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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.
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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CHAPTER 1

When Uncle Ahmet came to Turkey from Germany for summer vacation, he generally isolated himself in his own house for a while. For reasons unknown, it seemed as if he needed a period of adaptation to the village or was planning how to behave towards others. After a few days, he would then visit his sister. He would enter the house without taking off the shoes he wore on the street and would sit on the armchair in the corner of the room. How could he enter the house with street shoes on? That’s how it was in Germany, at least that’s how it was told to us. The explanation was just as interesting: “The streets in Germany are very clean. That’s why no one takes off their shoes at the entrance.”
This theory, which we thought was correct at the time, now seems so absurd in hindsight. 

In fact, most of those sweeping the streets in Germany were Turkish workers, not Germans. Moreover, their homes were not in Germany, but in a place reached by distant paths. After Uncle sat in the corner, his mother would come close by. For a while, silence would envelop the living room. 

In the midst of this silence, his mother would be at a loss about where to put her hands; it was unclear whether it was from love, respect, or fear, and it was never known. He thought with helplessness, “Throughout my life, I have had so many keys, but I have never been able to unlock the door to my mother’s soul with any of them.”

When he arrived at the place where his home was by taxi, the first thing that caught his eye was the large crowd around. As he surveyed the surroundings with bewildered eyes, he realized it was already too late. Because those who saw him were approaching one by one to offer their condolences. 

Yet all he needed at that moment was to be alone for a while in the pit he had dug inside himself. It was a tactical mistake to get out in front of the house, and it was now inevitable to be swept away by people’s words of comfort. He wasn’t criticizing or judging the situation, of course; being loved and valued are beautiful qualities, but still, a person wants to mature with their own pain for a while. Or sometimes, a person wants to experience pain alone to reminisce about the past, to rebel alone... Perhaps he wanted to turn the moment of the first meeting into a ritual and make it a unique picture in his mind. Was there a possibility for that? “Of course not,” he thought.
––––––––
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He was consoled for a long time at the place where he got out of the taxi. Were they looking for those who wanted to ease their pain by sharing their own, those who hugged him crying rivers, those who wished for long lives, or those who spoke of how good a person his mother was... He would have almost believed it if he didn’t know how some of them had tormented his mother.  
How long this consolation lasted is unknown. One day, one month, one year... What he felt was about the same as the time it took to read Yaşar Kemal’s novel, İnce Memed  .
She started to walk home with small steps. While walking, she paid special attention to go along the edge of the house's wall. Because she had always come down from this place, tightly holding her mother's hand when she was a child; she could feel the last warmth in her mother's palm. When she reached the door, she felt her knees tremble for a moment. Was it easy? That voice that said goodbye when leaving wouldn't be able to say welcome when she returned home. As she moved towards the living room inside the house, she first heard the murmurs coming from within. As she got closer, she realized that these murmurs were the voices of women praying. When she appeared at the door, all faces turned towards her and the prayers stopped. They used to go to the cinema in her childhood, the whole neighborhood. 

Just at the most exciting part of the movie, there would be a flicker in the middle of the white screen and the film would cut off. Then the hall would be engulfed in darkness. The moment she appeared at the door, the film had cut off and everyone was frozen in place.

She couldn't read the astonishment on their faces. What happened, did you think I wouldn't come? Why wouldn't I come! But that wasn't what was read from their faces. It was more like the moment when the tongue first meets lemon, or a feeling of pity for an orphan: "Oh dear! The children are orphans now. What will they do without their mother, I wonder?"
What a ruthless world, isn't it? Those hearts that were just praying a moment ago suddenly opened new fronts of compassion in a person's heart. At that moment, a person's heart fights on so many fronts that it loses them all. Yet, smiling is not a sin...
She was right in the middle of the room. The room where her uncle used to sit in the corner. Her head was facing the window, and her feet were towards the door. There was about two meters between us, or maybe not, but that two meters felt so distant!.. There were twenty-two years of memories in that distance. Moreover, they were all tied not with cotton threads, but with shoelaces. As soon as she took two steps inside, the women scattered into the empty rooms and disappeared from sight. 

She approached, but could only manage the act of getting closer. Yet, during the time it took to come to the village, she had thought of so many things... But thinking alone is not enough to take action; not everyone loses their mother all the time...
She was just staring; frozen, cold, and still. Her gaze was stuck like a rusty nail; at that moment, anyone who came could not pull it out like a nail driven into place... She felt a hand on her left shoulder. One of the women she hadn’t noticed when she entered the room had come out and touched her shoulder. When she turned to look, she recognized her immediately. It was Sister Zarife, who had been tapping on our kitchen window every morning after buying bread from the grocery store for years. The color had drained from her eyes from crying; her tongue seemed to have become mute. She wanted to say something, but she didn’t have the strength. She could only nod at her. “I understand, I understand what you want to say, don’t tire yourself, sister. I am strong,” she couldn’t say to herself, but she held back both herself and her tears so she could think that way.
It was almost time for the noon prayer. The sound of the crowd outside reached into the hall. Suddenly, they shouldered his mother like a bride. They quickly took her out of the house she had cleaned with a broom for twenty years. Before she could say, "Wait; let me take one last look at my home," they rushed her out onto the street. Two people squeezed themselves in, one on her right arm
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