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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. 
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He closed his eyes. He waited a bit. Now he was in his favorite place, in a dream. He didn't know what was going to happen or where he was going to go. Then he found himself in Adana. It was a city with narrow streets. In addition to very beautiful buildings, there was also unplanned urbanization. He began to walk, watching them in admiration. The people who passed by were like silhouettes. He wanted to walk as he walked. It was as if there was a place, a destination to reach.
Some time after walking, he reached a bridge. He went up to the bridge and saw a magnificent river. There was a fascination to this river that drew you in. He wished I had a camera, he thought. Then he laughed. He couldn't shoot it when he was dreaming. He watched the river some more and kept walking. He saw that there was a tower ahead. He was going to go there. He walked and walked, but no matter what he did, no matter how far he went, he couldn't get there. It was as if he was moving away from the tower. 
He started running. As she was running, a man suddenly appeared in front of her and hit her. As she stood up, she made eye contact with the man, and suddenly a strange feeling swept over her.

- "Excuse me," the man said. He smiled, and he smiled at her. He just stared, not knowing what to say. - "Let's walk together, if you want," the man said politely. - "I want to go there," he said, and pointed to the tower. The man looked at him and, in the direction, he was pointing. Seriously; —"There's nothing there." Said. Surprised. Couldn't he see the great tower? —"How is it?" he said reproachfully. —"there's only emptiness there." Said the man firmly. She looked at him puzzled. —"I'll explain it to you if you like." - "I would like to." He said.- "It is no accident that you have met me. From now on, I will accompany you in your dreams. I will guide you through the good and the bad. Everything that you can see and I can't see is bad. Don't forget that. That tower, which you probably see but I don't, is also a bad place." - "But it's a very beautiful tower." He said.- "It doesn't matter. It's a bad place and one that will make you sad.
Don't go." As the man said this, the tower suddenly came to its bottom. - "Now he is right next to us."- "He knows that you are curious about him. He wants to draw you in. You have to wake up now." The man snapped his fingers. He was awake. He was in his bed. It was getting to eleven o'clock." But I'm asleep," he said, and got out of bed. He thought about the dream he had. That man, the tower... Don't go there, he said. He was very curious. He wished he could see it again, he thought.
It was night again. He read some books. He was sleepy, and that made him happy. A little later, the book fell from his hand and he fell asleep. Now he was back in the same place he last saw. It was in Adana again, the same streets and that tower again. - "Do you see that tower again?" He turned around. The dream guide was there. - "Yes." - "What do you think is there?" he said- "I don't know, but it attracts me. I think there are interesting things. "
"If I let you go, you're going to go and look, aren't you?" he said. 
He smiled. That explained what his answer was. The tower stood there in all its glory and said, "Come," he said—"I want so badly to see the inside of it. This is the second time I see him in my dream. This cannot be a coincidence. It has to mean something." The guide didn't say anything. It was indeed a sign that he was desirous of seeing the tower. —"I'll let you go. Maybe that's what I have to live with. " He said, smiling at his guide. He began to walk towards the tower. The closer you got, the more magnificent and larger the tower became. He walked and walked and there he was, right in front of him. Suddenly, he heard his guide call out to him—"You must take this. It's the explanation of everything." He saw a card coming towards him. He grabbed the card and looked at it. It was a tarot card with a tower collapsing on it. As he looked at the card, he heard a hum. The tower cracked and collapsed towards him. Before he knew what was happening, he was trapped under the tower.
She woke up screaming. He was drenched in sweat. He didn't like the dream he had at all. He lit the lamp that stood at his bedside. 

He saw the book he was reading before going to sleep. 

He picked it up. He was going to read a little. There were already few pages left. He began to read. He read and read, and when he got to the last page, he saw something. It was a card. He picked it up and looked at it. He couldn't believe it. It was the tarot card he had seen in his dream. He quickly closed the book. She got out of bed and went to the kitchen. He took the bottle of wine left over from yesterday and went out to the balcony. began to drink. The sun was about to rise. Sleep was overwhelmed. Suddenly, he heard someone calling his name. He looked down. —"You!" he said to himself. Those were the last words he spoke. When he bent down a little more to look at the dream, he lost his balance and fell down from the fourth floor.
When he opened his eyes, it was Adana again. It was there that the tower that collapsed. A hand touched his shoulder. He was his guide. - "Some things we can't stop no matter what we do. 

Even if I tied you up, you would find a way to leave." He said, "Am I going to stay here forever?" - "Maybe..."- "I wanted to see the inside of the tower, but..."- "You can go and see it." He said. —"It's devastated." - "Now look again." He turned and looked. The tower had returned to its original state.
- "How come?" he said—"Perhaps there are things that are yet to end." After the guide said this, everything suddenly began to be erased. Then there was a strong wind. He felt he had to walk towards the tower. He walked, albeit with difficulty, reached the tower, and opened its door and entered. Everywhere was white. He saw someone hold out his hand to him. He took that hand.
He was awakened by machine noises. There were cables and hoses all over it. He saw the doctor at his bedside. He couldn't make out his face exactly, but when his image became clear, he became excited. When the doctor saw that he had regained consciousness, he approached him. - "You are back," he said, and smiled. 
As he left the room after doing the checks, the doctor winked. - "You're back for things that haven't ended yet and new beginnings."
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