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The man boarded the bus, barely letting go of his fiancée's hand. He thought he was lucky. The bus had picked him up halfway or he would have been banned. He found an empty seat and shook up on it. 

He had in mind how to buy the items he would buy cheapest, how to catch the discounts. She hid her tears in sentimentality as she thought of this. At this age, he was ashamed to think about these things. He was saddened by the state of the country. Would a person wander from market to market for cheapness at this age? He cursed and focused on the people inside the bus.

Then he began to study the people on the bus. Everyone is in a hurry. His eyes fell on the woman who was talking on the phone while there were a lot of people standing and leaving the bags in her hand on the seat next to her. Disrespectful, he thought.  Thinking that the woman was heartless, he tried to burden her in his own heart. He wavered between reacting to the woman's insensitive behaviour or not.

He was annoyed at the man who didn't drop the phone from his hand in the seat in front of him. This man in his 50s is writing a message to someone. When he realized that it would not be by text, he was trying to convince the woman by talking on the phone, ignoring his surroundings. He was screaming so loud that he got everyone's attention, but the man didn't care. While he continued as if he was reading what he knew, he started swearing when he could not convince the other person. Everyone was ashamed of his swearing, but he was not ashamed.

He smiled inwardly, ignoring the fact that the young girl sitting in the next seat touched the keys at the speed of sound as if dancing on the phone. The young girl acted as if she was alone, not caring at all about the people on the bus. It's like he's alone on the bus. 

Then he got mad at himself when he thought "this social media makes people stupid". However, there was such a thing as freedom. Then he got angry at the thought. It could not be freedom. It's shameless at best. 

What was done on that bus had nothing to do with freedom. He wondered how people could have fallen captive to social media in such a short time.

Then he began to inspect the whole bus. It evoked a scene from an art film that he had watched but couldn't understand. It was as if the whole country was there, people from all walks of life. Lovers holding each other's hands, people who are constantly fighting with someone, social media people, people who joke loudly with each other... 

Then he wanted to write them, in fact, he always wanted to write, but he was too afraid to write. Because, according to him, writing was a sign of madness. Then he recalled Bukowski that "one reads until 35, begins to write after 35". He remembered Sait Faik and said, "If I didn't write, I would go crazy." 

His arrival at home coincided with the beginning of the prohibitions. After taking a breath, he leaned against the window and watched Adana. 

The hustle and bustle on the street, the shouts, the painful brakes of the cars, the sirens of the ambulances were confusing each other. It was very difficult to understand what was what. It was as if not everyone wanted to be caught by the bans.

He had always loved this ancient city where he had lived so much.
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A village on the summit of the Taurus Mountains, with the black lamb mountains on one side, the bird rock mountain on the other, the only greenery of which is poplar and moral tree. Deli Ali's water mill was the only industry with an economy in the form of a vicious circle and the institution of marriage, where poverty and poverty prevailed. Every year after threshing, Deli Âli's mill would work at full capacity. Although the competition for lining up in the evening sometimes led to fights, it did not go beyond temporary resentments.

Deli Ali was a beloved person. He was a man who had no one. His madness was in a man of his own accord, with whom he spoke bluntly, with whom he had no exchange with anyone. He doesn't remember how he got here or why he came. The only thing that was known was that he had reached a considerable age.

All he remembers is his loneliness in the middle of a summer night as a child. On the second day of his desolation, when he was on a stone, about to faint from hunger, he was about to faint from hunger, that person of goodness, Dem Dem Mustafa. When he handed her the hot loaf of bread, she watched him in silence as he immediately took the bread and began to eat it, "in the unbearable desperation of hunger."

When Dem Dem Mustafa, who noticed him, approached him and questioned him, he realized that he was an orphan. Yet how many days ago he had a mother and a father, and he had bread to eat and soup to drink.

Understanding the situation, Dem Dem Mustafa took him with him and brought him to the village where the current mill is located. Running away from everyone, he comes to this mill on the edge of the Hurman stream and starts to run the mill. At a time when his life was in order, Dem Dem Mustafa, whom he called my father, died, he ran the mill himself.

He has never had an identity card. While he said that he would not know about the death of the state, which did not even know about his birth, he would not have any expectations from anyone in his daily mill conversations. According to what is told, it should not be called mill conversations. Even the most intriguing complex problems were solved in minutes. The only forbidden topic in the conversations was politics.

He never married. According to some, he did not want it himself, according to some he lacked manhood, according to some, he was a person with a weak mind. Despite all these myths, he was respected by everyone. When he asked himself questions about marriage, he would first remain silent for a short time, then look at the mill and say, "I have come to this age, no matter what anyone says, it has no value."

He had spent his whole life in this mill. Seventy years. He used to say easy to say at the beginning of every conversation. 

The mill also did not pass money. He used to get one bushel of wheat for ten bushels of wheat. What he did with all this wheat was also a mystery. According to some, he was selling, according to others, he was distributing it to the poor. No one would go and ask, but everyone had different opinions about it. There was a fact that Deli Ali was an orphan and spent his life in this mill.

While the mill was running, such conversations were held that it was often seen that the stones were wasted when they forgot to put wheat in the mill. "I don't remember ever being born or living. I had no childhood, no youth, no old age. Doesn't a person have a mother, a father, an uncle, an aunt, an aunt? It turns out that it didn't happen, it turned out that I came into existence out of nothing", and he would dive into the lands he wanted to see but could not go.

"I really understand nature, animals, the weather, everything, and I can even kind of communicate with them like that. I know that nothing is a coincidence. 

Over time, I realize that a flower is not just an ordinary flower, that an insect is not something to be loathed." He used to say it in every conversation. It was as if he was stuck with the thought. 

The mill was located on the river Hurman.   In the valley where the mill is built, a warm wind begins to blow from the south almost every evening. When the sun approaches the hills, it hits the skin coolly with the orange clouds breaking up on the horizon. The sounds of grasshoppers mingled with the sounds of sparrows. Human voices from far away made us feel that man was a part of nature. Everything blends into the roar of a river flowing below. On the tables covered by the strange and peaceful smell of the houses built in earthen mud bricks; The taste of the vegetables that had just been picked from the field was different. 

The curious and bewildered looks of the villagers, who sat in front of the radios during the news hours, had doubts about how such distant and dirty worlds could exist. "They say, 'No way, no way, it can't be that much! It can't be such a polluted world! "They turn off their radios with the accompaniment of thinking out loud. Like the shifts of civil servants, they always lay down in the arms of a sweet sleep under millions of stars at the same time.

Lal Bektas was the shepherd of the village, who had been visiting the mill almost every day for years and making a habit of drinking mountain tea. His approach to the mill was silent and silent every time. Although it was this behaviour that Deli Ali was most
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