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Was born in 1958 in Turkey/Kahramanmaraş/Afşin. During this difficult period, he attended primary school in the village. His family settled in Adana/Kadirli due to a forced migration due to economic problems. During the years when malaria took his life, he attended secondary and high school in Kadirli. During these years, social opposition joined. During his secondary school years, he witnessed the arrest of his teachers. Although he attended several different universities, he had to drop out for economic reasons. He studied at Adana Education Institute, then Atatürk University, and then computer specialization at METU.

He has published 6 novels, 17 short stories, 2 poems and 2 essays

The writer, who still lives in Edirne.

PREAMBLE

This book is not about a man; It is the story of how a family slowly and quietly collapses.

When telling the story of a man who gambles, it is often only about what he has lost: his money, his house, his job... But no one thinks of the safety of a child, the patience of a woman, the peace of a home that disappears with him. Because these losses are silent. These losses do not scream. These losses always bleed from within.

These lines were written to tell how a father who thought he was right in each hand was unwittingly erased in the eyes of his children. This is the story of a man who takes a step away from his family every time he says 'one more hand', and when he looks back, he can no longer find a home to return to.

This book is not a judgment. But it's a confrontation.

It may be too late for a father. But maybe there's still time for someone else.

If you're reading this, the playing cards may still not have been discarded.

The Black Lamb was a small village in the middle of a lush nature that contained every shade of green. Cultivated fields stretched as far as the eye could see, and stone houses surrounded by gardens adorned with fragrant flowers. The roofs of the houses are generally covered with earth and the walls are whitewashed. The rugs laid out in front of the doors echoed with the merry laughter of the children sitting on the fresh grass

An old but elegant village mosque with its wooden minaret on the banks of the main road of the village greeted passers-by every morning. Listening to the morning call to prayer was a ritual for the villagers. Life would begin with the call to prayer. It was a very old tradition to wake up at the morning call to prayer and join life.  Right next to it, a centuries-old plane tree shaded the village square with its branches. Every shade of yellow formed from the leaves in the Hazan season attracted those who saw it.  An old fountain stood in the village square, adding life to the surroundings with the soothing murmur of the water.  It was the only place to rest and meet. The young people of the village did not leave around the fountain.

In the early hours of the morning, the crowing of roosters and the sounds of animals echoed through the village with the morning wind. 

Some villagers made their way to the markets with hand-crafted toys or food such as fresh milk and cheese, while others went to the fields. In this small world where natural tastes and friendly conversations mingled, time passed slowly.

A little outside the village, on the slope of a hill, a small stream flowed gently. The reeds and daisies growing along the stream heralded the arrival of spring every year. It was like a calendar. A few old villagers fishing by the stream tell each other about their memories of the past, while the young people just ahead of them play football among themselves, and the little children leave their kites in the wind, their laughter mingles with the winds.

The water mill at the entrance of the village was the only industrial facility in the village. Deli Hasan's mill. The millstone, spinning with the power of water, did its job by sounding in an orderly manner, like the rhythm of an old folk song. Passing through the suspension bridge right next to the mill, the villagers found peace by immersing themselves in the view embraced by nature. Perhaps this was considered the only pastime in the village.  

Dem Dem Mustafa would turn on the lights of his small coffee shop as he did every evening and announce the start of his shift. People would come together here and chat over tea, play dominoes or checkers. These games, which were previously played for entertainment, became a gambling tool over time.  Although he was still in high school, Süleyman, who learned all the games, was also inclined to gambling, but he avoided gambling, thinking that it was contrary to the ideas he defended. From time to time, while he was happy with the small income he earned, he would go home to the accompaniment of folk songs. How could he have known that this would make a habit and one day darken his life. In fact, it didn't matter if he won or lost. Because he wasn't gambling with living money.

Stubborn and responsible, Suleiman was a determined young man who dreamed big at a young age. He started his sensitivity to social events when he was a young child. He was repeatedly disciplined for taking a political stand in favor of labor and for organizing students. His simple life in his village was not enough for him; His dreams stretched to vast worlds filled with the smell of books. 

Printing was his passion, and he decided to leave his village to fulfill this passion. Her family supported her, thinking that a ray of hope would emerge from their life full of difficulties. He did not leave the village during his middle and high school years. 

Although he was far away, he went every day in the morning, studied without food or water, and returned home in the evening. He forgot how many times he fainted from hunger. He never had the money to buy books. That's why his friends called him "bookless." Despite all the difficulties and privations, he was very happy when he won the university. His family proudly spread it to the surrounding villages. He was the first person in the village to get into college.

In his university life, which he started with great enthusiasm, Süleyman soon met not only printing but also the complex realities of life. The whispers that spread in the corridors of the campus during the time left over from classes caught his attention. Politics was on the agenda on the university campus as it was all over the country. Groups of students gathered around different ideologies to discuss their ideas, and from time to time these discussions turned into heated protests.

At first, he was upset as the arguments of his like-minded friends turned into fights. Over time, he starts to think that this is normal, but do not approve of arguments turning into fights. He had good relations with each faction, but now he was reading more. It was during these years that he met Marx and Lenin. It was during these years that he became acquainted with the problems of the working class and peasants. He doesn't miss any panels.

Initially, he preferred to look at things from afar. He wasn't watching, but he wasn't on the front lines. His goal was to make his dreams come true and learn everything about printing. However, tensions on campus were rapidly escalating, and classes were often not held as a result of a boycott. Disputes between the university administration and students ended with police violence. This situation began to be reflected in Suleiman's lessons and daily life. Classes were often canceled, and it was sometimes not even possible to study quietly in the library. Suleiman felt the pressure to choose a side between ideologies. Some of his friends urged him to adopt his ideas, while others said that remaining neutral was an escape.

The first two years he spent in the city were like discovering a completely different world for him. In a troubled and limited period of time, he was learning the theories of printing, admiring printing presses, and beginning to understand the power of books more deeply. However, the university environment was not only about education, but also about politics. Heated debates were brewing in classrooms and on campus, and tensions across the country were felt at the university. He was getting a better grasp of everything day by day.

Solomon initially tried hard to stay away from these controversies. However; He began to deeply question the inequalities in the country and found himself in the middle of political events. Socialist ideas found a place for him with the idea of justice and equality, patriotism, and defending the oppressed. These ideas gave new meaning to the dream of printing; He thought of printing as a way to disseminate not only knowledge, but also ideals that he thought were true.

Suleiman gained an identity as a human rights activist. He attends political meetings and distributes leaflets in the streets. He used his printing skills to suppress and disseminate ideas he believed in. 

However, these activities did not escape the attention of the political power. One night, during a protest, he was detained by the police. He was kept in a dark cell for days before trial; In the silence of loneliness and uncertainty, she questioned her dreams and struggles.

The country did not think about what happened separately from what happened. Nationwide struggle and resistance began to the political structure. Now the arrow was out of the bow. As the protests of young people increased, so did the violence of the police. 

In the meetings held, while the common view was on taking the struggle to the next level, differences of opinion were also becoming evident.

He was now running around to support boycotts, strikes and student demonstrations. He has repeatedly returned from the dead, has been detained many times. He was repeatedly tortured. It was now common to be detained and tortured. 

He was attacked while driving on the road one night when he did not know who was who. There was no bone left unbroken. He was left on the street for dead. By chance, a night watchman found him. He took her to the hospital, he didn't have an ID. He had it treated with his own identity. 

The police, who did not see Süleyman where they left him, called all the hospitals, but "Süleyman Demir" was not there. The guard had unknowingly hidden him. A few days later, when he was leaving the hospital, his friends greeted him, picked him up and took him to a safe place.

A few days later, there were major incidents and one person was killed.  Police detained the suspect. He remained in custody for days. He was tortured. Some of his limbs were almost destroyed. He was so tortured that there was no carpet to stand on. Almost all of those who came to the cell where he was held had spent on the torture bench.

Most of the people who came to the cell had their left arm gangrenous.  It turned out that the police were sticking a pin in his arm and making him wait in a septic tank with the holes he overcame.

He was writhing in pain for days until the end of his detention and when he recovered, he was referred to court.

Days later, he was brought to court.

In court, he did not stop defending the values he believed in. "I came to learn printing for a world that demands equality and justice," he said. "I wanted it with my pen, touching the books with my hands... But you, who are afraid of
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