





Zadik usta kaynak makinesinin ucunu yakar.
Bazen cift bazen tek u¢ kullanir. Nedir, hep-
sinde de kendi yiireginin ucunu yakar. Zadik
usta kaynak makinesinin ucuyla giimiis telle-
ri yakar, Onlar birlestirir. Bu isin ne kadar
giic oldugunu bilir. Bilir ki ve gormiistiir ki,
181 biraz fazla kacgirilirsa telin kendisi erir.
Iste sanatina, sanatc1 arkadaslarina ve elbet-
te kendisine olan saygisi nedeniyle cok titiz
davranir. Once, giimiisiin ayarin1 biraz diisii-
riir ve egeleyerek onlar1 minnacik taneler ha-
linde bir giideri parcasi i¢inde toplar. Onlar1
bir kaba koyar ve icerisine toz boraks katar.
Sonra da yeni bir sanat eseri daha yapmak
icin calismaya baslar.

Master Zadik, lights weld machine end. He uses
single end sometimes, a double one someti-
mes. Still, he burns his own heart’'s end each
time. Msater Zadik burns silver wires with weld
machine; he unites them. He knows how hard
is this work. He know and saw, if temperature is
little much, wire melts. He acts very careful due
to his respect to his job, art, his artist friends
and of course to himself. First he decreases fi-
nes of the silver and collects the silver in a cha-
moises piece by filing and making tiny pieces
of silver. He puts them in a container and adds
powder borax. Then he begins to work to make
another art piece.
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Bu Emin6énii var ya bu Eminonii. Bas-
ka bir alemdir. Istanbul icinde baska bir
Istanbul’dur. Civil civildir. Kivrim kivrim-
dir. Insanin harman oldugu yerdir. Daha
sabahtan serceler gibi civildagsmaya baslar.
Hacik usta da onlarla yarisir gibi, sabahtan
masasinin basina oturur. Afili bir lup takar
goziine. Dissiz pensesi, mavi makasi, spirali
ve siyirtmast hemen elinin altindadir. Eski
bir Istanbul diisiiniir. Babasinin elinden tu-
tup dolastig1 altin piriltili bir Kapaligars: dii-
siiniir. Sonra kalip kesmeye koyulur. Kesim
yapar. Damla, Kalp, Markiz, Oval, Yuvarlak
ve Ziimriit kesimler yapar ki, bunlarin inceli-
gini ve gorkemini ancak ustalar anlar.

This place called Eminond; is a different
world. She is an other Istanbul in Istanbul.
Chirpy. Frizzy. She is where people harmoni-
ze. Just by the morning, she begins to tweet
like sparrows. Master Haclik, just like racing
them, sits on his bench by the morning. He
puts on a glitz loop. His smooth gripper, blue
scissors, spiral and scraper is right under
his hands. He thinks of and old Istanbul. He
thinks of a gold shine Grand Bazaar, he used
to walk around holding his father’s hand.
Then he starts cutting moulds. He cuts. He
makes drop, heart, marquise, oval, round
and emerald cuts that only masters can un-
derstand their elegance and glory.




Sonra aksam olur. Martilar karsidaki Kara-
koy’e dogru ¢iglik ¢igliga uzaklagir. Giivercin-
ler ile kumrular, yakinlardaki Yenicami’nin,
Misir  Carsistnmin  kubbelerine yaptiklari
yuvalarma dogru havalanir. Altin ve giimiis
tozlari, Istanbul’a ¢okmekte olan yorgun bir
aksamin son kizilliklarina karisir. Siileymani-
ye Camii’'nin asirlik ¢marlarinin yapraklari,
aksam rilizgar1 altinda son fisildagsmalarini
yapar. Kuyumcu ustalari, yorgun ama mutlu
evlerinin yolunu tutar. Evlerine yiireklerini,
el emeklerini, sevgilerini ve alin teriyle ka-
zandiklar1 ekmeklerini gotiiriirler. Arnavut
kaldirimli Istanbul sokaklarinda golgeleri ve
anilar1 uzar.

Perde...

Then became evening. Seagulls move away
trough Karakoy screaming. Doves and pigeons
take off towards nests they made on Yenicami’s,
Corn Bazaar’s dooms.

Gold and silver dusts blend in the final redness
of a tired evening descending on Istanbul. The
leaves of Suleymaniye Mosque’s thousand of
years planes, whisper for the last time under the
evening breeze.

Jewellery masters, tired but happy, take the road
to home. They took their home, their hearts,
hand craft, love and bread they have gained by
their effort. On the cobblestoned streets of Istan-
bul, their shadows and memories lengthen.

Curtain...
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