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LIVES ON THE EDGE OF LIFE

MEHMET ALİ GÜNER

LIFE AND ME

Two years after I was born, in 1960, the country's prime minister and two ministers were executed. In the 70s, I was a middle school student. I witnessed the massacre of Mahir Çayan and his comrades in Kızıldere, as well as the executions of Deniz, Yusuf, and Hüseyin.

During my high school years, my political awareness began to develop. It was a time when I dreamed of revolution every night, only to experience disappointment each morning. My school after high school was Adana Education Institute (1976-1979). The stones paving the way to the September 12 fascist coup had long been laid. I was a student between 1976 and 1979. Massacres, assassinations, deaths... it was the most tragic years of my life. It was a period when the suffering, whose reasons and purposes were incomprehensible, intensified. It was also a time when I was giving blood every night, years when my blood was running out.
On September 12, 1980, following the fascist military coup, thousands of people were arrested, thrown into prisons, exiled, and massacred. Executions, disappearances, and deaths from torture became normalized; it was a time when the state officially shed blood. It was an era where informants thrived, and everyone snitched on each other. However, those years were also marked by resistances that elevated human dignity.

In the early years of my teaching career, I encountered the junta. While the junta was instilling terror, I was a teacher; I was among the professions that suffered the most. These were the years when I witnessed the demise of my colleagues who fell victim to the junta's wrath. Erzurum and Van, the 1980s. They were bad years. The 1990s passed with witnessing unsolved murders and inhumane practices in prisons. We are all experiencing the years after the 2000s together these days. As I see what is happening now, I can't help but think, "I wish I had fought for human rights instead of a revolutionary struggle."

In this work, which tells about the "feelings and thoughts of a child" in the wars in the Middle East, sometimes you will be sad, sometimes you will not be able to control your tears. 

Table of contents

Adana Is Yours

Deep Lives

The Book of Regrets

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Adana Is Yours

[image: ]


I once read that a psychiatrist said, “Real patients don't go to psychiatrists; those who make them sick do!” At first, I didn't agree, but he was right. Lately, I've started reading mostly psychological books. From time to time, I also visited the Adana Mental and Nervous Diseases Hospital. I will never forget the people I saw there. Sometimes I remain affected by them for days.

That day was the unhappiest day of my life; it was as if I was about to disappear. What's more, I haven't been able to sleep for days. I had experienced so much in such a short period of time. I couldn't sleep, I didn't feel the need to eat, I was cut off from social life. I couldn't fit in anywhere; what I experienced was a meaningless escape. 

A book I read had a profound effect on me. “Killing Your Comrade.” The book turned my entire memory upside down. The ideas I had defended so much, suffered torture for, and fought for for years suddenly overwhelmed me.

After a few days of not being able to sleep, I realized it wasn't going to work, so I took sleeping pills for the first time in my life. The pills were so effective that I went to bed early. It was like a death-like sleep. With sleep, I found myself in a different environment...

Under a calm, shady plane tree, I found an empty bench with the words “You should try to be happy under all circumstances” written on it. I sat down and, looking around, saw that this was the garden of a mental hospital. I started smoking, enjoying watching the smoke curl away. I guess out of curiosity, I found myself in a mental hospital somehow. 

I made eye contact with a man who seemed quite normal, behaving naturally, and whose facial features suggested he was in his forties. Even though I turned my head a few times, he never took his eyes off me. From his clothes, I could tell he was a visitor there; I couldn't bring myself to call him a patient. He was neatly dressed, wearing a tie and a suit, and didn't give off the impression of being sick at all. We looked at each other so often that it felt like we were getting closer. At first, I hesitated a little, but then I gathered my courage and approached him with small steps.

His mustache and fingers were so yellowed from smoking that you could see every shade of orange, as if henna had been burned onto his hands. The deep, pronounced lines of life on his face had turned it into a physical geography map. His sunken eyes were darkened around the edges, as if threaded with gold. With an innocent and sorrowful look in his eyes, he bowed his head as if to tell me his story. 

“Give me a cigarette,” he said commandingly.

As I handed him the cigarette, I asked him, 

“Why are you here?”

He lit his cigarette and stared at me without blinking, as if his gaze were fixed like a guided missile. I was a little scared. As we stared at each other out of curiosity, our eyes met again and again. It was unclear whether I was nervous or he was. Despite my attempts to strike up a conversation several times, he was determined not to talk. If he hadn't asked for a cigarette just now, I would have thought he was mute. I thought to myself, “Look at this crazy guy, he wants a cigarette but doesn't want to talk to me like a normal person.”

I decided to leave, wishing him a “good day” as a human gesture. Maybe I asked the wrong question or disturbed his peace. Maybe I annoyed him, or I don't know, maybe he's just crazy! “I thought to myself. Actually, I was nervous. I wondered whether I should feel sorry for him or for myself. I was walking away when;

-” Why aren't you here?" he shouted after me.

He yelled so loudly that I was afraid to turn around. He was crying hysterically, as if he were going crazy.

I turned my face away, afraid to walk towards him, and looked at his face without approaching him. His face showed more reproach than anger. This time, raising his voice even more, he repeated; 

"Why aren't you here? How do you manage to endure all the fraud, all the heartlessness, all the betrayal? Outside, there's a colorless, artificial world where children are killed and raped, flowers are plucked, love is squandered, and hope is exhausted. How do you adapt to this? You adapt, but why am I here?

I can't adapt without numbing myself, I can't sleep because of the noise. There is a dirty, arrogant, rude world. There are thousands of people who will carve you up like a brand-new Mercedes for their own gain. There are countless murderers, swindlers, selfish people. A bunch of vampires who will suck your blood. A bunch of murderers who will make you feel like a dirty handkerchief that has been used and thrown away. Why aren't you there? “he said, becoming serious. 

As he became more serious, he shouted.

-” Tell me, why are you there and I'm here?" he shouted as he walked away. As he shouted, I cried. The more he yelled, the further I walked away; the more he yelled, the more I agreed; the more he yelled, the more I was overwhelmed with pain. 

As I walked backwards to get away from him, my foot caught on something and I fell face down. Feeling that pain, along with the fall, I woke up. When I woke up, I was covered in sweat.

The last sound I heard as I woke up was, “Adana is yours.” I thought about this for days.
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