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Voyage: 33 August 39, 1954 Number 9
Address from the Shipmaster:
Farewell and good luck to the Turkish Armed Forces:

We hope that your journey has gone well. It has been a great pleasure for us
to have you as guests and to carry you on our ship. We appreciate and thank you for
complying with the ship rules and for cooperating with us. We thank you and
especially the convoy commander and staff office for successfully completing this
task. As you are about to approach your homeland, we say goodbye, wishing you all
happiness and a good day.

ROY.C CHRISTMAN HOY E. WOODS
Shipmaster Major
Sergeant, Head of Department

Address from the Commander:
Friends,

Today | feel tears of joy flowing in my heart, as | experience the good fortune
of being reconciled with our homeland. | feel a year of longing and sorrow turn to
such peace and tranquillity in the embrace of our dear homeland and people. As our
duty in the country of Korea comes to an end, | believe with all my heart that all of us
will run willingly to any new duty that may befall us in our home country. | solemnly
remember the precious martyrs that we have left in Korean soil, and wish you all
success and happiness in your new homes, and in your new duties.

15t Convoy Commander
Lieutenant Colonel
Halim Caglar
Address from the Chief of Staff:

To the officers, sergeants, and privates of the 4" Brigade’s 15t convoy:



For the past 14 months, | have been working towards this sacred duty
together with you. During this time, | have spent much time with all of you, both on
duty and privately. At some point, especially in private, | may have unintentionally
hurt you. For this I ask for your forgiveness. | would have liked to see all of you
separately. Unfortunately, | have not physically been able to do this. | write these
lines to greet you all for the last time, wish you success in your new duties in your
motherland, to wish you good health and to lovingly say farewell. Goodbye!

WHILE SAYING FAREWELL

| certainly wanted this edition, which we
are giving to you to be better. However,
this was not possible. Sorry.

In this period of a year, we have seen a
lot. We also got to know many nations,
both good and bad. We all felt
something. Many things that we would
like to say or to shout have remained
bottled up in us. We gained a range of
responsibilities and learned some
lessons. | will not be afraid to explicitly
mention several of these.

In my opinion, we are more primitive,
more unorganized, and even
intellectually behind most of these
nations. All of you must embrace the
good things you saw in foreigners. Even
if we cannot inculcate this idea in
others, let us not abandon ourselves, let
us bring it to maturity.

Also, in my opinion, the moral standards
of the nations that we were in contact
with, were good. Even the Koreans...To
those who would judge moral standards
by the abundance of rules, | would
remind you of this: The purpose of
morals is to benefit the community. This
is our shortcoming. Our morals frustrate,
knock, and destroy the community.
Morality is partly habit though. Habits
can be both good and bad. Well, we do
not have good habits. Having said that,

Chief of Staff
Lieutenant Colonel
Halim Caglar

all of us are individually good. However,
corporally we are useless. We are
perhaps one of the most advanced
nations when it comes to individual
morality. But when it comes to
communal morality, we are more
backward than primitive tribes. what we
actually need the most is communal
morality. The community’s duty is to get
rid of immorality. When the community
does this duty, the way of peace will
appear with clarity. As we are about to
arrive, | apologise if there have been
any mistakes in my writings in which |
want to give a sense of our country. |
wish you all happy and peaceful days,
unlimited energy to work with a new
spirit in the service of our country, power
to resist evil, and good luck. May God
be our protector and helper!

HUSEYIN YAKIS
IMPRESSION ON THE WAY: 6

FINAL IMPRESSIONS

The sun falls like a red orb behind the
hills, which reflect the colour of the sea.
The breeze sweetens and the waters
turn a dark navy. The ship drifts towards
the opaque pinkness surrounding the
horizon.

A yellow crescent moon curves around
in this colourful sky... and a single star



flickers.

Toy aeroplanes fly about hectically.
They disappear into the water,
shimmering transparently.

You are speaking with your homeland
Istanbul, together with Mohammed of
the Kazan Turks, the wind carrying your
voices. In your minds you dance to the
tune ‘Constantinople, Istanbul’. We say
to ourselves ‘may the city of Istanbul
appear before us.” The soldier’s faces
have gone a pleasant red colour. They
soulfully and dreamily watch the horizon
with bowed heads. The cigarettes in
their hands burn like cicadas. An Arab
boat lags behind us with sporadic lights.

And slowly but surely the evening turns
to night. The ship is buried in darkness.
In the cinema there is a film with Lana
Turner and Fernando Lama in it

called 'the Merry Widow'.

Yesterday morning we were
entering the Suez Canal. On one side
the Kocaeli Tanker was moving south.
While BLATCHFORD was waiting its
turn, the Egyptian sellers approached
with little sail boats and set up a market.
A bustling market scene began with
voices saying, ‘pilgrim master’. There
were prayer rugs, carpets and wallets
woven with pictures of pyramids,
camels, and mosques. All eyes were on
the ‘Istanbul’ ship which has stopped
just ahead. Our countryman, who were
waving their arms, and our lovely flag
made us feel proud and excited in
Egyptian waters. All along the canal
cities, interspersed with fig trees,
sporadic Egyptians wearing loose robes
and Fezzes. In our minds the front
cover headline of the El Ehram
newspaper ‘Tard-l Sefirul Turkiyya’.

While we were approaching
Ismailiyah, we passed ships, cruisers,
and beaches. This green landscape

between the Corak sand dunes seems
like a mirage. Ismailiyah is now behind
us. On one side there is desert, one the
other side there is the sun setting
among the dark-green forests. This
must be what they mean when they talk
about a captivating landscape.

Port Said’s columns and lights are
reflected in the water. Now we are in a
new sea. Like Mehlika’s lovesick ones,
this country’s children are crossing one
last ocean to complete their journey.

The first morning in the
Mediterranean. The wind and the sound
of the waves here is like no other.
Although the salt of the deep oceans is
still on our tongues, this is our sea. We
have Mediterranean folk songs and
Mediterranean epics. We breath in the
air deeply with our chests and our eyes.
The sound of Pirates with swords can
be heard from the depths.

‘Is it rainwater or seawater?’

“‘We walk upon the sea,

We search and find the enemy,
We take our revenge,

They call us one of Hayreddin
BarbarAneossa’s lot.”

And the rustling sound of the flag rising
from Kadife Castle, mixes with these
legendary songs. In our imaginations
the pride of history fills our hearts
together with the excitement of returning



to our country. We have now heard and
understood that true happiness is to
return to your country.

Cemil Cem
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ANECDOTE
HE DIDN'T SEE IT

Our friend Fuat Irtem’s eyesight was
even worse before. We were sitting
together in a family friend’s house. Then
another friend, Ahmet, shouted from
outside. We were waiting for him for
something important.

Fuat suddenly jumped up and hit the
solid glass window. The pieces of glass
fell from his head, and he passed over
to the other side with the window frame
like a yoke around his head. | hurriedly

got up.

“Fuat, what happened?”

“Never mind, | didn’t see the window.”
It turns out our friend thought the
window was open.
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Will the people, who have borrowed
books from the library, please return
them to the ship’s priest.
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ISKENDERIYE LIGHTHOUSE

The Iskenderiye Lighthouse, which was
built in the 3" century BC by Sostratus
and Cnidus, is on the island of Faros.

According to legend, foreign ships were
burned and destroyed, while they were
still at a distance, by a lens on the top of
the lighthouse. However, the truth is that
it was built to show ships the way.

During the Arab conquests, while they

were looting everywhere they went, they
suspected that this lighthouse ha
treasure in it. So, they mercilessly
destroyed it. When they didn’t find
anything, they wanted to rebuild it, but
were unable to do so. For this reason,
there isn’t even a trace left of this huge
masterpiece nowadays.

SUEZ CANAL

The 103-mile-long Suez Canal connects
the Mediterranean to the Red Sea.
French engineer Ferdinand de Lesseps,
whose idea it was to build it, finally got
his idea accepted after a long struggle
and building began in 1859.

The canal, which was completed in
1969, is 196 feet wide at its narrowest
point. It is managed by Compagnie
Universelle du Canal Mariti-mevde
Suez, whose centre is in Paris. There
are 16 french, 9 British, 5 Egyptians, 1
American and 1 Dutch person on the
management board.

“I'only lost 2 pounds in the Arabian Sea
Oh dear, what are we gonna do?”
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TWO EVENTS

After passing Jacob’s mill and the Fan
stream, we floated past some willows



and passing in front of a mosque
decorated with Plane Trees, we arrived
at the sea. This front of the mosque is the
nicest, most attractive place, where the
sounds resound harmoniously. The
serenading sound of the mill, the gurgle
of the stream, the splash of the sea,
together with a few dogs barking, a
couple of cats meowing, and the sound
of a variety of other animals mix to
enrichen the harmony.

The mosque muezzin reciting the call to
prayer in religious ecstasy, the music
teacher playing violin just to show off to
the ladies, and the town lovers singing to
the sound of the Saz, drew a large crowd.
There was even occasionally a couple of
stubborn women arguing on the other
bank of the stream, causing great
confusion.

When there are no people, there are
cockerels strutting about like a
commander with his entourage, ducks
cleaning themselves in the ritual washing
area, dogs finding a quiet place to sleep
like elderly people of the village, who like
their peace, birds like street children
dirtying whoever goes by. All behaving
elegantly, without a care for any human.

| would bring an erotic novel that | was
afraid to read at home with me here,
when no one else was around. Again, |
had come here with an exceedingly
obscene novel. What else can | do? If my
mother knew what | was reading, she
would say ‘our son has gone astray’ and
lock me in the house. If she hadn't
recommended the neighbours daughter
to me, | wouldn’t be reading it!

Under the plane tree that | was leaning
against, in front of all this rich natant, |
didn’t even open the novel, which I'd
found overly simple. Watching this
beauty, created a warm, sweet sensation
within me. In front of me a mother cat
was teaching her kittens how to wrestle.

A dog was watching this with friendly
looks from a dilapidated mosque wall. To
the side was a cockerel, who was smiling
from under his crest at a skinny chicken,
who he was making advances to. In front
of me was a mother chicken, with her
chicks walking behind her. She was
walking and at the same time explaining
to them her view on life:

“Cluck, Cluck, Cluck...”

Just as | became entranced by this world,
| was brought back to reality by the noise
made by a chicken in a moment of
danger. While the chicks instinctively
grouped around their mother, a hawk
began to glide towards them. So that the
chicks would not be hurt by the impact,
the mother chicken met the hawk a little
further ahead. | can’t remember what |
shouted but the hawk was scared away
by my voice, leaving its prey. As |
approached the unfortunate mother, |
saw that her claw had broken off in the
attack. She was bleeding all over the
green grass as she scratched the ground,
while calling her little ones. The
understanding little ones gathered
around their mother. She stood up
straight with difficulty and checked that
none of her chicks were missing. As she
saw they were all there, she collapsed
happily to the ground. That was her final
happiness. Because she only lived
happily for one breath. The poor little
ones performed her funeral ceremony
with mournful tones. As | witnessed the
nobility of this mother, who unhesitatingly
made herself bait for this most feared
animal, | joined the funeral procession
with a few tears of my own.

| had even forgotten this event. One day
the dead body of a new-born baby was
found in mill’'s upper guttering. Then the
mother, who had put her baby there was
brought out.

There you have it, two events. In one the
hero was a human, in the other the hero



was an animal.
H.Yakis
POEM
SORROW

What wouldn't it inspire, the smoke from
the chimney,

What | miss comes and goes from time
to time,

There is a volcano of sorrow in me now,
My heart beats constantly, saying we’ll
meet again,

This is joy; my eyes water, my heart
comes alive and stops,

Pretty women sing songs in gardens of
hazelnuts,
It is a world, a lifetime, a life; the place |
was born,

Gardens full of fruit, villages decorated
with spring,

My heart beats constantly, saying we’ll
meet again,

This is joy; my eyes water, my heart
comes to life,

O sweet world that rules over cells,
What remains between us; this world
called separation,

The nation has become real, the
reunion a sweet smell,

My heart beats constantly, saying we’ll
meet again,
This is joy; my eyes water, my heart
comes to life,
O wind, singing a burning tune not to
run,

O precipice, whispering in my ear to
stop,

O fresh sky, spring that embraces my
soul,

My heart beats constantly, saying we’ll
meet again,

This is joy; my eyes water, my heart
comes to life,

Blue sky, my hope, hey country of my
birth,

I’'m a leaf dragged by bitter destiny,
Smile, have fun, rejoice, then leave and
cry,

My heart beats constantly, saying we’ll
meet again,

This is joy; my eyes water, my heart
comes to life.

H. Yakis



