
dair sozler, bizi hafiza galismalarini bireysel ve toplumsal boyutlariyla
disinmeye, ¢ok katmanl yerel tarihleri cogul ve elestirel anlatilara dahil
etmeye davet ediyor.

Bu projeyi mimkun kilan CultureCIVIC: Kultur Sanat Destek Programi ve
Olof Palme Uluslararasi Merkezi'ne; projeyi tasarlamakta katkida bulunan
ve yerel bulusmalari dizenleyen istirakgilerimiz Muzaffer Kaya (Eskisehir),
Misel Uyar (iskenderun), Gola Dernedi (Rize, Findikli), Bayetav (izmir) ve
Aryen Sanat (Van)'a ve projeye katilan, calismalarimiza ilham vermeye devam
eden tUm genglere tesekkirlerimizi sunuyoruz.
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Those Who Remember

Youth in the Memory Field

2025-2026

This booklet was created as part of Hafiza Merkezi's Those Who Remember:
Collective Memory and Inter-City Cultural Exchanges project, building on
our Memory and Youth programme, through which we have been discussing
memory work with younger generations and encouraging their active
participation since 2021.

The project, which we carried out between September 2025 and September
2026, aimed to establish a lasting foundation for collaboration and solidarity
in order to make Turkey's fragile and fragmented memory landscape
stronger, more inclusive, and more interconnected. Over the course of a
year, we sought to develop an original model together with five local
partners, bringing young people from different cities across Turkey together
with local actors to make local memory initiatives more visible and increase
young people's participation in this field.

Our five stops were Eskisehir (December 2025), iskenderun (January 2026),
Rize-Findikli (February 2026), izmir (March 2026), and Van (April 2026). In
each location, we organised youth gatherings open to young people aged
20-35, bringing together the local youth and participants in the Memory and
Youth programme from different localities. The sessions explored local
memory work and cultural production, offering young participants the
opportunity to share their own memory narratives and approaches. During
interactive workshops, young people worked in small groups to design
memory projects and discussed how issues such as the environment,
gender, and cultural diversity could become more visible within the memory
field. As part of these gatherings, memory walks were also organised in each
city. Guided by local experts, the walks provided opportunities for direct
engagement with local actors.

At the project's closing conference, held in Istanbul on 19 September 2026,
we exhibited short texts written by young people who had participated in
the local gatherings, alongside photographs they had selected. With this
booklet, we wanted to create a lasting record of the exhibition. Their
reflections on remembering, forgetting, and being together invite us to
consider the individual and collective dimensions of memory work and to
build plural and critical narratives incorporating the multilayered local
histories.

We would like to thank CultureCIVIC: Cultural and Artistic Support
Programme and the Olof Palme International Center for making this project
possible; Muzaffer Kaya (Eskisehir), Misel Uyar (iskenderun), Gola Association
(Rize-Findikli), Bayetav (izmir), and Aryen Sanat (Van), our local partners who
organised the gatherings and contributed to the design of the project ; and
all the young people who participated in the project and continue to inspire
our work.
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Afife Ebrar Aydin/ Rize

We took this photo during our spring trip to Van. For me, it brings back the
excitement and curiosity we all shared as we wandered around the church
on Akdamar Island.

The architectural details, the stories held in the memory of this place...
We kept pointing things out to one another, talking excitedly as though we
were discovering something new at every turn.

What | value deeply about Hafiza Merkezi is the way it brings us into places
like this through its projects and activities, giving us the chance to
encounter their histories and memories firsthand.

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember
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| do not think | have ever walked for so long in the rain in Izmir. And yet, our
curiosity and enthusiasm never faded along the way. Through the
backstreets of Basmane and the narrow passageways of Kemeralti, under the
puzzled looks of people wondering, "What are these people doing out here
in this rain?", we walked into a memory shaped by many layers, identities,
and cultures.
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Aysa Bosnak Borekgisi

You are looking out through the window of a layered site of memory, where
the urban memory of izmir's Kemeralti intertwines with the cultural memory
of the Bosnian diaspora. The recipes may carry traces of Yugoslav traditions
and Islamic civilization, but their ingredients come from the fertile Gediz
and Menderes basins.

| find myself wondering what brought these two beautiful geographies
together. Yes, | remember. | know. Perhaps those who survived the Bosnian
genocide found refuge in the spaces left behind by those who had been
forced to leave the city during the Great Fire of Izmir.

| want to ask the bare oak tree outside to bear witness.

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember
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Aysel Oztiirk/ Rize

Taken during the "Those Who Remember" gathering in Rize by one of the
participants, this photograph seems to show one of the stretches of the
Firtina River in Camlihemsin where the water still runs free.

Five years ago, driving alongside the Firtina, | remember thinking how
strange it was for a river to be called "Firtina”"—Storm. Through the car
window, | watched the water rush and tumble over enormous rocks,
overflowing with energy. The river would not stop, would not settle. It was
just like a storm.

This year, in early September, | returned to the Firtina. | saw the stretches
that had escaped the hydroelectric power plants, only to be ravaged by
stone quarries. | watched, and | thought.

When the enormous rocks and stones the river once leapt over so
exuberantly are torn from its bed and crushed into sand; when its waters
disappear underground as a result, only to return in the form of
landslides—does only the memory of the water change?

Doesn't the memory of a community change too—a community that once
knew the sound of the river, watched its waters with their own eyes, sat by
its banks and talked? And might that memory, too, gradually fall silent?

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember
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Bermal Akil/ izmir

| wanted to choose a photograph | had taken myself—a moment | had seen
with my own eyes. This photo from the Izmir Memory Walk may capture a
single moment, but it also tells us so much about what unfolds over time.

It was my first time in Izmir. | arrived with quite a few assumptions and
preconceptions about the city. On a rainy day, people from very different
backgrounds came together to discover izmir and its history.

The umbrellas in the photograph reminded me a little of us. Like their
different colors, we were all different from one another, yet we had so much
in common. We were all there on that rainy day for the Izmir Memory Walk.
Those of us who, like me, had no umbrella of our own found shelter under our
friends' umbrellas. Somehow, those colorful umbrellas created their own
little space of solidarity.

Hafiza Merkezi reminds me of those umbrellas, too. It is a “colorful” space
where different people come together, make room for one another, and find
themselves under the same roof.

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember
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Bervan Tan/ iskenderun

During our walk in Iskenderun, | had the chance to see the Karasun Manuk
Armenian Church for the first time. As we stood outside the church and
listened to the stories being shared, | found myself growing more and more
curious about the place.

| began to wonder what traces of the past had survived into the present, and
what had changed over time. As we continued walking together that day, |
learned so much about Iskenderun that | had never known before. Seeing a
place for the first time while also learning about its past felt like learning to
look at it differently. It made me realize that cities are more than what we
see of them today; they also carry the traces of different lives that have
passed through them over time.

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember



.
[08)

BiUsra Kog/ izmir




Bisra Kog/ izmir

There is a difference between living in a city and truly getting to know it.
This is my fifth year in Izmir. Over these five years, | have come to know its
streets, its squares, its crowds, and the rush of everyday life. Always
hurrying from one place to another, | was living in the Izmir of the present.
The Memory Walk showed me a different Izmir. | began to think about the
stories that had gathered behind the places | passed by every day, the lives
that had changed, and the traces that had faded over time.

That day, | realized that cities are more than just the places we live. They are
also stories left to us by those who came before, stories that we, in turn, will
pass on to others.

| have lived in Izmir for five years. That day, | also learned, in some small way,
how to remember.

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember
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How do you leave behind mountains where every slope holds a memory?

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember
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Cansu Kahraman/ Eskisehir

This tree lives in a garden in Eskisehir, surrounded by ivy. It looks older than
| am, but | have no idea how old it is or what it has witnessed.

| saw it for the first time during a cold night walk in Eskisehir. There were
only a few ivy leaves left on the fence, which made the tree more visible
from the outside.

It was not the first time | had seen a clothed tree. | walked past it without
thinking about the meaning of the names written on it.

Three years later, on another cold but sunny day, | learned that the garden
where this tree stands had once belonged to the National Intelligence
building and, before that, had been the site of a church. How strange: both
a church and an intelligence building had occupied the same garden. Is this
how spaces overlap through time? How many layers of history can a single
place contain?

Today, the garden is used for cultural activities. There is so much we do not
know about time and space.

The name on the clothed tree belongs to people who lost their lives in the
massacre that took place in front of Ankara train station on 10 October 2015.
This is a memorial tree. Not a tree you simply pass by, but one you are asked
to stop in front of and remember.

Just like the many things that have been left in oblivion across my country.

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember
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A day in Eskisehir when we came together to remember a shared past. At
Adimlar Bookstore, multilingual songs played by the Barisa Ezgiler (Songs
for Peace) band accompanied us throughout the day. As we gathered to
reflect on the many layers of Eskisehir's social memory, listening to this
band, founded by the Academics for Peace, felt especially meaningful.

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember
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Dogan Kalak/ iskenderun

This photograph, taken during our trip to Iskenderun in autumn, became the
strongest memory | carried away from the trip. As a port city, Iskenderun has
been home over the years to people of different faiths and identities, and it
still carries the traces of this past today. The church in the photograph is one
of the quiet and imposing witnesses to this history.

But the building bears the marks not only of the past, but also of the
devastation the earthquake left across the city. Although part of the
structure has collapsed, seeing the bell tower still standing gives a sense of
hope.

For me, this image shows that, amid the destruction, a piece of the past has
survived into the present, and that the memory of the city has not been
completely erased. This is why | see the photograph as a record of both
Iskenderun's past and its present.

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember

2/



28

Hélin Tekin/ izmir




Hélin Tekin/ izmir

| took this photo on a day when | found myself in one of Izmir's streets | had
never known before, and began to leave some of my preconceptions about
the city behind. Before coming here, | had thought of Izmir mostly in terms
of its present, and perhaps through the way it looked from the outside. Now,
when | think of the city, it is not only the sea and its streets that come to
mind, but also the stories of Basmane, migrations, those who disappeared,
those who were left behind—and the people who are learning about all of
this together, sometimes gathered around the same story, sometimes simply
stopping at a street corner to talk.

In that sense, | came to realize how meaningful it is to get to know a city
through one another's eyes, rather than simply walking through it on our
own.

| think what | love most about this photo is the way we were in that moment:
out in the rain, under our umbrellas, discovering together a city we hardly
knew...

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember
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llgaz Berk Atasever/ Van

During our gathering in Van, it meant a great deal to me to finally set foot
on Akdamar Island and visit the Holy Cross Church, a place | had been
reading about and hearing stories of for some time. Standing firm against
attempts to erase the memory of the region's multicultural past, the Holy
Cross Church remains a living testavment to Van's memory.

On this island in the middle of Lake Van, surrounded by mountains, our
memory walk became a bridge connecting us with the past.

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember
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Almond trees, Lake Van, and the mountain whose name I've forgotten...
When we went to Akdamar Island, someone said how lucky we were,
because we had arrived just as the almond trees were in bloom. And that
was how | felt, too. | hope you get the chance to see the almond blossoms,
or Lake Van, or that snow-covered mountain whose name I've forgotten. You
really do feel lucky.

But | think that even if no one had told me we happened to be there at this
particular moment in the almond trees' cycle, | would still have counted
myself lucky. | would still have carried that feeling with me.

Every encounter we had in Van made me feel this way. And then, as | was
leaving Van, | realized it just as the tail of the plane left the lake behind. The
persistence behind these gatherings had made all of this too real to be a
matter of luck.

So, if you happen to miss the newly blossomed almond trees or the
snow-covered mountains, don't think of yourself as unlucky. Because there
is no luck. There are gatherings.

Greetings.

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember
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ilyas Kirilmaz/ iskenderun

As someone who lives in Iskenderun, | pass by the castle every day. But to
be honest, until now | knew very little about its history or how much
suffering had taken place there.

During the walk we took as part of the program, | was surprised to hear the
story of the castle. It made me realize just how much the places we see
every day can hold. Since then, | haven't been able to look at the castle in
quite the same way. Now, whenever | pass by, | find myself thinking about its
past as well.

Through the program, | had the chance to get to know both the city I live in
and this historic place | had been passing by every day without really
knowing.

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember
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It has probably stood in the same place for millions of years, bearing
witness. Mount Artos—the mountain a whole district rests against, and the
backdrop to the church on Akdamar Island. It still silently carries on its
shoulders thousands of structures, cultures, and human lives that have
changed, been destroyed, and been built again over the years.

During our visit to Akdamar Island with Hafiza Merkezi, | felt that Artos was
with us all the way from Cicekli to the island—both watching us and
accompanying us like a guide who knew everything there was to know about
the region.

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember
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Muzaffer Kaya/ Eskisehir
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Dear Yuksel abi, YUksel Tuna.

He joined our gathering as a living memory of the city. And how naturally he
connected with the young people. He shared with us his knowledge of the
city, his observations, and his memories. He told us the story of Eskisehir
through its people, its labor, and its leftist movement.

Avlu Sanat, which he founded together with his wife, Gulser Abla, has the
makings of becoming one of the city's places of memory.

And Adimlar Bookstore, which hosted our gathering, is one of those places
where we felt completely at home.

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember 39
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Nazl Tayilan Timur/ Van

During the memory walk to Akdamar Island with Hafiza Merkezi in Van, |
had the chance to trace the histories of Van and its past amid the
extraordinary blue of Lake Van, cloud-covered mountains still holding on
to their snow, and almond trees announcing the arrival of spring.

In this photograph, | see a past held within the blossoms—a memory
carved into stone, still holding on through time...

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember
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Ozgi Eren/ Van

There is something strange about setting foot in a city for the first time and
feeling as though you have always belonged there. As | moved along the
edges of a language unfamiliar to me, | witnessed for the first time how it
was not sounds but glances and shared silences that drew people together.
Even as words grew fewer, meaning seemed to multiply.

Van welcomed us not as guests, but as though we had always belonged
there.

Hearing the memory of this city through the testimonies of those who live

and breathe there left something deeply affecting and profoundly real with
me.

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember
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Ozgiir Unal/ Rize

Among the ruins of this church, left behind by centuries of conflict, we could
still see the light...
#Rize / 14 February

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember
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Sergen Yildiz/ Rize

This photograph was taken during our gathering in Findikli in February.
Coming together under Gola's roof felt like a reflection of all the voices and
ideas people had brought with them from far away—a place where different
stories and thoughts could meet. Being together and keeping local
memories alive reflected the sense of connection that gives this place its
spirit.

The sense of sharing that began in Findikli and reached across different
places reminds me that this moment was not simply a moment, but part of
something living and continuing to grow.

Rize/Findikli

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember
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Sipan Sati¢/ Rize

This photograph is from one of my first encounters with the city when |
visited Rize for the first time. When | saw this structure, my first thought
was: why was something so large in scale, and so architecturally out of place
in the city, here at all? More than the structure itself, it made me think about
how Rize is represented.

From the outside, Rize is often portrayed through a single identity, almost
entirely associated with tea. But after spending a few days in the city and
getting to know it, | began to realize how incomplete that story was. |
learned that tea became as defining a part of Rize as it is today only
relatively recently, and | became aware of how the labor behind tea
production—especially women's labor—often remains invisible.

Rize is, in fact, a multicultural city with many layers. It has been home not
only to Turks and Laz people, but also to Hemshin people, Georgians, and
Greeks.

In my memory, this enormous tea glass, placed there as a "symbol,” has
come to represent something that conceals the realities of the city and tries
to render them invisible.
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Sukran Demir/ Rize

Those whose resting place is known, yet who are forgotten,

Those whose resting place remains unknown, yet who cannot be forgotten...
A glimpse from Rize

15 February 2026
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Yasemin Soydan/ izmir

For Izmir, | wanted to choose this moment from toward the end of our walk.
The streets that Mert Hoca spoke about with such enthusiasm and genuine
joy became part of our own memories through him. And there was
something especially sweet about the way our friends so generously shared
their umbrellas despite the rain that seemed to go on forever.

Even then, we still didn't want to leave one another. We chose to keep
talking and listening, walking together through the rain, and later sharing
our thoughts over a lovely dinner... | think one of the most beautiful things
about learning is being able to leave behind memories this colorful—to
bring a different kind of energy to every moment we share, and then, when
looking back at a photograph, to remember all those little details, one after
another.

It was wonderful! @

Hatirlayanlar/ Those Who Remember






Hatirlayanlar projesi

Merkezi'nin Hafiza ve Gencglik programi kapsaminda

gerceklesmistir. Hafiza ve Genglik programini takip etmek icin hafizavegenclik.org'v ziyaret

edebilirsiniz.

The Those Who Remember project was carried out as part of Hafiza Merkezi's Memory and
Youth programme. To learn more about the programme, visit hafizavegenclik.org.
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