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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.
––––––––
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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."
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I went to Antalya because my brother was undergoing cancer treatment. From time to time, when I stepped outside the hospital, I thought something extraordinary had happened. There are no changes inside the hospital.

After staying for a while, I didn't feel well, so I came back. I had an incredible nosebleed at Antalya airport.

Most people on the plane wore masks. I was skeptical. I said to myself, "A lot of them are being treated for cancer, so they wear masks. That's how many people came across me."

At the Istanbul airport, people were wearing masks. I panicked.

Not a single person on the bus was wearing a mask on the way to Edirne.

A few days later.

On March 10, 2020, the first case was detected. There will be a headline of current developments. Hopefully, the process can be brought under control.
March 11, 2020 - Cases seen: 1
March 13, 2020- Cases seen: 2, increased to 5 by the end of the day 
March 16, 2020- cases seen March 18,
March 17, 2020- 47 cases, 
March 18, 2020- 98 cases, 191 at the end of the day and two deaths.
March 19, 2020 - 359 cases, 4 deaths, 
March 20, 2020 - 670 cases, 9th death.
March 21, 2020- 947 cases, 21 deaths.
March 22, 2020- 1236 cases, 30 deaths.
March 23, 2020- 1529 cases, 37 deaths.
March 24, 2020- 1872 cases, 44 deaths.
March 25, 2020 - 2433 cases, 59 deaths.
March 26, 2020- 3629 cases, 75 deaths.
March 27, 2020- 5698 cases, 92 deaths.
March 28, 2020- 7402 cases, 108 deaths.
..................................

...........................................
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It is a diary in which words are helpless in the face of numbers.
The number of cases, the number of deaths, the number of countries seen... It tastes like a cheesy ledger of numbers that increase exponentially every day, like unpayable debt.
––––––––
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Of course, there should be those who lived in the city of the epidemic, the health workers who became heroes, the time spent in quarantine, those who were included in the total as a number, the precautions, and those who did not care about it in these diaries.

***
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I didn't step out of the house today.
But I have to go to the grocery store tomorrow morning. My dear, he doesn't want to go.

***
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We are going through a really bad time. However, I realize that in every bad situation, when we turn to ourselves and ask "what does this teach me", we always find something. In the days of Corona, an Italian psychologist talked about this very situation. 
Translation of the article by the Italian psychologist Morelli:
"I believe that when the universe's rules are turned upside down, it finds a way to fix them.
These days, when we experience many anomalies and paradoxes, are thought-provoking...
At a time when the damage caused by global warming to the environment has reached alarming levels and China and many countries that follow it have to be blocked, air pollution is significantly reduced while the economy is destroyed; the air is improving, we are actually breathing a cleaner breath while having to use masks.
At this historical juncture, when exclusionary policies and ideologies begin to proliferate all over the world, reminiscent of a despicable period in our history, a virus arrives and makes us excluded, isolated, blocked at borders, and disease-bearing. although we are not guilty of any crime. Even though we are white, western and business class passengers.
In a society based on production and consumption, while we are running 14 hours a day in pursuit of an unknown goal, without our Saturdays, Sundays, or holidays indicated in red on the calendar, we suddenly come to a standstill. At home, for days, we stop. Our reckoning with 'time', which we are accustomed to measuring with money or money, and whose real value we do not remember, begins. Do we still remember what we can do with it?
At a time when we are delegating the upbringing of our children to other people and institutions because it is necessary, the virus closes schools, forces us to create alternatives, and forces parents to be together with their children again. It forces them to become a family again.
In this period when relationships, communication, socialization take place on the social media of the virtual world, pushing us into an illusion that we are close, the virus steals real intimacy from us: no one can touch, kiss, hug each other; We stay distant from each other and in the coldness of not being able to touch. How much have we ignored their meaning and importance?
In this period when it is the rule for everyone to think about their own garden, the virus sends us a clear message: the only way out is a sense of belonging, a sense of community, thinking of someone else, protecting and being protected by something bigger than oneself. Shared responsibility is that the step you take determines not only your own destiny but also that of those around you, and that your fate depends on them.
So if we stop thinking about the witch hunt, who is to blame, why, and instead ask ourselves what we can learn from it, I believe we have a lot to learn and do.
Because obviously we owe a lot to the universe and its rules, and a virus reminds us of that by making us pay the price."

I've read these many times. My thoughts refreshed as I read.

***
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In the country where I live, many places are closed except for markets. The beaches are closed, the shops are closed,
there is no public transportation.
Shopping malls are closed
No collective worship in mosques
Government offices are closed 2 weeks public holiday

***
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I haven't left the house for 2 days. I've found something to keep myself occupied, and I'm finding. And I did a lot of things. I can't wake up late, I get up early. Yes, it may not have been much, maybe only 2 days. However, for someone like me who is out every day, regardless of weekdays / weekends, this is something that grows a lot in my eyes. Yes, we should stay at home to avoid contamination, we should not be in public areas too much. My heart screams for the open air, greenery. Let's see how long it takes. While protecting ourselves from the virus, we should not lose our sanity. That's from home for now until.

***
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March 16th, 
I didn't stock up. I'm scared. I didn't go to work. I didn't go out. I try to stay away from social media so as not to see those who try to create social polarization out of the virus.
It's cold. You know, sometimes the fog settles. You'd think he'd never get up again. But it doesn't take long, and you see that there is no fog.

I have a feeling that this is going to be the case. But when the fog clears, there is a danger that we will not be able to wake up to the same world.

***
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For the last 4-5 days, we have not left the house unless there is a very urgent situation. The majority of people are also sensitive to this situation.
There are not many places that serve other than hospitals, pharmacies, markets and bakeries. Taxis continue to operate, public transport is prohibited. There was a bit of an attack on the markets, but those places are also calm now.
The number of cases is currently 6.
As a precautionary measure, I think the government is passing the class. All I'm wondering is that all trade has stopped. 

***
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Today I went to the grocery store in the lower neighborhood. I have no intention of going out for at least two weeks, people are crazy
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