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DEMRE'DEN BIR KIS HIKAYESI
WINTER IN DEMRE
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KIS AKDENIZ'E GELDIGINDE

ILK HASAT: AYLARCA
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“Kis Akdeniz’i susturmaz: valmzea daha derin konusturur.”
“Winler doesn’t silence the Mediterranean — it makes it speak deeper.”



THE MEDITERRANEAN IN
WINTER, UP HIGH
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and the table becomes a gathering point.

This 1s not a place
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s a ritual of winter in the Mediterranean
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FiRST HARVES®: THE RESULT
OF MONTHS OF WORK

Not every seed grows overnight.

As seedlings grow day by day,
they are watered, protected, and
carefully watched.

Cold comes, heat follows,

but the farmer’s attention never
leaves the field.

This first harvest

is not just about the produce
collected,

but the patience, effort, and care
given over months.

Every branch carries time,
every fruit carries work.

“iLK HASAT, EMEGIN
GORUNUR OLDUGU ANDIR.”

“THE FiRST HARVEST is
WHEN EFFORT BECOMES
ViSiBLE.”




MEVSIMI GECSE DE HALA EVINDE

Akdeniz’'de mevsimler takvimle ilerlemez.

Sonbahara ait oldugu sdylenen tatlar, bizde kis sofralarina
tasar.

Kestane hala sobanin Gstindedir, bal kabadgi hala tath olur,
ayva hala mutfakta yerini bulur.

Cunku burada mevsimler, yasanabildigi kadar surer.

OUT OF SEASON, STILL AT HOME

In the Mediterranean, seasons don't follow the calendar.
Flavors called "autumn” elsewhere find their way into winter
tables here.

Chestnuts still roast on the stove, pumpkin still turns into
dessert,

and quince still has its place in the kitchen.

Because here, seasons last as long as life allows them to.



—— TASTE OF THE SEASON
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Dalindan kopan greyfurtun sarisi,
gunese tutulmus kestane balinin
amberiyle bulusur.

Bir dilim ferahlik,
bir kasik yogunluk.

Eksiyle tatli ayni masada bulusur.
Cunku Akdeniz'de denge,
zithklarin bir arada kalabilmesidir.

Winter here is never grey.

The yellow of freshly picked grapefruit
meets the amber glow of chestnut
honey in sunlight.

A slice of freshness,
a spoonful of depth.

Sweet and bitter meet at the same table.
Because in the Mediterranean,
balance lives in contrast.




KIS SOFRASI:
SOBANIN ETRAFINDA

Akdeniz’de kis denizden degil, sobadan baslar.|
Camin disinda riizgar eser,
iceride cay kaynar. =F
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Bazlama sicakken boliiniir, S E D | B .’t il ' |
pisi elden ele uzatilr. T
Sofra valmzca vemek degildir:
atesin etrafinda toplanmaktir.

Kis burada uzak degil,
daha vakindir.

WINTER TABLE:
Around the Stove

In the Mediterranean, winter doesn’t begin with the
sea —

it begins with the stove.

The wind moves oultside,

tea simmers inside.

Flatbread is torn while still warm,
fried dough passes from hand to hand.
A table is not just food —

it is gathering around warmth.

Winter here is not distant,
it feels closer.
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SOMETIMES, JUST YOU

KALEKOY'DE O GUN KALABALIK
YOKTU. -
TAS SOKAKLAR SESSIZDi.

ADIMLARIM YANKILANDI —
YALNIZLIK GIBI DEGIL,
AITLIK GiBI.

TURISTIK BIR YERDE TEK BASINA
_ _YURUMEK, .
BiR ANLIGINA O YERI KENDINE
ALMAK GIBIDIR.

o  VE O AN, o
BUTUN KOY SADECE SENINMIS GiBIi
HISSEDILIR.

There was no erowd in Kalekoy that day.
The stone streets were quiel.

My fooltsteps echoed —
nol like loneliness.
but like belonging,.

Walking alone in a touristic place
feels like borrowing it for vourself.

And for a moment,
the whole village feels like it belongs to vou.







