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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 was at the forefront of getting teachers to unionize.

He taught for 30 years. To teach in this country, where geography is destiny, was to accept repression, exiles and arrests. He lived in Erzurum and experienced all the brutality of the September 12 coup. He lived through endless exiles, underwent investigations.

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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​FEELING OF BEING LATE
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When you're late for someone, you don't know what you're stealing from them.

When a child is about to be born, nine months and ten days old, because he was born an hour or a minute late, the cord is wrapped around his neck, he dies, and a mother's motherhood ends in pain before it begins.

A person is born, grows up, falls in love with someone and has all his hopes and dreams stolen from that person. Then someone shows up. That's the right person. But once the righteous person is late for him, and his hopes and dreams are gone. And that's why they can't hug each other tightly. It's always missing.

You'll understand what it's like to be late for someone, when you can't find time to run to them and hug them, when you can't smell them, when you can't feel their warmth. You will understand when you can't find him in front of you with all his being and you can only touch a grave while shouting "I wish I hadn't done it, I wish I hadn't done it, I wish I had hugged him, I wish I had paid attention". What I want to tell you is that when someone is with you, when they are far away, it doesn't matter if they are here and breathing, love/respect/value/don't hurt/make them laugh. Otherwise, you won't be able to have these things done on his tombstone while he doesn't breathe. No matter what you are in this life, don't be the person who steals a person's disappointments, their hope, the people you cut off all four hands while hugging you with four hands. No matter who you are going through, do not miss being a family/friend/spouse/lover/sibling.

Don't be late, there is death.

Don't be late, there are things that lose their meaning.

Don't be late, there are people who love you.

Don't be late.

Remember;

' Life does not forgive those who are late. And death too' 
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​OBLIVION
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And when the last person who remembers your name dies, you're forgotten; as if he had never lived in this world... To transcend the ages, you will either tell a story or your story will be told. that is, you will either be Homer or Achilles. Your name will be spoken from language to language.

When I was a young child, I used to ask my father the name of my grandparents. "What's my grandfather's name? What is his father's name? And what is his father's name?" I was very upset. I lamented that I wished we knew the names of all of them.

"It doesn't matter if their names are Ahmet or Mehmet," my father said. "They were all farmers. For centuries, they went back and forth from house to field and from field to house. They all lived the same lives."

Here's the key. Those who have lived the same lives for centuries do not have a story, they cannot transcend the ages. Get out of the house in the morning, go to work, get married, have children, enroll the child in school, grow up and get a job, get up early in the morning and go to work 

Let it go... But those who broke this ordinary cycle and left a mark will be remembered. As the song says: "those who leave their mark are unforgettable."

––––––––
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No matter what, don't expect someone to heal you, someone to be good for you, or to exist with someone. Be good to yourself first, heal yourself. Exist on your own and be happy on your own. Otherwise, he who does not love himself cannot love someone else. No one can complete one that has never existed.
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​LIFE...
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Contrary to fairy tales, it is a hell where the good lose and the bad win.

A utopia of fear in which even religious books contradict each other.

A nest of miscellaneous where time passes just as slowly and so fast.

It is a prison where people live the consequences despite the fact that they do not have a free choice of their own free will.

Life is built on mistakes. These mistakes are the beginning and also the end of everything.

According to Islam, humans were created as a result of the "forbidden fruit" eaten by Adam and Eve. A "mistake" that starts an era.

Errors are subjective. This is how we were created. Can you imagine that your hand is like a claw? no. The reason why our hand is normal now is that some of the cells in our hands in the womb killed themselves from a chemical error. So is the biochemistry of our body. The way we breathe, the way we release carbon dioxide and take in oxygen is also the result of a biochemical error.

It's that things happen that shouldn't normally happen. 

In fact, when we look at it, our biggest mistake is prejudices. Break down your prejudices and see how to look differently. Look at the things that everyone agrees with your own eyes. 

Remember, looking and seeing are very different things.

––––––––
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Have you ever thought that people who change the world are always put in the role of "crazy"? Yes, they thought differently from everyone else and were not accepted in society. Don't listen to those who call you crazy and live happily
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​THINK
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The progression of your thinking sickness is parallel to your exposure to uncertainty. Each uncertainty leads the brain to look for all the concrete things that are highly probable. Let's imagine a perpetual uncertain environment and suppose you suddenly enter this environment. First, your whole body identifies the uncertainty and its amount, and then pushes it to thoughts at this rate. At first, it feels very heavy. You get flustered. You look for the area you know. The desire to escape awakens in you. But much later, you start to become a probability generator. So much so that when you ask a question to a person in front of you, you can list all the answers in your mind in a very short second, and you can say "oh, I already guessed that you would say that" in the face of the answer he says. That's not a positive thing. At least for me.

One of the consequences of overthinking due to this, which is exposed to uncertainty for a long time, is numbness.

Numbness is a stage that occurs later. Numbness, inability to act in uncertain situations where you know you are not in control, boredom in daily events, low motivation and related procrastination. Because no matter how much I don't think about it, that thing or things continue to rotate involuntarily in your brain. "I'm not going to think about it anymore," you say to yourself, "Now what? 'It causes you to get into a vicious circle with your thoughts. 

And that beautiful brain of yours is getting very tired. You start to not even be able to adapt to the daily tasks you can do. 

You get angry, you get angry when you can't, and you get more yourself. You're experiencing an isolation. And in a very strange way, you get a feeling of freedom. "When you go into it, you always weigh a scale in your hand and say, 'I wonder if the end of the rope has escaped?'
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​RETURN TO SELF
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All my life I have asked myself, "Why am I like this?" There are times when I still think that I should ask myself "why did I act this way and not like that" and reflect on the answer; Because this question is needed in order to understand myself and to change my habits that make my life difficult; But I realized that the question "Why am I like this?" is not the right question; Because I was blaming myself for the "thing" I was. That was pretty hurtful. I think that my attitude needs to change now, and I want to say a few words to myself.

Excuse me.

You must first love and appreciate yourself so that someone else can love and appreciate you. You must first know how to love yourself so that you can understand when someone else loves you. You have to believe that you are also lovable so that you can basically feel good.

Tell me, Mehmet Ali. Say the words that have been waiting to fall from behind your lips for weeks. Whisper if you want, or scream if you want. Just say it. You need to hear them yourself. And I tell you, as yourself, that you have the right to do these things. Tell. Hear yourself.

You don't have to do everything in its place, in the best way.

If you fall, you fall. If you make a mistake, you make a mistake. There's nothing wrong with that.

––––––––
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Every now and then say, "This is who I am." 

Say, "That's the kind of person I am." "The person I am may have flaws; But it's not a flaw to be that kind of person."

If you don't want to, don't do it. If you want to do it at your own pace, do it at your own pace. I won't be impatient with you. As long as you don't let go.

I won't be angry with you for the mistakes you have made. I won't blame you for mistakes you haven't made yet.

I have no strings attached to you. Whatever comes from your heart, you are who you are. There's nothing wrong with that.

Be present, Mehmet Ali. Be present. You didn't choose to be born; but you can exist. You can choose this. You can try it. And I think you should try it.

Another summer is passing by. Let's think about love before the end of this summer. You and I have learned not to hate each other. Now let's learn to love each other. 
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​REMEMBER


[image: ]




I feel like a shell. All of a sudden, I was empty. I'm probing my memory. I have a hard time remembering. Really, what was I upset about? Feel; But what was it for? You know, to make myself especially upset 

I'm not trying to remember; I need to find out what I'm upset about and remember it to make it better. I've told it, and after I tell it, I feel like everything has been wiped out. 

The memories seemed to fly away from memory one by one as soon as they were put into words; But why am I so sad? Why can't I make sense of my existence yet? I've been through this before. After noticing something, my mind started to bury what I noticed one by one. It's like they've flown away, but I know they're not. Because they hadn't flown away before. I want to remember. Especially not to keep things fresh by remembering and making myself suffer. Anyway, even though I have a hard time remembering the experiences, I still have feelings. I just want to know why I feel and think the way I do, about myself. I want to know where they come from. It took me a long time to realize that my self-cognitions and feelings were distorted, and I don't quite know how to fix them now. I'm not sure what should happen and to what extent. Negative emotions have so accompanied and influenced my self-reflection that I am not able to evaluate myself correctly, if such a thing is possible; Because I have experiences that lead to the formation of these processes and emotions. I know the absence of some things is quite hurtful. I know that the fact that something ceases to exist due to my actions, actions, and words is a very deep insecurity. 

I have never been able to understand how my existence, which seemed tiny to me as a child, could have such a negative impact on adults.
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