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The bitter struggle of the Kurdistan Workers' Party, or PKK, against the Turkish state has
delivered inspirational but often tragic stories. This memoir by Kurdish revolutionary Sakine
Cansiz is one of them. Sakine, whose code name was 'Sara', co-founded the PKK in 1974 and
dedicated her life to its cause. On the 9 January 2013 she was assassinated in Paris in
circumstances that remain officially unresolved.This is the first chapter of her iconic life, leading
up to her arrest in 1979, penned as dramatic events unfolded against the backdrop of the
Turkish revolutionary left. She writes about the excitement of entering the movement as a young
woman, discovering she would have to challenge traditional gender roles as she rose amongst
its ranks. She was one of the first to demand the recruitment and education of female
revolutionaries, and demanded total gender equality within the PKK, which is now one of its
central tenets.Today, 'Sara' is an inspiration to women fighting for liberation across the world.
This is her story in her own words, and is in turns shocking, violent and path-breaking.Translated
by Janet Biehl.



SaraSaraMy Whole Life Was a StruggleSakine CansızTranslated from German by Janet
BiehlPublished in German 2015 by Mezopotamien Verlag asMein ganzes Leben war ein Kampf
(1. Band: Jugendjahre)First English language edition published 2018 by Pluto Press345
Archway Road, London N6 5AACopyright © The Estate of Sakine Cansız 2015;English
translation © Janet Biehl 2018The right of Sakine Cansız to be identified as the author of this
work has been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988Every
effort has been made to trace copyright holders and to obtain their permission for the use of
copyright material in this book. The publisher apologises for any errors or omissions in this
respect and would be grateful if notified of any corrections that should be incorporated in future
reprints or editions.British Library Cataloguing in Publication DataA catalogue record for this
book is available from the British LibraryThis book is printed on paper suitable for recycling and
made from fully managed and sustained forest sources. Logging, pulping and manufacturing
processes are expected to conform to the environmental standards of the country of
origin.Typeset by Swales & Willis, Exeter, Devon, UKSimultaneously printed in the United
Kingdom and United States of AmericaTranslator’s noteThis book is the first of three volumes
that Sakine Cansız, a co-founder of the Kurdish freedom movement, wrote between 1996 and
1998, mostly in the mountains of Kurdistan.In this first volume, Cansız describes her Alevi family
and her childhood, her clash with traditional women’s roles in Turkish society, her entry into the
movement then known as Kurdistan Revolutionaries, her organizing work on its behalf, its
relations with groups on the Turkish revolutionary left, its bitter clashes with fascists and with the
state, and the founding of the Kurdistan Workers’ Party (PKK). It ends with her arrest in early
1979. She writes intimately and candidly, as if she were talking to a trusted friend, with a
compelling combination of intelligence and warmth, political astuteness, and personal
engagement.Her account of her life overlaps with the story of the rise of the Kurdish freedom
movement itself. Early on she recognized the crucial importance of women to the movement,
and she initiated recruiting and educating female members. She describes at great length the
constraints placed on her own work by traditional gender roles, and her struggle to free herself
from them. Most political activists struggle with the question of balancing a personal partnership
with political engagement, and most political movements must confront challenges posed by
tensions between family and sexuality on the one hand, and political commitment on the other.
Cansız’s solution to this conundrum, which led her into and out of a marriage, is of enormous
relevance to that issue.Cansız wrote this memoir in Turkish, in the mountains of northern Iraq
(South Kurdistan), in the mid-1990s. Anja Flach and Agnes von Alvensleben translated it into
German, which was published by Mezopotamien Verlag on the anniversary of Cansız’s
assassination. When I came across the German version, I was astounded to learn that no
English edition existed. When Estella Schmid of the Peace in Kurdistan campaign
recommended the book to me, I set about translating it.Not knowing Turkish, I worked from the
German. Mustafa Gundogdu then undertook the task of checking my English against the Turkish
original. I am grateful to him for the corrections and clarifications he made and for the advice he



gave.I’m grateful to Mezopotamien Verlag for permitting this translation and to Havin Guneser for
making necessary arrangements. Havin also corrected errors relating to Turkish and Kurdish
culture. Anja Flach was helpful in answering questions about the text. Mezopotamien Verlag
provided the photos and captions from their edition. Inan Asliyüce and Tijda Cansız also helped
with photos, especially those that will appear in Volumes II and III.Janet BiehlGerman
translators’ noteFor everyone connected with the Kurdish freedom movement, the world stood
still on January 9, 2013. On that day in Paris, one of its most important personalities, Sakine
Cansız, was killed, along with her comrades Fidan Doğan and Leyla Şaylemez, in a political
assassination.One year later an edited version of the present book, which Cansız wrote in the
1990s, appeared in Turkish. This significant document describes the first steps of the revolution
from the point of view of one of its significant leading figures. At the same time, it is the first part
of the life story of a remarkable woman who was a friend and model for us. So we set out to
make it available to German readers as well.The winter of 1995–1996 was very rainy in South
Kurdistan. Normally the Kurdish guerrillas use the winter months for education and regeneration.
But that winter the Turkish army, in collaboration with the KDP,1 undertook a military operation
against the PKK. Military helicopters circling above the Zap region bombarded their positions.
Turkish fighter jets shot missiles into the narrow ravines. Wood was scarce, so the provisional
tents were improvised from plastic sheeting and crooked oak logs—they were damp and cold
inside. Even the headquarters, where Cansız stayed, was warmed only by a smoky potbellied
stove. During this time, sitting on the damp muddy ground, she wrote her memoir on a decrepit
typewriter.She was one of the first women to join the Kurdish freedom movement, before it even
had a name. She was one of only two women to participate in the PKK’s 1978 founding
congress. In May 1979 she was arrested, and like everyone who refused to buckle under arrest
or betray her comrades, she was tortured harshly. She was the first woman from the Kurdish
freedom movement to mount a political defense in court. Among the prisoners she was
considered a leading personality. For 12 years in various Turkish prisons, she maintained a
resistance. Soon after her release in 1991, she did legal work at the party academy in Lebanon
and from there went to the guerrillas in the mountains. Starting in the late 1990s, she lived mainly
in Europe. In 1998 France granted her political asylum. In March 2007 at the request of Turkey
she was detained in Hamburg pending extradition, but in April, following massive protests, she
was released.The present book, a product of the 1990s, recounts the history of the Kurdish
movement through the lens of the era’s ideological and political conflicts. In 1979, shortly before
Cansız’s arrest, the idea of a freestanding women’s organization and making a social analysis
from a woman’s viewpoint was still new. In this book she describes the enthusiasm with which
she dedicated herself to the work. In 1995, when she began writing her life story at the request
of PKK chairman Abdullah Öcalan, the first official women’s congress was taking place. As well,
the first official women’s units were being formed, for which the women felt enthusiasm but also
self-doubt and fear of being relegated to nonfighting units.Today the Kurdish freedom movement
finds itself in an entirely different place. Autonomous women’s organizing in all areas of life is



now a matter of routine. Women are regarded as innovators and have built their own institutions
everywhere. Women are equally represented in all committees within the movement. Sakine
Cansız shaped and propelled this development. Gültan Kışanak, mayor of the Kurdish
metropolis Diyarbakır, has rightly called her the “Kurdish Rosa Luxemburg.”We personally knew
Sakine Cansız as a courageous, determined, and thoroughly warm woman who shared in all
areas of work with modesty and humor. She tirelessly connected with and inspired people of
diverse heritages to contribute their abilities to the Kurdish revolution. Once she made contact
with someone, she kept nurturing the connection. She remains for us an unforgettable model,
with her self-discipline, her erect bearing, and her receptiveness to all questions pertaining to
freedom.The murders of Sakine Cansız, Fidan Doğan, and Leyla Şaylemez have not been
officially solved even to this day. Numerous factors point to a contract murder carried out by the
Turkish intelligence agency MİT, but no one has yet been charged, tried, or convicted. With the
translation of this book, we wish to keep the memory of Sakine Cansız and her friends alive and
to continue their struggle.For their support during the translation, we thank Anja Hansen,
Mehmet Zahit Ekinci, and Yusuf Başkan.Agnes von Alvensleben and Anja FlachOctober
2014Author’s prefaceIt wasn’t easy for me to write a book using the notes I made a year ago.
When I wrote it, I hadn’t thought it would be published as a book: it seemed too early, and the
writing process wasn’t natural. I did it in a time and context marked by deep conflicts.If I had had
the energy to start with that time and then go back into the past, I could have produced a very
different work. Of course both variants were difficult at the outset. I preferred the simpler
alternative.The pages I wrote during those eventful days in the Zap area [in South Kurdistan]
became a burden that I sometimes carried in my backpack and sometimes in Ferda’s [Ferda
Çetin]. I allowed only Ferda to read what I’d written. And he shouldered it all over the area for
months, along with all his press documents, partly because he had respect for the work done so
far, and also partly because I insisted. We were in the middle of a war, and I admit I turned it over
to him because I thought he would protect it better and would use it in case anything happened.
He sent one message after another to my unit saying he was coming to pick up my text.In
September 1996 I arrived at the party academy [in Damascus] with the notebooks on my back.
Abdullah Öcalan had always said how important it was for us to write it. Because he attributed so
much significance to writing, it was like an obligation that I had to fulfill.It was hard to apply
myself once again to writing. I didn’t enjoy it at all, and I still don’t. But I’d put a lot of work into it
under conditions that gave it meaning. And I had neither the desire nor the courage to write
everything down all over again.It was also hard for me to reexperience my struggles and the
events that had influenced me. I tried to narrate everything according to my memory, but this
book is only a fragment of everything that happened.Further work on this book took place in a
good comradely atmosphere in the house of Abdullah Öcalan. I thank all my friends for that.Any
further evaluation of this book must be the task of the reader.Sara (Sakine Cansız)October
1997Translator’s introductionThe 1970s political contextSakine Cansız came of age during the
1970s, and her early life unfolded in the context of that time. Readers unfamiliar with the Turkish



revolutionary left of those years may be puzzled by the many political groups to which she refers
by acronyms—hence this brief sketch. I’ve boldfaced names of people and groups that Cansız
mentions in her text.Starting in the early 1960s, political and social developments in Turkey
allowed for a revival of the revolutionary left. In 1961 labor union members founded the TİP, the
Workers Party of Turkey(Türkiye İşçi Partisi). It was a legal socialist party oriented toward
parliamentarianism. The trade union acts of 1963 accepted the right of Turkish workers to
collectively bargain and to strike, and in 1967 DİSK, the Confederation of Revolutionary Workers
Unions (Devrimci İşçi Sendikaları Konfederasyonu), was formed as a breakaway group from the
government-controlled Confederation of Turkish Trade Unions (Türk-İş). DİSK’s first general
assembly meeting took place in Istanbul on June 15, 1967, after which a wave of labor strikes
began.The ferment spread to all the major universities, where political debating societies
mushroomed, “the most prominent being the one at the political science faculty of Ankara
University,” as historian Erik Zürcher notes.2 In 1965 student activists networked these societies
into a nationwide Federation of Debating Societies/Debate Clubs.In the late 1960s news of
revolutionary struggles in Cuba, Vietnam, and China radicalized the outlook of these student
groups. Che Guevara was particularly inspiring for young militants, in Turkey as elsewhere, with
his urban guerrilla strategy. The student uprisings around the world, especially the Paris uprising
of May–June 1968, further excited militant students and teachers, so that by the late 1960s,
many Turkish students and intellectuals embraced revolutionary socialism.3 In general, they
came to regard Turkey as “a semi-feudal society … dominated by the United States.” To cast off
such domination, many developed a program for a National Democratic Revolution (NDR), in
which a broad national front comprising intellectuals, workers, and peasants, as well as
progressive forces within the bourgeoisie, would work together to build a socialist revolution.
Armed struggle would be necessary to achieve this revolution. Marxist journals emerged, around
which leftist students formed organizations and associations.In 1968 the NDR current took over
the Federation of Debating Societies and transformed it into Dev-Genç, or Revolutionary Youth
(Devrimci Gençlik). This organization, notes historian David McDowall, was “the cradle from
which most of the revolutionary movements of the 1970s were born.”4 Among its members were
Mahir Çayan and the charismatic 21-year-old Deniz Gezmiş. Dev-Genç organized university
occupations, protested the U.S. military presence in Turkey, organized in solidarity with workers’
protests, and fought fascists on campuses and in the streets. From June 1967 to February 1969
Dev-Genç protested the U.S. Sixth Fleet, which was then in Turkey. Deniz Gezmiş led these
protests, becoming the symbol of the burgeoning student unrest.The student protests were
turning violent. In 1969, while the U.S. ambassador was visiting an Ankara university campus,
Dev-Genç set fire to his car. Gezmiş and other student leaders concluded that an armed
guerrilla force would be necessary to bring about the socialist revolution. In 1969 he received
guerrilla training at PLO camps in Jordan. The next year he and two other radical leftists, Yusuf
Alsan, and Hüseyin İnan, created an armed force—THKO, People’s Liberation Army of Turkey
(Türkiye Halk Kurtuluş Ordusu)—to carry out the struggle. On January 11, 1971, Gezmiş took



part in a bank robbery in Ankara, and on March 4 of that year, his group kidnapped four U.S.
servicemen stationed in Ankara. But he and his comrades were captured after a standoff and
sentenced to death.In December 1970, Mahir Çayan and others founded a twofold group called
the THKP/C, or People’s Liberation Party/Front of Turkey (Türkiye Halk Kurtuluş Partisi-Cephesi).
THKP was the political party, and THKC was its armed wing. The THKP/C, emulating Che
Guevara, began a campaign of urban guerrilla warfare.And in 1970 İbrahim Kaypakkaya co-
founded the TKP/ML, the Communist Party of Turkey/Marxist-Leninist (Türkiye Komünist Partisi-
Marksist/Leninist), oriented toward Mao’s China. It too had an armed wing, TİKKO, the Workers’
and Peasants’ Liberation Army of Turkey (Türkiye İşçi ve Köylü Kurtuluş Ordusu).These years
also saw the rise of right-wing groups. In 1969, a former army colonel Alparslan Türkeş, founded
the MHP, or Nationalist Movement Party, a neofascist political party advocating Turkish
ultranationalism. He also created a youth section for the party, known as the Grey Wolves
(Bozkurtlar), which functioned as the MHP’s paramilitary wing. These organizations were
antipathetic toward Marxists (believing them to be “racially degenerate, villains … not Turkish”)
and toward Kurds (believing that “one that does not have Turkish blood is not Turkish”).By 1971,
campus and street violence were the order of the day. Hundreds of thousands of workers and
students clashed repeatedly with police and with neofascists on the streets. The universities
were all but shut down. Students following the urban guerrilla strategy attacked U.S. targets.
Neofascists bombed the homes of university professors who had criticized the government.
Factory workers went on strike at a hitherto unforeseen rate.The government of Prime Minister
Süleyman Demirel seemed powerless to curb the violence. On March 12, 1971, the army chief
of staff staged a coup and imposed a state of emergency to end the “anarchy, fratricidal strife,
and social and economic unrest” and achieve “restoration of law and order.” The army imposed
martial law in 12 of the 67 provinces, especially those with cities home to universities and
industry, as well as Kurdish provinces. Security forces arrested activists and intellectuals all over
the country, detaining high-profile figures in Turkish political and cultural life, even some who had
welcomed the coup. The public prosecutor blamed Dev-Genç for the student and street violence
and sought to close all youth organizations affiliated with it and indeed to suppress the left
generally. It banned even the moderate TİP for having boldly affirmed, at a party congress in
1970, “There is a Kurdish people in the east of Turkey.”But some Guevarist youth refused to be
suppressed. On May 17, 1971, THKC guerrillas, led by Mahir Çayan, and his comrade Hüseyin
Cevahir (a socialist militant and author), kidnapped the Israeli consul in Istanbul and five days
later killed him. His body was found on May 23. On May 30 Çayan and Cevahir entered a house
in Istanbul’s Maltepe district and took hostage a young girl, Sibel Erkan. On June 1 police and
soldiers attacked the house in Maltepe and killed Cevahir. They captured Çayan and detained
him, but he managed to escape.Çayan and his comrades in the THKC and THKO were
determined to free Gezmiş, who was still in prison, and two other comrades. On March 26–27,
1972, ten guerrillas, including Çayan, entered a NATO base in the Black Sea area and
kidnapped three radio technicians (two British, one Canadian), who were working there, and



took them hostage. The guerrillas brought them to a hiding place in the village of Kızıldere, in
Tokat province. In return for freeing the hostages, they demanded the release of Gezmiş and the
two others. But Turkish special forces discovered the Kızıldere hideout, surrounded the house
and raided it on March 30. In the shootout, all three hostages and 10 of the 11 guerrilla-
kidnappers were killed.The imprisoned Gezmiş had nothing to do with this episode, but the army
decided to make an example of him as the symbol of the student movement. In advance of the
execution, students massively protested. But Gezmiş and the two comrades were hanged on
May 6, 1972, as Cansız remembers in these pages.In May 1974, a new somewhat left-of-center
government declared a general amnesty and freed many young militants and intellectuals who
had been arrested and imprisoned after the March 12, 1971, coup.After the amnesty, some
groups from the 1960s like Dev-Genç regrouped. As the 1970s progressed, groups of the
revolutionary left engaged in political violence: against the state, understanding that it offered
them no nonviolent form of redress; and against each other; and against right-wingers.During
the 1970s Grey Wolves engaged in street battles with leftist militants, intent on purging “the
enemy within.”5 As the leftists were fully aware, Turkish security forces were helping the right-
wing paramilitaries, as, especially under the 1975 and 1977 general “nationalist front” coalition
governments between the neofascist MHP and the Justice Party (AP), and the National
Salvation Party (MSP). Türkeş himself was deputy prime minister of Turkey in 1975–1977 and
again in 1977–1978. A later presidentadmitted that the security forces protected the rightists,
believing that they were performing a patriotic duty. … A raid on [Alparslan] Türkeş’s Ankara
headquarters in June 1979 turned up guns and documents that clearly implicated the rightist
party in the violence.6By the late 1970s the Kurdish areas of southeastern Turkey were in
ferment, as state authority was eroded. According to an April 1979 report, “A resident secret
policeman in the border town of Cizre reported to the country’s leaders in Ankara that all the
signs pointed to a classic revolution around the corner, as ‘the rug is being pulled from under my
feet.’” The April 1979 report talks of “a growing fever on the southern borders … leading to
chaos. Only a brave officer will go into a village with less than 20 people to catch an outlaw. Our
colleagues feel like a colonial army.”7As for Turkey’s Kurds, the Kemalist state continued its
decades-long denial of their existence, at times regarding them as Turks, at other times
denigrating them as subhuman rustics. Prejudice against them was as overt as it had been since
the 1920s. The Turkish left, following a strategy of trying to conciliate Kemalist nationalism, also
refused to acknowledge or address the Kurdish question, insisting that ethnic identities should
be submerged in class solidarity. Not even the TİP could raise the Kurdish question openly and
hope to survive legally.But Kurds were nonetheless drawn to the TİP and other socialist and
labor groups because they offered ordinary people a means of organizing. Besides, “it was only
on the Left that Kurds were treated more or less as equals.” By the late 1960s, Kurds and Alevis
were the TİP’s “backbone,” says McDowell.8In 1969, a number of radical urban Kurds in the TİP
and its milieu—youth and intellectuals—were frustrated by the refusal of the Turkish left to
address the Kurdish question and demanded that attention be paid to the plight of the Kurdish



minority. They left the TİP and founded the DDKOs, the Eastern Revolutionary Culture Centers
(Devrimci Doğu Kültür Ocakları). It was the first legal Kurdish organization in Turkey, although it
used the term Eastern as a euphemism for Kurdish.Structurally, the DDKO was a network of
cultural associations established in towns and villages in the Kurdish east as well as in Kurdish
neighborhoods in Istanbul and Ankara. Ideologically, the DDKOs were both Kurdish nationalist
and Marxist-Leninist, viewing the Kurdish question as simultaneously a class problem and a
national/cultural problem. They opposed the economic backwardness of the east, accusing
large landholders and capitalists of collaborating with the United States to exploit the
disadvantaged there. At the same time they opposed the suppression of Kurdish culture and
language. The DDKO wanted to liberate Kurdistan from its double yoke of cultural and economic
oppression. They were inspired by the Vietnamese struggle against U.S. imperialism and
believed that Turkey too would undergo great upheavals.9But in 1970 all the DDKO leaders were
arrested and tried. In their defense they wrote a 150-page document asserting Kurdish identity
and rights, covering Kurdish history, language, and society. It was the first major statement of its
kind. They lost at trial, several received long prison sentences, and the DDKOs were shut
down.10But those who would go on to found the PKK had no “significant previous relations with
any of the Kurdish political parties active in the 1970s,” as Jongerden and Akkaya have
argued.11 Rather, the roots of the PKK lie in the Turkish revolutionary left, as it continued into
the 1970s in the wake of the March 12, 1971, coup and the amnesty.In 1972 Abdullah Öcalan
was a student in the political science faculty at the University of Ankara. His sympathies lay with
the revolutionary left, especially the THKP/C. After the deaths of Mahir Çayan and his comrades
at Kızıldere in March, Öcalan helped organize a boycott in protest. For that, he was arrested and
detained in the Mamak military prison from April to October 1972. There he encountered
seasoned Dev-Genç leaders, with whom he held extensive discussions and who radicalized him
further.After Öcalan’s release, a friend introduced him to two revolutionaries from the Black Sea
region: Kemal Pir, a sympathizer of the THKP/C, and Haki Karer of the THKO. The three young
revolutionaries lived together in the Emek district of Ankara for about a year, until the winter of
1973–1974, then dispersed to other parts of the city. They were joined by Ali Haydar Kaytan,
Duran Kalkan, and Cemil Bayık to form a core group of three Kurds and three Turks. During 1974
the six of them worked together in the ADYÖD, or Democratic Higher Education Association in
Ankara (Ankara Demokratik Yüksek Öğrenim Derneği), an outgrowth of the THKP/C and
connected with the reconstituted Dev-Genç. Together they developed ideological, political, and
strategic foundations. Strategically, they had seen the 1960s revolutionary parties’ rapid rise and
equally rapid defeat. Öcalan concluded that the problem was that their confrontation with the
state had been premature: they had rushed into it while they were still inchoate. So he and his
friends decided to take the time to organize slowly and prepare meticulously before entering a
conflict.Their ideology was a mix of Kurdish nationalism and radical Marxism-Leninism,
designating Turkish Kurdistan as an “internal colony.” Marxist-Leninists had pointed out that the
West had subjected countries of Africa and Asia to imperialist domination. Similarly, “the



Apocular [followers of Öcalan] asserted that the Turkish state—while itself being subjected by
the West—had acted in a similar manner towards Turkey’s Kurdistan, with a fascistic feudal class
exploiting it.”12 The group advocated an armed struggle against the Turkish state for cultural and
political rights and for self-determination for the Kurds in Turkey, an independent Marxist-Leninist
state based on a fusion of revolutionary socialism and Kurdish nationalism. They took these
ideas to the ongoing house meetings, indeed to any Kurd who would listen to them.The group
knew they could not hope to advance the Kurdish question by publishing a journal—Kurdish
identity was banned in Turkey and any magazine would be suppressed promptly. So instead they
decided to organize by meeting people in homes, where they could discuss face to face,
especially with Kurdish youth and intellectuals. Between 1973 and 1977, perhaps hundreds of
house meetings were held, according to Jongerden and Akkaya.Sometimes two or three
meetings a day took place, with up to around 10 or 20 participants. The frequent, long, and
intensive discussions at these meetings contributed to the carving out of a distinctive ideology,
the enlisting of new recruits, and the forging of a close camaraderie.The meetings lasted as long
as they needed to. “If three hours were needed to convince people,” recalled Kemal Pir, “we
would be busy for three hours. If 300 hours were needed to convince them, we would be busy for
300 hours. We were working to convince people.”13 Through these house meetings, new people
were recruited to the group, including Sakine Cansız, who describes it in these pages.In
December 1974 the ADYÖD was closed after a police raid that arrested 163 students. Soon
thereafter, in 1975 the core group of Kurdish militants met in the Ankara suburb of Tuzluçayır,
where they outlined plans to form a Kurdish leftist organization that would work to create a
Kurdish national liberation movement. It would be independent of leftist groups and of bourgeois
Kurdish groups. Öcalan was elected leader, and the incipient group became known simply as
the Apocular, or followers of Apo (nickname for Abdullah). Later the group adopted the
provisional name UKO, or National Liberation Army (Ulusal Kurtuluş Ordusu). They were also
known as Kurdistan Revolutionaries (Kürdistan Devrimcileri). The core members abandoned
university studies or livelihood work to become full-time professional revolutionaries.It was in
1974 that Sakine Cansız entered the movement, so from this point I will let her tell her own
story.Janet BiehlBorn in winter I entered the world on New Year’s Day in 1958, in the village of
Tahtı Halil in Dersim.14 At the time my father was in the military. He didn’t register my birth until
his furlough in February, so my official birthday is February 12, 1958. Did it bode well to be born
in the harshness of winter? Best to start off believing that it did, that it portended happiness. So
in my opinion, to come into the world on New Year, in midwinter, in a snow-covered region, was
auspicious.Our village comprised 20 households. All the houses stood along a single street. At
the upper end lived the Kocademir family, and at the lower end the Duymazes. Both families
were large and beloved in the village. Our house stood in the village center, next to the water
source. Our next-door neighbors were Uncle İbrahim and his family. İbrahim was regarded as the
most amusing and courageous person in the village, and also the bravest. Once while he was
working in the fields, it was repeatedly told, he’d fought with a bear. The bear had ripped out his



internal organs, but he shoved them back into place and actually made it back to the village.
Much more was said of him as well. He was our village’s version of Nasreddin Hodja.15 The
villagers usually went to the threshing place, below the water source, to talk. There the elders
entertained one another with jokes, eliciting peals of laughter.The village water supply was of
recent construction. The water flowed there from mountain slopes in Mazgirt, several hours
away. The spring itself was in the terrain of another village, so a certain sum of money was paid
for it. The male villagers dug a canal and laid in the pipes. If you walked along the iron pipes,
you’d reach the spring. When we were little, we found it exciting to follow the pipes, as if by doing
so we’d discover something new. The waterhole itself was large and built from concrete. It had a
nice-looking box-shaped basin, from which high, wide steps led upward along two sides.It was
always very clean. Xezal, a high-spirited woman from the Kocademir family, usually saw to that.
Powerfully built, she had a huge face with bushy eyebrows, and her large nose featured broad
nostrils. The kofı16 on her head was always tidy. Her headscarf, adorned with pearls and
embroidery, was blindingly white. Her skirt had smocking along the hem. Over it she wore a
wrap, and under it the elastic pajama pants that in Zaza we called manıs. The sight of her
plunging her enormous copper bucket into the water was remarkable. First she’d clean the whole
place with plenty of water, then she’d wash her hands, face, and feet. Only then did she fill her
water container. She always repeated the same routine. Maybe that was why I observed her with
fascination. All the villagers were impressed that she cleaned regardless of the weather. The
village houses were normally all clean too, but Xezal and her house stood out. She had thick
wrists and ankles, adorned with bands of pearls.Xeyzan, from the Duymaz family, was the exact
opposite. Her voice was husky, and her body was smooth, tall, and thin. Unlike Xeyzan, Xezal
was authoritarian. Her domestic authority extended to the outside as well. The old women in the
village enjoyed a certain natural respect, but hers went beyond that. She behaved cautiously
around others. The young married women in the village adapted themselves to the prevailing
traditions. They weren’t openly pressured, but in their behavior toward the old women and men,
they had to comply with certain norms. When they saw or spoke to elderly people, they covered
half their face with their headscarf. That showed the necessary respect. It was also conventional
not to speak in a loud voice or at inopportune moments. Infants couldn’t be breastfed
everywhere, or else the nursing baby was covered with a headscarf. The women who were
somewhat older had it easier.The widow Emoş, whose house stood opposite ours, on the other
side of the waterhole, had a special position in the village. She had six children but was still
young. Everything she did drew attention to herself and was immediately commented upon. The
other women didn’t like her much, treating her with overt suspicion and jealousy because she
was a widow. They gossiped about her incessantly. But in general village life was harmonious,
with warm bonds, respectful interactions, and little conflict. Nothing happened to seriously
disrupt the peace.I’ve never forgotten how Uncle İbrahim used to listen, over his huge, old-
fashioned radio, to songs in the Kurdish dialect Kurmancî, which we called Kirdask. Whenever
they broadcast singing by Ayşe Şan,17 he’d turn the volume all the way up, and we heard it all



over the village. Even in Şekerman, the next village over, people could hear it. Sometimes we’d
hear radio sounds coming from over there. People listened to news avidly, and when something
serious was happening, they were all ears. We children had no idea what any of it was about, but
we imitated the grown-ups’ seriousness.My parents: children of the Dersim genocide My mother
and father were born during the years of the Dersim genocide,18 my mother a few years after my
father. My father still remembers the repression and hard times after the massacre. He talked
about it. My mother was a daughter of Hesene Hemede Kalik, of the Kureyşan tribe. My
grandfather was a tribal leader who owned several villages, mills, and shops. So my mother’s
family was considered well off.By contrast, my father’s family was poor. My parents’ marriage
was arranged, according to tradition, by their relatives. My father’s mother had been married
twice, and my father was the only child of her marriage to my grandfather. Probably my
grandfather got the name Cansız19 because he was tall and thin.I don’t remember either of my
grandfathers—both died young. My father’s family belonged to the Süleymanlı, a branch of the
Kureyşan tribe—Sılamanız, one would say in Zazaki dialect. My grandfathers’ good relations
were said to have played an important role in my parents’ marriage. But on their wedding night,
my mother fled my father’s house and returned to her parents’ house in her own village. She
couldn’t accept his family’s poverty or unexceptional heritage. But her father didn’t approve of
her behavior. Over the next three years, several suitors turned up for her, but he refused to let her
marry any of them, telling her, “You are the bride of the other house—I won’t allow you to marry
anyone else.” Friendly relations were important to him, and he still considered my mother to be
the daughter-in-law of my other grandfather. Finally he was able to persuade her to return to my
father. The incident hurt and angered my father, but he had the maturity and patience to wait for
her.At the time of the Dersim massacre, my mother was still in diapers. My grandmother hid,
along with her children, daughters-in-law, and nieces, in a dense forest near the Munzur River.
She never had a chance to nurse her children. My mother, the youngest, cried continually from
hunger. My uncle was terrified that my diaper-wrapped mother’s crying would betray their hiding
place. Along the far shore of the river ran a street used by military vehicles. The soldiers
sometimes took breaks there. They might very well have heard a crying infant. My uncle wanted
to tear my mother from my grandmother’s arms and throw her into the Munzur.But my
grandmother wailed, grabbed my mother back, and wrapped her in her arms. She beseeched
my uncle and swore she could quiet my mother. So my mother was saved. Later, when my
mother got angry or found life unbearable, she’d snap, “Oh, if only they’d thrown me into the
water—I’d have been spared all this!” It was mostly my uncle who told stories from that time.My
father’s memories of that time affected us more. His experiences were more extensive and
painful, and whenever he talked about them, he seemed to relive them. He had good recall, and
his memories were vivid. In later years he expressed them with his saz,20 in poems, and in
songs.The Dersim genocide started in 1938 and lasted into the 1940s. Between 1940 and 1945,
military units raided more villages, looking for members of Demenan tribe, and hauled the male
inhabitants off to military posts. My father’s memory here was a little vague, given his age, but it



persisted. I wish I could recall everything he told me, but unfortunately, I retain only a little.“I
remember very well the day the gendarme units crossed over the Pax Bridge into the village,” he
said.They forced the men, including my father, to assemble in the village square. There they
were tied up and had to hold out in the sun for a long time without bread or water. The heat was
fierce. Later everyone was taken to the gendarme station over the Pax Bridge. I wanted to go
with them, but they didn’t let me. I cried. My mother and the other village women cried too.The
next day a group set out to figure out what had happened to the men. I went along. We had to
wait in the yard. No one paid any attention to us. Suddenly an officer ordered the watchman at
the military station—a Kurdish man, native to the region—go get the documents, evrak, from the
Şekerman village. This man misheard evrak as avrat, wife, so he rounded up all the village
women and brought them to the station. When the officer saw the guard coming with a large
group of women, he burst out laughing and said, “Our smart-aleck brought avrat instead of
evrak,” and ordered him to take the women back immediately. I was relieved, because I’d been
afraid the women would be tied up like my father and the other men were and thrown into
prison.Usually when my father talked about his experiences, he couldn’t hold back tears. He
constantly gave us advice and demanded that we be smart and do the right thing so that we
wouldn’t have to go through the pain he did. “What you’ve experienced up to now—how are you
supposed to know what life means? But look at what we went through ... ”All that repression and
torture were said to be justified because members of the Demenan tribe were hiding in the
village.21 On the least suspicion, people would be rounded up, imprisoned, and tortured. I don’t
have to recount what happened when tribal members were actually found in the village.“My
father didn’t let me go to school” My father was among those in the village who had gone to
school. He finished primary school. His schoolmates included Ali Gültekin, Kemal Burkay, and
Hüseyin Yıldırım. He’d always mention those names when speaking of that time. He was
especially close to Ali Gültekin because they came from the same village and grew up in the
same living conditions.My mother, on the other hand, never went to school, and in fact she never
missed an opportunity to complain mournfully that her father had prevented her from attending
school. She possessed a kind of authority that derived from her advantage in coming from a well-
off family. Moreover my father was influenced by the Alevi culture, with its respect for women,
and he behaved toward her accordingly.22 The effect was to make her even more
authoritarian.In society in general, when people refer to a family, to its children or its property,
they use the husband or father’s name. It seems natural and alienates no one. Few things are
referred to according to the female family members. But in our culture, people spoke of Zeynep
[Sakine’s mother] as much as of İsmail [her father]. My mother’s family even put the emphasis on
Zeynep. That was entirely normal, even necessary.Within the tribe and the family, my
grandmother too had authority and influence, but hers was different from my mother’s. Hers was
based on her personal strength and on her dedication to the common good.My grandmother’s
name was Hatice, but we all called her Eze. She was tall and strong, with a fair complexion and
blue eyes. Actually, no one could say precisely whether they were blue or green. If I say they



were blue, I’m doing an injustice to green, and vice versa. In any case, her eyes were very
beautiful. She was a beautiful woman, my grandmother. With her energy, her poverty, and her
ability to master anything, she had a great influence on people around her. She was remarkably
far-sighted. Her grandchildren, children, daughters-in-law, brothers-in-law, neighbors, and
relatives, the people in her village, and everyone she knew called her Eze. She enjoyed great
general respect.After my grandfather died, her reputation and her authority rose even higher.
From then on she bore the responsibility for a large family with widely dispersed relatives. For
any problem that arose—whether a daughter was marrying, or a daughter-in-law was coming
into a family, a quarrel or a conflict—no solution was imaginable without her. Nothing happened
without her approval. She had an enormous heart. She helped anyone who needed help, valued
fairness, and tried never to hurt anyone. She assisted the needy, and newlyweds, and anyone
who suffered a loss.Whenever someone’s jealousy or a quarrel resulted in a crisis, or even a
death, my late grandfather would turn up at the scene. In Dersim most things were sworn “on
Düzgün Baba,”23 but in my family everything was sworn on the head of my grandfather. For my
grandmother to swear something on his head was to resolve all misunderstandings, and
everyone had confidence in her.She was a very strong woman, my grandmother. She excelled at
whatever she undertook and was hugely talented. At night she went out walking alone, checking
to make sure everything was all right. If a wolf or other wild animal came near the stables, she
shouted at it with her powerful voice, and the animal took flight. She always knew who was sick
or who was fighting, and she intervened. The kind of attention she gave her fellow human beings
elevated her reputation.In my grandmother’s house the tea was always fresh. Her big teapot
constantly simmered over a flame. Our village had one street, and so whoever wanted to go to
another village had to pass through ours. Many people tired from a journey found rest in my
grandmother’s house. They ate her food and drank her tea. Many good friendships came about
this way, and my grandmother always enlarged her circle of acquaintances.My grandmother’s
qualities fascinated me. I admired her and followed her around. I especially observed how every
morning she rose early with the sunrise, stood with her face toward the sun, and prayed with her
palms over her face. She did the same thing at moonrise. She prayed at sunrise and sunset,
moonrise and moonset. During her prayers her face looked sadder. Whenever the sun or moon
was eclipsed, she prayed, cried, and entreated, making my whole body shiver. Gloom hung in
the air: the darkness aroused fear and a mood of hopelessness and pain. My grandmother
wanted the darkness to end quickly. And as soon as it did, she baked the kind of buttery bread
that we call niyaz.Another peculiarity was that she never let the fire in the kitchen go out. In the
evening she buried the glowing embers under the ashes, so that at daybreak she could reignite
a flame. It was considered a sin to get fire from another house or to have to pass fire along to
another. If someone requested fire from us, she got annoyed and told the people to make sure
every evening from then on that they’d have embers in the morning. Eze lived according to the
Zoroastrian teaching. For her it was part of life to preserve fire, to find refuge in the sun and
moon, and to be connected with the earth.Learning Turkish: a unique torture I didn’t have much



to do with my paternal grandmother, and I have only a few memories of her. She rarely visited us
—mostly she lived with her other children. I last saw her in 1973, when she was very old. Her
face and hands were wrinkled, although her body was still vital and snow white. She was highly
meticulous. She always carried around with her a mat made of thin material. Before sitting down
anywhere, she’d spread this mat out first and adjust her skirt. Only then would she lower
herself.After finishing his military service, my father became a civil servant. He passed the exam
at the vocational school and went to work as a clerk. By then I had already learned a few words
in Turkish, like “mother” and “father.” Whenever I learned new Turkish words, I’d run into the
center of the village and shout them at the top of my lungs, to annoy the other children my age.
Learning Turkish words is one of my most vivid early memories. Nobody was forcing me to learn
the language back then.My oldest sibling was my brother [Haydar]. In between his birth and
mine, my mother had brought another girl into the world, but she died at 6 months old. My
brother entered school before me. I saw the city [Dersim] for the first time when I registered for
primary school. In my first year of school, I ran from the village to the city every day. In the
summer we could cross Harçik Creek as a shortcut. In the winter there was a lot of snow. The
snowy winter evenings were unforgettable. We little ones were in the middle, and the grown-ups
were arrayed in front of us and behind. During an especially heavy snowfall, there was the
danger of losing a child, or we could encounter a wolf or jackal. So a vanguard always cleared
the path for us and kept alert for possible dangers. On such evenings a group of men usually met
us, and together we made a racket to scare wolves away. Or we sang songs together. Later I
learned that that not only dispels fear but raises the body temperature, reducing the risk of
frostbite.The worst was the way our hands hurt, after we got home from school, if we tried to
warm them at the stove. It hurt as much as if we’d put our hands directly on the stove. Our
teacher taught us to warm our hands by sticking them in our armpits, rubbing them, breathing
onto them, and running them through our hair. That way they’d warm up faster and with less
pain.My first-grade teacher was a blond Turkish woman named Gönül, who taught us until third
grade. Learning Turkish was a unique torture—even though we were eager to learn, it was very
difficult for us. We learned new words quickly, but our teachers recommended that we always
speak Turkish after school. “If you speak Kurdish, you’ll be beaten,” they said. This threat, and
some schoolmates who supervised us, induced us to learn faster.My father’s civil service career
inevitably changed our living standard. We now could have bread baked from white flour and
wear low shoes. When my friends wanted to trade two loaves of barley bread for one made of
white flour, I was ashamed and did it right away. But I took only one barley loaf and said I liked
cornbread the best. Sometimes I offered to trade so they wouldn’t have to say anything.
Sometimes we took a city-bought loaf of bread and hid it in homemade puff pastry bread and ate
it that way. Later we moved to the city. In winter we’d live in the city and in summer in the village.
That changed our lives. My knowledge of Turkish improved.Our first house in the city was in the
Dağ neighborhood. It was a mud-brick house—only the floor was concrete. And unlike in the
village, here we had electricity.A fight in Tahtı Halil village One summer night in the village, I



awoke to a huge crash. My grandmother had a club in her hand and was screaming for the men
to come and meet her in the village center. I’d never seen her so angry. Even before she started
to scream, I’d heard some sounds but didn’t understand what they were. A strange restlessness
hung in the air. Many of those who showed up at the square had only just awakened and were
rubbing their sleepy eyes and trying to understand what was going on.My grandmother asked
them where my abducted aunt was. She cursed the abductors. My father wasn’t there, and
Mustafa Çallı, the husband of my other aunt, acted as if he didn’t know anything. He pretended—
cunningly—to have only just awakened. “What’s all this about?” he asked my grandmother. “It’s
midnight—has something happened?” With that, he became the first to feel the brunt of the club.
Many others tried the same trick as he. At first I had no idea what was happening, but gradually it
came out that my aunt Melek had been abducted. It was like an episode in a movie: fear,
excitement, adventure, it had everything. If my uncle hadn’t stepped in, it could have led to a
blood feud.A man from the Rayber tribe had wanted to marry my aunt Melek, but our family
rejected him, preferring that she marry someone from our clan. But my grandmother ignored the
preference of the rest of the family and promised Melek that she could have the young Rayber
man. So the others decided to abduct my aunt. It was mainly men who participated in the
abduction, men who worked and had a certain intellectual background. The abduction itself was
remarkable. The two villages lay at a distance, and in between were several others. As she
always did, my grandmother took precautions. She slept outside on a wooden bed. My aunt’s
abductors approached the house from several directions. They must have had helpers from the
village too. They had to pull the abduction off without a hitch, otherwise my aunt would be given
to the other tribe.Since changing my grandmother’s mind had proved too difficult, they’d devised
the following plan. One or two people would slip into the summer stable and cry out as if wolves
were attacking the herd. The panic would lure my grandmother away from the front door. The
others would then use the opportunity to grab my aunt and abduct her from the house and then
from the village. Deceiving my grandmother would, of course, be the hardest part.As soon as the
panic erupted in the stable, my grandmother grabbed the club and ran to see to the herd. The
group that was to carry out the abduction then ran into the house and searched for my aunt.
They found her under the big wicker basket that normally held yogurt and milk. They clapped a
hand over her mouth and dashed off with her.My grandmother quickly grew suspicious. The
group from our village went over to her and kissed her hands and tried to stall her by talking to
her, acting as if it were a perfectly normal visit.My grandmother answered them with the club,
cracking a few skulls, but they succeeded in distracting her and so won some time for the other
group. My grandmother swore and then called for my aunt. When she realized that she’d been
abducted, she ran off to track her down.The village had only two roads. The abductors had
planned to take my aunt from Kavun village, not to Ali’s village, but to ours, to Tahtı Halil. This
route had advantages. But my grandmother went to Ali’s village and right away started shouting
and calling out. The residents came out into the square. My grandmother demanded that they
turn over her daughter, but the villagers said neither Ali nor Melek was there. Finally my



grandmother believed them and came to our village.The men who had brought my aunt to our
village were hiding on the outskirts. Others involved in the affair were by now sleeping as if
nothing had happened. The abduction was successful.But it didn’t end there. When my
grandmother left the village, her shouting had also aroused and informed the Raybers’ village.
She reported the abduction to the gendarmes. Of course no one could have imagined that
anyone would get the state involved. But the next day gendarme units occupied the village and
searched it. They continued the search into the outskirts. Because of the complaint, they were
determined to find my aunt. The result was chaos. No one had expected the state coming in with
its gendarmes. That could put an end to good relations once and for all. The gendarmes clubbed
several village residents, blaming them for the abduction. And they accused my uncle Hasan,
the tax collector. Others guessed that the Raybers were behind the complaint.As it all got very
serious, a group from the village came to my grandmother to mediate. She still didn’t realize
what had happened. But when her fury subsided, she withdrew her complaint, whereupon the
gendarmes left.My grandmother’s reputation suffered from this episode. On behalf of her
daughter, she’d turned against everyone else and had cursed and insulted people, hurting their
pride. In the end, Melek and Ali got happily married in Höpük. Later they moved to Milli, where Ali
worked as a teacher. A long time after that, my grandmother went to visit my aunt and Ali and
reconciled with them.But my grandmother’s prestige was greatly reduced, because she’d called
the gendarmes into the village and had clubbed people. Her behavior had a seriously negative
effect and astonished even me, leaving taints. It diminished my love for Tahtı Halil village and for
Eze herself. But this episode also helped form my hatred of wicked and unjust fighting.Quarrels
in the village had always made me fearful, but this horrible fight in Tahtı Halil left the deepest
scars in me. In Höpük, where we spent our summer vacations for several years, fighting would
erupt for entirely mundane reasons. The people stopped talking to each other and had it out.
Often the cause was the provocative behavior of some women, who had reacted mindlessly and
emotionally to something and thereby stirred up a little disagreement into a fracas with bashed-
in heads and bloody faces. Since these women had caused unrest in the village, no one wanted
them around. I didn’t like them either and was angry at them even from a distance. Their
fractiousness seemed senseless to me.That summer was the last time my family was in my
grandmother’s village. For whatever reason, we returned to our village early. A month before
vacation began, we were enrolled in the village school in Kavun. The city was unbearable in the
summertime, oppressively hot. And my mother wanted to bake bread in the village and make
butter and çökelek24 from the sheep and cow milk that she got from my grandmother. In the
village everything was free. In contrast to city life, staying in the village was like having another
source of income besides my father’s.My uncles and aunts also came to this village every
summer. My grandmother’s relations to my family were somewhat shaped by the fact that my
mother was her oldest daughter by far and not so close to her siblings. My father was
idiosyncratic in this respect. For him, family ties didn’t transcend everything else. He valued
human relations in general and was open to other people. As a lowly clerk, he was concerned



with his own affairs and didn’t care for deviousness and flattery. He didn’t place much value on
material things. He was satisfied with what he had.Sometimes my grandmother showed greater
tolerance for certain children, which my mother would make into a problem. Sometimes it even
led to friction. One day an ugly quarrel broke out between my mother and my aunt Sakine in front
of everyone. The conflict escalated and drew in my father and my aunt’s husband, who up until
then had had peaceful relations. Chaos prevailed. Even after my mother went to do the milking,
no peace returned.The last straw came when my aunt insulted my father. Up until then my father
had been involved only verbally, but now he got to his feet, and the next thing I knew, he’d fallen
to the ground, bleeding. My uncle, my aunts, and my grandmother were all hitting him cruelly. I
screamed and cried. My big brother was still very young, but he screeched too, threw stones,
and shouted, “Stop it!” But no one listened to him. Finally Mehmet and his wife Fatma, who
worked for my grandmother in the fields, stepped in and rescued my father. He looked
frightening with all that blood, and they rushed him to the hospital in the city.It was a terrible
episode. All the participants in the fight were related. I was horrified. How could it happen that
everyone was hitting him over nothing, as if they wanted to kill him? When my mother heard
about it, she came running in with a rock in her hand, but she was too late.Thinking of this
incident still fills me with pain, and my tears rise. That everyone could gang up on my father that
way affected me deeply. Inside I was furious at my mother. I also felt sorry for her, but my rage
prevailed, because she was the one who had instigated the fight. But it was my father who had
been beaten up, and everyone who participated was a relative of my mother.After that we
couldn’t stay in the village any longer. We went back to the city right away. My father had been hit
in the forehead and in the back of his head. He was depressed and went into decline. He was
angry at my mother, and he showed it, even without saying much. My mother admitted she was
at fault and begged him for forgiveness. My father was not one to hold grudges. Even while he
still suffered from the effects of this incident, he gradually forgave everyone. He even reconciled
with most of them. The relatives, including my youngest maternal uncle, understood how
distressing and senseless the fight had been and showed remorse.For me, this episode led me
to think a lot about the role of women in fighting and to draw my own conclusions.Advice from
my mother: “Don’t be ashamed to be Kurdish!” My father managed to get us an apartment in
state housing, reserved for civil servants, for people who worked for public authorities. It was
rent-free—you only had to pay for electricity and water, but we didn’t have money for rent
anyway. Those who had the right connections and careers under way got the bigger and better
flats. Ours was in the attic and consisted of two rooms and a wooden shed. On the same hallway
were two more apartments where families lived.Living in state housing in Dersim, and working in
a state institution, gave a person a reputation for being connected to the state. Our Turkification
was accelerated by our milieu. We lived among families of civil servants and police, who were
Turks themselves or spoke Turkish well. For us, in some ways it was like a continuation of school.
Of course we thought of that as an advantage. By now we could speak Turkish well ourselves.I
pressured my family to speak Turkish at home too, so my mother could learn it faster and the



neighbors wouldn’t laugh at her anymore. I even said to her, “When you make mistakes in
speaking, it embarrasses me.” In reply, she told me not to be ashamed of my Kurdish heritage. In
later years, when I was more aware of Kurdishness and the reality of Kurdistan, I would
remember her words and regret my earlier shame. I had become estranged, I would realize then,
from my own native tongue.1 Cansız in fifth grade, 1970. In Turkey, the Day of the Child falls on
April 23. She is seated symbolically at the desk of the National Education Authority.The housing
where we lived had previously been part of a military camp. My father told us that in those days,
he and the other kids went every day from the village into the city to go to primary school. On the
way home, if they were blocked by snow, they spent the night in the camp’s basement. After new
military buildings were erected, the old ones turned into employee apartments. Apart from the
gray walls, nothing there suggested the military anymore. The water basins in the yard were filled
in with soil, and the trees were no more.The residential block that had a view of the city center
was three stories tall, while the other buildings had only two. They were like boxes stacked
between rocks overlooking the Munzur River. Inside were a lot of corridors and stairways, and
the paths leading everywhere. I liked the middle courtyard the best. On a nearby hill was a
restaurant with a view, and beyond that an open-air cinema. Not everyone could go into the
restaurant, only rich people with important guests. The view was stunning, opening out over the
winding Munzur, with rows of houses in the lower neighborhood with their green yards. The
streets were very good and the architecture was distinctive.The governor’s house stood just at a
bend in the river. It was the only two-story house in the neighborhood. In the nearby houses lived
higher-grade civil servants. The neighborhood was like a barrier that separated the state from
Dersim. The governor lived there, and the district administrator, the chief of police, and other
high-ranking bureaucrats and employees. It was like it wasn’t really in Dersim. The neighborhood
lay along the riverbank, and all the houses had gardens. It would have made more sense if
people indigenous to this area had been able to use these lands. But as it was, the
neighborhood was always cold, distant, and alien to us. The children there, the women and men,
their language and culture, were all different. Walking there felt like intruding into a restricted
military zone or a police station. Even the air there made us afraid.And then there were the
officers’ quarters. They were in the military camp on the side of the bridge going to Elazığ; they
were multistory apartment houses in camouflage colors.The city had been founded on a small
plain at the foot of Düldül Hill. On the far side was another hillside, a gentler slope concentrated
with huts. Dağ neighborhood was on a hill alongside Düldül Hill. The Demiroluk and Hastane
neighborhoods lay at the city’s entrance. The city had a hospital, a high school, a girls’ trade
school, and a general trade school—Dersim was a city with many schools.On the western side
of the camp lay the Orman neighborhood, where more apartment buildings stood next to official
installations. The buildings of the forest management and the military battalion were most
prominent. The Teachers School was on the other side of the Munzur, in Kalan-Mamiki district. It
was the most splendid building on the far shore, right next to the Gazi neighborhood.The Munzur
divides the city the way the Rhine divides Cologne. It flows into the Harçik River at Lake Xızır. It



was used as a pilgrimage site. Especially on Wednesdays almost the whole city would make a
pilgrimage there. Xızır vo [Zazaki for “at Xızır”] was one of the pledges we learned as children.
Deep whirlpools roil its waters, terrifying us. Some young men had drowned there—maybe that
was why this place was a pilgrimage site. Doesn’t faith mean that people pray for something that
they can’t understand or control, or whose secrets they can’t penetrate? Maybe that’s why every
Wednesday people lit candles there, and brought animal sacrifices and votive offerings.In the
place where the candles burned away, an oily layer had been built up. People attached stones or
coins there, while making a wish. If a stone or the coin fell away, the wish wouldn’t come true. But
because the layer was soft and sticky, most of the wishes were answered. I went often to this
site. Once I attached 25 kuruş [Turkish coins] to the spot and asked Xızır to make sure I got a
good grade on a written test, which I then proceeded to pass.In this context faith worked its
influence on me. I was too young to know much about the culture and nature of Alevism. But at
home a giant framed portrait of the prophet Ali hung on the wall. My father was a pir [Alevi wise
one] and in that capacity carried on the tradition of the Kureyşan tribe. We also had a pir who
was in charge of us. If he visited us, we lined up in a row by age with our father at the head and
folded our hands. As I remember, first the pir knelt down and said a prayer, and then we kissed
the ground, and then his feet and hands. I disliked this ceremony, so I didn’t participate very
often.My father didn’t act like other pirs—he never went to see his talips [Arabic for followers].
Normally the talips listened to a pir’s prayers and then handed him the desired gift. But we did
just the opposite. The talip came to us in order to get help from my father. They brought along a
pitcher of yogurt or a bowl of butter from the village, and my father gave them basic provisions
like sugar, soap, and more. Whoever needed it would also get a small sum of money. I loved my
father all the more for this. I always believed he performed good deeds. It touched me that he
helped people. Sometimes my mother would get annoyed and say he shouldn’t let the people
get used to all this.My father resisted other things. Once he criticized pirs who were affluent yet
still came every year to demand their presents or money. Once while my father was home on
vacation from Germany, a pir visited, and my father asked amiably,My pir, I’d like to ask a
question, but I don’t want to hurt anyone. I work in the homeland of the infidels, and I save every
kuruş for my children. It’s not bad for them, they all go to school, but their father isn’t home. They
need some affection. Have you ever asked after my children? Or handed them a little pocket
money? Isn’t that what a pir is? Immaterial values are of the greatest importance. You shouldn’t
remember you’re a pir only when I come back from Germany.I was at an age where I questioned
a lot of things and was looking for answers. My father had criticized things that I didn’t like either.
That pir never came to see us again.Pilgrimage route to Düzgün Baba But my father’s
attachment to the religion was striking. Every year he made a pilgrimage to Düzgün Baba. At
first, while we were living in the village, he took us along with him. We walked in the summer heat
for three days. To go barefoot was considered particularly pious. That was the faith of Düzgün
Baba. You couldn’t get to him by comfortable paths. Many people fasted and wore mourning
clothes. Their goals varied: some hoped to recover from an incurable illness, while others



wished for children.Düzgün Baba is a very tall mountain peak. On the way to the place of
pilgrimage, you passed villages full of almond trees, beautiful gardens, and springs. At the
entrance is the Hınıyı Xaskar, the Haskar spring, a small rocky cavern among the rocks. It was
said that whenever sinners stood in front of the spring, it dried up. So those who drank from it
were in a certain psychological state. Commentary wasn’t permitted, but the secret was easy to
explain: the water was at best only a trickle, and when many people drank one after another, little
or none would be left. After climbing up the rise, people were always thirsty, so they often drank
several gulps of water instead of just one, and so there wasn’t enough for everyone.And
sometimes the snow that fed the spring had all melted away, so no water trickled out. Seeing it
dry plunged visitors into despair. They racked their brains to figure out what sin they’d
committed. They had bad dreams, and the whole pilgrimage became a nightmare. Rumors
spread in the person’s village. For anyone revealed as a sinner in the face of Düzgün Baba, their
ideal world collapsed, and it took a long time before things improved again.I once witnessed an
astonishing incident at Düzgün Baba, involving my father’s relatively materialistic mindset. A
group of pilgrims arrived that included a family. They caught my eye because normally not many
young people made the pilgrimage—it was more middle-aged people, or children my age, and
elders who could still walk that far in the thin mountain air. Few young people seemed to seek
out Düzgün Baba. In any case, this family I’m talking about came from Istanbul. They were a
Turkish family, including a young man. My father struck up a conversation with him, and they got
into a deep discussion. My father spoke as if he were imparting wisdom: “Now my son, we’re
from an old tradition, and we’ve been coming here for years. But you’re young, a university
student. Tell me, what has brought you here from Istanbul?” The young man, it turned out, had
come because of his faith. A year earlier he’d been very sick, and no doctor could cure him.
Finally a neighbor who was an Alevi from Dersim had suggested he make a pilgrimage to
Düzgün Baba. So he came with his family, and after he got back to Istanbul, he was perfectly
healthy. So after that, his family swore to make the visit once a year.After the young man
finished, my father broke into laughter. As they kept talking, everyone who understood Turkish
gathered around the two of them. My father told a story from his childhood in Tahtı Halil
village.When I was 9, I came down with malaria, running a high fever. I was the only child in the
family, so my parents were weeping copiously. All the villagers came over and wailed, “Oh no, oh
no, the child is dying.” Listening to that made it even worse for me. Later people even came from
Şekerman village.Then an old man pushed through the crowd of people, felt my fever with his
hand, and said, “Take the boy to the Sogayik cemetery. Let him eat some soil from the grave of
Hüseyin, and let him bathe in water from the spring there. Then he’ll recover with no damage.”
His words revived my spirits and my own faith that I’d get better. While I was burning with fever,
my parents had wrapped me tightly in multiple blankets and tried to heal me that way. They didn’t
realize I had malaria. But when we went to the spring in the cemetery, the cold water helped by
reducing the fever. By the time we returned to the village, I was hopping and playing as usual.My
father was trying to show that healing has two sides: at the threshold between life and death,



faith and the corresponding psychological state can help a person decide for life, but there is
also a scientific explanation, as cold water reduces malarial fever. The young man from Istanbul
had come with the faith that he would recover, but beyond that, the air and water quality at
Düzgün Baba was very good. Eating fresh meat and yogurt contributed to better health. All
contributed to his recovery.My father’s time in Germany had no negative impact on his faith. On
the contrary, it even deepened. In Germany he wrote poems and songs of longing for his
homeland. And he visited Düzgün Baba every year.My father went to Germany in 1969, so we
couldn’t stay in our state housing any longer. His colleague Ali moved into our apartment, but he
wanted to pick up his family from the village at a later time. Until then we could continue living
there. During the summer vacation, we went back to the village. An episode from that time
affected me profoundly.It was one of these long, hot summer days in Dersim. At the cinema one
evening, there was to be no film but something quite different: a theatrical production called Pir
Sultan Abdal25 was to be performed by the Ankara Contemporary Theater Group. The tickets
were sold out days in advance, posters were hung everywhere, and there had been a lot of
advertising. I’d never been in a theater before—that art form was alien to us—but I imagined it
would be something like the plays and sketches we acted out in school. I knew about Pir Sultan
Abdal pretty well from songs and stories. My father sang very beautiful lyrics by Pir Sultan,
accompanying himself on the saz.Shortly before sundown, the theatergoers walked through the
streets toward the cinema and assembled there, outside. Many knew each other, some had
studied together in high schools in Ankara and elsewhere. Our “leftist big brothers” were also
present, which caused some tension. All that day a minibus with an Ankara license plate had
been driving through the neighborhoods announcing the play, talking it up, urging residents to go
see it. So now more and more people arrived. The mood in a few spots got tense. Suddenly, as
people were pressing toward the cinema, a black Renault careened through. People standing at
all the windows were looking down at the street. We children were waiting to get in line in a half-
circle just outside the crowd. A tumult arose in front of the cinema. Everyone pushed and jostled,
voices were raised. We liked the clamor a lot—it was exciting. But many of the mothers grew
afraid and decided to take their children home. I didn’t want to leave, though my friends were
saying I should. I was 11 at the time.The wailing sirens of the careening black Renault incited a
panic. Then an announcement blared: “Attention, attention! The governor’s office has banned
the Pir Sultan play. We urge you to disperse immediately.” Almost before it ended, cries of “boo”
were heard, and the car was pelted with stones. Then came the words “Governor—resign!”
Chaos erupted. More police arrived, and the first arrests were made. The people raised fists in
the air and shouted slogans. The clashes with the police were sensational—I was afraid and
excited all at once. I wanted to creep up closer and see who the police were beating up. Women
and children were screaming all around.From a distance I’d guessed it was Uncle Ali—Ali
Gültekin—and I wasn’t wrong. During the brawl sometimes the policeman was on top and
sometimes Ali Gültekin was, as if they were wrestling. The crowd and the police were now
clashing fiercely. More police came. They forced Ali Gültekin into the police wagon and drove



away with him. His brother Veli had tried to wrest him free of the police hands. So now they went
after him. But he was a fantastic guy. He ripped off his shirt with both hands and shouted at the
top of his lungs, “Hit me, man—shoot! Whoever doesn’t hit me a son of a b——!”The police
began beating Veli with clubs and gun butts. One of them sneered, “You Moscow brute! Red
Communist! Who’s gonna save you now! Your people from Moscow gonna come and save you?”
Then Veli was dragged away too.Veli was a brave man from the village. He may not even have
known who his “people in Moscow” were supposed to be, had never hard of them. He would
probably have understood if they had referred to Russians. But what did he know of Moscow!
Whatever he understood, the fact was that the police had said nothing good, and mentioning
Moscow and Communism was intended as an insult.The clash was spreading. Slogans were
shouted continuously, and stones were thrown. The police continued their violent attack. All of
Dersim was soon caught up in it. The police filled their wagons with prisoners and hauled them
away. In the meantime the crowd had started moving. As if commanded, the scattered groups
took to the street and marched in a fury, shouting slogans, with raised fists. I felt sorry for my
uncles Ali and Veli and began to cry. But this mass rebellion and the pent-up rage didn’t leave
me cold. My inchoate fear gradually eased. The crowd that had gathered was strong and
fearless. For a time I ran alongside the demonstration. Earlier, when my mother called to me from
the window, I’d ignored her. Now I jumped through the window into the house, scuffing the
varnish on the frame. I kept thinking about the cop who had hit Uncle Ali. He lived next door to
us! He was our neighbor, I knew him—how could he do such a thing? I’d been in his home with
his kids a lot of times. We were schoolmates. Our mothers visited each other too. Not that we
were particularly close as neighbors—they were reticent because they didn’t trust us. The police
just weren’t very much beloved by the inhabitants. Still, up until this episode, our relations with
the police family had been distant yet neighborly.I told my mother about the situation. At first she
didn’t want to believe me, and then she tried to downplay it all. I swore I’d never visit those
neighbors again.For the longest time, the images of my uncles Ali and Veli and the others getting
beaten up and waging a unified resistance stuck in my mind. Ali and Veli were taken to the police
station. While they were still on the street, I’d seen the policeman tear at Uncle Veli’s mustache
and say, “I’m going to rip out your whiskers one by one. You Moscow brute!” It occurred to me
that his chest was pretty hairy and that they’d tear out his chest hairs too, one by one. I was sad
because that would hurt him a lot. My mother knocked on the neighbor’s door and tried to soothe
them. “Nothing happened—don’t be afraid.” But I couldn’t understand it. Was it a crime to be the
child or the wife of a police officer? This was the cop who’d beaten up Uncle Ali, Uncle Veli, and
the others. And he’d insulted them all horribly. I came to the conclusion that all police were the
same, and so were their families.On that day the shouting of slogans never let up. The police
station was in the Demiroluk neighborhood, near the MİT building. You could always hear shots
coming from there. It made us afraid. My mother talked to the neighbor women—none of their
husbands were at home. My brother and my uncle Hüseyin had also not come home. Then we
heard something that set the whole camp in motion: Mehmet Kılan had been shot!Mehmet Kılan



was the brother of Emine, the wife of Uncle Hasan. We ran to their house. There everyone was
crying. My uncle said he’d been with Mehmet Kılan just a little earlier, they’d drunk alcohol
together. He couldn’t believe he’d been shot. Mehmet Kılan was middle-aged—why would
anyone want to shoot him? He didn’t do anyone any harm and kept to himself. The news spread
like wildfire.As we later learned, a large crowd had gathered in front of the police station,
demanding the release of those arrested. Then Hasan Küçükoba, a young man from our village,
burned a Turkish flag. The police used it as a pretext to shoot indiscriminately, but the crowd
wouldn’t disperse. The unrest spread to the rest of the city, where people sought refuge from the
police bullets.Later we found out how Mehmet Kılan had died. He’d drunk a lot, it was said, and
when he heard that the play had been banned, and about the arrests, he headed over to help
calm things down. Carrying a white handkerchief, he was going to say,Look, the young ones are
mad because they can’t see the play. Okay, so they overdid it a little. But that doesn’t mean you
can stir things up like this. If the play hadn’t been banned, this fighting wouldn’t be happening.
The kids have reason to be angry. They paid for tickets and went to the theater. What did you
expect, by canceling the piece at the last minute? The actors from Ankara had all arrived. The
performance had official approval. The play had already been performed all over the place, so
why not here?He couldn’t have known he’d be the martyr of that day …While he was running
along the street, a cop at a window trained a gun on him and waited. As he came closer, he
stuck his hand into a pocket to pull out his white handkerchief—and at that moment he was shot.
So simple, and so senseless!His death further enraged the group who were fighting near the
police station. The slogan “Mehmet Kılan will never die” rang throughout Dersim. I kept
wondering why they would say a dead man was alive. What did it mean? How did those who
were martyred become immortal?Later the police brought reinforcements from Elazığ and
Erzincan provinces, and an indefinite curfew was imposed on Dersim. Tension and fear of more
deaths persisted into the morning hours. The city center was closed off—you couldn’t get
through there. Gendarmes and police swarmed through the streets, searching the whole area
and arresting anyone who had had anything to do with the riots. Many of the young people,
trying to leave the city for the countryside, were trapped in police ambushes and carted
away.The whole night was like a nightmare. By sunrise we could see better how the curfew was
being enforced. In the early morning soldiers had occupied the surroundings of the camp. As
soon as my mother pulled back the curtain at the window, a gun barrel was pointed at her. She
screeched and jumped back from the window. We were curious, but my mother was terrified.
She began to clean the house, to distract the soldiers, so they wouldn’t be suspicious of us.
When I looked out the window, I saw the whole area was full of soldiers. Every two steps, a
soldier was standing with a weapon at the ready. Not a civilian was in sight. Anyone who dared to
step outside was immediately taken away.Suddenly there came a loud knock at the door, and a
deep voice thundered, “House inspection. Open the door! Anyone who resists will be shot!”Our
house was the third to the right of the entrance. Apparently the first house wasn’t searched—the
police had passed over it and come straight to us. As soon as the door was opened, they



stormed in with their boots like a pack of wolves. First they asked about my father. My mother
said he was in Germany. There was no other male in the flat who interested them. My elder
brother was still very young, he didn’t call a lot of attention to himself, but if they’d known he
hadn’t come back home till midnight, they’d doubtless have taken him away.My mother
murmured that she’d only just cleaned the house and why had they come in wearing shoes? The
commander roared, “Woman, we wear shoes wherever we go! You are no exception.” It was a
threat. He was telling us not to expect any favors and to keep our mouths shut. They rushed
through their inspection, tossing things every which way. What they were looking for was unclear.
They even pulled up the carpets and looked underneath. Pillows, sheets, laundry baskets—
everything was strewn around the floor. And they stomped on everything with their big boots.
When they were finished, they slammed the door with a loud crash on the way out.The
inspection of the camp lasted for hours. The halls were full of people, some crying as the
soldiers stormed around, and the sound of boots stomping didn’t let up. It was an extraordinary
day.Hours later news spread through the corridors: Ali Ekber from Mazgirt—who came from the
same village as Kemal Burkay—Metin Güngörmüş, Rıza, and Erdal had been arrested. What
had they had to do with the riots? Their arrests could only mean that they’d resisted the police
and shouted slogans. These young men had taken a stand against the state! Interest in and
sympathy for them grew. Everyone speculated who might still get arrested and who had really
been involved in these events. Questions mingled with tension and fear persisted for a long
time.Those arrested became like our big brothers—we loved and honored them. They were
brilliant revolutionaries. Some new words appeared in our lives, sensational and dangerous:
communist, leftist, revolutionary. Many posters bore slogans with the signature “TİP.”26 And
there was something else: on the concrete base of the suspension bridge to our village was
written in big red letters: “AK-PAK Günlere. TİP.”27 I didn’t know what it meant, but I read it again
every time I passed by. These new things raised many questions in my mind.The police station
was located in the Demiroluk neighborhood. People in the houses nearby could hear the sounds
of torture. Those who were taken there during the riots were detained for a long time and
tortured. Veli’s red mustache really was ripped out. A cigarette was stubbed out into his chest, it
was said. But after his release, he let his mustache grow back, long and strong, and he once
again looked like he was “from Moscow.” And he was proud and even more interested in
everything than before. Veli, who had been a simple man back in his village, now studied to be a
red Communist, to be “someone from Moscow.” He also grew closer to his big brother, Ali. It
takes a hero to stand up to the state and shake his fist at it.During the torture, it was said, the
eardrum of Ali Ekber, from the Pilvenk tribe, was torn. Once he was released, he kept sticking
cotton into his ear and couldn’t hear very well anymore. For days and months afterward, people
in Dersim talked of ripped foot soles and wounds caused by burning cigarettes. They
commiserated with the tortured and honored them as heroes.The events affected the families.
People in Dersim inevitably associated the state with 1938, for it was during that year of brutal
massacres, savage repression, and deportations that they had become acquainted with the



state. They had learned to distrust it, and to distrust “others,” because they witnessed betrayals.
People like Rayber28 had betrayed friends and relatives. The tribes hadn’t supported each other
—someone who smiled at you one day stabbed you in the back the next. Promises were broken,
as if defeat and capitulation were fated. Everything had been lost in 1938, whether through
heroism or treachery. A line in the sand had been drawn.A new Dersim? “For heaven’s sake,
may Düzgün Baba make sure we never live through such days again!” People also saw what had
happened next door, in Elazığ, Bingöl, and Erzincan. There was no security and no trust. Dersim
had gradually entombed itself in its own pain. That was reflected in the way people moaned,
what had Sheikh Said done,29 and what should others have done? He hadn’t been able to pull it
off. People like Alîşêr and Besê were only legends.30 The people wanted never to experience
such sorrow again. The state thoroughly entrenched itself. The true essence of people in Dersim
was stunted. A few young people acted with the enthusiasm typical of their age, but they were
ignorant, and their cockiness would only get them into trouble. This state was a traitor-state. It
had never supported the people of Dersim, let alone trusted them. It had shot or hanged, one by
one, even the most rotten traitors—it had no use even for the people who had turned their backs
on their own heritage and cravenly delivered their own people to the knife. The state knew the
people of Dersim well. Kurdishness was finally dead and buried with them.But this new unrest
caused people in Dersim to think once again of that time more than thirty years earlier. Would
the state unleash a new ’38? Would the young people once again be deceived? Who was
behind this? These questions were on everyone’s lips.In the Demir family there were three or
four young men. Haşim, the oldest, was a student in Ankara. Metin Güngörmüş also went to
college. They were most influenced by outside ideas—their minds had been opened. But the
children of the Söylemez family were more conventional—they were influenced by their parents
and didn’t rock the boat. The father was braver than the children. That was true of the Çetins as
well. The young people were well educated and went on to higher education, but they’d been
raised like Turkish children. Their mother was Turkish, and the father was even more Turkish than
the mother.The children of Osman Mutlu were politically right wing. Osman Mutlu, like other
families living in state housing, was himself a pillar of the state. Their neighbors talked to them
warily, with restraint, watching their words. They were calculating. The only ones with whom such
families had good relations were their fellow pillars of the state. They behaved toward their peers
and the police and their families very differently from the way they related to the natives. Many
kept aloof from their neighbors, although some tried to mix. They didn’t even particularly like the
flatterers among the natives. No one trusted them, even if that was never said aloud.This recent
episode revealed everyone’s true colors. Now people in Dersim knew who was on which side. It
was like a litmus test. Dersim was fragmenting, as people chose sides. This division penetrated
even into daily life, affecting visits and the distribution of sacrificial meat, aşure,31 and other
gifts. Those who were disliked were given less and thereby shown that they were valued less.
Even at births, weddings, and other ceremonies, they received no gifts and no visitors. People
took sides, and those on the same side drew closer together. Osman Mutlu’s daughter Şenay



was no longer included in our games, in jump rope, hide and seek, and our dances. As for the
police families, only a few police children played with us, the children of the “good police.” Their
parents forbade them to play with others.“Oh my child, Hüseyin Cevahir has been shot!” My third-
grade teacher, Edibe Abacıoğlu, was chubby yet nimble. She wore glasses and was a clever
teacher. She had Arab heritage and smoked like a chimney, but her purple lips broke into a
lovely smile. I liked her a lot and have never forgotten her. At that time, I had beautiful
handwriting, error free and easily readable, so she always let me write out the schedules and the
attendance lists. I was class speaker too. When she wasn’t present, it was I who wrote out the
day’s schedule on the blackboard. I was fairly tall and could reach the upper blackboard.

Sara My Whole Life Was a Struggle Janet biehl pdf, Sara My Whole Life Was a Struggle Janet
biehl lyrics, Sara My Whole Life Was a Struggle Janet biehl summary, Sara My Whole Life Was a
Struggle Janet biehl analysis, Sara My Whole Life Was a Struggle, Sara My Whole Life Was a
Struggle janet jackson, sara my whole life was a struggle, sara my whole life was a struggle pdf,
why has my whole life been a struggle, sara lifestyle near me, sara my unorthodox life, sarah my
600 lb life, sara my unorthodox life instagram, sara lee 401k benefits, sara bareilles hold my
heart lyrics, sara lee rate my professor, sara blankenship rate my professor, sara sara my
darling, tegan and sara my number, sara groves open my hands, sara sara my darling song,
sara youre the poet in my heart, tegan and sara my number lyrics, tegan and sara my number
meaning, my sara pte ltd

Sara: Prison Memoir of a Kurdish Revolutionary, Battle for the Mountain of the Kurds: Self-
Determination and Ethnic Cleansing in Rojava (Kairos), The Political Thought of Abdullah
Öcalan: Kurdistan, Woman's Revolution and Democratic Confederalism, The Last Girl: My Story
of Captivity, and My Fight Against the Islamic State, Revolution in Rojava: Democratic Autonomy
and Women's Liberation in Syrian Kurdistan, A Road Unforeseen: Women Fight the Islamic
State, My Brother's Road: An American's Fateful Journey to Armenia, Obsessed: America's
Food Addiction -- and My Own, All Things At Once, Know Your Value: Women, Money, and
Getting What You're Worth (Revised Edition), Comeback Careers: Rethink, Refresh, Reinvent
Your Success--At 40, 50, and Beyond, Hooked: Food, Free Will, and How the Food Giants
Exploit Our Addictions, The Complete Works, Knowing Your Value: Women, Money and Getting
What You're Worth, Earn It!: Know Your Value and Grow Your Career, in Your 20s and Beyond,
Anna: The Biography, The Essential Vegetable Cookbook: Simple and Satisfying Ways to Eat
More Veggies, Warren Buffett's Ground Rules: Words of Wisdom from the Partnership Letters of
the World's Greatest Investor, EntreLeadership: 20 Years of Practical Business Wisdom from the
Trenches
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