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**Taking Sides with a Writer**

I have always maintained my principle of "not remaining neutral when it comes to choosing a writer to read." Perhaps due to the over fifty years I have spent grappling with my own writings and those I have read, I have developed evaluations based on the universal responsibilities that writers and their works carry: 

- I find writers (regardless of their names) and their writings worthless if they are believed to write in favor of the powerful, the dominant, or the influential for their own benefit, yet are entirely serving their interests and goals. 

- I detest writers and writings that are made famous through fake relationships and promotional campaigns funded by dirty money. 

- I approach with skepticism those writers who meander in their storytelling, tire the reader, and exhibit a selfishness in prioritizing their predetermined personal narrative over that of the reader or anyone else.

My main opposition is that while criticizing the decay and corruption of popular culture when speaking, they act contrary to this with their writings, contributing to the reinforcement of popular culture that wastes time on writing efforts... When it comes to their own work, they are the writers who advocate that "labor is the highest value," but overlook the labor of others.

I stand with Mehmet Ali Güner. Because... None of the negative traits I listed above for a writer are present in Mehmet Ali Güner. In contrast, alongside his uncertain source of talent, he possesses the qualities that the average reader seeks or should seek: - He is not constrained within himself. - He has completed his apprenticeship and journeyman phase in writing in the climate and geography of the fertile lands where dozens of writers who "open a window to the world from Çukurova" have been nurtured and developed, amidst the wild north winds, cool breezes, dust clouds, and torrential rains, in the environment of rivers whose origins and destinations are unknown.

- The topics he chooses are realistic. He selects the characters in his writings from those who stand for labor, those who have been wronged, the oppressed, the resistors, and those who stubbornly advocate universal values above all beliefs. - His technique is such that readers of varying educational levels can understand and evaluate it, and his creative narratives ensure that what he writes is memorable. These qualities are what place Mehmet Ali Güner among the undeniable master writers. It is for these reasons that I support Mehmet Ali Güner's authorship and his writings.

Recai Oktan  

Journalist-Writer  
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Two years after I was born, in 1960, the country's prime minister and two ministers were executed. I was a middle school student in the 1970s. I witnessed the massacre of Mahir Çayan and his comrades in Kızıldere, as well as the executions of Deniz, Yusuf, and Hüseyin.

During my high school years, my political awareness began to develop. These were the years when I dreamed of revolution every night, only to experience disappointment each morning. My next school after high school was Adana Education Institute (1976-1979). The stones were already being laid on the path leading to the fascist coup of September 12. I was a student between 1976 and 1979. Massacres, assassinations, deaths...

These were the most tragic years of my life. It was a period when the pains, whose reasons and purposes were incomprehensible, intensified.

At the same time, these were the years when I was giving blood every night, as my blood was running out.

On September 12, 1980, following a fascist military coup, thousands of people were arrested, thrown into prisons, exiled, and killed. It was a time when executions, disappearances, and deaths from torture became normalized, and the state officially spilled blood. It was a time when informants thrived, and everyone was betraying one another. However, these were also the years of resistance that upheld human dignity.

In the early years of my teaching career, I encountered the junta. While the junta was spreading terror, I was a teacher; I belonged to one of the professions that suffered the most. These were the years when I witnessed the deaths of my colleagues who fell victim to the junta's wrath. Erzurum and Van in the 1980s were difficult years. The 1990s were again marked by disappearances and inhumane practices in prisons.

We are all living through the years after the 2000s together today. As I witness what is happening now, I can't help but think, "I wish I had fought for human rights instead of a revolutionary struggle.",,,,,,,


















"There is nothing that a free person thinks about less than death."

Bach Spinoza
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​The Legend Of Karakuz
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A legend is told from time to time from the blindest darkness of the night to those who live in Karakuz . Every night it was whispered in the ears in dreams and people woke up without knowing the reason that made them uneasy. Time has passed, many people have woken up at night. This went on every night, and people started to go to the healers. Incense was burned, rituals were held, thanksgiving was offered, prayers were recited, but in vain. Something was bothering them.

Eventually, the people began to blame the spirits for this unrest. Because there could be no other explanation. They tried for a long time, but they could not find what was disturbing the spirits.

One day, a boy woke up in the night to see something passing by his window, and he immediately jumped up to see what was happening.

He was both frightened and curious about what he saw, and he saw that this thing, which entered every house, caused people to wake up. The boy became very curious and intended to leave the house, but he heard his parents talking and went to bed and pretended to be asleep. After his parents kissed the child and closed the door, he jumped out of bed and looked out of the window. When he didn't see the thing, he went back to bed and went to sleep.

As soon as morning came, he went out into the garden to play, and when he saw his grandfather sitting, he immediately climbed on top of him. His grandfather was startled and started playing with the boy. As laughter sparked, they realized they were thirsty and drank water. The boy asked:

- Grandpa, why do we all wake up all the time?

- Because of the spirit of the book, my son. He visits us every night.

- What's the spirit of the book?

- The Book Spirit is the spirit that makes you feel, love, and finish the books you read. Sometimes it makes people see themselves in books, and sometimes it makes them hate them.

- Why does it make you hate?

- Because some people pretend to read books just to brag about them. It's not enough, everyone wants everyone to read the same book and excludes those who don't or criticize that book. It also prepares traps for those who try to read each book. Because every book has to wait for its time. It should not be read prematurely. Knowing this, the spirit of the book sometimes makes you leave the book unfinished. Of course, this does not please the spirit of the book, but this is not the reason why it comes.

- Why is it coming?

- Because people buy more books than they will read and sometimes leave it unfinished. That means books lose their souls.

- But you specifically said that you did.

- Yes, but this time, because people are immersed in other things, they get bored with books and leave them all the time. Each time, they move on to new books and leave them as well. For this reason, the spirit of the book comes every night and haunts them.

People are also angry about this, but they don't even think of reading books. 

Leaving so many books unfinished kills the soul of each book and contributes to their death quietly in the graveyard of unfinished books. There will always be books to leave unfinished. You can finish a book as long as the spirit of a book allows, but you shouldn't finish it just for the sake of finishing it. For some books, you have to be mature.

- And where is this cemetery?

- In the hearts and minds of people. Every unfinished book is buried in people. Some are reversible because their time has come, but some can never be reversed. Because those souls have perished.

- But why do they disappear?

- You know, I said you hate some books, people never return to those books. Some of them do not return because they affect them very deeply, and every time they do not return, the heart of the book breaks and they pass away from the world. You can tell this by the fact that the books are so old. Its leaves fall off.

- But if the cemetery is in our minds and hearts, then who was it that I saw at night?

- It was a reflection of his own mind. You always want to emulate people's books and have such libraries. And the light of the night showed you your dream because you dreamed of stealing those books. You also achieved it in your dreams.

The boy thought. He didn't seem satisfied with the answer. As he left his grandfather's side, he remembered the books he had left unfinished and asked.

- And are the books I left unfinished in that cemetery?

- Yes, but you can revert them if you want.

The boy went to his room with a smile and began to read the books he had left unfinished. He read a few of the books until the evening. When his mother knocked on his door for a goodnight kiss, he realized it was night and went to bed. After his mother kissed him and left, sleep did not enter his eyes. He went to stargaze by the window and saw one. It was his grandfather. He was breaking into people's homes and disturbing them. That evening he realized that the spirit of the books was his grandfather, and that he called out to his bookshelf in the morning before going to sleep to ask about it.

- The spirit of books is at work again. Good night, beautiful souls.....

I leave the bus stop and walk to my car. I look at the dead leaves on the ground. I think that if we were in Paris, the leaves would have been swept away long ago. However, in Geneva, which is a much richer city, the leaves remain in place.
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According to a psychiatrist; 'Real patients don't go to the psychiatrist, real patients go to the sick!'

It was the unhappiest day of his life, as if he was on the verge of extinction. Moreover, he had not been able to sleep for several days. He had been through so much in a short period of time. He couldn't sleep, he didn't feel the need to eat, he felt like he was cut off from social life. He couldn't fit in anywhere, it was a senseless escape. He was very impressed by a book he read. He stopped reading books. I saw that he took sleeping pills that were not going to happen. The drug had affected him so much that he went to bed early.

He found himself smoking a cigarette in the garden of a mental hospital. She made eye contact with a man who was acting quite normal, thinking he was in his forties. Although he turned his head in the opposite direction a few times, he never took his eyes off him. As far as he could tell from his clothes, he was a guest there, and he did not have the language to call him sick. 

Dressed neatly, wearing a tie and a suit, he did not give the image of a patient at all. We looked at each other so often that it was as if they were getting closer to each other. At first he hesitated a little, then he gathered his courage and approached him with small steps.

His mustache and fingers were so pale from smoking that it was as if henna had been burned.

The deep and distinct lifelines on his face had turned his face to a map of physical geography. His eyes were buried in the pit, and the area around his eyes was darkened as if he had squeezed. Lowering his head as if to describe his experiences in his innocent and sad gaze, he immediately said, "Give me a cigarette." As he handed him the cigarette, he said, "Why are you here?" He lit his cigarette and stared at it without blinking. They made eye contact many times as they peeped at each other out of curiosity. They were agitated, but it was not clear who was agitated. He was determined not to speak, even though he had said a few things. I would have thought it was garnet if he hadn't just asked for it. He thought to himself, "Look at the madman's hardness, he wants to fit and he doesn't want to put me in his place and talk to me."

Wishing him a "good day", he decided to walk away. Maybe I disturbed him by asking the wrong question, maybe I annoyed him, or I don't know, the guy is crazy!" she thought to herself. In fact, he was nervous. "Should I feel sorry for him or myself?" he thought. He was just walking away from there;

"Why aren't you here?" he
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