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Dorothy Heathcote i¢in Ertelenmis Bir Yazi...

Omer Adigiizel'

Dergi editoriimiiz Fatma Onalan Akfirat?, Dorothy i¢in yapacagimiz 6zel say1 i¢in benden
bir giris yazisi istemisti. Ben de kabul etmis en iyi yazma aninin gelmesini beklemeye baglamis
gibiydim. Bir giin bir ilham gelecek ve ben en iyi Dorothy yazisin1 yazmis olacaktim. Bu
nedenle onunla ilgili yeni kaynaklara ulagsmali, onlar1 okumali ve iyi bir analizden sonra da
Dorothy’nin drama anlayisini da i¢eren yaziy1 yazmaliydim.

Baslangiglar yapiyor, ilk tiimceleri yaziyor ancak sonrasini getirmek i¢in onun hakkinda
yazilmis tez ve Kkitaplara Ozellikle de Gavin Bolton’un® gergeklestirdigi yasam oykiisiine
odaklantyordum. Kitabin bir yerinde Dorothy’nin ¢ocukluk zamanlarinda bir 6gretmeninden
cok fazla etkilendigini, hayranlik duydugu bu 6gretmeninin kisa bir siire sonra ciddi bir hastaliga
yakalandigini, Dorothy’nin ise 6gretmenini ziyaret etmek icin yaklasik 25 kilometre uzakliktaki
hastaneye bisiklet ile gittigini anlatiyordu. Hastanede ise 6gretmeninin hastalikla basa ¢ikma
konusundaki azminden, o hastanedeki hapishane yasamina ragmen giiliimsemesinden ¢ok
derinden etkilendigi lizerinde duruyordu. Dorothy’nin daima bir yasam miicadelesi igerisinde
bile siirekli glilimsemesinin kaynagi anlasiliyordu. Sonra onu hep uzaklara gotiiren hayal
diinyast ve onu oralarda tutan sorumluluk duygusu gibi iki u¢ diinyaya sahip oldugunu ve
Dorothy’nin bu iki diinyaya da tiim enerjisini vererek, ikisi arasindaki ayrimin bilincinde olarak
yasama baktigini sdyliiyordu.

Dorothy Heathcote’u bu dort sozcilik ya da sdzciik 6begi rahatlikla anlatryordu. Karsimda
inanilmaz bir yasam vardi ve giris yazzimin da kisa siirede bitecegi yoktu. Sonra beklenen bu
yaz1 bir tiirlii bitemedigi i¢in dergimizi yaymlayamamis, kendisine de yasamdayken ulastirma
mutlulugunu yasayamamaistik. Ben yaziyla ugrasirken ve bu arada yaratici drama alanina iliskin
yazdigim kitaba Dorothy’nin yazdig1 6ns6zii okurken 6liim haberi gelmisti. Yazinin bitmemesi
ve Otelenmesi i¢in nedenler artryor gibiydi. Tlimceler yazilamiyor, sozcilikler anlamli siralar
izleyerek dizilmeye direniyorlardi sanki. Onun yasama veda edisinin ardindan yazdigim yaziya
iliskin aldigim doniitler, bu yazinin saniyorum benim yiiziimden ertelenmis ve dtelenmis bu
0zel sayiya da uygun olacagin gosteriyordu. Bu nedenle tiim yaratic1 drama diinyasi ile bu
Otelenmis yaziy1 yeniden paylasityorum:

“Sevgili Dorothy,

Sana buradan, bu kdseden hem de ardindan yazi yazacagimi hi¢ diisiinmez ihtimal bile
vermezdim. Mesaj1 aldigimda g¢akilip kaldim. Evde salondaydim. Salonda elini dperken
cekilmis fotografimiz var... Seni tanimayanlarin sordugu “Kim?” sorusuna “Eli Opiilecek
Kadm!” diye yanitladigim fotografina yeniden baktim. Sonra arsivden diger fotograflarini
siraladim. Dikkatimi ¢eken ilk ve tek sey hepsinde yliziinde hi¢ eksilmeyen bir giiliimsemenin
olmas ve tiim enerjinin her karede goriilmesi. .. Iste bu yiizden bu kotii habere, ne kendim ne de

1 Dog.Dr.Ankara Universitesi Egitim Bilimleri Fakiiltesi Ogretim Uyesi, Cagdas Drama Dernegi Genel Baskani.
2 Dr. Fatma Onalan Akfirat, Milli Egitim Bakanligi’nda Psikolojik Danisman, Yaratict Drama Egitmeni.
3 Bolton, G. (2003). Dorothy Heathcote’s Story. UK and Sterling, USA.
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seni tantyan tiim arkadaslarim kendimizi hi¢ alistirmamistik. Yakistiramazdik dogrusu... Son
mektuplarini nasil da sakliyorduk...

Yaratict drama egitimine basladigim ilk yillarda Sevgili dgretmenlerim Inci San* ve
Tamer Levent®, senin yaptigin birkag atdlyeden goriintiileri bizlerle paylasmis ve yorumlarda
bulunmustuk. Cezaevi konulu ¢aligmani yaparken ¢ocuklarla ilk karsilasmandan ve onlara rol
icindeki verdigin yonergenden ¢ok etkilenmistim. Tiim ¢ocuklar o anda sana odaklanmisti ve
gozlerini ayirmiyordu. Seni izleyenler de ¢alismanin i¢ginde olanlar da ikinci bir hareketini, yeni
bir s6z yazmani bekliyorlardi.. Ben de yillar sonra bu goriintiileri izlerken sana ve yarattigin o
enerjiye kilitlenip kalmistim.

Seni Tiirkiye’den sanityorum ilk taniyan, yasadigi yere giden, onunla ilk soylesiyi yapip
yayimlayan Tamer Levent’in yazdiklarini, sdylediklerini nerdeyse ezberlemistim. Pek cok
yazi ve ¢alismamda konu etmistim seni. Ne okursam okuyum kargima hep sen ¢ikiyordun ve
katilimer liderlik konusunda yaptiklarimla hep ortiisiiyor gibiydik. inci Hoca bir drama sohbeti
sirasinda“ Bizde Omer hep katilimeilarin arasina katilir ve onlarla birlikte ¢alisir” dediginde
ben seni daha hi¢ tanimiyordum. Iste o ilk goriintiilerini izledigimde kilitlenmemin nedeni
anliyorsun degil mi?

Yillar sonra Atina’ya kongreye gidecektim. Ismail Giiven®, listeden ismini gosterdiginde
inanamamistim. Atina yazmis, gercekten oraya gelip gelmeyecegini sormustum. Sonra Drama
diinyasindan meslektagim Nicos Govas’tan’ bana mutlaka bir randevu almasini talep etmistim...
Nicos, zor diye yazmisti...

Kongre resmi olarak Atina Universitesi’nde agilmis, aksam da kokteyle gidiyorduk. John
O’Tooletile“Siiregsel” s6zctigiiniin ilkininkime aitoldugunu konusuyorduk. Bukonusmalarimda
Ismail hep yanimda ve benim adima aktariyordu. Birden Ismail salonun kdsesinde yalniz oturan
birini gosterdi ve “Bak iste orda oturuyor!” demisti. Ikinci kilitlenmeyi yastyordum... Hemen
yanina gittik. Patates haglamalarin oldugu bir saklama kabini agmis, atistirmaya baglamistin.
“Merhaba!” demistik, o bildik giiler yiiziin ile “Merhaba!” demistin...”Yaratici dramanin
Tanricas1 Dorothy Heathcote ile mi tanisiyorum?” diye sormustum “Abartma liitfen!” diye yanit
vermistin. “Saglik nedenleri ile diyetim oldugu i¢in bagka seyler yiyemiyorum” demistin...
Hi¢ olmadik bir konuyu konusuyorduk ve saka degil bir kokteyl ortaminda karsimdaydin.
Sen, Ismail ve ben bir kdsedeydik ve kimse saniyorum fark etmemisti senin orda oldugunu...
Kongre siiresince bir saatini bana ayirip ayirmayacagini sormustum. Kizima sorun, benim
zamanlamami o yapiyor demistin. Ertesi giin acgilis konferansini dinlemistik. Miithis enerjik,
etkileyiciydi. Ne yazik ki araya giren ikinci dil nedeniyle cogunu anlayamamigtim.

Cok sonralar1 metin elime ulastiginda da iiciincii kilitlenmeyi yasamistim. .. Omriim boyunca
beni bulundugum yerde dondurup birakacaginin habercisi gibiydi seninle yasayacaklarimiz.
Bunu ¢ok yakindan hissediyordum... Ne kadar abartmis olursam olayim, gizli bag ile kongre
boyunca stirekli olarak seni izliyor ve siirekli yani1 basinda olmaya c¢alistyordum.

Prof. Dr. Inci San, Cagdas Drama Dernegi kurucularindan ve Onursal Baskani.

Tamer Levent, Devlet Tiyatrolar1 Sanat¢isi, TOBAV Baskani, Cagdas Drama Dernegi kurucularidan.
Prof. Dr. Ismail Giiven, Ankara Universitesi Egitim Bilimleri Fakiiltesi Ogretim Uyesi.

Nicos Govas, Yunanistan Drama, Tiyatro ve Egitim Ag1.

Prof. Dr. John O’Toole Avustralya’da Drama Egitimcisi.
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IDEAnn ilk toplantisia katildigimizda toplantiya biraz ge¢ gelmis, Ismail Giiven, Ali
Oztiirk® ve benim oturdufum masaya oturmustun, izin isteyerek. “Bu bir mucize!” diyordum
kendi kendime... Toplant1 bittikten sonra Ali video kameralari agmis ayakiistii bir sdylesi
yapmustik seninle... Soylediklerimi ¢ok iyi hatirliyorum. “Dorothy, Yunanistan’da pek c¢ok
tanri ve tanriga var. Ama ne sanslilar ki Yaratici Dramanin da tanrigasini buraya getirdiler. Ama
biliyor musun Tiirkiye’de seni tanimak isteyen bir kez gérmek isteyen ¢ok kisi var. Ankara’ya
gelir misin? Bu tanriga Ankara’ya gelir mi?” demistim. “ Liitfen abartma. Cok yaslandim ve
ailem yolculuk yapmama izin vermiyor artik” demistin... “Ama...” diyor sdziin sonunu da
getiremiyordum... Kongre siiresince her firsatta bu davetimi yenilemistim. “Kizima sor, onu
ikna edersen, olur demistin.” ismail Giiven eksik olmasin, benim bu tutkumu ¢ok iyi anladigindan
Dorothy’in kiz1 Marianne ile durmadan konusmus ve Kongre’nin bitimine bir giin kala “Evet,
geliyoruz!” demeyi basartmisti. Inanamiyordum. Gergek olup olmadigini soruyordum habire..
Telefonumun sarzi bitmek iizereydi, saniyorum 6nce Inci Hoca’ya sonra da Ozlem Gokbulut’ a'°
haber verebilmistim. Sarjim bittigi icin de o an baska kimse ile paylasamamistim.

2008 y1l1 Cagdas Drama Dernegi’nin tarihi glinlerinden biriydi. Dramanin tanrigasi olan sen
Ankara’daydin. Tiirkiye’de senin adinin ilk kez anildigi Egitim Bilimleri Fakiiltesi’ndeydin.
Sonra seni Kongremizin yapilacagi salona almistik. Koluma girmistin. Salonun 6n koltuguna
beraber gitmistik. Ayaklarim titriyordu. Dolu salon seni ayakta alkisliyordu... A¢ilis konugmani
yapmistin yine o bitmez tiilkenmez halinle... Sonra Dernegimizin Fahri Uyeligini ve “Yasam
Boyu Basar1 Odiilii” nii Inci Hoca sana sunmustu... Ayni karedeydik... Gz kirpmistin bir an
bana... Yeni bir kilitlenmeydi yasadigim. inanilmaz mutluydum. Dernekteki tiim arkadaslarim,
meslektaslarim, 6grencilerim seferber olmuslardi. Ayni onuru yasiyorduk. Sen Ankara’da
Cagdas Drama Dernegi’nin konuguydun ve ii¢ giin boyunca hi¢ oturmadan saatlerce ayakta
yaptigin atolye (birkag¢ kisi senin el ele tutup ¢ember yapip oyun oynatmani bekliyordu yine
ama...) hepimize ayri bir ayna tutmustu. Utanmistik galiba. Bu istek, bu isini zevkle yapma
durumu, sanki yeni baglamis gibi...

Sonra seninle uzun bir sdylesi yapmistik. Yakinda dergimizde yayimlanacakti. Giris yazisi
icin Dergi editoriimiiz beni sikigtirip duruyordu... Hep bir seyler eksik kaldi diyerek onu
atlattyordum. Meger vefat haberini de bu yaziya yazmam gerekecekmis... Cok iyi yasant1 ve
anilarla ayrildigini sdylemistin Ankara’dan ayrilirken. .. Cok zor geldigini biliyordum. Seni ¢ok
iyi anliyorduk, ama beni kirmamustin... icimde bir kez daha davet edersem yine kirmayacagin
diisiincesi olusmus, bu kez ¢ocuklarla ¢alismak iizere seni davet etmistim. Calisma Ingilizce
bilen ¢ocuklarla yapilacak, bizler de izleyecektik... Yiiziin iizerinde kisi seni izleyecektik.
Kabul etmistin. Havalarda uguyordum sanki. Yazismalart Oylum'' yapiyordu ve ona diyordum
ki bu mektuplar icin ne kadar sanshisin... Ona Tiirk¢e ve ¢evrilmis haliyle Ingilizce mektuplar
yaziyordum, her birine kendi el yazisi ile hemen yanit veriyordu. Her bir soruya hem de
ayrintilartyla... Yazacagim kitaba 6ns6z istemistim senden. Once igindekiler boliimiinii isteyip,
sonra da kendi el yazin ile metni bana posta ile ulagtirmigtin...

9  Yard. Dog. Dr. Ali Oztiirk, Anadolu Universitesi, Egitim Bilimleri Enstitiisii Egitimde Drama Anabilim Dal1
Bagkani, Cagdas Drama Dernegi Eskisehir Subesi Bagkant

10 Ozlem Gékbulut, Cagdas Drama Dernegi Genel Baskan Yardimcist

11 Dog. Dr. Oylum Akkus Ispir, Hacettepe Universitesi Ogretim Uyesi
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“Sevgili Omer,

I1k kez higbir zaman yazildig1 dil nedeniyle okuyamayacagim bir kitaba 6ns6z yaziyorum...”
diye baslayan bir metindi... Sonra devam ediyordu: “...Benden kitabina 6ns6z yazmani
istediginde neden hi¢ tereddiit etmeden ‘evet’ dedigimi agiklayayim. Ankara’da igerigi dolu
iki farkli caligma yiirtittim. Senin ve Dernekteki arkadaslarinin nasil konsantrasyonunuzu
kaybetmeden tiim g¢alisma siiresince c¢alismalara katildiginizi gozlemledim. Bizim
meslegimizde baskalarindan bir seyler 6grenmek az rastlanan bir durumdur, genellikle kendi
diisiincelerimizin baskalar1 tarafindan onaylanmasini bekleriz. Ama sen, Omer bu kisisel
ilgi ile gozleri kapanmamis birisin. Sen digerlerinin ¢alismasindan bir seyler 6grenmeye
aciksin...” diye devam eden... Bu seving ve onur bana yeterdi... Kitab1 hemen sana génderme
telasindaydim... Gonderemedim. Nasil tizgiiniim su an... Eskisehir’den Asuman’dan'? aldigim
mesajinda ilk s6z “yetisemedim” oldu... Salondaki fotografa yeniden baktim. Tiirk usulii el
Opmeyi gosteriyordum sana. Arkadaslar o an1 fotograflamislar. Cergeveletip bana da hediye
etmislerdi... Eli Opiilecek Kadindin... Zeki Ozen’i'® sonra yonlendirmis ve yiiksek lisans tezini
senin lizerine ¢aligmasini 6nermistim. Zeki, saniyorum Tiirkiye’de en sansli ve ayricalikli bir
egitmen/lider olacakti. Senin evinde kalmis, sdylesiler yapmis ve tezini olusturmustu. Ne yazik
ki onu da sana gondermeye zaman yetmedi. Ama yakinda kitap olarak yayimlayacagiz. Hig
olmazsa bunu duyurayim sana...

Sonralar1 duyduk ki Ingiltere Kraliyeti sana “Yasam Boyu Basar1” Odiilii vermis. Bizden
sonra demis ve ayr1 bir gurur duymustuk. .. Iste boyle Sevgili Dorothy.

Biliyor musun yillar 6nce bir 24 Ocak 6gle saatlerinde yiiksek lisans tezimi yazdigim bir
anda Radyo haberinden Ugur Mumcu’nun'* 6ldiiriildiigiinii duymus, yerimde donup kalmig
ve onu topraga verene dek aglamistim. Ben bu sabah sana ¢ok agladim Dorothy. Hem seni
tanimis, senin elini 6pmiis, seni Ankara’da da goérmiis, pek ¢ok kisinin seni gérmeni saglamig
biri olmanin sevinci ile Dernegimizin bu onuru yasamis olmasi nedeniyle ve bir o kadar da
sOzlerin bittigi ve sOylenecek higbir sdzlin kalmadigi bir iizlintii ile agladim.

Parmaklarim zorlandi ilk mesajlar1 yazarken. Inci Hocay1 Tamer Hocay1 aradim. Diger birkag
meslektasimi aradim. Bir an ne yapacagimi bilemedim. Masamin iistliine yazilmis kitaplarina
bir kez daha baktim. O giile¢ yiizlii fotografin gozlerimin 6niinde. Biraz once tipki digerleri
gibi Songiil Basbug" aradi beni “Sizin duygusal yakinliginiz1 bildigimden size bas saghgi
diliyorum” dedi... Ben yine agladim. Hem de Ugur Mumcu’dan sonra yeniden...

Sana ne yazayim ne diyeyim bilmiyorum. Ama ben seni hep ¢ok sevdim. Meslek yasamim
boyunca senin etkilerini ¢ok hissettim. Yagamin en giizel dillerinden biri olan dokunma dili ile
bana ve bizlere dokundugunu ¢ok iyi biliyorum, dyle ki parmak izlerin her yerde...

Sevgiyle ve dostlukla ...9 Ekim 2011~

Son olarak sunu sdyleyebilirim ki, Dorothy Heathcote’u bilmeden yaratici drama egitment
olunamaz!

12 Asuman Vural, Cagdas Drama Dernegi Eskisehir Subesi Yénetim Kurulu Uyesi

13 Zeki Ozen, Ankara Universitesi Egitim Bilimleri Enstitiisii Doktora Ogrencisi, Arastirma Gorevlisi

14 Ugur Mumcu, Cumhuriyet Gazetesi yazari olarak ¢alisirken 24 Ocak 1993’te Ankara’da Karli Sokak’taki evinin dniinde,
arabasina konulan bombanin patlamasi: sonucu suikasta kurban giderek yasamini yitirmistir.

15 Songiil Basbug, Cagdas Drama Dernegi Yénetim Kurulu Uyesi
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A Delayed Prolog for Dorothy Heathcote...

Omer Adigiizel'

Our journal editor, Fatma Onalan Akfirat?, requested me to write a prolog for the special
issue to be published about Dorothy. I accepted and started to wait for the best moment to come
for writing. One day, [ would find the inspiration I needed and would be able to write the best
for Drothy. To do so, I thought that I had to have access to new resources about her, read them
and after a good analysis, write the text including her understanding of drama. I was writing
some introductions, writing the first few sentences and then focusing on the theses and books
written about her, particularly on her biography penned by Gavin Bolton®. In some part of the
book, it is said that Dorothy was deeply affected by one of her teachers, she greatly admired
her but after a while, the teacher got seriously ill and Dorothy went to a hospital which was 25
kilometers away on a bicycle to visit her. It is emphasized in the book that Dorothy was greatly
affected by her teacher’s willpower to cope with the illness and her continuous smiling in spite
of hard conditions she were in at the hospital. From this, it has become clear how Dorothy was
able to smile even when she was in difficult situations. Then the book goes on saying that she
had two extreme words, one of which is the world of imagination taking her faraway lands and
the other is the world of responsibility which keeps her where she goes and she views the life
by giving all her energy to these two worlds and being aware of the separation of the two.

These four words or phrases clearly explain what Dorothy Heathcote is. I had an incredible
life to write about and it was clear that it would not be easy task to do. As this expected text
could not be completed, the journal could not publish the special issue on her; hence, we were
not able to send the special issue to her when she was alive. While I was occupied with the
writing of the prolog and reading the preface written by Dorothy for my book of creative drama,
I was notified about her death. Now, it seemed that I had more reasons not to finish and put
off my writing. Sentences could not be produced, and words seemed to show resistance to be
ordered in meaningful ways. After her farewell to life, the feedback I got for the text I had
written about her indicated that this text would be highly suitable for this special issue which
was delayed mostly because of me. Therefore, I want to share this delayed text with the world
of creative drama:

“Dear Dorothy,

I never thought that I would write something about you here, particularly when you are not
alive. When I got the news of your death, I got shocked. I was in the living room in my house.
There is a photograph of you while I was kissing your hand in the living room. When people
who do not know you ask “Who is she”, I answer “She is the person whose hands are worth
kissing”, I looked at that photo again. Then I looked at your other photos in my photo archive.

1 Assoc. Prof. Ankara University, Instructor at the Faculty of Educational Sciences, President of Modern
Drama Association.

2 Dr. Fatma Onalan Akfirat, Psychological Counselor in the Ministry of National Education, Creative Drama
Instructor.

3 Bolton, G. (2003). Dorothy Heathcote’s Story. UK and Sterling, USA.
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The first and most important thing drawing my attention was the smile on your face which had
been always there and the energy erupting from every part of the photo. Hence, we have never
been able to accept this bad news.

During the first years of my creative drama education, my beloved teachers, Inci San* and
Tamer Levent® shared some scenes from your workshops with us and we made some comments
on them. When I watched your workshop with the topic of prison, I was deeply affected by
your meeting with the students and instructions you gave them. All the students were focused
on you and they did not even blank while watching you. Both those watching you and the ones
involved in the workshop were waiting for you to write a new word. While I was watching this
many years later, I was still fascinated by you and the energy you created.

I nearly memorized everything written about you by Tamer Levent, who is the first person
to know you, to visit you in your place of residence and have an interview with you in Turkey.
In many of my works, there are something told about you. Whatever I read, I found you there.
What I did on participatory leadership seemed to always comply with your perceptions. During
a conversation with Inci San about drama said “Omer always interacts with the participants and
works with them”, I had not heard of you. Did you now understand why i so focused on your
videos the first time i saw them? .

Years later, I was going to participate in a conference in Athens. When Ismail Giiven® showed
me your name in the list, I could not believe in my eyes. Then, I requested my colleague, Nicos
Govas,’ to get an appointment with you. ... Nicos replied “It is a hard task”.

The conference was officially inaugurated in the University of Athens, and there was a
reception in the evening of the first day. I was talking to John O’Toole® about “the origin of the
word procedural” , During this conversation, Ismail was with me and was translating. Suddenly,
Ismail showed me someone sitting on one corner and this person was you. We approached you
while you were eating boiled potato. I said “Hello”, and you answered “Hi” with a smile on
your face, as usual. I said ”The goddess of the world of creative drama, Dorothy Heathcote,
aren’t you?” You said “Don’t exaggerate!” and went on “I could not eat anything else on the
grounds of health”. I still could not believe, but it was not a joke, I was talking to you. You,
ismail and I were on the corner and I think nobody was aware that you were there. I asked you
whether you spare one hour for me during the congress. And she said “ask my daughter, she is
the person organizing my time”. Following day, we listened to you in a presentation. You were
energetic and impressive. However, as the language of presentation was English, I could not
understand much of it. After a while, I was able to get the text of the presentation, and once
more, I was shocked. It was an indication that we would have a close bond. Throughout the
congress, | always watched you and sought for any opportunity to be with you.

In the first meeting of IDEA, you were a bit late, and you came to the table where I was
sitting with Ismail Giiven and Ali Oztiirk®, you asked whether you could sit. I thought that it was

Prof. Dr. Inci San, founder of Contemporary Drama Association and Honorary President.

Tamer Levent, an actor in State Theatres, TOBAV President, founder of Modern Drama Association

Prof. Dr. Ismail Giiven, Faculty member in the Faculty of Educational Sciences in Ankara University.

Nicos Govas, Greek Drama, Theatre, and Education net.

Prof. Dr. John O’Toole Drama instructor in Australia.

Assist. Prof. Dr. Ali Ozturk, Anadolu university, educational science institute, division of drama in education,
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a miracle. After the meeting ended, we turned on the video cameras and had a short interview
with you. I clearly remember what you told. “Dorothy, there are many gods and goddesses in
Greece. And how lucky they are, because they are able to host the goddess of creative drama
here, you know that there are many people longing to see and meet you in Turkey. Do you
come to Ankara?” “I asked myself; Does this goddess come to Ankara”. You replied “I am an
old person and my family do not let me travel anymore” ... I said “but”, yet, could not finish
my sentence. Throughout the congress, I repeated my invitation to Ankara many times. You
always told “Ask my daughter, if you convince her, I may come”. As Ismail was aware of how
much I want to see you in Ankara, he always talked to your daughter and finally convinced her
to come to Ankara. I could not believe. I went on asking whether this could be true. Battery
of my mobile phone was about to be off but I managed to inform Inci Hoca and then Ozlem
Gokbulut' about your visit to Ankara. Nobody else, as my battery was off then.

2008 witnessed one of the historical dates of Contemporary Drama Association. The goddess
of drama, you were in Ankara. You were in the faculty of educational sciences where your name
was first uttered. Then we went together to the salon where the congress would be held. We
went to the seat where you would sit, my legs were shaking and all the people in the salon were
applauding you. You made the opening speech with your unceasing energy. Then you were
awarded with Honorary Membership of our association and “Reward of Life Long Success”
by Inci San. We were in the same photo. You blinked me. It was an incredible moment. I was
exhilarated. All my colleagues, friends and students were happy like me. You were the guest
of Contemporary Drama Association in Ankara and you carried out a workshop for three days
without sitting (few people were expecting you to get us to play in a circle holding hand in
hand), but such a performance, such a desire to do one’s job made us ashamed of ourselves.

Then, we had a long interview with you. It was going to be published in our journal soon. Our
editor was urging me to write a prolog for the issue. | was avoiding him by telling something
is missing. Now, I need to include news of your death in this text. You told me “I was leaving
Ankara with wonderful memories...I knew that it was difficult for you to come here but you
accepted our offer and I had a feeling that you might accept once more If I invited you and I once
more invited you to work with children. This time it was going to be done with the children who
knew English. More than hundred people were going to watch you. You accepted our invitation.
I was very happy. Correspondences was conducted by Oylum!! I said her how lucky she was
to write these letters. I was writing letters in Turkish and then they were translated into Turkish
and sent to her. She immediately responded each letter personally. She gave detailed responses
to each question. [ wanted you write a preface for the book I was writing. You first requested me
send you the content of the book and then sent me the preface you wrote by mail...

“Dear Omer,

The letter started with this sentence “ This is the first time [ have written a preface for a book
I would never been able to read due to its language” and went on “Let me explain why I said
“yes” without hesitation when you wanted me to write a preface for your book. I conducted

10 Ozlem Gékbulut, Contemporary drama association general head assisstant
11 Assoc. Prof. Oylum Akkus Ispir, Hacettepe University faculty member
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two workshops in Ankara. I witnessed how deeply concentrated you and your colleagues in the
association were while I was conducting these workshops together with you. In our profession,
it is not very common to learn something from others, usually what we expect is our beliefs’
being confirmed by others. But you, Omer, are a person who is not blind to what is happening
around. You are open to learning from others.” This was a great honor for me. I was planning
to send the book to you. But this is not possible any more. I am really sad. The first word was "I
could not catch® when I received a message from you by Asuman'? from Eskisehir. I looked at
your photo taken in the salon. I was teaching you how to kiss hand in Turkish style. Our friends
took the photo of that moment and framed it then gave it to me as a present. .. she is a women
whose hands are worth kissing... I suggested Zeki Ozen to carry out his master’s thesis on
you. Zeki', I think, would be a privileged and lucky instructor/leader. He stayed in your house,
had interviews with you and constructed his thesis. However, time did not allow us to send its
completed from to you. But we will publish it as a book soon.

Then, we learned that you were awarded with “Life Long Success” reward by the royalty in
England. After us, we felt really proud. You know, years ago, on 24 January, [ was writing my
master’s thesis, when I hear the news of death of Ugur Mumcu'* on the radio, and I was like
paralyzed and cried until his funeral. This morning I cried for you a lot. But I also considered
myself a lucky person because I had the chance to host you in Ankara, to kiss your hands and
provide many people with the opportunity to see you.

While writing the first messages, I had a great difficulty. I called Inci San and Tamer Levent.
I also called few other colleagues. I did not know what to do for a moment. I looked at your
books on my desk. Your smiling photo was in front of my eyes. A few minutes ago, Songiil
Bagbug' called me and presented me her deepest condolences. I cried again.

I do not know what to tell more, but I love you much. I felt your impact throughout my
professional career. I know that you touched us with the best language of life, touching, in that
your finger prints are everywhere.

With love and friendship ...9 October 2011

As a last word, without knowing Dorothy Heathcote, one cannot be a drama instructor!

12 Asuman Vural, Board member of Eskisehir branch of Contemporary Drama Association

13 Zeki Ozen, Ankara University PhD student at educational science institute, research assisstant.

14 Ugur Mumcu who was working as a writer in Cumhuriyet Newspaper, was murdered at January 24, 1993 in
front of his house in Karli Street in Ankara because of bomb explosion in his car.

15 Songul Basbug, Contemporary Drama Association general board member.
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