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Mehmet Ali Guner

Mehmet Ali Guner

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 was at the forefront of getting teachers to unionize.

Most recently, he did not remain silent when he witnessed the exploitation of teachers working in the private sector while working at Beykent University.

Oh well. His two books, Our Lesson Tomorrow Children and Truth to Hell, have been published.

The writer, who still lives in Edirne, has a daughter.
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When you wake up in the morning, you turn on the news, somewhere is bombed, someone has died, a woman has been killed.....

You take your newspaper with you on your way to work, you look at it, someone has stolen it, whisked it, turned the corner. Some of them are fed from garbage, they need a loaf of bread.

It's lunch break, you go online, I don't know where the heart-wrenching drama, a grieving mother, molestation and rape of a child... 

People who beg on their way home in the evening sacrifice their lives for the sake of bread, commit suicide out of poverty. On the other hand, luxury vehicles that do not give way to each other, those who do not like to eat in these vehicles......

You went home again with damn TV, martyrs' funerals, murders, snatchings, fires, cruel people attacking animals.....

One day, being a spectator starts to hurt, a state of distress and depression inside you, you go to the cinema and you can't have fun, while laughing, a pain suddenly sticks in the middle of your heart, a taste like death burns your throat.

In the end, you say, you have to put an end to it, do something, enough is enough...

And then you look back at yourself, and all of a sudden, lightning flashes in your brain. It is difficult to see the truth first, those around you who do not know what you are worth have always helped you deceive yourself by saying "you are very good"......

However, the truth shows that you are right in the middle of what you are watching... It turns out that it was your choice to be a spectator. If you take a look at what is happening in your own intervention circle, if you try to smooth out the problems in your own apartment, you will encounter others who intersect with your circle and support each other. Maybe helping an aunt whose market bag is heavy, asking for her receipt after shopping, I don't know, carrying a garbage in her pocket until you see a trash can, etc. If you're not doing the things you can do in your own apartment, if you're making your own apartment so small that you can make it smaller, and you're conscientiously masturbating, what's the point of cursing at what you're watching... 

Maybe no matter what you do, you won't be able to prevent many things, but the main thing that is difficult for me is to be a spectator to yourself...
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Being a Magician or a Spectator 
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Each person chooses to be either a magician or a bystander in their own world. 

When you're a spectator, everyone in your life plays the role of a magician. There is no exception to this situation. As long as you agree to be a spectator, everyone is looking for a way to fool you at a low/mid/high level in some way.

Choosing to be a magician, on the other hand, requires skill. The consequences of failure are severe. You lose people's trust. As long as you are successful, you will satisfy your ego and continue on your way.

Being a spectator or a magician is a choice. The one thing I've seen in my life is that magicians have always looked for an audience.

I've never had the feeling of a magician, because I've always been a spectator.
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A Man and a Conscience 
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One day, he walks through the bus station in Istanbul. An aunt approaches her with her son and starts crying. "My son is hungry, my son. What about a meal money," he says. Ismail, of course, is entangled in his hands. Is it easy, my child is hungry, the woman says. Ismail has no cash in his pocket. "Wait two minutes, auntie," he says. He runs to the cash machine and withdraws some money and gives it to her. Then he takes care of some business in Şişli and returns to the bus station.

A police officer grabbed the woman to whom Ismail had given money, dragged her to the hood of the police vehicle and put her in the vehicle. "No, Mr. Officer," he asks the policeman. Dude, we can't cope. The wealth of the dishonored buys you and me. They keep being tomato paste to the nation, how many times we bought it, it didn't help. Don't give them money," the officer said. Ismail says, "No, I won't give it to you anyway." and walks away.

Towards evening, Ismail arrives in Edirne from Istanbul. As he started to walk towards his house near the bus station in Edirne, two young men approached him. "Brother, if you don't misunderstand, I'll tell you something. I came here to work from Erzurum. They didn't give me a job. I don't want money. If you can buy me a meal, I'll pray for you." Based on his experience at noon in our Ismail, he says, "No, my brother, my money" and moves away from the young people.

He walks away, but the feeling called "conscience" haunts Ismail. He starts to think, "Dude, what if the guys are telling the truth. If you don't help a person who says they're hungry, you're one of the people who starve. Those who taught you did not teach you like that. And that's it; Let him lie, what will happen? What if you were deceived? What effect will it have on you? What if it's true! What if he's hungry, guys." Of course, his conscience does not allow him to turn away from Ismail and the door of the house. Would a person be deliberately starved? Doesn't the very possibility of it make a person cruel?

He goes back to the bus station again. He calls the young people there and apologizes. He says that he had such an attitude because of the incident that he experienced at noon, that he is not normally that kind of person. He tells the young people, "Let's have a meal," and they go to a restaurant near the bus station.

Meals are eaten and conversations are held in the restaurant. The employees came to work from the country, and the man who brought them did not give them a job. He says that they have no money left and that they will return to their homeland. Ishmael asks, "You don't have money, how are you going to get back?"

Young people say, "Brother, we're going to look at the shape. Let's spend tonight. God bless you tomorrow." This is Ishmael; For one thing, he believed and trusted the young people. He says, "No way, let's go buy your tickets." They go to the bus station. They look; Direct ticket to Erzurum for the next day. "Stay with me tonight," Ishmael tells the youth. "Thank you, brother, God bless you, you buy us a ticket close to Erzurum and we will pass through there." Ismail says "okay then" and buys his tickets and sends the staff to their hometowns.

Probably thinking that he has come back from the brink of making a big mistake, he comes home that night and sleeps peacefully.
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