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Foreword 

The Tunceli Law of 1935 was more than the renaming of a 
province. The state didn’t see Dersim as a region. It saw a 
"problem to be pacified." 

The people there—Kurdish in tongue, rooted in the Raa-Heq 
faith—had long been viewed by the central power as defiant. 
Independent. Hard to control. Their resistance against state 
violence wasn't seen as self-preservation. It was a glitch to be 
deleted. 

So "Dersim" was struck from the records. Replaced by 
"Tunceli." A hard, metallic word. Chosen to drown out the 
soft vowels of the old syllables. 

The law placed the region under emergency rule. The 
governor held military power. The relocation of entire 
families, villages, and tribes was now legal. 

But the most visible strike was against the name itself. 

A name isn't just a word. It is memory. Origin. Sound. A 
compass. To erase it is to shift a world off its axis. 

After the renaming, the landscape was systematically 
reordered. Villages, mountains, rivers, valleys—everything 
received a new label. Even children’s names were altered in 
the registries, as if identity could be redefined with a single 
stroke of a pen. 
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It was an attempt to discipline an ancient culture through 
language. To tame it through administration. To silence it 
with new words. 

But the mountains refused the new names. The rivers carried 
the old ones, hidden in the murmur of their waters. In their 
daily lives, the people still spoke of "Dersim," even as they 
wrote "Tunceli" on official forms. 

A place of two layers emerged: the state’s name—and the 
name the landscape preserved. 

Between the official word and the remembered one, a rift 
opened. A silent, deep crack that would run through people's 
lives for decades. 

This foreword tells the story of where that rift began. 

 

 

The sun cannot be covered with mud… 

There are truths whose light cannot be smothered. 

You can bury them. Hide them. Tile them over. But 
eventually, a beam breaks through the cracks. The story of 
Dersim is such a truth. 

They tried to bury it in the darkness of a century. 

But it kept returning—like a sun rising from its own ashes. 
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In the early years of the Republic, when the idea of a nation-
state built on "race" was carved into stone, the hardest lines 
of the new order were written. The Şark Islahat Planı—the 
"Eastern Reform Plan"—was a state program designed to 
subjugate Kurdish territories and execute cultural erasure. 

Prime Minister İsmet İnönü summarized the ideology: 

"Our duty is to make everyone living in the Turkish 

fatherland unconditionally Turkish… We will cut off and 

remove elements that oppose Turkism." 

These weren't just political points. 

They were the shadow preceding the catastrophe. 

On May 4, 1937, the first spark hit Dersim. The silence of the 
mountains was shattered by the roar of engines. In the 
valleys, the screams of children echoed. 

Tens of thousands of Kurds were killed. Tens of thousands 
more were uprooted—torn from their history, their language, 
their faith—and forcibly resettled in Turkish-Muslim regions. 

To solidify control, Parliament passed Law No. 1164 in 1927. 
The newly created "General Inspectorates" were granted 
sweeping administrative, military, and judicial powers. 

In 1935, a name was finally extinguished: 

Dersim became Tunceli. 

The memory was supposed to die with the name. 

But some names are written in stone. They settle into the 
collective memory of a people. 
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Seyîd Rızâ is one of those names. 

He was more than a tribal leader. 

He was a Raa-Heq cleric. 

A guardian of the old ways. 

The voice of the last great Dersim uprising. 

Born around 1863, he led the Seyidan tribe. He stood 
between the collapse of the Ottoman Empire and the dawn of 
the Republic. He resisted forced resettlement, disarmament, 
and the destruction of social structures. 

He tried to protect Dersim’s autonomous soul. 

He sought dialogue with Ankara. He wanted negotiation. He 
wanted peace. 

But the verdict had already been reached.  

1937 Arrested. 

November 15, 1937. On the Wheat Square in Elazığ, the 
shadow of the gallows fell upon him. 

His final words became a legacy: 

"I could not cope with your lies and your tricks; let that be 

my pain. You could not cope with my justice; let that be 

your pain." 

These weren't just parting words. 

They were a mirror held up to an entire era. 

The Dersim Tertelesi—the annihilation of Dersim—is one of 
the deepest wounds in Kurdish history. A symbol of the 
targeting of the Raa-Heq identity. In Turkey's memory, it 



 

6 

stands for a time when centralization took its darkest, most 
violent form. 

Seyîd Rızâ is the name of a tragedy—and the name of a man 
who walked tall. For Kurds, a symbol of resistance. For the 
Raa-Heq community, a spiritual guide. For the state, for a 
long time, an "insurgent." 

But the truth eventually clawed its way out. 

Archives opened. 

Testimonies were spoken. 

Research grew. 

The one-sided narrative of a simple "uprising" crumbled. 
Documents showed the operation had been planned years in 
advance. It wasn't about crushing a rebellion. It was about re-
engineering a region. 

The voices of survivors—long silenced—emerged to tell of: 

burned villages, 

shattered families, 

stolen children, 

and a land soaked in blood. 

History became layered. Complex. 

A new understanding was born: 

no longer just the rigid state version, but a narrative uniting 
documents, testimony, and memory. 

Because the sun cannot be covered with mud. 

The lie only burns until dusk. 
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Then, the truth rises— 

and illuminates everything kept in the dark. 

 

 

1 – The School of the Silent 

When the Turks founded a elementary school in Diyare Tûm 
in 1972, Ariya was seventeen. The oldest student was twenty-
six. Everyone else was scattered between those ages—an 
entire generation crammed into a building that was less a 
school and more a political laboratory. Boys and girls were 
forbidden from sitting together; even their gazes were meant 
to remain segregated. 

This school wasn't built to provide knowledge. It was built to 
execute a language. Its true purpose: to force-feed Turkish to 
children—or more accurately, to purge the Kurdish out of 
them. Speaking Kurdish was strictly forbidden. Even at 
home, not a word. 

But there was an absurdity to it: the parents spoke no 
Turkish. They had to speak Kurdish to their children; they 
had no other language at their disposal. Being punished for 
something you could not change—that was daily life. 

Among the students, a few spoke better Turkish than the rest. 
The teacher appointed them as informants. Their job: find out 
who spoke Kurdish at home and report them. The punishment 
was immediate: beatings, humiliation, exclusion. 
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But these informants weaponized their power. If they took a 
dislike to a student, they’d strike. 

"Give me your pencil. If you don't, I’ll tell the teacher—and 
you’ll get the cane." 

Out of fear, the children surrendered everything they had: 
pencils, erasers, notebooks, sometimes even their lunch. 

It was a catastrophe. 

A school that didn't educate, but broke. 

A place where children didn't learn who they were, but who 
they were never allowed to be. 

 

2 - The Students 

Ariya wasn't just beautiful; she carried a silent, natural 
dignity—the very noble grace that lived within the meaning 
of her name. There was something grand and warm in her 
presence, an gravity that drew people in without her ever 
trying. She was tall, strongly built, with an aura that filled a 
room. Men fell silent when she appeared—not just because of 
her beauty, but because of the power that wrapped around her 
like an invisible cloak. 

In the cities, there were high schools designed to mold 
Kurdish youth into "Turks." The students there were between 
twenty and twenty-six—young adults who had long 
understood that school was a tool for re-engineering, not just 
learning. Some of them began to organize—secretly, 
cautiously, in the shadows of fear. They wanted to stand 
against the injustices they witnessed daily. They were called 
"The Students," though no one knew their real names. Each 
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used a pseudonym, as if their own identity was a secret that 
needed protecting. 

Ariya was in contact with them. Not openly, not visibly, but 
like a low-frequency thread running through the dark. She 
listened to them. She understood their rage, their hope, their 
fear. And she knew that one day, she too would reach a point 
where silence was no longer an option. 

That day came faster than she thought. 

One morning, a boy was humiliated in front of everyone. The 
teacher—a Kurd himself, caught between duty and terror—
screamed at him, insulted him, beat him before the entire 
class. The boy stood there, small, trembling, head bowed, 
while the other children watched in a vacuum of silence. No 
one dared a word. No one dared a look. 

Except Ariya. 

Something inside her snapped. Perhaps it was the memory of 
all those years of silence. Perhaps it was the injustice that had 
gathered like a stone in her chest. Perhaps it was simply the 
moment when a person can no longer do otherwise. 

She stepped forward, without thinking, without hesitating. 

She placed herself between the teacher and the boy. 

And then, she raised her hand. 

The slap hit the teacher like a bolt from the blue. 

The room froze. 

The teacher froze. 



 

10 

He grabbed Ariya by the arm—not out of strength, but out of 
shock, out of helplessness, out of the feeling that control was 
slipping through his fingers. Wordlessly, he led her to her 
father and told him what had happened. 

The father reacted the way many men of that era did: with 
fear disguised as hardness. He scolded, he struck, he tried to 
break her before the world could. But Ariya was unbreakable. 

She stood up, wiped the tears from her face, spat at him, and 
screamed: 

"Go to hell!" 

Then she left the house—not like a daughter running away, 
but like a woman who had crossed a line she could never step 
back over. 

She went straight to the Students. 

There, she told them everything—calmly, clearly, without 
sparing herself. The young men listened, some with clenched 
fists, some with lowered gazes. One of them, carrying a rifle, 
spoke first. He said the teacher had to be punished. For the 
humiliation. For the violence. For all the years of oppression. 

Ariya was silent for a moment. Then she said softly: 

"They do all this because they are afraid. My father told me 
the soldiers would come if we didn't learn Turkish. That they 
would torture us, throw us in prison. The teacher is afraid. He 
does his job because he believes that if he doesn't, he’ll be 
destroyed himself." 
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Some of the Students understood immediately. 

Others didn't. 

The rage was vast, and rage is a poor listener. 

They debated for a long time. 

Then they voted. 

Six were against, four were in favor. 

And in that narrow decision lay the entire fragmentation of 
the era: 

between courage and fear, 

between revenge and reason, 

between the will to fight and the will to survive. 

 

3 - Point of No Return 

The Students' decision still echoed in the small, smoke-filled 
room where they met. The air was heavy with tobacco, fear, 
and the faint tremor of a future no one could grasp. Ariya sat 
on an old wooden chair, hands clasped, as if she had to hold 
herself together to keep from falling apart. But in her eyes 
burned a fire stronger than any uncertainty. 

The six votes against punishing the teacher weren't just 
voices of reason. They were voices from a deeper source: 
from weariness, from humanity, from the knowledge that 
violence only begets more violence. The four others, 
however—young, furious, overflowing with the bile of years 
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of degradation—saw the world only as frontlines, enemies, 
and the language of retaliation. 

Ariya understood both sides. 

Perhaps that was exactly what made her so dangerous: 

She didn't see the world in black and white, but in the shades 
of grey between. 

The Students slowly dispersed, vanishing one by one into the 
night. Only two remained with her—young men with grave 
faces who looked at her like a sister. They knew Ariya 
couldn't go back home. Not after what had happened. Not 
after the words she had hurled at her father. Not after the 
boundary she had crossed. 

"You can stay here tonight," one of them said. 

His voice was low, almost shy. 

Ariya nodded without speaking. 

She lay down on a thin mattress in the corner. The blanket 
smelled of dust and cold smoke, but it was warm. Through 
the small window, she saw the moon hanging over the 
mountains like a lonely sentinel. The silence of the night was 
different from the silence in the school. This silence was 
honest. It hurt, but it didn't lie. 

Ariya thought of the boy who had been humiliated. 

Of the teacher whose hand had trembled. 

Of her father whose fear had hardened into cruelty. 
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Of the Students wavering between courage and despair. 

And she thought of herself. 

For the first time in her life, she felt she could never go back. 

Something in her had cracked open, and it would never heal. 

Or perhaps: it was finally beginning to heal. 

The next morning, the sound of footsteps woke her. The 
Students had gathered again. The mood was different from 
the night before—heavier, denser, like the air before a storm. 
One of them held a newspaper. On the front page was a 
report about new military movements in the region. Soldiers 
were to be sent into the villages to "establish order." 

Ariya felt a cold shadow creep across her skin. 

"They're coming," one of the Students said. 

"They're coming soon." 

No one had to explain what that meant. 

Everyone knew. 

The time for decisions was over. 

The time for consequences had begun. 

Ariya stood up. 

She felt no fear. 

Only clarity. 

"If they come," she said, "we must be ready. Not to kill. But 
to survive." 

The Students looked at her. In their eyes sat respect—and 
something else: hope. Ariya didn't know where this path 
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would lead. But she knew it had begun. And she would walk 
it with all the dignity her name carried. 

 

4 — Language in the Shadows 

The Students were not soldiers. They were not fighters, not 
men of violence. They were the sons of farmers, shepherds, 
blacksmiths, weavers. They were young people raised in a 
world where their language was forbidden, their history 
erased, and their dignity violated daily. They didn't want war. 

What they wanted was air to breathe. 

Their goal was clear, though hardly anyone dared speak it 
aloud: Dersim was to remain autonomous. Not as a state, not 
as an empire, but as a home. A place where people could 
speak their tongue, sing their songs, bury their dead, and raise 
their children without the fear of soldiers, teachers, or laws 
they did not understand. 

They knew they couldn't drive the Turks out. Not with 
weapons. Not with force. But they could do something else: 
they could wake the people, give them courage, show them 
they weren't alone. 

And so they moved from village to village in groups of three 
or four. They moved at night, when the dogs slept and the 
soldiers snored in their barracks. They knocked softly on 
doors that opened only a crack, for fear lived in every house. 
They sat with the farmers by the hearth, drank tea from thin 
glasses, ate dry bread, and spoke of freedom, of dignity, of 
the future. 
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The villagers gave what they could: a piece of cheese, a loaf 
of bread, sometimes just a warm look. It was forbidden—
strictly forbidden. Anyone helping the Students risked 
everything: house, family, life. 

Yet, the people helped anyway. Not out of bravery, but out of 
humanity. Because in the faces of the Students, they saw their 
own sons. 

Then, one day, something happened that doubled the fear in 
the valleys. 

The Turks had disguised four soldiers as Students. They gave 
them long coats, old shoes, dirty scarves. They made them 
look hungry, tired, exhausted. And they sent them into the 
villages to beg for food. 

The farmers who gave them anything were later punished 
without mercy. They were hauled away, beaten, accused of 
supporting "bandits." The farmers said they had done it out of 
fear. They said the Students would kill them if they didn't 
provide. They said they had no choice. 

But no one listened. In those days, truth was a bird without 
wings. 

The real Students found out. They sat in a derelict hut, the 
fire burning low, the silence heavy as lead. 

"They are using us to punish our own people," one said. His 
voice was brittle. "They are turning us into monsters in the 
eyes of the ones we want to protect." 

Ariya listened, silent as always. Then she spoke: 
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"That is their weapon. Not the rifles. Not the soldiers. The 
fear. If the people fear us, we lose everything. We cannot let 
them turn us into something we are not." 

The Students looked at her. In their eyes was exhaustion, but 
also a spark of hope. Because Ariya didn't speak like 
someone dreaming. She spoke like someone seeing. 

"We don't fight to kill," she said. "We fight so that one day, 
we won't have to fight anymore." 

Outside, the wind howled over the mountains. It carried the 
scent of snow, of danger, of change. Somewhere in the 
distance, a dog barked—a short, lonely sound that lost itself 
in the valley. 

The Students knew the road ahead was dark. But they knew 
they had to walk it. Not for themselves. But for all those who 
gave them bread despite the ban. For those who whispered in 
the dark because they weren't allowed to speak in the light. 
For everyone living in a world where even the truth was 
punished. 

And so they decided to move on. From village to village. 
From night to night. Carrying nothing but words, hope, and 
the quiet certainty that even the smallest spark can one day 
become a fire. 

5 — Before the Winter of Fear 

The days grew darker, and not just because of the 
approaching winter. A tension hung in the mountains that you 
could almost touch—an invisible pressure that turned the 
very air heavy. The Students felt it first. They were young, 
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but they weren't blind. They saw the soldiers tighten their 
grip, new checkpoints rising, fear growing in the villages like 
a shadow stretching over everything. 

Within their small group, there were different voices. Some 
were calm, deliberate, full of doubt. Others were impatient, 
angry, ready to pay any price. 

"If we do nothing, everything will vanish," one of the more 
radical ones said one evening. His gaze was hard, his hands 
resting on his knees as if he had to hold himself down. "They 
won't leave us in peace. They won't go voluntarily. If we 
want autonomy, we have to fight. And if they want to fight 
us, let them come." 

The sentence dropped like a stone into the silence. 

Ariya listened without interrupting. She knew this rage didn't 
come from malice, but from desperation. From the feeling 
that the world left them no place except the one they fought 
for themselves. 

The Students were not an army. They had no uniforms, no 
training, no strategy. They had only their conviction—and 
sometimes, that was stronger than any weapon. They wanted 
Dersim to stay autonomous. Not out of greed for power, but 
out of love. Out of the desire that their language, their 
culture, their mountains wouldn't disappear into foreign 
hands. They wanted the Turks to leave the region because 
they believed that only then was peace possible. 

But they knew it was an almost impossible wish. 
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Still, they kept going from village to village. In threes, in 
fours, sometimes just in pairs. They knocked on doors that 
opened only with caution. They explained to the people what 
was happening, what might come, what they had to do to 
protect themselves. The farmers listened with bowed heads 
and heavy hearts. They gave them bread, cheese, sometimes a 
few dried fruits. Not out of political conviction, but out of 
humanity. 

But the fear was everywhere. 

The soldiers called the Students eşkıya—bandits. Not 
terrorists, not rebels. Bandits. A word designed to 
dehumanize them, to turn them into shadows, into figures that 
could be hunted. 

"They call us bandits," one of the Students said bitterly. "But 
who is robbing whose life here? Who takes our language, our 
land, our future?" 

Another slammed his fist on the table. "If they want to call us 
bandits, let them. But we won't vanish. We won't stay silent. 
If they want war, they’ll get it." 

Ariya looked at him for a long time. In her eyes, there was no 
fear, but no hate either. Only a deep, heavy sadness. 

"We don't want war," she said softly. "But perhaps we have 
no choice." 

The words hung in the air like smoke. 

No one disagreed. 

No one consented. 
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They knew they had reached a point where there were no 
easy roads left. 

Outside, the snow began to fall. Quietly, slowly, as if the sky 
itself wanted to cover the world so that no one would have to 
see what was coming. The Students sat in a circle, silent, 
each trapped in their own thoughts. They were young, but the 
world had made them old. They wanted freedom, but 
freedom demanded a price no one wanted to pay. 

And yet, they knew: 

The way back had long since vanished. 

There was only the way forward—through the darkness, 
through the fear, through history. 

 

6 – Between Fear and Dignity 

The mood among the Students shifted. 

Not suddenly—not like a storm appearing out of nowhere—
but like a slow pressure, tightening day by day. The soldiers 
moved closer, the checkpoints grew harsher, and the villages 
spoke only in whispers after dark. Fear was everywhere—
except in Ariya. 

She was the youngest among them, yet they all turned to her 
when decisions had to be made. Not because she was loud. 
Not because she was stronger. But because she possessed 
something the others lacked: clarity. 

Ariya felt no fear. Or perhaps she did—but she refused to let 
it govern her. She thought faster, saw further, understood 
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deeper. When the others drowned in rage, she remained still. 
When the others despaired, she stayed awake. When the 
others wanted to fight, she asked first: Why? And for what? 

But even her stillness could not prevent the group from 
fracturing. 

Some of the Students were convinced that combat was 
inevitable. 

"They won't leave voluntarily," one of them said. "They 
won't let us live. If we want autonomy, we have to force 
them." 

Another nodded fiercely. "They call us bandits. Let them see 
what bandits can do." 

Ariya looked at him for a long time. Her gaze was calm but 
unyielding—like a mountain that had stood for centuries. 

"We are not bandits," she said. "We are people who want to 
live. If we fight, it is not because we want to, but because 
they leave us no other way. But we must not become like 
them." 

The words hit the group like a soft, deep blow. They knew 
they were true. The Students didn't want war. They didn't 
want to kill, to burn, to destroy. They only wanted Dersim to 
remain what it had always been: a place where the mountains 
knew their language and the rivers told their stories. 

But reality was harsher than their desires. 

The soldiers advanced. 

New outposts rose. 
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Villages were ransacked. 

People were interrogated. 

And everywhere, the same word: eşkıya—bandits. 

The Students knew they were being watched. Every step, 
every conversation, every movement was a gamble with 
death. Still, they kept moving from village to village. They 
explained to the people what was happening, what might 
come, how they could protect themselves. The farmers 
listened with heavy hearts and weary eyes. They gave the 
Students bread, cheese, water—not out of bravery, but out of 
humanity. 

But the fear grew. 

One evening, as the group sat in an abandoned hut, the 
tension finally snapped. 

"We have to strike back," one of the radicals said. "If we do 
nothing, they’ll annihilate us. If they want to fight us, let 
them come. We’re ready." 

Another agreed. "If they deny us autonomy, then let them 
fight us. We won't run." 

Ariya stood up. 

Slowly. 

Quietly. 

Like someone who knows that every word carries weight. 

"You speak of war," she said. "But war is not a game. It 
devours everything—even those who start it. We must be 
clever. We must live, not die." 
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"And if there is no other way?" someone asked. 

Ariya looked into the flames of the small fire. Her face was 
calm, but her eyes burned. 

"Then we fight," she said. "But not blindly. Not out of rage. 
Not because they call us bandits. But because we have a right 
to exist." 

The silence that followed was heavy, but not hopeless. 
Because in Ariya’s words lived something stronger than fear: 
dignity. 

The Students knew the road ahead was dark. But they knew 
they had someone who could pierce that darkness. 

Ariya. 

The wisest. 

The bravest. 

The one who wasn't afraid to speak the truth—and to live it. 

 

7 – The Price of Resistance 

The nights grew longer, and the cold crawled into the bones 
of the mountains. The Students had gathered in a deserted 
shepherd's hut, its walls telling stories of the wind, its roof 
groaning with every gust. A small fire burned in the center, 
its light dancing across the faces of the young men—and 
across Ariya’s face, which remained as still as a mountain 
lake. 
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The group was divided. Not openly, not loudly, but tangibly. 

Some wanted to act—immediately, decisively, without regard 
for the cost. 

Others wanted to wait, to watch, to hope for a path that didn't 
require blood. 

But reality was cornering them. 

The soldiers advanced. 

Patrols combed the valleys. 

Villages were interrogated, searched, intimidated. 

And everywhere, that word: eşkıya—bandits. 

A word that turned the Students into shadows, into figures 
meant to be hunted. 

That evening, the atmosphere was particularly strained. 

One of the radicals stood up, hands clenched into fists. 

"We can't wait anymore," he said. "They’ll destroy us if we 
do nothing. If we want autonomy, we must fight. They will 
never leave of their own accord." 

Another nodded. "They say we’re bandits. Then let them see 
what bandits are capable of." 

Ariya raised her head. 

Her gaze was calm but firm—a look that didn't intimidate, 
but clarified. 

"We are not bandits," she said. "We are people who want to 
live. And we don't fight because we want to, but because they 
leave us no other choice." 
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The words hit the group like a soft, deep blow. They knew 
they were true. 

But the radicals didn't let up. 

"Ariya, you don’t understand," one said. "They’ll hunt us 
until none of us are left. If we don’t act first, we die." 

Ariya stood up. Slowly, calmly—the movements of someone 
who knows every word carries weight. 

"I understand better than you," she said. "I’ve seen what fear 
does to people. I’ve seen it turn fathers into predators, 
teachers into tools, children into ghosts of silence. But if we 
strike blindly, we become exactly what they say we are. And 
then we don't just lose our land—we lose ourselves." 

The silence that followed was heavy. The fire crackled as if 
trying to swallow the words. Then one of the elders spoke—a 
quiet man with a narrow face and alert eyes. 

"Ariya is right," he said. "We must fight, yes. But with 
intelligence. Not like animals running into a trap. We must 
know when to strike and when to vanish. We need to survive, 
not burn out." 

The radicals fell silent. Not convinced, but contemplative. 

Ariya sat back down. She felt their eyes on her—not with 
admiration, but with trust. She was the youngest, yet she was 
the one who saw the path when everyone else was standing in 
the fog. Outside, the wind howled over the peaks. It carried 
the scent of snow, of danger, of something inevitable. 
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"They're coming," someone whispered. "Sooner or later." 

Ariya nodded. 

"Then we’ll be ready," she said. "But not as bandits. Not as 
shadows. But as people who know exactly why they fight." 

In that moment, in that small hut amidst the mountains, one 
thing became clear: the coming struggle wasn't just against 
soldiers. It was a struggle to remain human in a world doing 
everything to strip their humanity away. And Ariya—wise, 
fearless, unshakable—would be the one to remind them. 

 

8 — Closer to the Enemy 

Grey dawn over the peaks. Cold light. A day without 
promises. 

The students had barely slept. The night had been a 
cacophony of distant sounds: dogs barking, branches 
snapping, the wind rustling like someone creeping through 
the undergrowth. No one knew if it was animals or soldiers. 

Ariya was the first to rise. She stepped out of the hut, inhaled 
the freezing air, and looked down into the valleys. The fog 
lay low—a white veil shrouding the world. But Ariya saw 
more than mist. She saw movement. She saw patterns. She 
saw danger. 

When she stepped back inside, the others were already 
awake. Tension etched into their faces, eyes bloodshot from 
lack of rest. 
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"They’re closer than yesterday," Ariya said calmly. "Maybe 
just one valley away." 

A murmur rippled through the group. One of the radicals 
lunged to his feet. 

"Then it’s time! We have to act before they hem us in." 

Ariya raised her hand. A small gesture, but it silenced the 
room. 

"Act, yes," she said. "But not blindly. Not out of panic. We 
need to know what they’re doing before we decide what we 
do." 

"And how do we find out?" one of the younger ones asked. 
"We can’t exactly walk into their camp." 

Ariya looked at him, a faint smile ghosting across her face. 
Not mockery—resolve. 

"Actually," she said. "That’s exactly what I’m going to do." 

The group froze. 

"Ariya, that’s madness," one said. "They’ll arrest you. Or 
worse." 

"They won't arrest me," she replied. "I’m a girl. They don’t 
expect danger from me. And I know these mountains better 
than they ever will. I’ll get close, watch, listen. Then I’ll 
come back." 

The radicals shook their heads. The cautious held their 
breath. The elders looked at her as if realizing for the first 
time who Ariya truly was. 

"You’re brave," someone whispered. "Too brave." 

Ariya shook her head. 
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"I’m not brave," she said. "I’m awake. And someone has to 
be." 

She grabbed a scarf, tied it around her head, and pulled on an 
old coat that made her look like a simple peasant girl. She 
took a piece of bread, tucked it into her pocket, and walked to 
the door. 

"If I’m not back by evening," she said, "head into the 
mountains. Don’t wait for me." 

"We’ll wait," one of the students said instantly. 

Ariya looked at him, her voice softening. 

"No. You must survive. That matters more than anything 
else." 

Then she opened the door and stepped out into the mist. 

The students watched her vanish into the white until she was 
just a shadow, then a speck, then nothing. 

Inside the hut, a silence remained that was heavier than any 
fear. 

"She’s crazy," someone whispered. 

"No," the eldest said. "She’s what we all should be." 

Outside, the fog shifted. The mountains held their breath. 
Somewhere between rock and shadow, Ariya walked her 
path—alone, but not lost. She knew that courage wasn't the 
absence of fear. Courage was moving forward while fear 
walked beside you. 

And Ariya moved forward. 

 



 

28 

 

9 — Looking into the Valley 

The fog weighed heavy as Ariya moved away from the hut. 
Every step was a gamble, every breath a risk. But she moved 
with the certainty of a mountain goat, knowing every stone, 
every path, every root. The cold bit at her cheeks, but she 
barely felt it. Her mind was sharp—a freshly honed blade. 

She knew the soldiers were down there. She knew she 
couldn't be seen. But fear wasn't her companion. Only 
vigilance. 

The fog was her ally. It swallowed her footsteps, draped her 
form, turned her into a shadow among shadows. 

After an hour, she reached a rocky ledge overlooking the 
valley. 

And there she saw it: 

The camp. 

It was larger than she had anticipated. Tents, fire pits, a radio 
crackling softly in the distance. Soldiers moving with the 
posture of men who knew they held power. And yet, there 
was something in their bearing that Ariya recognized 
instantly: 

Restlessness. 

They weren't as confident as they performed. They were taut, 
vigilant, nervous. They didn't know these mountains. They 
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didn't know the people. They didn't know the silence that 
lived here. 

Ariya watched for a long time. She saw the soldiers cycle 
their routes. Saw them studying maps that were wrong. Heard 
them grumbling about the cold. Watched them warn each 
other not to stray too far. 

She caught fragments of speech. Words carried to her by the 
wind. 

“...they’re hiding in the peaks...” 

“...we have to find them before the snow hits...” 

“...the Commander says they’re just a few bandits...” 

“...but they know the terrain better than we do...” 

Ariya smiled. A small, hard smile. She knew what it meant: 

The soldiers were afraid. Not of the students—but of the land 
itself. 

She crawled further, closing in on the camp until the voices 
grew distinct. An officer was speaking, sharp and impatient. 

“We need to move faster. The villages are silent. No one 
talks. They’re protecting these bandits.” 

Another replied: “Perhaps out of fear.” 

“Fear?” the officer hissed. “Then we’ll have to show them 
what they should really be afraid of.” 

Ariya felt something tighten inside her. Not dread. Rage. She 
knew the villages would suffer. That the soldiers would 
squeeze them. That the people would be crushed between two 
fronts. 
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She had to get back. Fast. 

But before she withdrew, she saw something that made her 
heart skip: a soldier holding a paper. A list. Names. Villages. 
Routes. Ariya couldn't make out everything, but enough to 
know: 

The soldiers were planning something. Something big. 
Something that would shake the mountains. 

She retreated, silent as a predator learned in the art of 
shadows. The mist swallowed her again, taking her into its 
arms, guiding her back to the paths only she knew. 

When she reached the hut, the students lunged to their feet 
the moment they heard her steps. Faces tight, eyes full of 
unasked questions. Ariya stepped inside, slid the door shut, 
and spoke: 

“There are many of them. But they’re nervous. They don’t 
know the land. And they’re planning something. We need to 
prepare.” 

“What are they planning?” someone asked. 

Ariya looked at him. Her gaze was calm, but lethal. 

“They want to break the villages. They want to turn the 
people against us. They want to sow terror.” 

“And what do we do?” another asked. 

Ariya sat down, the fire reflecting in her eyes. 

“We have to be faster than them. We have to be smarter than 
them. And we have to hold together—no matter what 
comes.” 
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The students looked at her. In that moment, they knew: Ariya 
wasn't just one of them. She was their voice. Their compass. 
Their courage. 

Outside, the mist pulled back, and the mountains took a deep 
breath. Something massive was coming. Something 
inevitable. 

And Ariya was ready. 

 

10 — The Race Begins 

The news of Ariya’s return rippled through the students like a 
gust of warm air on an ice-cold night. They had waited, 
hoped, feared. And now she stood before them, exhausted but 
intact, with eyes that had seen more than they told. 

The hut was charged with electric tension as Ariya mapped 
out her observations. No one interrupted. No one dared to 
breathe. 

“There are many,” she said. “But they’re on edge. They don’t 
know the country. And they don’t know who to trust.” 

The students traded looks. Some seemed relieved; others 
more strained than before. 

“What does that mean for us?” someone asked. 

Ariya sat back, hands on her knees, speaking with a stillness 
stronger than any weapon. 

“It means we have an advantage. Not through strength, but 
through knowledge. We know the mountains. We know the 
people. We know the paths they can’t see.” 

One of the radicals snorted. “Knowledge is useless if they 
punish the villages. If they incite the people against us.” 
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Ariya looked at him, her gaze so piercing that he reflexively 
lowered his head. 

“That is exactly why we must be faster than them,” she said. 
“We have to warn the villages. We have to tell them what’s 
coming. We have to show them that we are there for them—
not against them.” 

“And if they betray us?” someone whispered. 

Ariya shook her head. 

“The people don’t betray us. They feel fear. That’s something 
else. Fear isn't betrayal. Fear is human.” 

The words struck deep. Every one of them knew that fear. 
They had seen it in the eyes of their parents, heard it in the 
voices of their teachers, felt it in the whispers of the villages. 

“We have to act,” Ariya said. “But with intelligence. Not like 
an army—like a shadow. We move before they do.” 

She stood up and moved to the window. 

Outside, the snow lay like a silent shroud over the world. The 
mountains looked peaceful, but Ariya knew that peace was a 
lie. 

"The soldiers are planning something big," she said. "They 
want to break the villages. They want to force the people to 
hate us. They want to isolate us." 

"And how do we stop that?" someone asked. 
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Ariya turned. Her face was calm, but her eyes were twin 
fires. 

"By showing them we aren't their enemies. By helping them 
before the soldiers arrive. By telling them what I saw." 

The Students nodded slowly. Not out of blind obedience, but 
out of trust. 

"We split up," Ariya said. "Two go west, two south, two 
north. I take the east." 

"Alone?" one of them asked, startled. 

Ariya gave a faint smile. "I’m faster alone. And I know the 
trails there better than any of you." 

No one argued. They knew she was right. 

The group began to prep. They packed bread, water, a few 
blankets. They spoke in low, almost reverent tones, sensing 
this moment was a tectonic shift. Before they left, one of the 
students placed a hand on Ariya’s shoulder. 

"Why aren't you afraid?" 

Ariya looked at him. Her answer was as simple as it was true. 

"Because I know why we're doing it." 

Then she opened the door. The cold struck her, but she 
stepped out without hesitation. The others followed, 
scattering in different directions like sparks flying into the 
night. Above them, the sky hung heavy and grey. Below 
them, the villages waited—oblivious, vulnerable, hoping. 

Somewhere between the snow and the shadows, a silent race 
began: 
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between oppression and resistance, 

between fear and courage, 

between soldiers and students. 

Ariya led the way. Not as a hero. Not as a warrior. But as 
someone who knew that courage isn't the absence of fear—it 
is acting while the fear walks beside you. 

 

11 – Stories No One Told Out Loud 

Ariya moved through the mountains with the fluid grace of 
the terrain itself. The snow crunched underfoot, but her step 
was so light even the crows barely noticed her. The cold bit at 
her skin, but she felt nothing. Her mind was sharp, her heart 
steady, her target clear. 

The first village sat in a hollow between two hills. Smoke 
rose from the chimneys, thin and grey, like a sign of 
exhaustion. As Ariya approached, she saw the people: 
hunched backs, cautious steps, eyes that knew more shadow 
than light. 

An old man recognized her first. "Ariya… child… what are 
you doing here alone?" 

Ariya drew closer, pulled the scarf from her face, and spoke 
with quiet authority. "The soldiers are coming. They’re 
planning raids. They want to break you. You must be 
careful." 
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The people gathered around her—women with cracked 
hands, men with faces carved by the wind, children who had 
learned too young how to be still. 

"What are we supposed to do?" a woman asked. Her voice 
trembled, not from the cold, but from worry. 

Ariya looked at her, a warmth in her gaze stronger than any 
hearth. "You must stand together. No one stays alone. When 
they come, tell them nothing. They want to turn you against 
each other. Don’t let them." 

A man stepped forward, his brow deeply furrowed. "They 
call you bandits," he said. "They say you bring us danger." 

Ariya nodded slowly. "They call us bandits because they are 
afraid. Not of us—but of what we know. Of what we are. Of 
the fact that we refuse to vanish." 

The people looked at her, and something shifted in their 
expressions. Not courage—the fear was too massive for that. 
But trust. A small, silent spark of it. 

Ariya didn't stay long. Every minute was a debt. She had to 
keep moving to the next village, and the one after that. 

On the way, she heard sounds in the woods. Steps. Heavy 
boots. Soldiers. 

She dropped behind a rock, her breathing rhythmic, her pulse 
even. Three soldiers moved along the path, their voices harsh, 
their rifles held loose. 

"The next village is stubborn," one said. "They don't talk." 
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"Then we'll make them talk," the other replied. 

Ariya closed her eyes for a second. Not from fear. From pain. 
She knew what that meant. 

As the soldiers passed, she slipped away in the opposite 
direction, a shadow detaching itself from the light. She had to 
be faster. She had to warn the people before the boots 
reached them. 

The second village was smaller, poorer, more fragile. As 
Ariya arrived, she saw the hallmarks of terror: doors opened 
only a crack, children peeking from behind their mothers, 
men working with heads bowed as if trying to turn invisible. 

Ariya called them together. Her voice was calm, but it 
carried. 

"The soldiers are on their way. You must prepare. They will 
ask questions. They will apply pressure. But you must not 
turn on one another." 

An old shepherd stepped forward. His eyes were tired, but 
lucid. "Ariya… why do you do this? You’re young. You 
could leave. You could live." 

Ariya smiled. A soft, warm smile. "I do it because I want to 
live. And because I want you to live, too." 

The shepherd nodded slowly, as if finally grasping something 
he hadn't been able to understand for a long time. "You are 
brave," he said. 

Ariya shook her head. "I'm not brave. I'm just not blind." 
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She stayed a while, talking to the people, steadying them, 
giving instructions, helping them organize. Then, she moved 
out again. 

The snow thickened. 

The wind surged. 

The mountains turned black. 

But Ariya moved on. Alone. Fearless. Resolved. 

She knew the math: if she didn't go, no one would. If she 
didn't warn them, the silence would be absolute. If she didn't 
hold her ground, courage would evaporate. And somewhere, 
deep in the marrow of her bones, she knew the real fight 
hadn't even begun. 

 

12 – The Village That Stood Firm 

The flakes were heavy veils by the time Ariya reached the 
third village. The houses huddle together as if trying to share 
warmth, but the air was razor-cold, and the people colder still 
with dread. As she walked the narrow alley, doors opened 
only a crack—eyes peered out, then vanished. 

She knocked on the door of the village elder. An old man 
with a white beard opened it, his gaze sharp with suspicion 
until he recognized her. 

"You... you’re the girl from the mountains," he whispered. 
"Come in." 
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Inside, a small fire struggled. A woman prepared tea, her 
hands trembling. Two children sat in the corner, still as 
stones. Ariya sat and spoke without preamble. 

"The soldiers are on their way. They’ll be here soon. They’re 
hunting us, and they’re going to squeeze you." 

The old man let out a heavy sigh. "We’ve done nothing," he 
said. "We only want to live." 

Ariya nodded. "I know. But for them, that isn't enough. They 
want you to betray us. They want you to live in terror. They 
want you to suspect your own neighbors." 

The woman set the tea before Ariya. "What are we supposed 
to do?" 

Ariya looked at her, her voice softening but turning to iron. 
"You must hold together. No one stands alone. When they 
ask questions, answer as one. When they threaten, stay silent. 
And if they try to force you to give us up—tell them you 
don’t know us. That we were never here." 

The elder nodded slowly. "You speak like someone who has 
seen more than your years should allow." 

Ariya gave a faint smile. "I’ve only learned not to be blind." 

She stayed for a while, steadying them, giving instructions. 
Then, she moved out again. 

But she had barely cleared the village perimeter when a 
sound caught her: 
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Voices. 

Commands. 

The metallic clatter of rifles. 

Soldiers. 

She dropped behind a jagged rock, watching a squad of ten 
men crest the slope. Their steps were heavy, their faces taut. 
They didn't know the terrain. They didn't know the people. 
They only knew their orders. 

"Search the village," the officer barked. "No one in or out." 

Ariya knew she had to act. Not with force—with speed. 

She bolted up the slope, leaping over stones, gliding across 
the crust of the snow as if she were a ghost of the peaks. Her 
breath was rhythmic, her body weightless, her mind a cold 
lens. She reached the village heart before the boots did. 

"They're coming!" she hissed. "Everyone inside! Lock the 
doors! No one speaks to them alone!" 

The people moved instantly. Not out of bravery—but out of 
trust. 

When the soldiers marched in, the village was silent, but it 
wasn't panicked. The people stood together, shoulder to 
shoulder, as if they shared a single pulse. 

The officer stepped forward. "We are looking for bandits," he 
said. "We know they were here." 

The village elder stepped out, his voice level. "No one has 
been here." 

"Lies!" the officer spat. 
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But the people remained still. No one flinched. No one 
lowered their eyes. 

Ariya watched from the periphery, hidden behind a stable. 
She saw the tension, the raw danger, the vibrating fear. But 
she saw something else: 

Dignity. 

The soldiers ransacked the houses, found nothing, and grew 
restless, frustrated. The officer ground his teeth. 

"They’re protecting them," he muttered. "We’ll be back." 

Then they retreated. 

Only when the sound of their boots faded did the village 
breathe. Women wept softly. Men sank to their knees. 
Children clung to their mothers’ skirts. 

Ariya stepped out from the shadows. The people looked at 
her as if she had materialized from the mist itself. The elder 
approached her. 

"You saved us," he said. 

Ariya shook her head. "No. You saved yourselves. I only 
showed you that you could." 

The people stared at her, and something new lived in their 
eyes. Not just fear. Not just worry. But respect. And a small, 
flickering spark of courage. 

Ariya knew this was merely the prologue. The soldiers would 
return. The mountains would bear witness to things no one 
wanted to see. 
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But she also knew: as long as the people held together, there 
was hope. And as long as Ariya kept walking, there was a 
way. 

 

13 – Signs in the Mountains 

The snow had stopped, but the cold remained. It lay over the 
peaks like an invisible weight, heavy and unmoving. Ariya 
had been on the move for hours, her steps sure, her breathing 
rhythmic. She knew the soldiers were close. She also knew 
the villages were out of time. 

When she reached the hut where the Students were supposed 
to meet, it was empty. Only the charred wood in the stove 
revealed they had been there recently. Ariya knelt, touching 
the ash. 

Still warm. 

They were under pressure. They had been forced to move. 
And they had been afraid. 

But Ariya remained still. She sat on a stone, closed her eyes, 
and listened. The wind carried sounds—indistinct, but 
enough to mark a direction. 

She followed them. 

After half an hour, she found the group. They had taken cover 
in a hollow between rocks that jagged out of the ground like 
broken teeth. When they saw Ariya, they stood instantly. 

"Ariya!" one cried. "We thought you were..." 

"I am here," she said calmly. "What happened?" 
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The faces of the Students were taut. One of the radicals 
stepped forward. 

"The soldiers were in the western village. They asked 
questions. They threatened. They said they’d return—with 
more men." 

Ariya nodded. She had expected it. 

"And the people?" 

"They stayed silent," another said. "They didn't betray us." 

Ariya closed her eyes for a moment. A silent thank you. Then 
she raised her head. 

"It means the soldiers will strike harder. They will squeeze 
them. They will try to break the villages." 

"What do we do?" one of the younger ones asked, his voice 
trembling slightly. 

Ariya looked at him, her voice as steady as water. 

"We have to outrun them. We must warn the villages before 
the soldiers reach them. We have to tell them how to act. And 
we have to show them they aren't alone." 

One of the radicals snorted. 

"Warn, warn, warn—it’s not enough! We have to act! We 
have to show them we aren't running away!" 

Ariya took a step toward him. Not aggressive. Precise. 

"And what will you do?" she asked. "Fight twenty soldiers? 
Fifty? A hundred? With what? With courage? With rage?" 

The radical fell silent. His hands shook. Ariya continued, her 
voice low but sharp as a blade. 
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"If we fight, we lose. If we act blindly, we lose. If we let their 
violence infect us, we lose. But if we are smart—if we are 
faster—if we hold together—then we have a chance." 

The group was silent. Not out of fear, but out of recognition. 
Ariya sat on a rock, pulled her knees to her chest, and stared 
into the distance. 

"I saw their plans," she said. "They want to turn the villages 
against each other. They want the people to fear us. They 
want us isolated." 

"And how do we prevent that?" 

Ariya looked at him. 

"By showing them we are not their enemies. By helping 
them. By listening to them. By being there before the soldiers 
arrive." 

Another nodded slowly. "You mean... we have to be faster 
than them." 

"Yes," Ariya said. "We have to be everywhere they are not. 
We have to know what they’re doing before they do it. We 
have to use the mountains—they are our ally." 

The Students looked at her, and something new lived in their 
eyes. Not just respect. Not just trust. But the realization that 
Ariya was more than a comrade. 

She was their lead. Not through power. Not through noise. 
But through clarity. 
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"We split up again," Ariya said. "But this time, we stay in 
contact. Everyone leaves signs on the old trees. Three 
marks—safe. Two marks—danger. One mark—disappear 
immediately." 

The Students nodded. It was a system only the mountains 
knew. Only those born here. 

"And you?" one asked. 

Ariya stood up. Her gaze was calm, but resolute. 

"I go where they will search the hardest." 

"Alone?" 

Ariya gave a faint smile. "I’m faster alone." 

The group was silent. Not out of doubt—but out of 
admiration. Ariya pulled her scarf tighter around her head, 
took a step back, and said: 

"We will meet again. And if not—keep going. No matter 
what happens." 

Then she vanished between the rocks, as silent as a shadow. 
The Students watched her go. 

One of them whispered: "She is braver than all of us." 

The eldest replied: "No. She is just clearer. And clarity is the 
greatest courage." 
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14 – The Map of Wounds 

For weeks, the Students had been meeting after dark in a 
deserted granary on the outskirts of Dersim—an ancient stone 
building that once protected grain and now hid knowledge 
that was forbidden to be taught. 

The space was organized by Tekoşîn, an underground group 
whose name meant "Struggle" and "Resistance." The 
Students had only recently learned that Tekoşîn was more 
than a rumor; it was a network of people teaching in secret 
because the truth found no room elsewhere. 

Tekoşîn knew the trails that no one patrolled, and the people 
who opened doors when the world outside grew too loud. 
And so, this granary had become a classroom—a place where 
one whispered what elsewhere could not even be thought. 

That evening, the silence was deeper than usual. 

The snow muffled every sound, even the boots of the soldiers 
patrolling the valley floor. Inside, a single kerosene lamp 
flickered. Its light was weak but warm, enough to illuminate 
the faces of the Students—young faces that were growing old 
in these nights. 

The woman Tekoşîn had sent was already waiting. No one 
knew exactly who she was. Some said she had been a teacher 
before they banned her from the craft. Others claimed she had 
lived in the mountains long enough to know what existed in 
no textbook. She never introduced herself. She only spoke 
when necessary. 
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On the floor lay a map. 

Yellowed. 

Tattered at the edges. 

A piece of paper that had endured more than any of them. 

"Sit," she said softly. 

The Students formed a circle. University hours were long 
over, but here, the true lesson began. The woman knelt by the 
map and traced the paper with her fingertips, as if exposing 
an old scar. 

"This is Kurdistan," she said. "Not the one they showed you 
in school. This." 

She pointed to the lines that ran like cuts through the 
mountains: Syria. Iraq. Iran. Turkey and Azerbaijan. Borders 
drawn by others. Borders that tore them apart. 

"We are one people," she said. "But we live in five pieces. 
Each piece fights to survive." 

The Students were silent. Some were seeing for the first time 
how vast their land was. How small they had been made. 
Ariya felt something fracture inside her—a pain that wasn't 
new, only finally visible. A pain older than her, older than her 
parents, older than the map itself. 

"Why did no one tell us?" someone asked. 

The woman gave a tragic smile. "Because knowledge is 
dangerous. And a people who know who they are no longer 
obey." 



 

47 

Outside, the snow continued to fall—silent, patient. Inside, 
something began that could no longer be stopped. 

 

 

15 – A Path of No Return 

The next morning, the air was clear, sharp as a blade. The 
Students stood outside the hut, each alone with their thoughts. 
The map still lay on the table, as if waiting. 

Ariya stepped out, hands in her pockets, her gaze fixed on the 
peaks. She knew something had shifted within her. Not a 
sudden snap, but a fire growing slow and inexorable. 

The woman from Tekoşîn approached them. "You have seen 
what was hidden from you. But knowledge alone is not 
enough. You must decide what to do with it." 

No one answered. But their faces held that same alloy of fear 
and clarity. 

"It will not be easy," she said. "You will lose friends. 
Families. Perhaps your lives. But if you do nothing, you lose 
everything." 

Ariya looked at her friends. Some trembled. Some stood like 
monoliths. Yet she knew: they all felt the same pull. 

"I am going," Ariya said. Her voice was calm—almost too 
calm. "I can no longer act as if I know nothing." 
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One by one, the others succumbed to the truth. Not loud, not 
heroic. Just a silent consensus that weighed heavier than any 
vow. 

The woman from Tekoşîn watched them for a long time. 
"Then your path begins today." 

And so the decision was made—not in a moment of rage, but 
in a moment of truth. A step that severed them from their old 
lives and led them into a new one they could not yet fathom. 

 

 

16 – Part of Something Greater 

When Ariya and the Students gathered again in the hollow, a 
weight hung in the air that did not come from the cold. It was 
the weight of a knowledge that could not be undone. The 
mountains stood still, as if they themselves were listening for 
what had to be said. 

Ariya stepped into the center of the group. She didn't look 
larger than usual, nor louder, nor harder. But something in 
her posture had transformed. She stood like someone who 
had seen the world—and now knew it was bigger than any 
one of them. 

"We must decide who we are," she began. Her voice was 
quiet, but it carried. "We fought for Dersim. For our villages. 
For our language. But now we know our struggle is part of a 
larger whole." 



 

49 

The Students listened—silent, grave. No one dared interrupt. 

"Tekoşîn, a Kurdish movement fighting for the freedom, 
unity, and independence of Kurdistan, has shown us that 
Kurdistan is not just a word. It is a land. A people. A divided 
body trying for generations to become whole and fully 
independent again." She looked around the circle, her eyes 
lingering on every single face. "We were young and foolish," 
she said. "We thought the world ended at our mountains. But 
the world begins there." 

A low murmur rippled through the group. Not of doubt—but 
of tectonic shift. 

The eldest stepped forward. "And what shall we do, Ariya?" 

Ariya took a deep breath. "We must keep fighting. But not 
blindly. Not just for ourselves. We must become part of 
something greater. Not just autonomy—but freedom. Not just 
for Dersim—but for Kurdistan." 

The radicals traded looks. Their rage was still there, but it had 
found a new vector. A direction grander than revenge. 

"And how?" one asked. "We are few. We have almost no 
weapons. We have only words." 

Ariya gave a faint smile. "Words are stronger than you think. 
Words move people. People move mountains. And mountains 
move history." 

She knelt and drew the lines in the snow once more—the 
peaks, the valleys, the rivers. The map she had seen now 
lived in her hands. 
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"We will not win today. Not tomorrow. Perhaps not even in 
our lifetime. But we can begin something. Something larger 
than us." 

The Students looked at her, and in their eyes was something 
new: Maturity. Responsibility. A silent oath. 

"We will protect the villages," Ariya said. "We will warn the 
people. We will spread the knowledge. We will network. And 
when the time comes—we will be ready." 

The wind swept over the hollow, and the snow glistened in 
the pale light. It was as if nature itself were eavesdropping. 

Ariya stood up. "This is not the end," she said. 

"It is the beginning." 

The Students nodded. Not out of duty—but out of conviction. 
They knew their path was haunted by danger. They knew 
they would be hunted. They knew they would make mistakes. 
They knew they might lose. 

But they also knew: 

They were no longer alone. 

No longer blind. 

No longer small. 

Ariya looked toward the peaks, rising like dark sentinels 
above them. 

"Come," she said. "We have work to do." 

And so they set out— 
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not as scattered youths, 

not as bandits, 

not as lost souls, 

but as a fragment of a people beginning to recognize itself. 

The mountains took them in. 

The snow swallowed their tracks. 

And somewhere deep in the earth, something began to grow 
that could no longer be contained. 

 

17 – First Steps of the Peshmerga 

Ariya and her group joined the organization Tekoşîn. The 
first days were a period of silence, a cautious treading into a 
new world. Men and women moved between the rocks like 
shadows—resolute, vigilant, marked by years in the 
underground. No one asked questions. Everyone knew why 
the others were there. 

On the third morning, they received their equipment. A 
veteran fighter placed the clothes of the Peshmerga into 
Ariya’s hands—the coarse weave, the earthy scent, the 
Kurdish flag on the sleeve: red, green, white, with the sun at 
its heart. She traced it with her fingers, as if touching for the 
first time something that had always belonged to her. 

"From now on, you are no longer just students," the man said. 
"You are part of a people that refuses to vanish." 

Then he handed them the Kalashnikov AKM. The metal was 
cold, heavy, alien and yet familiar, as if it had been waiting 
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for them. Ariya felt a shift inside her—not of courage, not of 
fear, but a silent, tempered realization: there was no way 
back. 

The days that followed were a relentless stream of training, 
marches, map studies, and whispered conversations. Tekoşîn 
did not just prepare them for combat; they prepared them for 
a consciousness. They learned where Kurdistan began and 
where it had been torn apart. They learned the names of cities 
they had never been taught, the legends of the peaks, the 
borders drawn by others. 

At night, when the fire burned low and the wind prowled 
through the gorges, they listened to the elder fighters. They 
spoke of colonialists, of lost villages, of languages meant to 
be silenced. Ariya listened, and every word carved itself 
deeper into her. 

One evening, she stood on a rocky ledge. Below her lay the 
valley, black and vast, the stars flickering like the scattered 
sparks of an ancient fire. Behind her, one of her group 
approached quietly. 

"Do you think we’re ready?" he asked. 

Ariya did not answer immediately. She looked into the 
darkness where, somewhere, the roads of the occupiers ran—
the barracks, the checkpoints, the voices telling them who 
they were meant to be. 

"Ready?" she said finally. "Perhaps not. But we go anyway." 
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And so the struggle against the colonialists gathered pace—
not with a great roar, but with one step, then another, and the 
knowledge that every step reclaimed a piece of their land. 

 

Epilogue 

Many years later, stories were told in the villages of a winter 
when the mountains themselves seemed to speak. 

Of a group of young people who had no weapons, but had 
courage. 
Of a time when fear was vast—and hope was small. 
And of a girl named Ariya, who knew no fear. 
 
They said she was wise as an ancient sage, 
brave as a warrior, 
still as a mountain lake. 
 
They said she understood the mountains. 
And the people. 
And history. 
 
They said she had started something greater than herself. 
 
And some even said 
that one day, freedom would bear her name. 
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Afterword 

This story does not speak of victors or the vanquished. 
Not of heroes or enemies. 
But of people who, in a time of darkness, tried to find light. 
Of youths who grew up too soon. 
Of villages crushed between front lines. 
Of a people who had to learn to see themselves. 
 
And of Ariya— 
who reminds us 
that courage is not the absence of fear, 
but acting while the fear walks beside you. 
 
This is not an end. 
It is an echo. 
A whisper from the mountains. 
A spark being passed on. 
 
As long as someone reads this story, 
Ariya’s path lives on. 

 

©Alan Lezan … 12.02.2026 
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expression of my appreciation… 


