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Further Reading: Reflections

Mehmet Ali Güner was born in 1958 in Kahramanmaraş/Afşin. During this difficult period, he attended primary school in the village. His family settled in Adana/Kadirli due to economic problems and forced migration. During the years when malaria took his life, he attended secondary and high school in Kadirli. In 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 computer specialization at Adana Education Institute, then Atatürk University and then METU.

He was at the forefront of the unionization of teachers.

He worked as a teacher for 30 years. To teach in this country where geography is destiny was to accept oppression, exile and arrest. He experienced all the cruelty of the September 12 coup and lived in Erzurum. He experienced endless exiles and underwent investigations.

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

While saying goodbye to teaching, he headed towards Adana, which he loved very much and where he lived his youth. 

Oh Well, 

To hell with the truth,

Our Lesson Is Tomorrow Children

Silent Collapse

He published four books with his name. The author, who still lives in Edirne, has a daughter.

Being a Writer

We were in the 2nd year of our work at the Writing Shop, which develops and realizes designs for writers, articles and readers as one of the real phenomenon networks of Social Media. Mehmet Ali Güner, who is sufficiently equipped with the characteristics of a writer, joined us. He started to present his writings, which he blended with the layers of his realistic clarity and the self-confidence of knowing what he was doing, to our pages. He had the feature of unknown origin called writer's talent. He knew how to approach the subjects he was interested in directly and carefully. I have read about fifty of his articles. He sees what others cannot see; He wrote what he saw in a complete, clear, understandable and pleasant way. In a short time, he became one of the names that the followers of the Writing Shop approved without reservation. He progressed with his work in the Writing Shop network, with the opinions he received from tens of thousands of readers he knew personally, and his readers were enlightened by his writings.

***
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I created in the founding days of the Writing Shop network; I have always maintained my principle of 'not being impartial when it comes to choosing an author to be read'. With what I write and read, I have evaluations that I have developed based on the universal responsibilities of writers and their writings, which will be because I have been bickering for more than fifty years: -I find writers (regardless of their names) and writings worthless who think they are writing for their own interests, on the side of the wealthy, the sovereign and the powerful, but who are understood to serve their interests and goals entirely.  -I hate writers and articles who are made famous for fake relationships and promotional campaigns provided with black money.  -I am suspicious of writers who meander what they want to tell, tire the reader, and have the selfishness and cunning to put the personal road line they have predetermined while writing above the reader's or even everyone's road line.  -My most important opposition is that while criticizing the rottenness and decay of popular culture while speaking, they serve to consolidate popular culture that wastes time on writing by acting contrary to this with what they write... They are writers who defend "labor is the highest value" when it comes to their own, and who miss labor when it comes to the labor of others.

***
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I am in favor of Mehmet Ali Güner. Because...  

None of my summary opinions, which I have listed above as the most negative characteristics for an author, are present in Mehmet Ali Güner. On the other hand, in addition to his talent of unknown origin, he has features that the average reader is looking for or should seek: -He is not imprisoned in himself.  -He completed his apprenticeship and journeyman in writing in the climate and geography of the crazy winds, cool winds, dust clouds, torrential rains, rivers of unknown origin and where they go of the fertile lands where dozens of writers "Opening a Window to the World from Çukurova" grew up and developed.  -The subjects he chooses are realistic. He chose the people in his writings from those who are in favor of labor, those who are wronged, the oppressed, those who resist, those who stubbornly defend universal values by putting them ahead of all beliefs.  -The technique that all readers with different education levels can understand and evaluate, his creative fictions that will make his writings memorable, are the qualities that will cause us to put Mehmet Ali Güner among the undeniable master writers.  This is why I am in favor of Mehmet Ali Güner's writing and writings.

Recai Oktan

Journalist-Writer

The sun had not yet filtered over the backs of the Gavur mountains when a bird song broke the cool silence of the morning. The sunlight filtered softly through the wooden sill of the window, sprinkling gold dust on the dim corners of the room, slowly straightening up like a silhouette stirring under the thin sheet.

He prepared quietly. He took only as many clothes as he could fit in a suitcase. Although he hesitated from time to time, he was determined to go. He wanted to go very much, guessing what the end would be. It was as if it was a necessity. There was only one thing that would stop him from leaving. While thinking, he fixed his eyes on the Taurus Mountains. He remembered the loves he had while thinking about the Taurus Mountains. The foothills of the Taurus Mountains start all the way from the Mediterranean, and slowly rise towards the peaks after the white foams that beat the shores. Over the Mediterranean, white clouds are always swaying. The coasts are flat, flat clay soils as if polished. Clay soil is like meat. These shores smell of sea and salt for hours. Salt is sharp. After the flat, clayey, plowed soils, the bends of Çukurova begin, dense bushes, reeds, blackberries, wild vines, reeds, dark green, endless areas. Wilder, darker than a dark forest.

With these thoughts, he could not prevent his longing for her.

He called her months later. He was excited, as if he hadn't heard his voice for years. He coughed twice and swallowed. He was correcting himself in the mirror of the car. The woman's image appeared in her pupils. He swallowed once more.

The color of his voice had changed from drinking for months. He cleared his throat to prepare for the speech. Bubbles from the nights he cried under his eyes. Her messy hair... He was biting his lips so that he wouldn't be fussy

"I miss you." He would say 

He didn't know if he could really miss a woman who had betrayed. He didn't need to know. In fact, it was better if he didn't know. He was already tired enough. He had been tired all his life. The man remembered the days when he kissed the woman's palms, the corner of her mouth, the tip of her nose, and again in order not to show it, he swallowed and bit her lips until they bled.

He would speak as if he was not offended at all. As if he had forgotten the betrayal of the woman. As if he wasn't talking to the woman who poisoned his months...

––––––––
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However, he missed it. It was painful, painful.

He could set the world on fire for a single hair of a woman. He saw the woman in his dreams. He woke up sobbing, unable to look at his photos. He was scared. If he fell once again, he might not be able to get up. Of course, he did not see that separation as winning or losing, but he felt defeated. Maybe it was exhausted... He didn't know...

Suddenly, a voice was heard from the other end of the phone. The person you are calling cannot answer the phone at the moment message after the signal sound...

"Some people hide what they can't say on their bleeding lips.  They don't forget. They don't want to forget, just like they don't want to know." he said to himself.

That day, he turned a blind eye to his departure and drag himself into such obscurity. For the last time in his life, he experienced a deep rupture. He thought long and hard before making a decision; What she had been through was too much for her. He had resisted for years, but in the end, he accepted that he had been defeated and set off. 'My departure must be silent, just like my birth and my life,' he thought. And that's exactly what he did.

––––––––
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Passing through the rows of carefully arranged tamarisk trees, he left his homeland, which he described as the 'holy land'. As he crossed the wooden bridge, he looked back at the village for the last time. He didn't feel anything and was surprised by this feeling. His path had to pass through the cemetery. He touched his father's tombstone and writhing in pain. He did not hear the thunder or see the lightning dancing in the sky. He walked for hours in the rain to reach the town. It was morning when he arrived in town.

From the moment the bus departed, these holy lands that he left were null and void for him. He left nothing behind, neither a feeling nor a thought.  

Although he had a strong memory, he was looking at the ticket in his hand and checking the bus number. "He was going to travel in seat 18; As soon as he saw the number, it was engraved in his mind. While walking, he wandered among the buses, browsing the ticket and finally found the one that said 'Çukurova' on it. Walking on the one hand and looking at the ticket in his hand on the other, he finally found the one with the word Çukurova among the buses. The bag on his back was getting heavier and heavier. 

He showed the ticket to the assistant and got on the bus. He carefully placed his bag on the sofa he was sitting on. 

He asked to remove the armrest of his seat. He tried, it didn't work, he tried again, it didn't work again. He didn't call his assistant, he would tell him when he came. Thinking of this, he felt very thirsty.
He watched the rain and the people without thinking about anything until the bus left. He didn't think of being like them. Or he didn't think to be among them. He didn't follow anyone until he caught his eye and disappeared. He did not smile at the cute children walking holding their mother's hand. He did not make up shapes from streams formed by rain. He just watched.
The side remained empty. His companion did not come. He was not sad, nor was he happy... But when the bus moved, he went to the window. He didn't need to talk to the assistant for his arm staples, but his palate was dry with thirst.
On the way to this city he had never been to before, by the window, in seat 18, he put his hand to his chin and watched the view with empty eyes. 
The bus was full. Except for the passenger of seat 17, who did not come even though he bought a ticket. It had been a long time since I had traveled alone. He realized that he was vaguely enjoying this situation. For the first time in an hour, he moved in place, looking at the other passengers. Even if it is a temporary journey, one wonders who is around him, his neighbors, his contemporaries with whom he shares the same time. It must be the result of the instinct to belong.
With the departure of the bus, he took another look at his town for the last time. He had been there many times, but this time he was leaving, never to return.

The road flowed, houses, trees and fields were winding away. A 50-year life was left behind, and he was leaving. No one came to pass it, no one cried after it, no one said "don't go". Although no one knew about this journey. It was an attempt at self-deception with the knowledge of knowing that there was no one to come. It wasn't life that he left then. I guess he was still dead. The past was not passing before his eyes. Maybe he didn't have a past. This was ignoring the past. He had not committed a crime, killed anyone, embezzled money. What he did could not be called an escape. Still, he felt like he was running away.
When he couldn't stand the thirst, he shouted and asked for water, attracting everyone's attention. He was ashamed of this behavior. While sipping his water, he watched out the window and thought, "Where are so many people running?" Although it was very cold outside and the snow had started. People obviously didn't want to
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