“NO MATTER IF  LIFE PRESENTS  US  ITS  HORRIBLE FACES, WE PERFECTLY MANAGE TO PICK UP THE LOVELIEST FLOWERS  OF NATURE AND LAY THEM ON OUR TABLES.” 
 KORAL 

Two months had passed after we lost our dear friend Koral;  we were chatting on the phone with Ayşe.  “I found this note a couple of days ago in the library, while paging through a book” she said. He wote: “No matter if life presents us its horrible faces, we perfectly  manage to pick up the loveliest flowers of nature and lay down them on our tables”. “Koral must have been written these   lines when he was still able to hold a pen” she added with a quivering voice. After I hanged up the receiver,  I recalled the events from many years ago.
 If  I am not mistaken, it was 1973-74  school-year.  One day I was in front of the Grand Hall waiting for the class-time; suddenly through the corridors of the Faculty echoed a young girl’s laughter’s.  I turned back and looked. Who might be so beautifully, so heartily laughing?   

   What I had seen was a group of 4-5 students. They were wandering about the corridor while on the other hand chatting excitedly, lively. The very beautiful girl with long brown hair was going on laughing, the youngster with black thick moustache, with a humorous statement on his face, was explaining something impossible for me to hear.   This youngster dressed in parka and hardly be caught by others, quickened his steps towards the second floor staircase, and the whole group  got out of sight.

      Those young students were no one else but Ayşe and Koral. In the years to follow they were to achieve a remarkable companionship, and  continue that sparkling and bright march for years, for life.

The gloom of the September 12, violently threw our generation all around leaving us in a mess.  We were unable to hear from each other for a long time. When we met again in İzmir, years later,  actually  20-25 years later, I realized that all those years did not treat Koral fairly. That sneaky disease slowly and inwardly captured his body and made him  bound to wheelchair.    
      However, my astonishment and annoyence did not last long. For Koral was with full of life. While we were talking, I was realizing that, that calamitous illness could not do any harm to his brain, his thoughts and cut down his joi de vivre.

       Ayşe was always standing by him, full of compassion.  And his brother Oral, he as well has never left Koral. They have all together attended meetings, book fairs, December 4 balls. Oral’s wife Engin and their daughters were completing this affection circle.

-      “My father was born on the May 19th, 1919” Koral had    one day said years ago. 
      I thought he was joking. For some time  I looked at his face  carefully. No, he was not joking. Uncle Orhan was really born o that date!  

-          “My father places great importance on that” he added …

When I met that old plane tree (Koral’s father) I felt the excitement of meeting a man who had  greeted life on the very day Mustafa Kemal landed Samsun.         

        Koral’s house was near to his father’s house.  During a couple of years before his death, Koral had weakened somewhat. Ayşe told me that every day for a few hours Uncle Orhan  used to visit  their house and read books to  Koral, since he was no more able to do it himself. 
       It was so admirable that a 88 years old father read book to his son, taking breaks from time to time and having enthusiastic chats on the book’s subjects, and living to the full these time slices coloured with affection and joy;   all was deeply impressive. 

        Koral was having speech difficulties. Naturally this was terribly upsetting him.
        “I have been contemplating, and I wish to narrate so much, but I can’t do it. This is a very painful situation” so he used to complain whenever we had a chat with him.   

         In return I used to tell him that he was mentally healthier than many people who are free of health problems, and that despite the fact that he was hardly speaking, he always  related  important ideas, significant events. And I had never aimed at comforting him. Indeed, Koral was a friend with the ability to reason deeper than many so-called  healthy people I know, and he could rightly evaluated facts through his revolutionary perspective. He could not stand “Social Democracy” 

                “Social Democracy means compromise. This is its very raison d’être. What can you expect from Social Democrats?  used to say he , and added:  their mission is merely to defend and protect the status quoi.          

         He used to attach so much importance to problems of humanity and the country that he never missed the news, and listened regularly the “Environment Program” on the Democrat Radio.  Knowing this, the members of environmental  movement, used to take a break during the broadcast, and go on saying “We greet our dear friend Koral Dünyaoğulları who is listening to us at this moment”. 

    He was  dedicated himself to a utopia in which humans will  be able to live  in peace freely and have respect for nature.  Whenever we recall him, his principled manner, and joyful behaviours will keep on giving us energy. 
           “Our beloved Koral, it has been almost four years since you passed away. But we still cannot believe that you left us forever. You had managed to pick up the loveliest flowers of nature and lay them on your table. We  will also perpetuate you on top of our memories, among flowers”.
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