.

2. 'The painting in the exhibition was inspired by the culinary culture of

Eskipazar, Karabiik

As winter slowly settled over Eskipazar, thin trails of smoke rose from the
chimneys of the old wooden houses in the neighborhoods.

Grandmother Elif had lit the stove early in the morning and placed the teapot on

X top of it. "A stove does more than warm a house, my child,” she would say, "it

brings people together.”

As soon as her grandson Hasan returned from school, he sat beside the stove. The
aroma of tarhana soup simmering in the cast-iron pot and the village bread crisping
on the griddle filled the house.

Soon, neighbor Aunt Serife stopped by, followed by Uncle Mehmet. A sincere
conversation formed — uninvited, yet heartfelt.

Hasan pulled potatoes buried in the ashes out from inside the stove; with a little
salt and butter, smiles spread across everyone's faces.

Grandmother Elif smiled and said:

“Food cooked on the stove is different; it carries labor, the scent of earth,
and blessing within it."

That night, the cold was harsh, but the hearts were warm.

Sergideki resim Karabiik Eskipazar yemek kiiltiiriinden esinlenerek yapilmigtir.

Kis Eskipazar'a agir agir ¢okerken, eski mahallelerdeki ahsap evlerin
bacalarindan ince dumanlar yiikseliyordu.

Elif nine sabah erkenden sobayi yakmig, lizerine gaydanhgi koymustu. "Soba sadece
1sitmaz evladim,” derdi, “insani da bir araya toplar.”

Torunu Hasan okuldan gelir gelmez sobanin basina oturdu. Dékim tencerede
kaynayan tarhana g¢orbasi ve sacda kizaran pazar ekmeginin kokusu evi
dolduruyordu.

Az sonra komsu Serife teyze ugradi, ardindan Mehmet amca da katildi. Davetsiz
ama samimi bir muhabbet kuruldu.
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