THE STORY  SONSEL
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We have been on the road for nine days. Due to the program which starts at 6:30 am and finishes at 11 pm everyday, the fall of the leaves started among İlkyar volunteers .However, Mr.Ali Akın had warned us at the beginning of our journey that we should make use of our energy as carefully as we can. Nevertheless, by the help of the kids of YIBO, who create miracles with their love under the poor conditions of their lives, we forgot all about that warning. We were exhausted and sore-throat. volunteers of İlkyar reminded me of the heroes , who fought in Turkish Independence War , with their determination to help, ignoring their fever. These people are aware of all the people around the world and they can risk their lives for an ideal world where children can be treated equally and in the best way. They expect neither a thank you nor a prize, what they really expect is reaching the target they agreed on achieving and that at least a few of those children may have their lives changed in a good way.

Refahiye is our final destination. We had left Erzurum early in the morning and were in Refahiye at noon, where we understood the winter is about to come. Students who had been waiting for us outside in this chilly weather, were cold and their greeting hands were freezing. The roughness of those children’s hands was more obvious than any other we encountered during our journey. They had plastic shoes, called Ankara rubbers, on their feet. It had been a week since the schools had started but not even the half of the class was there and some of the students didn’t even have uniforms.

Dinner was eaten in a gymnasium where there were no windows due to the reconstruction. Teachers and students were eating at different tables on which there was neither water nor a glass.(same as everywhere we have been so far except Sarıkamış). We could hear the disturbing singing of the crows coming from the outside. İlker and Serap arranged the classes in a short time. I memorized some of the students names during  the short ceremony held in the school yard: the twin brothers Hasan-Hüseyin, Gözde, Harun, Murat, Aysel, Gülden, Rıdvan. My first class was one of the 8th grades and Ferhat couldn’t assist me due to some health problems. Math teacher Mr.Ekrem, who has just started his job, was watching me from the back seat of the class with excitement and curiosity. We spent the first five minutes by talking over who we are ,where we came from and over math and life.
First came the secrets of multiplication with 11 and after playing with the bouncing numbers came the striking question of the day:

· Everyday a microbe reproduces double the number it was the previous day. If they spread through the whole body in 30 days. Then, How many days can day spread through the half of the body?

· Which number should we take out from 1,2,3,4,5,6,7,8,9,10,11 so that their average value would be 6,1?
During the 3000-km –long route the answers to these questions always have been came late. Most of the students don’t know how to analyze the questions, how to test them and what “average value” and “The Gauss Method” are. In addition, some children still used their fingers to do the calculations. By then I had already learned my lesson so at first we talked about the concept of “mean”, then I told them the story of Gauss, emphasizing in his ability to think. So the answers came to sunlight quicker this time. Harun’s finger never came down. Murat followed him. But there was one student who drew attention with her tall slender body and hair falling over her eyes. It was so easy to catch her while looking out of the window, to the far.
- What’s your name? She stood up blushing with a sense of guiltiness.

- Sonsel (Last Flood), she answered. She thought I was going to scold her but I didn’t. I just asked the question which she didn’t understand at first, so I repeated it for the second time. Though the other students were stabbing their fingers into my eyes with the excitement to answer the question, I waited for her to do so patiently. It would be such a torture to ignore that student’s  ability to think  and finally the correct answer came. The class was surprised, but I wasn’t. My eyes caught Mr.Ekrem’s eyes and I hugged him with my eyes.

· By two lines divide a watch into such 3 pieces that the addition of the numbers in each piece would be the same.
- Think about this question till the end of the break. The one who comes with the  

   correct answer will be given one more book by me, I explained them.
Even though the lesson had already finished there wasn’t a single student leaving    the class. They surrounded me in the 15-minute break. The wind of the brainstorming blew through the school yard with the questions we did with the matches and suddenly that chilly weather was gone. When I noticed a pair of eyes following me around I held my head up high and saw Sonsel with 3 small children. One of them holding her hand, the others grasping her skirt. I greeted her, she tilted her head with a smile on her face. Then, suddenly she was gone. At the break time, Mr.Ekrem and I  had a long conversation and agreed on keeping in touch. In the next class, we were able to catch that same excitement and joy with Mr .Ekrem who had already taken his place at one of the desks at the back. After the lesson students stated that they had never enjoyed a mathematics lesson like this before and that was when I felt the sun raising over the horizon.
Mr.Ali Akın and I played basketball with some of the children and I had never enjoyed a match like that before in my life. The children playing with us had self-confidence and they trusted us too. Then, I saw Sonsel sitting on a wall with those little girls around her. I was out of breath, I was able to play basketball only for ten minutes after the age of 40, so I wanted to catch my breath with a lovely conversation
· I have so much to tell you, said Sonsel

· Do so then

· When are you leaving?
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Tomorrow
· See? why should I tell you then?

· How was your day

· Terrible

· That’s bad because I thought we had a wonderful time together.

· No, I didn’t mean that. I am worried about my mom. She had an operation last week. I have 3 brothers none of whom took care of her. So my father sent me to Erzincan to look care of her. I had been doing so when we took her back to the village and today I was immediately called back to school, so I came without taking anything with me.
· So you don’t even have your pajamas for tonight?

· No

· Are those little girls your sisters?

· No, we are from the same village. Gizem, Eda and Esra. They are scared since they are new in the school , that is why  they follow me around and don’t leave my side much.

· You are like a big sister to them 

· You can say that again. How come are you leaving tomorrow?

· We all have some other responsibilities. Most important of all I have two lovely sons who must have missed me a lot.
While we were talking some other students came and Sonsel became as quiet again. We kept on talking as soon as the others left. The little ones were listening to us carefully. Gizem was sleepy so I told her  that she can put her head on my lap if she liked to. At first she hesitated, looked at me suspiciously, than put her little head on my lap. Sonsel was telling me about how her brothers were jealous of her, her father’s objection to her going to school and how she had to leave the school for a year. For a moment I had to go somewhere else, when I was back she was in tears. I thought it would be a girlish problem so I took Yasemin and Meral with me.

-   Would you like to tell me why you are crying? I asked. She hesitated to tell at first, but when we told her about some of our own problems she saw our respect for the truth and started pouring her heart out to us. Her problems were those typical traditional ones that   are the nightmares of a growing up village girls. She didn’t trust not only other people but also her teachers. It was as if she was blaming herself for the way she was feeling. However, how pure and fascinating was the love she had dreamed of. She had so much to share.
· Maybe you can be more comfortable with Meral anYasemin, I told her and left tree girls alone.
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Entertainment had already started. We danced, jumped up and down and enjoyed ourselves fully. Sonsel sat on a chair among the crowd all night long and she continued to tell me her story. Gizem put her head on my lap again and slept, this time without any hesitation.

· What do you do when you get hungry at night in the dormitory?

· Nothing. We try to sleep, but it is hard to do so.

· Don’t you keep any biscuits in your lockers.?

· Forbidden
I got angry at myself  for that nonsense question  I asked. Gizem opened her eyes and looked at me in the eye. I held her tiny hands, she smoothly ran her finger over mine .

· Are our hands different? I asked.

· Yes, she answered back.

· Why?

· Yours are softer, she said

Holding her hands tightly;
· Look ,you drink cold water  from the tabs with your bare hands and when the cold air touches your wet hands they are easily damaged.

Mrs.Güler was carefully listening to me. She couldn’t wait any longer took out a hand cream from her bag. I put the cream on her little hands and spread it.

· Now, how it feels?

· Soft, she said with a broad smile on her face.

At that moment I felt terribly bad. ”Why they don’t teach the necessary things on time” I thought to myself. Sonsel said that she really loved and that it made her sorry that we were leaving when she started trusting someone. I told her to write to us. Sonsel asked me how to send a letter.

· Post office, I explained.

However she asked me what a post office was! She was as perfect and pure as a rose, as she told me about her diary and the flowers she talked to. She smiled at me when I told her how I wish that she had been my daughter.

· Where are you staying tonight?
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At your dormitory
· Good, she said and left with the tiny ones.

In the morning she was sharing the same table with those small children, putting some cheese and olive to their plates. We had already had our breakfast, packed our bags and placed them into our blue METU bus by then. I walked close to them, kissed the little ones one by one. Sonsel was waiting for her turn.

· Did you sleep well last night? I asked

· No, I couldn’t sleep at all.

· Take care of yourself and those children. Try to contact with us any time  you have a problem, Okay?

· I loved you the way I love my father

· I did the same
I hugged her, I hugged all the children of the east.
· I will never forget you ,I exclaimed .
They had already started eating the tough bread on their tables by the time we waved goodbye.

Today it is the 4th day I have been away from them. I can see the Blue Eagen Sea through my window. Cold fall winds are blowing outside. My phone is ringing:

-Where is there?

-Urla, IZTECH. Who are you calling?

-Mr.Ünal

-İt is me 

-I am Yavuz from Eleşkirt. I kiss your hands my dear teacher.

My eyes were filled with tears. Now I can see the seas of İlkyar…….
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