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Translated extract from AGE OF MONSTERS (Zeit der Monster) by Şeyda Kurt 
Translated by Alex Mortimer 
 
The Day 
They arrived at dawn. At 5:27 AM, the people in uniform stormed the parish hall of 

Saint Angelo’s Church. Khady was sleeping there, hugging an old yellow sweatsuit. 

He would no longer be able to bury his Angelo.  

 At 5:29 AM, they broke into the mayor’s apartment. It took Köbes a moment to 

realise that it was not that he had left the stove on, nor was it his landlady jolting him 

awake. Instead, there was a giant in a helmet who was dragging him out of bed 

wearing coarse leather gloves. Köbes would no longer be able to bring lentil soup 

over to his beloved.  

 At 5:45 AM, something crashed against the front door of the ground-floor 

apartment at 20 Sieversstraße. Mira, who had fallen asleep in a seated position in 

Nabû’s old room, awoke with a start. At first, she heard the cries of Adad, the child. 

Then metallic stamps down the parquet flooring in the hallway. Lastly, she saw the 

barrel of a gun, which was extended towards her in the obscurity. ‘Down to the 

ground’, somebody yelled, ‘down to the ground!’. Mira pleaded to the Holy Mother 

and then to Aššur, the tutelary deity of her kingdom, for succour. Nobody answered 

her. Neither Sanya nor Agoman, who had gone. Nor Dr. Shifa, who was lying in the 

room next door, unconscious yet clutching onto her stethoscope and tuning fork with 

what strength she had remaining. 

 By the front door, Yousip was writhing around, somebody was holding him in 

a headlock. Yousip’s face was beaten-up, his black button eyes wet with tears, a 

protruding ear was bleeding. Yousip yelled after his mother Mira as she was being 

carried out of the apartment, like a lamb calling after its flock. Adad, the child, was 

lying on the floor and crying, his small fists tightly clenched.  

 Both of them would never see Mira again. 

 A copper screamed in Mira’s face in the twilight, screamed ‘conspiracy!’, 

screamed ‘overthrow!’, screamed ‘terror!’. Whilst seated in her wheelchair, she was 

hoisted roughly into a van, her handcuffs clinking on her lap. Khady and Köbes were 

already in the van. Their gazes searched for one another in the bitter-tasting air. 

They said their goodbyes with words which remained unspoken.  

 For the last time, they drove over the sludgy asphalt of their neighbourhood, 

past the derelict apartments, which had smelt of tobacco, sweat and sleeplessness 
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since forever. Past the allotment, past Bar Huch, past restaurant Al-Qurnah. Past the 

Odysseum and its starry sky, which would never again hear their wishes.  

 Somewhere in between, just a few figures were waving, ghostlike. Mira, 

Khady and Köbes thought that they spotted three boys who were waving them 

goodbye from an illuminated porch.  

 The good thing about the swamp was that it swallowed up everything but 

never revealed any footprints. After all, the people in uniform had also combed 

through the water tower and the grounds of the old chemical plant in search of Nabû 

but had found nothing besides a desk and an old reading lamp, a Neoprene suit 

covered in sludge, rubber boots, fastening cables, spat-out chewing gum, tin cans 

and scrunched-up notepaper. They would later hunt for Gul in the rain-soaked 

streets and derelict apartments. But she and her partners had long since left the 

neighbourhood behind, had climbed over walls which had caved in, slipped through 

exploded ducts and gone underground in the obscurity of the metro tunnels. 

Anybody who wished to see the sun again, this they knew, would first have to go 

down into the filth, which was far deeper than the swamp, down into that place where 

every city hid its outcasts, where mildew and refuse ate their way through the earth 

and where no light fell.  

Down there they vanished without a trace. 

 And the rest of the neighbourhood? 

The rain started pouring down at 6:21 AM that morning. The last areas which 

were still semi-dry finally sank into the sludge. And the last ones who remained, and 

who remained conscious, fled from their cold beds towards dry land, hammered 

down their neighbours’ doors, tried to elevate the sick, those whom the hellish fever 

had, over the last few days, robbed of any remaining thoughts and memories, tried to 

feed them with clear water, but there was no clear water left. The sick were left 

behind and sunk into the swamp. The others would mourn them for a few days, and 

then perhaps forget them, just as they themselves had forgotten everything: at first 

the names of the dead, then of the living, then the reasons why the water was 

poisonous and who had poisoned it, then the heat of last summer, which had 

gradually inflamed and corroded all of the cells in their body, then the strikes and 

fights for survival which had once been waged here, and, finally, themselves, until 

nothing remained except for burning bodies without a history, without any rage, 

without a future. And without ever knowing what had dealt their inflamed bodies the 

final blow. Only the swamp would never forget them, retaining them forever instead. 
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 At 6:23 AM, Agoman was standing at the foot of a re-vegetated mountain in 

the far end of the district. On the side of the motorway, he imperceptibly and 

indescribably began to slope upwards by just under 80 metres. That would be the 

Chemical Mountain, under which lay the poisoned earth and the poisonous dreams 

of humanity. Over there, on its peak, a grey goat was standing as still as a statue 

amidst the silvery threads of rain, showing Agoman the way out of the swamp. 

 Agoman had not been able to save Sanya. Sometimes you simply do not 

suffice; this realisation was another one of the things that Agoman was beginning to 

remember. Climbing up to the goat, other things came to Agoman’s mind, too: How 

you ascended a slope by bending your foot, spreading your weight, dragging your 

body. How you walked on crutches, step by step, or pushed a wheelchair until your 

arms burned. How you opened up a newspaper and were irritated by the headlines. 

How you compared the terms of loans online and slowly exhaled when a purchase 

actually went through. How you dribbled a football past the defence or pulled a gas 

mask over your face. How you filled a test tube with water because you needed to 

recognise the taste of poison. How you hid, ran off, churned cement and painted 

over placards. How you linked arms and raised fists. How you escaped from a 

burning room and later rummaged through the ruins of the fire. How the warm 

tugging at your veins felt when a cannula was inside them, the slow trickling of the 

blood bag, the brief dizzy spell and the quiet nodding afterwards. How you thinned 

chlorine to wipe spots of blood off the floor. How the cold metal rings of a 

stethoscope felt on your skin, or how you watered a plant without drowning it. 

 How you applied a bandage, how you mixed Vaseline and coal dust to make 

mascara; how you resisted scratching your itchy nose during an X-Ray. How you 

detonated a grenade and placed an oil-soaked cloth on a cleaning rod, moving it 

from the chamber up to the muzzle. How you swallowed sleeping pills and waved a 

flag with trembling hands. How you tasted the difference between Capri, Solero and 

Split. How you put on a life vest, then jumped and, just after that, flailed about in the 

ice-cold water so as not to freeze to death. How you rubbed yourself until you were 

sore and got yourself off until the aching subsided and your head felt clear again for 

a little while. How you climbed up a tree and fell from it. How you slowly and 

sorrowfully exhaled cigarette smoke, how you stood on your tiptoes or got down on 

your knees, depending on whether you were the person doing the penetrating or 

being penetrated. How you searched for another loved one in the smell of a baby. 
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 How you signed certificates and framed them. How you folded your hands in 

prayer on a moonless night or scrubbed skid marks from toilet bowls and polished 

limescale deposits off of glasses. How you decanted wheat into bags and carried 

bags of earth over your shoulder. How you spat out into the horizon when you were 

on a mountain. How you combined saltpetre with fuel. How you marked a special 

date in the calendar, how you made mnemonics to remember the days of the week 

in a new language. How you stuffed pretzel sticks into your mouth sideways until 

your cheeks were taut as drums. How order was created from chaos and chaos from 

order, how you told stories that made you afraid. How you peered into the mirror and 

searched for familiarity. How you ran your fingers over the engraving of a silver cup 

and let the inscription be heard.  

 That was how Agoman returned from forgetfulness, he was and became 

many things. Became the neighbourhood’s recovered memory. On the peak of the 

Chemical Mountain, under which the layers of refuse and charred remains and 

lifetimes were sedimenting, Agoman and the silver goat stood still like monuments 

until the rain finally dissipated, the sun rose over the horizon, and Agoman 

whispered: 

 

»Kaš-IA-ru.« 

 

Shortly after that, a second goat appeared, leading a large flock of people. Some 

were neighbours who had fought their way out of the swamp that had once been 

their neighbourhood, some were wearing coats that had been hastily thrown over 

their pyjamas, others were wearing jeans and T-shirts. In the crowd there were 

others still who seemed to have come from far away, they were wearing baggy 

trousers, short- and long-sleeved shirts, clothing adorned with flowers and 

embroidery, scarves on their heads, felt caps. And there were others still who were 

wearing grey overalls and protective clothing. Dust covered their knees and faces, 

they were holding shovels and wheelbarrows, buckets with mortar and wooden 

planks in their hands.  

 At 6:57AM they began, brick by brick, to build the first house of a new 

neighbourhood on the Chemical Mountain. 
 


