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Biography
Born in 1982 in Biga, Turkey, Sine Ergiin graduated from Cagaloglu Anadolu High School and
Bilkent University, where she studied creative drama. She started writing poetry while she was
still in high school. For three years, Erglin worked as an editor for a literary magazine, before
publishing her short stories and poems in publications including Notos, Ozgiir Edebiyat and
Sézclikler. She is currently working as a researcher at Bilgi University in Istanbul. She has pub-
lished three books so far and her 2012 collection of short stories, Bazen Hayat, won the Sait Faik
Short Story Award the following year.

Synopsis

The book’s 23 stories in 80 pages are succinct: the shortest story is just one page long, the
longest six pages, plainly written with depth and variety. Each story is an independent being,
inviting the reader to start a new challenge.

Her Statutory Decree (Kanun Hiikmiinde Kararname) is a political satire on a highly abstract level:
it is realistic, though also dreamlike. That story in itself could be considered sufficiently enlight-
ening with regards to the situation in Turkey.

The concluding piece illustrates the overall atmosphere succinctly: a truck driver, after many
years of solitary driving, is unable to leave his truck any more and sits nailed to the steering
wheel. This indeed is an unnerving parable of the human condition.

In her stories, the themes she deals with are: alienation to oneself and to others; facing medioc-
rity; coming to terms with the past, the present and the future; revolt to inner and outer pres-
sures; challenging your reality; seeing your city, your environment and your surroundings with
different eyes; making choices; and looking deeper and deeper into one’s soul.
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UZUN YOL

“Ve ben hig deger vermiyorum yalnizliga.
Kendime deger vermiyorum yalniz oldugum zaman.”
Peter Handke, Solak Kadin

Uzun bir yolculukta ona eslik etmesi i¢cin ne kadin adam1
ne de adam kadini segerdi. Gitmeleri gerektiginde bir bir-
birlerine bir etrafa bakmis, baska segenekleri olmadig: i¢in
beraber yola ¢ikmislardi.

Kentten ¢ikana dek bilindik yollar: izlediler. Kentin sini-
rina geldiklerinde etrafinin giimiis topraklarla cevrili oldu-
gunu gordiiler. Onlerinde ince bir patika vardi. Adam hizli
ama duraksayip etrafi izleyerek, kadin hizini degistirmeden,
tekdiize bir ilgiyle ilerliyordu.

Yol ne daraldi ne de genisledi. Ikisi yan yana yiiriidiigiinde
birbirlerine degecek denli dard: ilk giinden beri, bunu hi¢
tercih etmediler. Giines ¢iktiginda toprak &yle bir parliyordu
ki tek bir patika bile zar zor segiliyordu. Geceleri ise bir yildiz-
lar bir toprak yanip soniiyor, birbirlerine karisiyordu. Béylece
bilinmez zaman gec¢ti. Neden sonra adam, Herkes gitmis,
dedi, ayak seslerini dinleyerek daha ilerlediler, Coktan, dedi
kadin. Biz ni¢in arkada kaldik? Ben kiminle gidecegimi sege-
medim, dedi kadin, Ben gittiklerini fark etmedim, kimse soy-
lemedi. Kadin duraksadi, Bugiin yiiriidigiimiiz yetmez mi,
dedi, Hayir, belki onlara yetisiriz.
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Once patika, sonra biitiin toprak hi¢ goériilmemis bir kirmi-
ziya dondii. Tek bir ize rastlamadan yliriimeye devam ettiler.
Sayilmaz giiniin sonunda, Suskunlugun sinirimi bozuyor,
dedi adam, Sen de suskunsun, dedi kadin, konugssan dinle-
rim. Yine giinlerce yiirtdiiler.

Su kenarina vardiklarinda susamamiglards, igtiler. Yola
¢iktiklarindan beri ilk kez oturdular. Kirmiz1 topraga ilk kez
dokundular. Cocukken bir kus 6ldiirdim, dedi adam, ben
oldirmedim, arkadasim oldiirdii, arkadasim da degildi, o
giin beraberdik iste. Yiyelim, dedi, tiiylerini yolduk, yine de
1sirinca agzima geliyordu tityleri. Nigin uydum ki ona. Kalkti,
suya uzandi, icti, 6fkeyle dondii, Bizi ni¢in almadilar? Ben,
dedi kadin, kiminle gidecegimi segemedim, Kendini iistiin
goriiyorsun, nedeni bu, dedi adam, yalnizliginin nedeni bu,
yiiriirken hep izliyorum seni, bastigin topraktan bile iistiin
goriiyorsun kendini. Suskunlugun sinirimi bozuyor. Tek
basima olsam daha iyi, bilirim tek basima oldugumu, boyle.
Uykum var, dedi kadin, sanirim diis gorecegim.

Kadin diisiinde suyun derinliklerinde ilerliyordu. Nereye
gidecegine dair iz yoktu. Biliyordu.

Adam diisiinde bir yamacin ucundaydi. Ugabilecegini bili-
yordu. Bir tek.

Uyandiklarinda kadin konuskan adam suskundu. Biitiin
sevdigim kitaplar1 bagkasina verdim, dedi kadin, Sevdigim
hicbir seyi bagkasina vermedim, dedi adam.

Kadin, Buradan sonra patika yok olacak, dedi, nereye gide-
cegimizi segmek zorunda kalacagiz. Sen baska yone ben bagka
yone gitmek isteyecek. Nereye gittigimizin 6nemi olmayacak,
onemli olan ayrilmamamiz. Patika kaybolacak, dedi adam,
ben baska yone sen bagka yone gitmek isteyecek. Yollarimiz
ayrilirsa ayrilacak. Onemli olan nereye gittigimiz.
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Kirmizi toprak, onulmaz bir siyaha dondii, gokyiizii ise goz
alic1 beyaz. Gece oldugunda tek yildiz ¢ikmadi, ay da. Patika
vardiysa da Onlerinde, gozden kaybolmustu. Adam, yapis
yapis siyahin i¢inden kadinin elini buldu, ¢ekti, Buradan,
dedi, kadin kararsizdi, uydu, ilerlediler.

Yildizlar hi¢ bosluksuz karanligin icinde yavas yavas belir-
meye basladiginda adam sevingten ¢igligini tutamadi. Elle-
rini birakip bir gokyiiziine bir birbirlerine baktilar. Kadin,
adama bir zamanlar yildizlarin hep bir arada, genis bir aile
oldugundan soz etti, sonra kimsenin anmak istemedigi bir
kavga sonucu ayrilmislar, birbirlerini daha kirmamak i¢in
birbirlerine belli bir mesafeden daha fazla yaklagsmayacaklari
konusunda sozlesip gokyiiziine yayilmislardi. Adam hikayeyi
dalgin, dinledi, Gidelim, dedi.

Toprak rengini buldugunda, rengini unutacaklar1 denli
zaman gec¢misti. Diiz yol, bir tepeyle egildi. Yiriudiiler.
Tepenin Oteki yamacinda ufak bir kuliibe gordiiler. Girdi-
ler. Kadinin eviydi. Adamin eviydi. Ne ki bunu ansimadilar.
Oturdular. Elleri damarlanacak denli zaman gecti.

Ses. Tekdiize vurus. Once uzaktan sonra kendilerinden
geliyormus gibi. Adam kalkti, odanin i¢cinde dondii. Odayz,
kendini dinledi. Buzdolabinin kapisina yoneldiginde i¢inde
tortop olmus bir adam bulacagini biliyordu. Ne kadar da
uzun sirdd, dedi buzdolabindan-¢ikan-adam serzenisle,
can havliyle ¢cikmaya calisirken, donacaktim. Adam gerisin-
geri oturdu, buzdolabindan-¢ikan-adam da aralarina ilisti.
Soguklugu 6nce oday1 sonra bedenlerini sard.

4 The European Union Prize for Literature 2017



Sine Ergiin

KANUN HUKMUNDE KARARNAME

Bir Kanun Hiikmiinde Kararname ile Sokaga Basma
Yasag yiirtirlige girdigi ilk giinlerde, giindelik hayat sekteye
ugramis olsa da zamanla her ey normale donmiistii.

Otoparktan otoparka yolculuk edenler i¢in ilk giinden
beri bir sey degismemis, yaya trafiginin ortadan kalkmasini
sevingle karsilamiglardi. Otekiler ise apartmanlarin arala-
rina gerilen iplerle islerine gidiyor, eskisinden daha zaman
alsa da, giindelik hayatlarinin gereksinimlerini bir bicimde
yerine getiriyorlardi.

Tabii yasak kolay kabul edilmemisti. Birgok kose yazar1 Kent
Konseyinin kararini sert bir dille elestirmis, sokaklarin kent
kiiltiiriintin 6nemli bir parcasi oldugundan soz etmis, karari
protesto icin halk: sokaga cagirmisti. Ne ki, yine yasak ve Kent
Konseyinin yasag: ¢igneyenlere kars: aldig1 6nlemlerin sert-
ligi bu ¢agrinin gerceklesmesini miimkiin kilmamisti. Yasaga
en ¢ok direnenler i¢in bile ise gitme gereksinimi agir basmuis,
insanlar sokaga basmadan yasamanin ¢oztimlerini bulmustu.

Sokaga basmanin yasak oldugu unutulacak denli giin ge¢-
misti aradan. Zamanla, sokaga basmak, dedelerin torunla-
rina anlattig1 masallardaki gercekiistii olaylardan biri haline
gelmisti.

Kentin en yiiksek gokdeleninin en iist katinda ¢alisan
Selim de 6tekiler gibi sokaga hi¢ basmamugt. Iplerin sicaktan
gevsedigi bir giin yerin yaklasik on metre yakinina inmisti,
hepsi bu.

Bir giin, gokdelenin gatisinda sigara icerken bir kus gordii.
Giindelik hayatinda insanlardan ¢ok gordiigii kuslara alisikti,
ne ki gordigi bu kus hicbirine benzemiyordu. Kanatlari
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onu bu yiikseklige ¢ikarmasi mucize sayilacak denli ufakti.
Basinin iistiinde siyah bir leke vardi. Kipirtisiz Selim’e baki-
yordu. Sonra, yukarida bir noktaya u¢maya basladi ve bir
anda gozden kayboldu. Ilerleyen giinlerde ayni olay sayisiz
kez gergeklesti.

O giin Selim ise yaninda ucunda kanca olan uzunca bir
halatla geldi. Catrya ¢iktiginda kus yine gozlerini dikmis onu
bekliyordu. Bir siire birbirlerine baktilar ve kus yine ayni
yone kanat ¢irpip gozden kayboldu. Selim, halati bosluga
salladi. Ve. Kanca tiz bir ses ¢ikararak bir yere takildi. Asagi-
dan bakildiginda halat boslukta asili gériiniiyordu ama kanca
takildigina gore bir yere gidiyor olmaliydi. Tirmanmaya
basladi. Gozden vyitti.

Ertesi giin Selim’in ise gelmedigini kimse fark etmedi. Iler-
leyen giinlerde is arkadaslarindan biri ¢atidaki bosluga asili
halat1 fark edip tirmandi ve o da ortadan kayboldu. Zamanla
kentte gokyiiziine halat firlatip ortadan kaybolanlarin sayisi
artti.

Bir Kanun Hitkmiinde Kararname ile gokytiziine tirman-
mak yasaklandiginda kentte pek az kisi kalmaigti.
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SiZiIN GIiBILER

Kente vardiginda sabahti. Pek az sey animsiyordu. Otobiise
binmisti ve uyumustu.

Otobiisten indi. Gar binasina girdi. Camlarla gevrili
yapinin ortasinda, demir sandalyelerde tek tiik insan oturu-
yordu. Kimse kimseyle konusmuyordu. Ne ki ugultu vardi.
Cikti. Yuridi. Adimlarini ancak gorebildigi bir sisin igcinde
uzun siire yliriidi. Binalar1 zar zor segebiliyordu. Hepsi uzun,
gri-sar1 ve balkonsuzdu.

Isig1 secti, Otel, iceri girdi, Bir gece, dedi, adam tek soz
etmeden anahtar1 verdi, paray1 6dedi, odaya ¢ikti. Gri-sari
duvarlar, yatak, tistiinde battaniye, masa, ayna. Kapry1 kilit-
ledi, anahtar: Gistiinde birakti. Uykuya daldi.

Telefon sesine uyandi. Odadan ¢ikmanizi rica edecegim,
dedi ses. Nigin, diye sordu. Buraya biriyle bulusmaya mi gel-
diniz, bulugsmak bu otelde yasaktir. Biriyle bulusmaya gelip
gelmedigini animsamiyordu. Nigin, dedi yine. Bilmiyorum,
dedi ses, siz buraya gelecek birine benzemiyorsunuz. Neye
benziyordu, sormadi. Aynaya bakti, dnce gozlerini, burnunu
secti. Sonra dudagi, genis alni, kaslari, yanaklar1. Baktik¢a
ylizi degisiyor, yansimadaki gozleri ona bakmak yerine tedir-
ginlikle oday1 tariyordu. Burnu belirsizlesmeye, yanaklari
icine ¢okmeye basladi, gozleri deliklerinin i¢cinde kayboldu.
Bosa ¢aba, diye gecirdi icinden. Uykuya daldiginda sis odaya
¢okmiistii.

Telefon sesine uyandi yine. Odadan ¢ikmaniz gerek, dedi
ses. Hayir, dedi, Bu bir rica degil, odadan ¢ikin. Cikmaya-
cakti, ¢itkamazdi da bir yandan. Aynaya bakti, sisin ardin-
dan yiiziini se¢meye calisti, hicbir sey yoktu. Ne kadar
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olmustu, 6nceden neye benziyordu, animsamiyordu. Yine
de kimse, birine benzemiyor diye onu odadan atamazd:.
Uykuya dald1.

Kap1 sesine uyandi. Cikin, dedi ses kapinin ardindan.
Nereden geldiginizi sormayacagim, paranizi da ddeyecegim,
isterseniz fazlasini, yeter ki ¢ikin. Hayir, dedi ama sesini
duyamadi. Cikmazsaniz kilidi kiracagim, 6yle ya da boyle,
¢ikacaksiniz. Sizin iyiliginiz i¢in séylityorum, sizin gibiler
buraya gelmemeli. Bekledi. Ayak sesinin uzaklastigini duydu.
Uykuya dald:.

Konugmalara uyandi. Size pahaliya patlar, dedi bir ses,
gliclii bir kilit bu, Onemli degil, dedi ses, siz kirin yeter.
Battaniyenin altinda kilidin kirilmasini bekledi. Bir siire
sonra odanin i¢cinde ayak seslerini duydu. Pencereden ¢ikmis
olmali, dedi ses. Oteki, Nasil, diye sordu. Bilmiyorum, dedi,
onemli olan ¢ikmis olmasi.
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Translated from Turkish by Umit Hussein

THE LONG JOURNEY

“And I do not value solitude at all.
I do not value myself when I'm alone.”
Peter Handke, The Left-Handed Woman

The woman did not choose the man, nor the man the
woman to accompany him on a long journey. When it was
time for them to leave they looked first at each other, then all
around them, and having no other option, set out together.

Until they left the city, they followed the roads they knew.
When they arrived at the city’s edge they saw it was sur-
rounded by silver soil. There was a narrow path before them.
The man advanced quickly, but paused to survey the area,
while the woman walked without altering her pace, with a
dull curiosity.

The road neither narrowed nor widened. From the first day,
it was narrow enough for them to touch one another when
they walked side by side, an option they strongly rejected.
When the sun came out, the soil shone so brightly it was a job
to make out even a single path. At night, first the stars, then
the soil, would light up and go out, the two blurring into one
another. No one knows how much time passed in that way.
After a long while the man said, Everyone’s left; they went on,
listening to their footsteps, A long time ago, said the woman.
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Why did they leave us behind? I wasn’t able to choose who I
went with, said the woman, I didn’t notice them leaving, no
one told me. The woman paused. Haven’t we walked enough
for today, she said, No, we might be able to catch up with
them.

First the path, then all the soil turned into a shade of red
never seen before. They continued walking without coming
across a single footprint. After countless days the man said,
Your silence is getting on my nerves, You're silent too, said the
woman, if you spoke I'd listen. Again they walked for days.

When they reached the waterfront they weren’t thirsty, but
they drank. They sat down for the first time since setting out.
They touched the red soil for the first time. When I was a child
I killed a bird, said the man, I didn’t kill it, my friend killed it,
he wasn’t even my friend, we just happened to be together that
day. He said let’s eat it, we plucked its feathers, but still, when
I bit into it I kept getting feathers in my mouth. Why did I go
along with him? He stood up, reached out towards the water,
drank, and turned, in anger, Why didn’t they take us? I, said
the woman, wasn’t able to choose who I went with, You think
you're superior, that’s why, said the man, that’s the reason why
youre lonely, I watch you all the time while youre walking,
you think you're even more superior than the soil you tread
on. Your silence is getting on my nerves, I’d be better off by
myself, at least then I'd know I was alone. I'm sleepy, said the
woman, I think I'm going to have a dream.

In her dream the woman was moving through the depths of
the water. There was no sign indicating where she was headed.
She knew.

In his dream the man was at the tip of a slope. He knew he
could fly. That was all.
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When they awoke the woman was talkative, the man silent.
I gave away all the books I loved, said the woman, I never gave
away anything I loved, said the man.

The woman said, After this the path will disappear, we’ll
have to choose where we go. You're going to want to go in one
direction and I in another. It won’t matter where we go, what
will matter is that we stay together. The path will vanish, said
the man, I'm going to want to go in one direction and you in
another. If we go our separate ways then so be it. What will
matter is where we’re going.

The red soil turned irremediably black, while the sky
turned spectacularly white. When night fell, not a single
star came out, nor did the moon. And if there were a path
before them, it had disappeared from view. The man found
the woman’s hand within the cloying blackness and pulled it,
This way, he said, the woman was undecided, she acquiesced,
they continued.

When the stars slowly began to appear within the relentless
darkness, the man could not contain his cry of joy. Releasing
their hands, they looked first at the sky, then at each other.
The woman told the man that the stars had once been a large
family all living together, but had separated after a quarrel
that no one wanted to talk about and that, to avoid causing
each other any more hurt, they had promised not to go within
more than a certain distance of each other and spread them-
selves out in the sky. The man listened to the story, distracted,
Let’s go, he said.

By the time the soil regained its colour, enough time had
passed for them to forget what shade it had been. The straight
road curved up a hill. They walked. They saw a tiny hut on
the other side of the hill. They went in. It was the woman’s
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house. It was the man’s house too. Only they didn’t remember
that. They sat down. Enough time passed for blue veins to
sprout on their hands.

A noise. Dull shooting. At first it seemed to be coming
from far away, then from themselves. The man stood up, he
paced around the room. He listened to the room, to himself.
When he headed for the fridge door he knew he would find
a man curled up into a ball inside. It took so long, said the
man-who-came-out-of-the-fridge reproachfully, I was about
to freeze as I fought for all I was worth to get out of there. The
man sat down again, the man-who-came-out-of-the-fridge
stuck with them. His coldness shrouded first the room, then
their bodies.
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STATUTORY DECREE

Although everyday life was disrupted during the first few
days when the Ban on Stepping on the Street came into force
by Statutory Decree, over time everything returned to normal.

Right from the first day, nothing changed for the people
whose journeys consisted of going from one car park to
another, and they were delighted to see the back of the pedes-
trian traffic. As for everyone else, they travelled to work by
means of ropes suspended between apartment buildings.
Although it took longer than it used to, somehow they still
managed to fulfill their daily obligations.

Naturally, the population hadn’t taken the ban lying down.
Many a columnist had used strong language to criticise the
City Council’s decision, on the grounds that the streets were
an important part of city culture and summoned the people
to take to the streets in protest. However, the ban itself and
the severity of the measures the City Council took against
anyone who flouted it made it impossible for the summons
to bear any fruit. The need to get to work weighed heavily on
even the ban’s most vehement opponents, and people found
ways of carrying on with their lives without stepping on the
street.

Enough time passed for people to forget that stepping on
the street was banned. With time, stepping on the street took
on the status of one of the surreal events in the stories that
grandfathers tell their grandchildren.

Like everyone else, Selim, who worked on the top floor of
the city’s tallest skyscraper, had never stepped on the street.
The closest he had come was when he had descended to a
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distance of some ten metres from the ground on a day when
the ropes had grown slack in the heat.

One day, as he was smoking on the skyscraper’s roof terrace,
he saw a bird. Given that he saw more birds than people in his
day-to-day life he was used to them, but this bird was unlike
any of the others that he saw. Its wings were so small, it was a
miracle they had managed to carry it up that high. There was
a black mark on its head. It eyed Selim without moving. Then
it started flying somewhere above him and was out of sight
in an instant. In the days that followed, the same incident
recurred countless times.

That day Selim went to work with a rope with a longish
hook attached to the end. When he went up to the roof terrace
the bird was there again, staring, waiting. They gazed at each
other for a while, then once again the bird flapped its wings
towards the same destination and vanished out of sight. Selim
swung the rope in the air. And with a sharp clang it hooked
onto something. Anyone looking up from below would think
the rope was hanging in mid-air, but as the hook had hooked
onto something, it clearly led somewhere. He started climb-
ing. He disappeared out of sight.

The next day no one noticed that Selim wasn’t at work. In
the days that followed, one of his colleagues noticed the rope
on the roof terrace hanging in mid-air, climbed up and he
too disappeared out of sight. With time the number of people
in the city tossing ropes up into the sky and disappearing
increased.

When a ban on climbing up into the sky was issued by Stat-
utory Decree there was hardly anyone left in the city.
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PEOPLE LIKE YOU

It was morning when she reached the city. She could barely
remember a thing. She had got on the bus and gone to sleep.

She got off the bus. She entered the station. There were lone
individuals sitting on metal seats in the centre of the glass-
enclosed building. No one spoke to anyone. Yet she could
hear murmuring. She went out. She walked. She walked for a
long time, in fog so thick she could barely see her footsteps.
It was an effort to make out the buildings. They were all tall,
greyish yellow, without balconies.

She made out the light, Hotel, she entered, One night she
said, the man handed over the key without a word, she paid
and went up to the room. Greyish yellow walls, a bed with a
blanket, a table, a mirror. She locked the door and left the key
in the lock. She drifted off to sleep.

She awoke to the sound of the telephone. I'm going to ask
you to vacate the room, said the voice. Why, she asked. Did
you come here for a rendezvous, we don’t allow rendezvous
in this hotel. She didn’t remember if she had gone there for a
rendezvous. Why, she repeated. I don’t know, said the voice,
you don’t look like the kind of person who would come here.
What kind of person did she look like, she didn’t ask. She
looked in the mirror, first she made out her eyes, her nose.
Then her lips, her wide forehead, her eyebrows, her cheeks.
As she looked her face changed, instead of looking at her, the
eyes reflected in the mirror searched the room uneasily. Her
nose began to grow indistinct, her eyes disappeared into their
sockets. All that wasted effort, she thought. When she drifted
off to sleep, the fog had shrouded the room.
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Once again she awoke to the sound of the telephone. You
need to vacate the room, said the voice. No, she replied. I'm
not asking you, vacate the room. She would not, besides, she
couldn’t. She looked in the mirror, she tried to make out her
face through the fog, there was nothing there. How long had
it been, what had she looked like before, she couldn’t remem-
ber. But still, no one could evict her from the room for not
looking like anyone. She drifted off to sleep.

She awoke to the sound of knocking at the door. Vacate the
room, said the voice on the other side. I'm not going to ask
where you came from, I'll give you your money back, I'll pay
you extra if you like, as long as you leave. No, she said, but
she couldn’t hear her voice. If you don’t leave I'll smash the
lock, you're leaving no matter what. I'm telling you for your
own good, people like you shouldn’t come here. She waited.
She heard the footsteps growing faint. She drifted off to sleep.

She awoke to the sound of talking. It’ll cost you, said a voice,
this is a sturdy lock, I don’t care, said the voice, just as long as
you smash it. Under the blanket she waited for them to smash
the lock. Some time later, she heard the sound of footsteps in
the room. She must have climbed out of the window, said the
voice. How, asked the other voice. I don’t know, said the voice,
the only thing that matters is that she’s left.

16 The European Union Prize for Literature 2017



. EUROPEAN UNION
PRIZE FOR LITERATURE

Sine Erglin - Turkey

Bastankara
Chickadee
80 pp, 2016

Translations: The rights for translation have not been sold yet.
(Last Update — March 2017)

Publishing House Yayinlari

Hayriye Caddesi No: 2 34430 Galatasaray
Beyoglu istanbul

Tel. 490 212 252 56 75

Contact: sirmakoksal@canyayinlari.com
ISBN: 978-975-07-3237-9

EUPL / FEP-FEE - Rue Montoyer, 31 - B-1000 Brussels - T.+32 (0)2 770.11.10
info@euprizeliterature.eu - www.euprizeliterature.eu

—

ke "=
1 European and N % . =
Creative S e =

. Booksellers ﬁ = FEDERATION OF EUROPEAN PUBLISHERS
EU rO pe . Federation fﬂ'/N Q\\ FEDERATION DES EDITEURS EUROPEENS



mailto:sirmakoksal@canyayinlari.com
mailto:info%40euprizeliterature.eu?subject=
http://www.euprizeliterature.eu



