YAKUP ALMELEK

ACT ONE

The action unfolds in the suite of a five-star hotel. There may or
may not be a door between the two connecting rooms. There should
be be a desk, a computer, a fax and a photocopier in one of the
rooms. In the other one, there s a double bed and of course all the
other furniture that you would expect to find.

Ahmet Glir, a twenty-eight-year-old man, is dressed very smartly
and pacing from room to room. He looks nervous and lost in thought.
It is as if his mood is changing from one moment to the next. He
turns to the audience.

Ahmet Giir: I suppose now you'll be asking what's this
man doing, pacing through the rooms. To-
day’s a very important day, for me and my
company. Business hasn’t been too good for
the last year. If I don't get an order today,
I'm going to have to lay off two hundred
workers at the end of the month.

But what does that mean? It means falling;
it means plunging head first... First it means
downsizing; then it means sliding down the
slippery slope to bankruptcy.

What am I going to do?

(The phone rings. He answers.)

Hello, I'd asked for an assistant, she was go-
ing to wait on us and stay until my guest left.
Look, I spoke to your boss about this yes-
terday for the umpteenth time, so now if you're
asking me why, it’s for the same reason! (An-
grily.) Send her here immediately, and do me
a favour: go and ask your boss for all the de-
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tails, OK?
(He hangs up.)

(He takes a few deep breaths and does a few stretches, moving his
arms to the left and to the right, up and down, and then turns to
the audience once again.)

I'm in a very difficult situation. My father
passed away three months ago. You want to
know how? Some drunken bastard had gone
joy-riding in his mum’s car and he hit my fa-
ther... and my whole world came crashing
down. He was killed. I was in America at the
time, my mum called, and I flew back on the
first plane; then there was the funeral and
everything...

(There is a knock at the door. He opens it. A neatly dressed twenty-
two-year-old girl enters.)

Ayse: You asked for me, sir.

Ahmet Giir: (Looking at his watch.) Well, well, well, aren't
we punctual! You're fifty-five minutes late!

Ayse: I'm sorry.

Ahmet Giir: Don't be. It's not your fault. It's this God-
knows-how-many-star hotel’s. If an employ-
ee is late, it's the boss’s fault. And why is it
the boss's? Why? You wouldn't know, so I'll
tell you. It's the boss’s fault because you should
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Ayse:

Ahmet Giir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Giir:

(Silence.)

Ahmet Glir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Glir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Gir:

show a late employee the door! That way
they’ll learn to be more punctual in future.

I think you are right, sir.

So you're not sure, eh? You only “think” I'm
right. What do I have to do to make you sure,
I wonder.

I've just thought about it, and I don't think
you're right anymore; I'm sure you are.

(Angrily and sarcastically.) Thanks!

I'm going to ask you something. You know
how I just said, “What do I have to do to make
you sure, I wonder”? You can say it like that
in Turkish, can't you?

I'm not sure I follow you, sir.

Look, my Turkish isn't so good. You know why?
Because I was in the States for fifteen years.
It's as if I forgot my mother tongue.

(She does not answer. She just stares in front
of her. After a short pause.) Is there anything

I can do for you?

(His anger has subsided.) Could you make me
a coffee, please, black no sugar?
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Ayse: Of course sir, right away.

(Ayse gets up and goes through to the other room. After a little while
she returns carrying a tray with the coffee.)

Ayse: Could I ask you a question?

Ahmet Giir: No! Talk about not taking the job seriously.
First you're late... (To himself.) ...and now she
wants to ask me a question. (He walks around
a little in the room and stands in front of Ayse.)
OK then, fire away, what do you want to

know?

Ayse: How many guests are we expecting, sir?

Ahmet Giir: Oh, bravo, bravo! What do you do for an en-
core? Didn't your imbecile of a boss tell you
that?

Ayse: No, sir.

Ahmet Giir: And they say running a hotel is supposed to

be about service! They send you over here,
and you haven't got a clue what you've got

to do!

Ayse: I do have a clue, actually sir. It's just it might
be lacking.

Ahmet Giir: Well, we're going to have something to eat

here, we'll talk over lunch and we might have
a little something to drink. You know, you
should have been prepared a long time ago,
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Ayse:

Ahmet Glir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Giir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Glir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Glir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Giir:

but now you're coming and asking me how
many guests we're expecting!

But everything’s been done, sir. I was just
worried in case we'd forgotten anything. For-
give me for asking.

(Angrily.) Will that be all, ma’am? Why the hell
should I forgive you? I'm paying the hotel
an arm and a leg...

You're right. Shout at me as much as you
want; you're right.

You work here, but you're understanding of
the job is in need of... (He tries to find the
right word.) ...in need of what? In need of
repair!

Yes, sir.

Yes sir, no sir, three bags full sir. (He sud-
denly remembers.) What did you want to ask
me?

How many people will there be for lunch?

Well, let me tell you. Two. Me and a Japa-
nese businessman.

You see, my boss didn't tell me that. He merely
told me to come to this room.

You said “merely”. What does “merely” mean?

13



THE GIFT

Ayse:

Ahmet Giir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Gir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Gir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Gir:

Ayse:
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“Merely” is a bit of an old-fashioned word, sir.
It means “only”.

Good, good. Keep using words like that so I
can learn something from you.

All right, sir.

So let's say that first of all, your boss isn't up
to the job. He merely gave you the room num-
ber and sent you here. He should have told
you who I was, what I was, who was going
to come, what we were going to eat before.
Shouldn't he?

You're right, sir. I wonder about all of those
things, but I don't like to ask. I don't like to
make you angry. I heard something like this
in a play once:

A good employee doesn’t need to ask
A wink and a nod Is enough.

Well done! You said it very well. So, you go
to the theatre?

Yes, sir.
I really liked what you just recited. (He takes
a small notebook out of his pocket.) Now, say

it again. I'm going to write it down.

(Repeating.)
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Ahmet Giir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Giir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Glir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Gir:

A good employee doesn't need to ask
A wink and a nod is enough.

Good, I'm going to have it engraved and put
it up at the entrance of the company.

I'm glad you liked it, sir.

Now, let me tell you why we're here. My fa-
ther has—or rather had—a textile factory. Wait,
I should start from the beginning: when I was
fourteen, my father sent me to the States. I
went to middle school and high school over
there. Then I went to college and studied busi-
ness management. You know that college
means university in America, don't you?

Yes, I had heard, sir.

Anyway, when I left college, I started my mas-
ters in business management. My mum would
send me lots of money, and I was travelling
and studying at the same time. A lot of my
friends were working, but I was travelling.
The life of Raleigh as they say.

You can also say, the life of Reilly.
Ah yes, that’s it. Anyway, let me continue. I
left college and I asked myself if I was go-

ing to go back to Istanbul just to get on my
father’s nerves. So I never came back.
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Ayse:

Ahmet Giir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Gir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Gir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Gir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Gir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Gir:
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Studying abroad is such a good thing, isn't
it, sir?

It undoubtedly has its advantages. As long
as you don't do act like a scumbag, you know,
as long as you don't do drugs or anything like
that. It's good if you actually study.

All right, sir, now you're here, that means that
you're back.

Yes, I'm back in Istanbul, for better or for
worse. Some bastard crashed his car into my
father. He was killed instantly, and I came
back for the funeral.

I'm so sorry, sir.

Thank you.

Your mother must have been really upset.

She came to meet me at the airport. You
should have seen how she hugged me!

It's so sad.
Ah, I don't know why I'm telling you all this...

Everyone needs to pour their heart out some-
times.

You're right.
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(Silence.)

Ayse:

Ahmet Giir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Giir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Giir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Gir:

You're having lunch with a Japanese busi-
nessman, aren't you, sir?

Yes, and we're going to talk over lunch. This
Jap, he's a very good businessman, but he’s
a complete swine too! You know, all good
businessmen are swine. Otherwise they would
not be good businessmen...

Lots of businessmen come here, to this hotel,
I mean.

And what do you think about them?
I always think the best of them, sir.

Yes, keep thinking that. Now where was I?
Ah yes, my father was killed in a car crash.
My mum told me over the phone and I came
back to Istanbul the same day, yes, it was his
funeral the next day. I was in shock the whole
time.

I can understand how devastated you must
have been.

Shock and devastation because we've got five
hundred people working in the factory and
all five hundred of them turned up at the fu-
neral. They shut up the factory that day. Even
the security guard left his post so he could
come.
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Ayse:

Ahmet Giir:

Ayse:
Ahmet Guir:
Ayse:

Ahmet Gir:

(The telephone rings.)

Ahmet Gir:

Ayse:

Ahmet Gir:
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They must have really loved your father, I
mean their boss.

Loved him, or did they just make the most
of the opportunity... maybe they were just
skiving off; anyway, it's between them and
their consciences now.

Everything’s doable, sir.
Everything’s possible, isn't it?
Yes, sir.

And that’s the quirk of business life: every-
thing’s possible!

If that’s them calling to ask something about
the service, I'll shove the bloody phone down
their throats! You answer it, see what they
want.

(Picks up the phone.) Hello, yes, Mr Giir is
here. You're calling from the company? About
your guest? I'll let him know, what would you
like me to tell him? (She listens for a mo-
ment.) One moment, please, I'll let Mr Giir
know just now.

(Impatiently.) What is it? What are they call-
ing about?



