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Mehmet Ali Güner

Was born in 1958 in Turkey/Kahramanmaraş/ Afşin. During this difficult period, he attended primary school in the village. His family settled in Adana/Kadirli due to a forced migration due to economic problems. During the years when malaria took his life, he attended secondary and high school in Kadirli. During these years, social opposition joined. During his secondary school years, he witnessed the arrest of his teachers. Although he attended several different universities, he had to drop out for economic reasons. He studied at Adana Education Institute, then Atatürk University, and then computer specialization at METU.

He has published 5 novels, 12 short stories, 2 poems, 2 essays

––––––––

The writer, who still lives in Edirne, has a daughter.
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To love...
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How many cities can a person change? For the sake of love.

How many mountains can be crossed? How far can one go to make their eyes meet? How fast can one go to arrive sooner? How many strokes can one take in the sea they know as a harbor? How many oceans can a person cross? How many days can they whiten, how many nights can they turn into mornings? How many places can a person change because they are not a tree? How many steps can they take away from their loved one, but not being loved in return?
How many people can they know? How many clothes can they wear out? How many ideas can they change, how many movies can they watch to forget? 
How many perfumes can the heart finish, how many stories can it start? Subsequently, how many lines can they write in the book of fate? 

How many days must pass to say "I forgot, even if it was hard"? How many worldly possessions can a person wear out? How many ships can they miss because they were late? How many flowers can they forget to water? How many times can a loving heart make a new paragraph? How many times can they erase what they've written? How many times can they be afraid of their words getting stuck in their mouths? How many times can they withdraw from everything in life...
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Loneliness and Beyond
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He was so lonely that if a mountain fell on him, he would still carry someone sturdy inside him. During such times, he always wanted to walk. Walking was a habit that had remained from his childhood. He didn't know where his steps would take him. He just walked and had surrendered himself to himself. He was content to go wherever he ended up. While trying to escape from this being living inside him, he became more and more captive to it with each step. Adana had always been an attractive, gray city. The city of the lonely and the crowds... As the crowds increased, one's loneliness seemed to multiply as well. Raindrops were falling one by one from the clouds to the ground. They embraced each other like two friends reuniting. Although it hadn't been a long time, it felt as if they had been separated for a century. The meeting of Çukurova with water had sometimes even become the subject of epics.

This meeting always spread beautiful scents. The smell of the earth was in need of rain. The wind blew as it wished. It seemed to have a demeanor as if it were angry at something. As if it had declared war on the unknown. Whatever came in its way, it picked it up and tossed it aside. The wind turned its face, wet with raindrops, and closed its eyes. Thousands of thoughts crossed my mind as the wind caressed my face. It paid no attention to the rain or the wind. It just felt sad. And it tried to find the source of this sadness. "You suffer because you love her. You suffer because you can't do without her. You suffer because you can't love the one next to you properly. You suffer while trying to make your beloved happy, scattering smiles outside while your heart bleeds. You can't forget her nor can you love the one beside you," it thought about the past. How many pains there were about the past, it turned out that it had lived for years only by suffering.
––––––––
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There was a tea house nearby. Generally, it was frequented by old people and retirees who had been thrown out of their homes by their daughters-in-law or ungrateful children, spending the entire day outside. It decided to go there. When it entered, the smell of freshly brewed tea greeted it. A few curious pairs of eyes turned towards it, and after sizing it up, they began to talk to each other again like people who had satisfied their curiosity. Since it was early in the morning, there weren't many people inside. It was a small tea house consisting of seven or eight tables. Burgundy plain tablecloths were spread over the tables, and the chairs were quite old.  He moved to a table in the corner and quietly sat down in the chair. He ordered a glass of tea. As he took a warm sip from his cup, he reached into the inner pocket of his coat and pulled out the book "I Wore Chains of Longing" by Ahmet Arif and read the following lines again:
"the first loves have lost their charm, lost are the kisses, there’s no share, from the evenings that suddenly descend,
A glass, a cigarette, if only I could describe you, your absence is another name for hell,
I am cold, don’t close your eyes..."
Outside, rain was pouring down heavily... And old friends, thrown out by a bride or an ungrateful child, were chatting with each other. Sad conversations... Among so many people whose words contradicted their thoughts, he thought about his future. He tried very hard not to be sad when parting there... but he parted.  
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Not belonging to this Age
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A wise man raised me when I was 80 years old. We had a garden. And a small workshop under our house.
We would light a fire together. We would break wood and play with scorpions. I would read him books, and he would listen.
He would repair things in that workshop, and I would watch.
I would fight, and he would watch. We would talk, not like a child and an old man, but like two adults.
We laughed a lot, sometimes he would cry looking at what was happening in the world. He had a black notebook where he wrote the names of his deceased friends. I had a white mind where I wrote the names of the friends I met.
––––––––
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Then he died, I buried him. Along with him, my memories and my childhood.
Suddenly everything accelerated. Days seemed to last much shorter. I went to schools, established businesses, I accomplished everything I could, everything I needed. I’m sure he would have been proud if he could see.
But the bow-tied scientists said he wasn’t watching me from above, that he was waiting to become oil underground after a while.
Some anti-romantic realities.
I continued.
Popular locations, famous restaurants, meats sealed at 800 degrees, halfway between a crematorium and wooden plates with aesthetic blood channels.
Men in ties with stale conversations, discussions targeting money, loans.
Smartphones, social media sites progressing with display logic, aesthetically addicted women searching for sculptors, luxury rental cars, creative or unoriginal, risk-free ideas based on the most popular.
Performance-based temporary relationships, single-serving nameless relationships, people who can only "tolerate" each other.
Flavorless foods mass-produced with an idea logic. Engineering marvel foods that resemble shape x but do not taste like x.
Homogenized designs, art progressing solely with commercial concerns, aesthetics based on function.
An unnecessary tempo, people eager to acquire new addictions, millions who think they are the first.
Bulldozers demolishing houses with countless memories in their gardens, gray apartments reminiscent of old Soviet architecture.
Children who have never seen the street, children whose balconies have even been taken away, childless streets.
Schools costing 1,000,000 papels a year, private cars, drivers.
Sports once fought for ambition, determination, and honor, now flips done for contracts, capital-based belongings.
And many more.
Right now, I've slowed down the tempo a bit. I’m lighting more fires; oak wood gives a wonderful aroma to the meat. Sometimes I chop wood; it's good therapy. But I don't see many scorpions around.
Actually, I play the 21st century well. Achieving anything under today's conditions doesn’t seem very difficult.
But loving this age seems harder than succeeding in it.

"There is no such thing as a bad fate; there is the 21st century. And this century can even drive a butterfly to suicide."
Whoever you ask does not feel like a person of their time; no one feels they belong to the era they live in. Sometimes I come across this in the books and words of writers I love dearly. 
They lament that they do not feel a part of their own time. I think we always long for the past. Either we were truly created with this mindset, or we simply do not know how to live now, we cannot manage it. Cicero said in his book On Old Age: "For those who lack the ability to live well and happily, every era is burdensome." Perhaps this is indeed the case.
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Tears of Silence...
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We could never fit into this world. We couldn't take refuge in any human mind. At every corner, there is a regret, and on every sidewalk, the corpse of a hope. The night is not like the night, far from being like the morning. Just as May arrived, we fell back to February; just as winter ended, we turned our backs on summer.
Our voice didn’t multiply as we called the name of love, nor did love echo in our voice. Time slipped away from our eyelashes, and we couldn't hold that last drop. Someone said madness is not to be praised, unaware of their own insanity. Our minds couldn't even grasp madness. We quietly died without learning to live; even death did not smile at us.
––––––––
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Now, neither flowers bloom in gardens nor do birds sing on the telegraph wires. A gray smoke envelops our dreams, and our dreams crumble in whose hands, who knows.
Come on, don’t be silent anymore, great god of absence, strike a match and let it burn whatever there is. Instead of rotting away like this, let’s die in an instant with our honor...
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