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LIFE 

Two years after he was born, in 1960, the country's prime minister and two ministers were executed. I was a middle school student in the 70s. I have not forgotten the massacre of Mahir Çayan and his comrades in Kızıldere and the execution of Deniz, Yusuf and Hüseyin. 

When I was in high school, I started to become politically aware. Those were the years when I dreamed of revolution every night, but every night I was disappointed in the morning. My school after high school was Adana Education Institute (1976-79). The stones of the road leading to the fascist coup of September 12 had already begun to be laid. I was a student between 1976 and 1979. Massacres, assassinations, deaths... They were the most tragic years of my life. It was a period of multiplication of suffering, the cause and purpose of which could not be understood. It was also the years when I ran out of blood from giving blood every night.

On September 12, 1980, after the fascist military coup, thousands of people were arrested, imprisoned, exiled and massacred. These were the years when executions, unsolved crimes, deaths from torture became commonplace, and the state officially shed blood. 

Those were the years when the whistleblower was making a difference and everyone was talking to each other. And yet these were also the years of resistance that glorified human dignity. 

In my first year as a teacher, I met the junta. I was a teacher when the junta terrorized; I was in the occupational group that suffered the most. I had friends who were my colleagues who were angered by the junta. I've seen people dying on the roads...

Erzurum and Van, 80s. Those were bad years. The 90s were also marked by unsolved crimes and witnessing inhumane practices in prisons. We are already living together after the 2000s these days... When I see what is happening now, I can't help but say, "I wish I had fought for human rights instead of a revolutionary struggle."

There is nothing that a free man thinks less of than death. 

–Baruch Spinoza

PAINFUL LIVES

He was on the road. For him, the road was not just a place to walk; it was a pit of thought, a well of sighs from which one fell and rose. Healing and poison were the fruits of the road; in the whirlpool of the mind, it healed some and stung others. The road sometimes slips under the feet of those who run away from themselves, sometimes of those who climb up; sometimes it protects the traveller from the cruelty of the world, sometimes it persecutes those who cannot carry themselves. Some take root on the road, carrying the river of anxiety on their backs; some do not come to the road, knowing that the road is to forgive themselves...

Along the way he thought about what a hospital was, what a doctor was, what a disease was... He struggled with the sounds of unfamiliar and meaninglessly ringing words... 

Words were the slope, sounds were the whip of naked life. As he struggled, he seemed to forget the pain he was suffering... 

The place known as Elbistan was not that close according to the stories. ‘I was destined to go all this way with pain and suffering,’ he thought. Perhaps he was not only thinking, but also saying it to himself. The road was between steep rocks in the known space and was only wide enough for a human to pass.How long had he been on the road? He didn't know. He was thirsty. His mouth was dry. He rebelled against his salivary glands. As if it was the salivary glands that were suffering, as if they had rebelled and were not working. To relieve the dryness of his mouth, he ran his tongue around and around in the pit of his mouth. His thirst must have reached up to his throat because he was having difficulty making a sound. He would ask for water, he couldn't. He would shout, he could not shout. 

He was moaning so much that the sounds of birds had stopped on the slopes of the mountain he passed, and the rustling of the dried grasses with the effect of the wind had become inaudible. 

It was as if everything was silently watching him, or so it seemed to him. Nevertheless, this thirst was quenching his pain to some extent... ‘Why?’ he thought, “didn't anyone look at me on the way?” While struggling with this thought, he realised that they had stopped. They were finally curious and decided to look at his face, which had ceased to look human due to the dried blood. ‘Water,’ was all he could say, with his indefatigable appearance. But no one understood what he was saying except himself. Her crying mixed with her moaning; she continued to say, ‘Water, water...’ even with difficulty. No one heard her. Since they didn't hear, either she was alone or she couldn't make a sound. After a long time, when they lifted her face covering to look at her face, she moaned, ‘Water!’. 

After a long time, the two handfuls of water they gave him did not quench the fire inside him. He burdened his fire on his own heart as a child. Of course, one or two handfuls of water could not quench his fire. They wet a white cheesecloth and put it near his mouth, so that his lips would not crack. He said to himself  when he arrived, he remembered nothing. The only thing he felt was the warm blood flowing towards his lips from time to time. It was as if all the dreams she had dreamt until a few days ago had suddenly faded away, as if they had never existed. It was as if she would never dream again, her longings would never breathe again, and she would remain motionless in a dark world. He was angry with himself; he felt sorry for having such strange thoughts.

She was alone. He was a living dead... Maybe it was a childish feeling. 

With his whole being, he thought about his life, which would probably end in a few hours, let alone the beautiful village he left behind.

As he approached Elbistan, his heart and brain were fighting for life and death. He would be the only loser of this war that would not have a winner.

He became uneasy with the tone of voice of those who saw him in the hospital. He did not know whether this uneasiness was due to the abundance of words he did not understand or their sighing and wailing. He felt himself trembling in fear and uneasiness. As time progressed, he forgot all of what had happened and fell into fear and anxiety. He was saddened when he heard the voices saying ‘He was hospitalised, take him to the ward’. He thought of himself as a sacrificial lamb as he was being put to bed. He was helpless. He was alone. 

He felt that there were many people coming and going in the ward. Each person gave a medicine. He was trying not to cry while doing whatever anyone said. She did not want anyone to pity her.

The woman cleaning her face said, ‘You are in a lot of pain, but I can't do anything. The doctor will be here soon,’ she said. ‘Child, do you want anything?’ she added.

‘Is it night or day now?’ the child asked.

The woman stroked his head and said, ‘Is there night and day for pain?’

The room became silent. He thought she had left. He must have fainted with this thought, because he could not remember anything afterwards.

* * *
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He was born on a sunny, more than sunny, bright day. The first thing he remembered was the wooden bridge in the centre of Elbistan. It was the first time he saw a huge river and there was a wooden bridge over the river connecting the two sides of the city. The river was flowing so fast that he could not stop watching it until he crossed the bridge. Although he describes that day in this way now, in fact he did not see all those marvellous things, he felt them in a strange way...

He waited quietly in the hospital room... The last thing he remembered was the pain he felt in his arm and the injection. After the injection, the pain subsided. He examined those who came and went with curious eyes. He was trying to make sense of their attitudes towards him... 

He was out of surgery, but he had never forgotten those moments. He found some of what he remembered childish and some adult. He shared the deep pain on his face with his heart. When his heart rebelled, he shared it with his brain. The pain that throbbed on the way from emotion to thought was not the kind that could be relieved. He never showed his pain to the nurse.

He had lost the concept of time, he could not feel time. He thought, ‘The one who had lost the threshold between day and night obviously had a blurred concept of time.’ One morning for the first time he asked a nurse, ‘How many days have I been here?’ Surprised, the nurse said, ‘You have a tongue! Why did you keep quiet all this time?’ 

Smoothing his hair, he added, ‘11 days’. He wanted to pour questions into the nurse's palms. Somehow he was afraid of the answers he would hear. He was scared! Fear had silenced him.

He felt it raining that day. It was so intense that it was raining so hard that the glass of the window was like a cannon. When she opened herself to the sound of the rain, for some reason she was happy for a while. He thought, ‘I wish I was in the village so that I could inhale the smell of the earth after the rain’. Just as he was filling himself with the steaming mist of the soaked soil, he noticed the crowd filling the room in his imagination. They talked among themselves for a while... Then the doctor, who opened the bandage on his face, said, ‘Make his dressings, we will discharge him’. He did not understand what he meant. After the doctor left, he asked the nurse who cleaned his face what the words he heard meant. 

The nurse said, ‘You are cured now. They will take you out of here, you will return to your village.’ ‘Will I be able to see?’ he asked. The nurse did not answer. She remained silent. 

That silence was the naked statue of truth for the child. There was more than he needed to know in the ringing silence. He hid his tears under the bandages. After a while, the nurse stroked his hair as if combing it,

You have no choice but to beg Allah after this operation. Who knows, maybe you will recover and come to me in a very short time, with a Newruz flower in your hand.’ 

He must have left when he was done because the room was silent...

In the early hours of the morning, when they said, ‘Get ready, you are leaving,’ he was both happy and sad. 

Sadness and joy were perhaps like the two pillars of the bridge of life, the two poles of the world. He felt himself in the impossible freedom of a bird left on a mountainside with broken arms and wings. They left the hospital. It was dark at the exit as well as at the entrance.

After leaving Elbistan, they travelled for hours on the back of a donkey under the hot sun. Elbistan Plain was so big that it was endless. Who knows how many times he sobered up, how many times he fainted without anyone realising... When he reached home, he slept as if he wanted to forget his sufferings... 

When she woke up, everything was black again! Both the pain she had suffered and the darkness of a colourful world were too much for her tiny body and soul; she couldn't carry it anymore, she cried for hours... 

Just yesterday she was watching the world in all its colours, today she had opened her eyes to pitch blackness; maybe she would live her whole life like this. He couldn't think of anything worse; perhaps he would never be able to run, read, or recognise any change that time would release... While he was thinking about these things and feeling sadness, his mind was struggling with pain and his body was struggling with pain.

It was a village in the mountains. There was no doctor. No nurse. There was no medicine. Moreover, there was no money to buy the medicines prescribed by the doctor after the operation. Let alone the wound closing, it was getting more inflamed every day. Some neighbours who took pity on him made their own medicines; he used them all without objection, like a sacrificial lamb. According to those around him, there was only one reason why he suffered so much at such a young age: ‘God's providence!’ or ’Fate!’

In time, his wounds became so bad that he could not see his eyes. He was trying to open his eyes by opening the cheesecloth that protected his eyes from flies, but he could not. One day he got up to get water and had only taken a few steps when he stumbled and collapsed.  She could not get up for a long time. During that time when he was one with the ground, he stepped backwards in his life, but he could not find the strength to leap into the future. He was scared! ‘How can I live with sightless eyes?’ he thought, his fears grew as he thought, and as his fears grew, he pitied himself as if he pitied a stranger. This was his first fall, yes, but who knows how many more times he would fall like this... Perhaps this was the lightest of his possible falls... And just as all pain made him forget everything but himself, the pain of not being able to see, the pain of falling to the ground made him forget his thirst. The pain would impose itself in such a way that it would flag the intellect and emotion of the human being on the throbbing part of the body.

He stayed there for a while longer, just like that... Then he slowly groped his way to his bed, grabbed the corner of the bed, stood up, found his pillow with the same groping, and softly lay down on his bed, curled up on the blind slope of his fortune. 

The world used to get darker when he closed his eyes, now it was black even when they were open. The boundary of meaning and existence between the words open and closed was erased. It was an apparent disappearance and it was impossible to open and close as an action. ‘Can one live like this? Is it worth living even if it is?’ he thought... He thought of others who had to live in such darkness. This was a thinking he had never experienced before! His way of knowing himself was being transformed in this thought. 

He started to feel his thirst again; his tongue was sticking to his palate, but he couldn't get up from the darkness. 

He was afraid of falling down again and again. Trying to forget the water, he went to sleep with a forced desperation...

After a long time, one morning he managed to open his eyes a little. For the first time, a smile appeared on his face involuntarily when the daylight penetrated his pupils. This faint ray of light a miracle that only he had witnessed. What he saw was just a beam of light. Even the leakage of the presence of light was enough to question life again. ‘Is this an illusion or reality?’ he thought. Then, for some reason, he stepped the distance between truth and reality in his mind... He went to the fountain every day from his house near the village fountain and washed his eyes. He washed, washed and washed. This ritual was such a plea for truth that he avoided even thinking about what it might actually cause. 

One day, on the way to the fountain, Poyraz Hodja saw him. ‘How are you, child?’ asked Poyraz Hodja in a loving tone. When he turned his face in the direction of the voice, he thought he was face to face with Poyraz Hodja. He assumed that Poyraz Hodja was looking into his eyes without answering. Poyraz Hodja examined his eyes in his own way, reciting prayers... ‘These wounds cannot heal, they are very badly infected,’ he said in a harsh manner, ‘Child, this wound cannot be cleaned with tap water. Don't do it again,’ he said. He patted his head, recited prayers and added: ‘This wound will never heal. It is very badly infected.’

Poyraz Hodja, who took care of all the problems of the village, both fulfilled the religious services of the village as he was the only person who knew the Holy Quran by heart, and wisely solved the internal problems of the village with his enlightened nature. 

In short, Poyraz Hodja was a panacea for every problem of the village, so everyone respected him.

Poyraz Hodja felt sorry for the boy and said, ‘I will give you a medicine. Once a day, close your eyes tightly and drip it on your wounds.’ After thinking for a while, he said, ‘I know you can't do this on your own, don't try. If there is someone who asks after you, they can do it. If I come across, I will do it too,’ he warned. As they were leaving, he called after her, ‘God bless you!’

He got hopeful when he took the medicine
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