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Childish-1

I was neither very wounded nor worn out. Most of all, I missed being a child. I love singing loudly, living without my fears, when the only thing I worry about is my toys and my lessons.

When I think about my childhood, I remember how beautiful my dreams were. What I will do when I grow up, what kind of person I want to be, what kind of job I will have, and more... 

I had such beautiful dreams about my future that, for example, at the age of 30, I imagined myself living very well as the manager of a company, being a good business person. However, now I look back at my last days, when I have already left 30 years behind, and all that remains is pain in my soul. 

It is impossible for me to describe the pain I have experienced over the past year. Neither I can explain it nor you can understand it. All that's left but pain is anger. It's this anger that really keeps me going. My heart doesn't believe in what is called hope the way you do, my anger is my only hope.

When I look back and think about my present and my future, my dreams have been replaced by just living in the moment and reality. I feel like my child soul is being torn apart from me every day. I get bigger and more painful, I get angry. 

Because I don't have a dream anymore. You killed the child in me, I killed it.

You created a person without dreams from me, you stole from me my childhood and my dreams. I'm just a body that lives without dreams... It's time to face you and pay back!

Childish-2






They killed the children, masters! They have slaughtered hundreds of children in this country!

Dreams disappeared one by one. Neither the color of the balloons nor the blue of the sky is any more... Blood red is everywhere now. There is only the smell of blood and death in the air. Children's screams became inaudible. The children's voices disappeared in the gunshots.
We couldn't say that any of them would be big people. We couldn't get toys. We couldn't run frantically after a ball with them. We couldn't free the kites.
The streets wasted their bodies... What land would accept children's bodies? Which mother or father could bear to mourn the child he buried with his hands? How would it be accepted?
They destroyed our Hopes.

They destroyed our Berkins.

They destroyed our Gazelles...

––––––––
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Childish-3

I had dreams as a child. 

He will be the best person in the land where I grew up and lived; Maybe I was going to be a doctor. I had a mother who had been sick for as long as I could remember, to heal her.

I had dreams as a child. I was going to be a quiet man like my father and not involved in anything. Maybe when I grew up, I would fall in love and have children. To them, as my father advised me; "Life; it's the opposite of the path you've drawn."

I had dreams as a child, which I can't even remember anymore.

When I was caught in the middle of a war, my body and soul learned what a luxury it was to dream. For example, time taught me to be a big man when I was 8 years old, to have to be. For example, how to earn bread. Indeed, life had been something that I could not draw and that was far beyond my dreams. My father was indeed right, but how I wish he was wrong.

How I would love to say, "Look, Dad, life isn't what you say, see?" To be able to show him that the world is a livable place... It no longer exists, and the world was not a livable place.

Growing up in these lands does not take as much time as it seems. You always carry the hearts of the big man in your little bodies.

In some places, you are no longer called a child with a rifle that is given to you in your name. If what you thought was a toy has become your instrument of death, you have already grown up.

If the only taste you taste every day is blood, no other taste you know gives pleasure to a man. The answer to those who ask if there is a smell of death is the smell of these lands.
I had dreams that I had as a child and they never came true.

––––––––
[image: ]


Childish-4

If the number of children convicted of political trials was 17 in 2005, this figure increased to 105 in 2009 and 23 in 2010, if my children are killed, brutally starved on the corners, raped and tortured, I have no April 23 to celebrate!!

Today; It is not the day of street children, it is not the day of children who died in the war, it is not the children who are tortured and raped in Pozantı or Diyarbakır prison and thousands of other places like it, it is not the children who are starving in Somalia today, it is not the children who are silent and orphaned in many parts of the world today. It is not the small bodies that are disappearing today just for the sake of self-interest and the nonsense of democracy.

Tell me, who is April 23 for!

Childish-5

Would there be a silent scream? I heard, saw and understood. His breathing, mingled with his sobs, began to quicken;" Reason? Why are you doing this to me?" I don't think I've ever heard such a deep and loud cry from a woman who was so quiet." I didn't mean to hurt you. Forgive me. I should have told you, but I was always afraid that it would happen. I could only say. It would be foolish not to see in his eyes the pain he felt as he displayed his hatred for me with his angry and sad looks. Most of the time, I asked myself, "Why?" I never told him why I was going and why I was going to leave him when I was going to be the last day away.
Scared.. I was just scared. My departure was not actually an abandonment. While he lived with his dreams and hopes, I always drowned in reality. It was impossible for me to explain this to him. I tried a lot, but it didn't work. In the end, I realized that the only feeling I gave her was sadness, and I decided to take the sadness away from her.
He wasn't yelling anymore. Perhaps he understood that my departure would be a new beginning. I paused, looked at my watch, never thought of saying goodbye to him.
I grabbed my luggage and quietly left the room.

Childish-6

Who knows what massacres your eyes have seen, what screams you have heard in the silent streets of the night... You were alone, always child, you were left alone... It is now far away from the soul of the body, which has been caught in the middle of two wars for centuries. We lost you in the meetings around the children's table, we lost you in the White House, in other palaces... Good-bye, child; This is not a farewell, this is a beginning.

​

Childish-7






A child's cry is heard from distant lands, from times that are thought distant to us. It is close by, but the distances are as much as you can hear when you want to hear it, and you can see it when you want to see it.
I lost my childhood in the quiet, fearful streets of the night. I destroyed my hopes in the screams of a mother. I lost all my humanity in one city. A child's body on a cobblestone; Lonely, silent. Where did I say "Human

Childish-8
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