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Who Said Heimat? I’m Only Renting:

Selected Translations
by Selim Ozdogan
TRANSIT vol. 11, no. 1

Prologue, in which Krishna Mustafa’s parents meet in the
Pudding Shop, conceive him, spend seven years together, and
then separate

Translated by Milena Beltrama, Brittany Boyle, and Edward Kosta

Maria was different from the other foreign women who had slept with Recep. But like
the others he had also met her in the Pudding Shop. Opened in 1957 by the Colpan brothers,
the Pudding Shop was coasting off its reputation from the sixties when the restaurant had
become the central exchange point for information about travel in the east. You could find
out which streets were cut-off and impassable, where dangers lurked, and at which border-
crossings they’d turn a blind-eye for a small baksheesh. The Pudding Shop was the meeting
point of hippies and freaks, dropouts and adventurers who wanted to be on their way to
India, Nepal, or Thailand in order to seek out something they could not find at home.

The Pudding Shop, through which busloads of tourists are funneled nowadays and in
which a small bulletin board commemorates the past, is actually called Lale Restaurant,
but that name only appears in small typeface outside on the sign. Lale means tulip. The
tulips found it funny that people called flower children couldn’t seem to make out these
four letters and therefore continued to call the restaurant the Pudding Shop. There, amid
the merry laughter of the tulips, our little story unfolds. When Maria and Recep met in
November 1989, the freedom of the world as we know it did not reek of weed, free love,
yoga, and enlightenment, but rather the freedom to travel, jeans, vinyl, and tropical fruits.
Recep, the son of a wealthy cattle dealer from Kars, was 22 at the time and studied German
at Istanbul University. He had wanted to study economics or law, but performed too poorly
on the entrance exams. But at least he was in Istanbul, and not in a dorm, but in his own
apartment in the district of Balat. His father sent him money each month, and Recep earned
additional money for himself by selling hashish to tourists who were the easiest to
overcharge. Even those among them who thought they had learned to bargain in India,
Pakistan, and Iran.

Recep was very disciplined in his studies, but was just as disciplined in the time he spent
each day hanging around outside the Pudding Shop in order to keep an eye out for potheads.
The tourists who bought hashish were always drawn to the Pudding Shop like magic, where
there was still a bulletin board on which people sought and found travel buddies and
information. Recep liked the strangers, they told of a world he didn’t know. And he liked
the women who would readily bring him back to their small, flea-ridden hotel rooms.

Maria was twenty-three back then; after Abitur, she enrolled in a regional studies
program with a focus on Latin America at the University of Cologne, but she was hardly
ever there because in the very first week of class, she met her first steady boyfriend in a
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bar on Ziilpicher Strafe. Ruben was a lanky guy with long, red, lightly matted hair who
constantly toked and planned to break out of achievement-oriented society and live in
harmony with himself. He could play guitar, sing, and was an excellent lover.

When Maria’s grandmother died and bequeathed her 8,000 Deutsche Marks, Maria
bought a VW bus. She wanted to drive to India with Ruben, although they’d have to deviate
far from the original route of the Hippie Trail because Iran was at war with Iraq and
Afghanistan was occupied by the Soviets. Both felt flying was an unnatural form of travel
which left the soul behind, it only led to jetlag, culture shock, and environmental pollution.

The relationship only managed to hold until Pakistan, where Maria’s bourgeois
upbringing finally broke through according to Ruben. Maria was sick and tired of driving
while Ruben shagged the British girl they had found through the bulletin board in the
Pudding Shop in the backseat. At first he had done it openly, but after several screaming
matches, he tried to hide the sex: he would converse with Maria, meanwhile limiting
himself and Jane to groping. For Maria, it wasn’t about the fact, but about the danger of
being caught having sex on a backroad in an Islamic country. Ruben insisted that was only
a pretense to disguise how jealous and sexually inhibited Maria was. Eventually Maria had
had enough, she threw Ruben as well as Jane out—it was her bus, after all. With great
difficulty the bus made it to the Indian border before it gave up the ghost.

Maria spent the next 16 months in India, mostly in Benares and Rishikesh, until one
morning when a dreadlocked, skinny man with a peculiar glint in his eyes explained to
her—unprompted—that it was time for her to go home along the same path from which
she had come. Two souls were waiting for her. Maria, who had put up with diarrhea, fever,
twenty-pounds of weight loss, several robberies, bad hashish, the sight of beggars with
mutilated limbs, sexual harassment, and anonymous groping in the crowds, took these
words as a sign, and looked for a lift back home.

Maria was different, Recep thought. Sure, she had her quirks; like almost everyone else
he met in front of the Pudding Shop, she meditated, smoked pot, chanted mantras. She
spoke for hours about the Sadhus and Gurus, renunciation, wisdom, smiling, humility,
reincarnation, and transmigration; she didn’t shave her legs, showered too seldom and ate
too little, yet she was interested in him. In his country, his language, his family, his view
on things. In contrast to the others, she didn’t claim to understand how India worked, or
Pakistan, or Turkey. She seemed to suspect that she knew very little, and therefore wanted
to learn more. In Maria, Recep found a wife, who didn’t just claim to be open, but actually
was, and didn’t make claims the way a Turkish woman would have. Maria wasn’t out for
a provider, she wanted an educated man. Recep read a great deal, had spoken with many
tourists; his intelligence did not limit itself to a good look-over for his own advantage. Both
thought it was love. Perhaps it even was.

In October 1990, Krishna Mustafa was born, Krishna after the Hindu god, Mustafa not
after Mustafa Kemal Ataturk, the founding father of Turkey, and also not after Mohammed
whose surname was Mustafa, but rather because it meant the chosen one and Recep
believed that his son was destined for greatness.

For six years the three lived in Turkey—Recep completed his studies, worked as a
German teacher, and earned a little on the side with small jobs. Maria learned Turkish,
pursued an education as a nurse, and worked while her sister-in-law, Sezen, looked after
Krishna and her own son of the same age, Emre. The small family lived in a rented
apartment in Tophane with few worries.
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Recep Tayyip Erdogan had already been the mayor of Istanbul for two years when
Krishna Mustafa’s schooling drew near, and suddenly the household peace hung in the
balance. Maria wanted him to go to school in Germany, because try as they might, the two
simply could not afford the German school in Istanbul, and she didn’t want to stick the kid
in a Turkish school. Recep didn’t understand why the educational system which he himself
had attended was such a bad option, but Maria stood her ground.

So they moved to Freiburg. But there, every day, the peace hung even more in balance:
there wasn’t enough money, Recep couldn’t find work, and Maria’s parents, who lived in
Offenburg, never liked their son-in-law. Eventually the household peace lost its balance
altogether, and flung itself off the roof, fell to the earth, and gasped for breath one last time.
You could only see the white in its eyes and then it died, in a quite unchristian fashion,
without hope of resurrection. When Recep moved back to Turkey, Krishna Mustafa found
new friends in the Waldorf school, all of whom were not allowed to drink Coke.

Third Chapter, in which we get to know Emre, Krishna
Mustafa finds a mosque, and he takes refuge in a gun shop
Translated by Nathan Korth

You're funny, Emre says and laughs. You really thought that Isa gave you a ticket to
meet with the president?*

You're funny, Laura always said that too, at first. We laughed a lot together, not just at
the beginning, we laughed a lot for 16 months, and then she suddenly realized that 1 still
hadn't found my identity, and we broke up. | looked at Emre on the screen, and in the
background there was my bed. The bed that | had spent so much time in with Laura. With
Laura, every weekday and every time of day could be a Sunday morning. | wonder if Emre
and she will cross paths. Surely.

Emre studies German and English in Istanbul, and is currently doing a semester abroad
in Freiburg. We were neighbors when we were kids, and always played together while my
mother was at work. We got back in contact over the internet when we were both 15. At
first, Emre wanted to take his semester abroad in Berlin, but we thought if he came to
Freiburg we could spend more time together. Then Laura broke up with me, and | felt |
needed to go to Turkey to search for my identity. So we traded rooms, and now he's in
Freiburg a while before the semester starts.

How are things over there? | ask.

After Istanbul and London it's like a village, he says, you can go everywhere by foot,
but it has everything you expect from a big city. Alcohol is cheap. And organic vegetables.
I'll eat well and drink a lot of beer: that much is certain. When you go out alone, nobody
gives you funny looks. I already found a couple bars that I like. They seem really ‘in’, but
nobody there is pretentious or dresses up too much. It's almost as if there's no nightlife for
the rich in this city. Or you don't see the rich people's wealth. And everyone always says
“I see”. Did you notice that? “I see” when you understand something, “I see”” when you
don't understand something, “I see” when something is different than expected, “I see”
when you want to give someone shit, “I see” when you're surprised, “I see” when you've

! Isa gave Emre a ticket to see the Kurdish-Turkish comedian Yilmaz Erdogan, who has the same last
name as the current President of Turkey, Recep Tayyip Erdogan.
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forgotten something, “I see” when something comes to mind, “I see” when you don't
believe something, “I see” when you believe something, “I see” when you want to be ironic.

| see.

Yes. You all say that incessantly. Like a magic word or something.

Maybe.

It's true!

| see, it's true. You've established that.

| do believe I have.

I'll keep that in mind.

After talking to Emre, | finish building Aya Triada and then decide to go to the mosque.
In order to avoid another train wreck like the search for Starbucks, I pick Sultan Ahmet,
the ‘Blue Mosque.’ That's the one all the tourists go to—1'll certainly be able to find it.

It was hot. The hottest summer in years in Istanbul, Emre said before I left. Hot like the
door hinges of hell. My dreadlocks feel like fuel rods dangling from my head, so I go to a
hairdresser and have them cut off. It would be hard to separate them from you, Rabbit
always said, but it was really quite simple. I only want to keep my beard, and don’t let the
barber shave it.

When | come outside, it seems a little less hot to me, but then the sun starts burning my
scalp, so | buy one of those little white caps, like believers often wear.

There was a long line at the tourist entrance to Sultan Ahmet. Without the dreadlocks
and with the cap, I simply used the other entrance for worship; nobody was in line there.

| can't pray, nobody taught me how. | only know that you fall on your knees, sit down
on your heels, put your forehead on this carpet, turn your head to the left and right and at
some point hold up your palms. | want to give it a try. | start standing up, and move my
lips a little. That feels good. It seems as if God is nodding approvingly. He understands
every language, not just the ‘true’ one. Then I fall to my knees and lay my forehead on the
floor. At first, while standing, it had smelled like foot sweat; but now it’s as if everyone's
foot odor has been collected for centuries and made into an essence. A tiny drop would be
enough to make a whole sack of coffee unfit for consumption.

| stay down there, keep breathing calmly. Foot odor really isn't as nasty as people always
think. I lay with my forehead on the ground and think about God. He surely doesn't have
anything against foot odor. After all, he invented it. But perhaps he thinks this method of
praying is funny. He sees everything, nothing stays hidden from him. When | pray in the
direction of Mecca, he also simultaneously sees me from behind, like I'm sticking my butt
out at him. I don't know if he approves of it, always just seeing necks and butts.

| stand up, mumble to myself some more, fall on my knees, forehead on the ground,
stand up again. I do this a few more times. It’s hot, and I had already been sweating before
| exercised. Now my blood is flowing, and that gives me an idea.

| lay down with my back on the floor, arrange my feet at my bottom, put my hands by
my ears, and lift myself up into a bridge. We did that a lot as kids (thousands of times) and
Laura always did that at yoga; surely God won't mind. I'm offering up my heart to him in
place of my neck and my butt. I'm making a bridge between this world and that invisible
world.

That sort of bridge was exhausting—when I come back down I’m out of breath. | get
up, sit on my heels, and wait until my breathing calms down.
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Rabbit said that in the West people always insist that Islam means “conquest” in Arabic,
but the people who say that generally don't know any Arabic. He explained to me that Islam
means ‘devotion.” Rabbit studied Arabic. I had tried to give God everything that I had to
offer, but when I come out of the mosque the sky is dark and there is a wind blowing that
makes me feel like my whole body is being blow-dried. This time, | had downloaded a city
map on my phone so that I wouldn't get lost anymore and so people couldn't send me in
the wrong direction. I go back in the direction of the Emindnii neighborhood; I want to take
the bus home from there. On the way it starts to rain, at first just a little, but then it quickly
starts pouring and | duck in the next shop to stay dry.

It was a gun shop, with rifles, pistols, and knives. | look at the rifles; it was interesting
what was so freely sold here. Not that | understand anything about them — except that there
aren’t any air guns here. I take one from its bracket and strap it on, because I want to see
what it feels like. As a kid | wasn't allowed to have any toy guns, not even made of wood.
I wasn't even allowed to briefly pick one up in a store once. And now, | take the next one
and try it on too. This one seems to nestle better on my shoulder. The third one I try is a
little too heavy. The fourth fits best in my hand. I look in the mirror to see if it suits me as
well as it feels. I think I look dangerous with it, and start to laugh.

It keeps raining even harder. | look out the door. Bodies of water flow down the street.
It doesn’t look like it's raining, it looks like air-drops are falling into a sea.

Sixth Chapter, in which Krishna Mustafa goes to the German
community’s summer festival, his burial cloth is blessed, and
he tries his second bar of Turkish dark chocolate

Translated by James Margard

I searched on the internet for activities that wouldn’t attract tourists. Tourists mostly
want to do the same thing on vacation that they do at home, only more so. They want to
drink more, party more, watch more TV, eat more, have more sex, and do more of nothing.
But they also want to see the landmarks of the city, the museums and the ruins and all that.
I think those kinds of places are called “tourist magnets.” But perhaps the tourists are
themselves magnetic. They’re all mutually attracted to each other. And it’s there, where
they now doll themselves up for the camera, that famous buildings were once erected. Then
the tourists take pictures there, with themselves included. They already know the buildings
from pictures of course, and know there are more than enough (thousands of) pictures of it
already, but none with themselves.

If you want to learn more about the forest, do you ask a tree or do you ask a bird? asked
Isa. I figured it was a rhetorical question. A tree cannot see its roots. And a bird can’t see
the roots of a tree, either. Isa forgot about the moles and the earthworms, the earth and the
water.

The German community in Istanbul organized a summer festival in Nisantasi, which is
not far away from me. Everyone with a connection to Germany is welcome. And that
festival is being held today. Sometimes it seems like life is made of Legos. All of the pieces
fit together.
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Sometimes life is also like a piece of broken glass that slid way behind the kitchen
cupboard. All the pieces that could fit together are already in the garbage. And nevertheless
you have something that brings happiness.

As a child, I occasionally went with my grandmother to the community festivals for her
church in Offenburg. There were always older women who talked about how big | was.
The other children had glasses or a tank top, were fat or quiet, and everybody but me had
a Tamagotchi.

Here the children have more iPads and smartphones, here the parents are younger,
everything looks so amusing. | wander around a bit, and before | can say anything to
anyone, a woman speaks to me in Turkish and asks me what I’'m doing here.

I’m new to Istanbul, | say in German, | was curious to see this festival. And what are
you doing here?

I am the chairwoman of the Bridge, she said.

The Bosporus Bridge?

No, the organization. Don’t you know it? We want to establish a link between the
countries, the people, the cultures, and the languages, therefore we use the name Bridge.

Ah | see, how long have you lived here?

In October it will have been 44 years. A long time to have lived between two cultures.

You can speak excellent German, | said.

One doesn’t forget it that quickly. And do you know how long you want to stay here?

Hopefully about half a year.

What will you be doing here?

| am searching for my roots.

There are no roots, she said. Life is a bridge for us, always driving back and forth until
you run out of gas. You never arrive.

I never felt like I was going back and forth. And I don’t have a driver’s license either.

But I want to know what’s under the bridge, I quipped.

Homeless people, she said. Under the bridge there are always the homeless, who no
longer have a home, who fell down under the bridge. We, we are lucky, she said, as she
took a sip of her champagne.

And my soul spread its wings out wide, flew through the quiet country, as if it were
flying home, my mother always said. I’d like to ask what it would be like if you took the
ferry to the other side, or flew, instead of going over the bridge, but she waves to somebody
that she knows, asks me to wait a moment, and then disappears into the crowd.

[...]

Tenth Chapter, in which Krishna Mustafa goes to the farmer’s
market, sees Nesrin again, and undresses in a train
Translated by Kristen Datta and Sabrina Walker

[....]

In Germany, if you have dreadlocks, you’re systematically policed. For a while there, I
was going to Basel pretty regularly—that’s in Switzerland. Laura has friends there. I
always got checked on the train. On the way there and the way back. My German ID didn’t
make any difference—they always searched me thoroughly. The police also always
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checked to see if I’d hidden anything in my hair. After the third or fourth time, I just stopped
bringing my backpack along, so they’d get through everything quicker.

I always asked, What are you looking for? and they said: Narcotics. If they’d just gone
to Rabbit they would have found a whole ton—but of course | never snitched on him. They
never believed me when I said that I don’t do drugs or smoke or drink. I always had to get
off the train with them and go to the police station in Basel or Freiburg and get completely
undressed. I didn’t think it was that bad, because | had to get off at that stop anyway, but
Laura was always annoyed by it. She talked with the officers and said that it was intolerable
and racist and that they were only doing it because | had dreadlocks and because my skin
was so dark. She really got worked up about it and demanded the officers’ police
identification numbers. Then she wrote letters, but the answers she received always said
something about random searches and relevant border-police experiences.

I’m more laid back about it than Laura. After | understood that they were going to check
me no matter what, | just undressed in the train as soon as | saw the police come into the
car. The sliding door opened, the police came inside, and | took my sweatshirt and t-shirt
off, then my shoes, socks, pants, underwear—it all went pretty quickly, and then I just sat
there, naked, in my seat, and gave them my ID. Then they just had to check my hair.

You sat naked in the train?

Yeah. But they threatened to write me up for indecent exposure, and then Laura yelled
that they were the indecent ones, not me. After that, | just wore swim trunks on the train.
That’s perfectly legal. Before we got on the train, Laura put my stuff in her backpack and
| stuck my ID in the waistband of my swim trunks. Then I didn’t have to completely
undress. And because | knew that they were going to search my hair, | made a little treasure
hunt for them, so that they’d have something to look forward to. Little toys from Kinder
Eggs, chocolate candies, toy soldiers, coins. Sometimes they searched so sloppily that they
didn’t even find anything. But when they did find something, they weren’t very excited.
They didn’t even want to take it with them. Not even a chocolate candy. “I hid them
especially for you, you can keep it,” I said, but apparently they didn’t want any milk
chocolate and told me that if I continued to insist, they’d consider it attempted bribery.

| would love to see that report, Laura had yelled: The accused attempted to bribe the
officers with a chocolate bon-bon.

After a couple of months, eventually all of the officers knew me and didn’t want to see
my ID anymore. | achieved a lot more by wearing swim trunks than Laura did by writing
down the police officers’ ID numbers and cussing them out.

Esra just stood there and stared at me.

Mustafa, she said, do me a favor. This isn’t Germany: be scared. Above all, be scared
of the police. Watch out for yourself and don’t always do what you think is right.

| think that Esra was a little scared for me, which was why she said that. I think that
Laura was never scared for me—she was only annoyed with the police officers. But nothing
ever actually happened to me. Everything always turned out okay. In all of the countries |
was in.
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Eleventh Chapter, in which Emre and Rabbit express different
opinions, Revolution gets confused with Retweet, and Krishna
Mustafa gives an interview

Translated by Ted Ma

[.]

I switch on Facebook chat.

good day.

Hello.

we would like to ask you a few questions regarding the path that you have now chosen
for yourself.

Go ahead.

you’ve lived in germany for many years, have blended-in well here, took the college
entrance exams here and are studying social pedagogy.? nothing in your profile hints
towards the step that you have decided to take. what was your motivation?

| wanted to search for my identity.

what do you mean by identity? do you mean for the most part your religious identity?

No, I don’t think so. I don’t know, I’m just kind of searching for my roots. I wanted to
experience more about myself, about my origin, about my father. It’s funny, you’re
together with yourself for the entire day, but then you still want to discover something else.
As if you’ve been keeping something secret from yourself.

so you believe that this side of you was already there, but you didn’t live up to it?

Yeah, maybe. So, I’m still searching for this side of me.

and what do you anticipate will come from finding this side of you?

Love.

love from god?

No, the love from a woman.

like in paradise?

No, why in paradise?

because it’s forbidden to you here

Yeah, but only at the moment.

S0, women were promised to you?

Not directly.

but sex does play a role?

What kind of a question is that supposed to be? In every brothel people shut the door
behind them, but in public people always talk as if they know no shame, is my answer. |
got that from Rabbit.

so do you believe that we are too permissive?

Yes.

was that maybe the reason to go? the moral depravity of the west?

No, that was not the reason. | went because of pain.

because you felt that you were not accepted here?

Not loved.

2 Sozialpadagogik
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are you angry about that?

Yeah, maybe a little bit. Because | had the feeling that everything was going well.

and how were you accepted there?

Very warmly. | have two roommates, with whom | get along well, and people on the
streets are all very friendly, you can talk with anyone.

and your roommates think like you?

No, they are totally different.

when are you moving on?

Move on? I only just got here, I’ll be staying another few months to learn.

SO you are in some sort of a training camp?

Yeah, if you wanna put it that way.

and where in istanbul are you being trained, are you allowed to talk about that?

All around here, in the entire city.

of course you don’t want to go too much in detail, 1 understand. do you get the
impression, that turkey is becoming increasingly Islamized?

No, if anything, the country strikes me as Christianized. There’s a church on every
corner, Christmas lights are lit throughout the entire year.

what is your view on erdogan?

He’s really funny. And what he says is certainly the truth.® That’s what Muhammad Ali
always said: My way of making a joke is to say the truth. Ali was the son-in-law of
Mohammed, did you know that?

no. do you occupy yourself often with the prophets? is that a part of your training?

Yeah, maybe. | prayed at Sultan Ahmet as well.

are you happy with islam?

| think so, I was happy in the mosque. Because | presented my heart to God.

do you see yourself as a god’s warrior?

God’s warrior? God is almighty, why would he need someone to fight for him in a war?

but you believe in the almightiness of god?

Otherwise you can’t call him God.

are you ready to die for him?

God doesn’t need anyone to die for him. He’s not a general.

has someone taught you how you should answer such questions?

No.

do you find that the cause you’re being trained for is correct?

Maybe you just have to do it sometimes, in order to balance things out.

do you believe that this terror is sacred?

I wouldn’t call it terror.

what then?

Hardship.

thank you very much. could you send me a picture of yourself where you receiving your
training? preferably one with weapons.

Weapons?

only if it’s not too much trouble. so that we have exclusive picture materials. of course,
we don’t want to get you into trouble. thank you very much for the conversation!

3 Krishna Mustafa is referring to the Kurdish-Turkish actor, poet and comedian Yilmaz Erdogan, not to
be confused with the Turkish president of the same name.
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Sure thing, | respond. | sit there afterwards and look through the chat. | don’t quite
understand what he wanted. Which magazine was he from now? He didn’t even know
where the capital letters were hidden on the keyboard. | thought he wanted to know about
my relationship crisis and the thing with my search for identity, but he was more interested
in God than in Laura or me.

Thirteenth Chapter, in which we can read the entire Article,
Rabbit advises Krishna Mustafa to take legal action, and
Nesrin wants to know what is going on in Germany
Translated by Brandon Cummings and Hannah Kelley-Watkins

Mustafa F. was a typical young man from a liberal household. He was the kind of person
who grew his hair in dreadlocks, studied social pedagogy, and seemed well integrated.
What drives such a person to sudden religious fanaticism? What drives young people like
him to leave their lives in Germany behind and go beyond Turkey and into Syria, to support
their brothers in arms in the battle against the infidels? What drives young men to jihad, to
holy war, to risk their own lives? What drives someone out of their socially progressive
environment straight into the arms of a terrorist organization?

We were able to chat with Mustafa F. online, and he is currently located in an ISIS
training camp in Turkey. In order to protect his contacts in Germany, he kept the details
confidential. Mustafa has indicated that women and sex were promised to him. Not only in
Paradise, but here on Earth as well.

Not only does Mustafa believe the western world to be liberalized and permissive, but
Turkey as well. He describes the country, which is moving ever closer to Islam under
President Erdogan, as too Christianized. He views the acts of terror committed by ISIS as
a hardship necessary to attain a new world order under Sharia Law.

At first glance, nothing in the life of this young man, who went to the Waldorf School
in Freiburg, would hint at the path he chose. But a quick Internet search helps connect the
dots—Mustafa F. is a rapper. He has released a few tracks, primarily concerning women
and marijuana, which have remained in the hip-hop scene.

The most obvious similarity between the hip-hop types and jihadists is in their gestures,
mannerisms, posture, and embodied masculinity. Both propagate the same ideal of physical
prowess and grit—a cult of harshness and hierarchy. These aesthetic similarities extend to
the details of apparel and accessories: both ISIS militants and gangster rappers wear the
same watches, the same Ray-Bans, the same camouflage bulletproof vests. The Jeeps,
presented as status symbols in hip-hop videos and ISIS recruiting videos alike, are insignia
of technical armament and invulnerability. Both ISIS fighters and hip-hoppers fashion
themselves as stony, cold-hearted, and merciless. It is really interesting when one compares
their enthusiasm for posing: In pictures both jihadists and gangster rappers like to point
their weapons at the camera.

In our interview, Mustafa F. reported he had left Germany out of distress, but that seems
to be a lie. How can anyone see our free, democratic system as distressful? The path from
hip-hop to Islam is not far, and he did not want to betray the names of people who pursue
it. Germany is full of hatemongers who use false promises to entice young men to the
battlefields, where unimaginable atrocities reign. The barbaric acts committed by ISIS in
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the killing of non-believers far surpasses anything we experienced under Al-Qaida. In a
region that has known so much bloodshed, these terrorists are unique in their brutality.
They execute captured prisoners. They Kill children. They enslave, rape, and force women
into marriage. They threatened a religious minority with genocide. And in acts of
barbarism, they took the lives of two American journalists.

Today, young men such as Mustafa F. travel through Turkey to Syria in order to support
their brothers in arms. How much longer are we Europeans safe, when such seemingly
normal young people live in our midst?

Who wants to be labeled racist or Islamophobic? Who wants to be pigeonholed as a
Neo-Nazi? We would love to believe that Islam is a religion of peace and that Islamic
terrorists aren’t Muslims, but barbaric murderers. That’s not the case, but it is safer to say
SO.

The beheadings in Iraq and Syria force us to re-evaluate Islam. Like Christianity, Islam
also has a central figure standing next to God. But Mohammed isn’t a hippie like Jesus.
Mohammed is a warlord, a man who uses extreme violence and genocide to achieve his
goals. Such a religion is a hindrance to the path of integration in a modern, secular, and
Western society. We must ask ourselves how we can prevent people like Mustafa F. from
coming in such close contact with it. We must ask ourselves whether, under the guise of
tolerance, we’ve not nursed a serpent at our breast for too long. A serpent that has now
turned against the West and threatens all of our freedom.

And we can’t say we didn’t see it coming. Anyone who has read the Quran knows it’s
a collection of'tirades from a hateful Mohammed. It’s slanderous to market these abhorrent
passages as proverbs or as the absolute word of God. Hate speaks through Mohammed. It’s
no wonder Islamic fanatics becomes terrorists. Violence and revenge saturate
Mohammed’s teachings like nothing else.

If someone owns slaves, rapes little girls, advocates for genocide and war, he can’t
exactly call himself a Buddhist, a Christian, or really anything else—he remains a slave
driver, a pedophile, or a mass-murderer. And Mohammed was all of that. If a mass-
murderer founds a religion, what else can you expect from this religion but genocide?

Mustafa F. is not an isolated case. According to data from intelligence services, more
than 400 people from Germany have already traveled through Turkey into Syria in order
to fight against the infidels. If we want to prevent young men and women from winding up
in the clutches of the Salafists, we must consider measures far stricter than the revocation
of passports. Could we at least dare to openly consider ideological and religious concepts
such as jihad and Sharia Law unlawful, as they are incompatible with our idea of universal
human rights? We cannot permit our notions of tolerance to be shattered by a religion of
intolerance.

[...]



TRANSIT, 11(1) (2017)
12 | Kristin Dickinson, et al. / Who said Heimat? /’'m Only Renting

Twenty-Sixth Chapter, in which Emre sees the German
obsession with order, Esra is still missing, and Yunus and
Krishna Mustafa go to Kadikdy for a rally

Translated by Sydney McConnell and Nathan Korth

I still have to get a degree in trash-sorting here, said Emre. The Super found out that we
weren’t sorting our trash correctly. And then Agneiska found out that it was my fault. |
throw recyclables in the garbage bin and packaging in the wastepaper bin. Besides, the
Super also saw me throw a broken cup into the glass bin. They don’t belong there. Did you
know that?

No.

It makes me crazy. It’s easier to learn future perfect or the hypothetical subjunctive than
to learn how to sort the trash.

Yes, I said, maybe it’s like a language. If you learn it as a kid, it’s quite simple, but if
you are already grown up, it might be difficult.

It’s even more nonsensical than the articles, Emre said, or the verbs: there are so few
regular verbs, they seem irregular, and make the irregular verbs seem regular. How can a
people, whose language has so many special forms and so many exceptions, be conquered
so slavishly by rules? To me it’s a mystery, really. The Plunder (trash) is singular, the
Plundern (trash) is plural. Although Plunder already means more than one. The Flunder
(flounder), the Flundern (flounders). But it was das Wunder (wonder) and die Wunder
(wonders). Now that truly is a wonder, that an N simply goes missing and it doesn’t bother
anyone, there’s no outcry, we want our N, but that’s the rule, you can’t just leave out a
letter and have it still be correct. It’s das Wunder, and die Wunder. But das Kind (child)
doesn’t become die Kind. They have the kind of language, where every word can simply
do what it wants, nothing has to stick to the rules. But no, | throw a yogurt cup into the
wrong bin and all hell breaks loose. It’s as if the world is coming to an end, but it’s really
warming up. Or we’re drowning in trash. Or else some sort of natural disaster will happen,
because I can’t figure out what belongs in which bin. And the Super says if I keep doing it
wrong, the bins won’t get picked up. Yeah, and then what? What kind of solution is that?
They don’t even realize how absurd it all is. It’s just busy work. Everything is packed,
shrink-wrapped, bagged, every fruit in the supermarket has its own packaging, so it doesn’t
feel neglected or like they’re being groped. And not just the fruit, even the coffee is packed
in capsules. And these designer guys who come up with it, they invent packaging, because
it’s the packaging that counts here, not the contents. And then you keep people from
bothering with the contents by making them deal with the packaging. And it’s like with the
N, no one thinks it’s weird. If tomorrow you had to sort the yogurt cups by flavor,
everybody else would do that too. Today you chuck all the ads into the paper bin, and
tomorrow they come back into your house as more ads, but they’ve gone through an entire
cycle that has to be just right. And these plastic bottles, if | had a little more money, |
wouldn’t return these recyclable plastic bottles, I’d rather just put them in a bin. The right
one for plastic, of course. There you are at a machine that won’t take your bottles, because
the label is a bit wrinkled and the machine can’t read it properly anymore. Then you stretch
out the label so it’s flat, again and again, you really have to be meticulously pity, so the
machine can read it and then crush the whole bottle together with the label. That’s complete
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madness. They say the Germans are diligent. But really they are only diligent because they
make work for themselves where there actually isn’t any. Instead they could try to reduce
trash: that would be efficient. But they always just want to be effective and are only happy,
when they can plan things. | yearn for the trash at home, believe me, I miss trash so much,
I’'m feeling homesick. Real trash, not just this sorting-out-the-recycling-into-all-these-
different-bins-in-different-colors-with-different-types-of-trash crap.





