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DEDICATION

To my beloved Mother who is watching me from heaven...
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A Place for Me 

The tiny house where I was born stood on a 
narrow street in Istanbul. Little but cozy 
because it was my home. I was sharing a small 
bedroom with my elder sister and my brother. 
The big stove in the living room was there, 
keeping us warm, but it was more than a 
heating source, it was bonding us as a family. 
On cold winter nights, after diner I remember 
my father roasting chestnuts and telling us 
stories. All of us gathered around the stove, like 
moths flying toward the light. We were feeling 
safe and happy.



My Name  

My name, Talar, means Green in Armenian. Not so much green like the color, but 
It, rather, implies freshness in nature. I couldn't have asked for a more suiting 
name than the one I’ve got. Me, the daughter of the mother earth, me the girl who 
adores every shade of green. To whom should I thank for this? My parents, for 
sure, but also my sister. Apparently, she was the one who picked out the name in 
the pool of all the considerations. Then, she proudly announced, “We will call the 
baby Talar! Talar, green, green!”.  

I have a common and modern Armenian name. However, for some of my friends 
my name was very unique. It was easy to pronounce, and yet they had never heard 
of it before. I was often asked what the meaning was. I would reply, “Green”. 
Almost every time, they would ask me the inevitable follow-up question, which 
was, “In what language?” Then, I would feel fear rising within me. Should I reveal 
my ethnicity? Better, I shouldn’t, and I heard myself lying: “I don’t know”. I was the 
daughter of the mother earth. I was one of you. Aren’t you and I all brothers and 
sisters? Why the impulse to divide us?



The Dancing Pigeons on My Roof 

Sitting in front of the window behind the grates, I am watching the pigeons—the dancing pigeons on my 
roof. The objects of my envy! They seem so carefree. All they do is dance, dance and dance. And 
sometimes, I see them flirting. They are happy and free! How about me? I am sitting all alone in my room 
and living a life that apparently doesn’t belong to me. Or maybe that’s me who doesn’t belong to this life. 
The walls of my room define my horizon, and I am imprisoned in a dark and small room with these grates 
on the windows, fortifying my feeling of being in a real prison. Is there a way to escape from 
this imprisonment? Pigeons, will you come and save me? I want to be free like you. I want to spread love 
and peace all over the universe because I don’t want to keep it all for myself. I know, once I dispose of my 
burden, I will get lighter and be able to fly higher and higher .



Mom Trying to Stay Strong 

That day, that day of March, I would never forget. Me, my 
sister and my mother, we were back from school. We 
would pick up my brother from my grandparents' home. 
My grandma opened the door. We were standing at the 
door, and she said to my mom, "Your father is dead. He 
died in his nap.” My mom was shocked and stayed frozen 
for a while. Did her father, who was only 69 and perfectly 
healthy the day before, pass away? We entered the living 
room. There he was, sleeping in the armchair. What was 
DEATH? Was he dead? He was calmly sleeping in the 
armchair with a smile on his face. Then, they put him on 
the divan and spread a white sheet on him. I was watching 
and trying to understand what was going on, but this was 
not making really any sense. My mom was trying to stay 
strong, but I saw the tears shining like diamonds on her 
cheeks. She was crying. Finally, my father's sister arrived 
and took us to her house. What was death? A long sleep, a 
never-ending sleep and the absence of loved ones… And 
this last one was hard to endure... A life without my 
grandpa. He is gone.



My Own Quiet War 

I don't fit in this society; I probably never will, but then I 
don't want to. I am different, different from the girls who 
like putting their make-ups on and idle away their days in 
daydreaming. What’s wrong with being natural? I just 
want to be myself and no one else. Why is it too hard to 
understand this simple fact? Is there a rule that says we 
must follow the crowd and live the exact same fake lives? 
Do all the girls have to marry one day and have kids? I 
have a rebellious spirit. I just want to listen to my inner 
voice and find what my life’s purpose is. I want to flow like 
water. I admire the way a river flows in its bed and joins 
the ocean and merges into the endless realm. No one can 
hear my silent screams yet. However, the day is coming 
and I will roar like a lion. I will be the king over my forest. 
Until that day, I should stay rigid like an iron, then I will 
BECOME what I meant to be.



The First Kiss
 I am invited to a birthday, the birthday of this charming and beautiful girl in our class. She 
always stands upright and walks, leisurely swaying her long blonde hair from side to side. 
She is so popular and so self-confident that at times I wonder if she thinks she is the 
creator of this world. She is what I am not. They call me shy, but I just don’t like to talk 
when I have nothing to say. I don’t like attention; I like to observe. 

I arrive at her house. Almost everybody in my class is here. The living room looks like a 
crowded waiting room, like the ones at state hospitals where there are too many patients 
and only a few doctors. Boys and girls clustered everywhere, a tumult but that’s how 
parties are. The flat seems huge. She is living in a duplex and the view is fabulous. If I stick 
out my arm from the window, I have the impression that I will touch the clouds. The sun 
looks to be shining brighter over her house than ours as if she were a star herself. 

We eat, we drink, we chat, we dance and now time for a game. The birthday girl comes 
with a bottle in her hand. She says we will form a circle, put the bottle on the floor, and 
spin it. The one who spins the bottle will go and kiss the one to whom the lid of the bottle 
points. Easy... The game starts, but whenever a girl and a boy are matched, they refrain 
from kissing each other. I am confused, then I see that’s the thrill of the game! Finally, my 
turn... I spin the bottle, bingo, it points to a boy. Not my crush. My crush prefers not to 
participate in the game and he is watching us play, but a boy though. I go and I kiss him. I 
could just give him a kiss on his cheek but no, my lips touch his lips slightly for a second 
and I draw myself back as if I were shocked by electrical current. I am not like these pretty 
but cowardly girls. I am brave. I kissed him, and everybody has seen it.


