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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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I'm in a hospital cafeteria. Suddenly, the rain was so heavy that I could only run to the nearest place. I grab a coffee, go to a table I find empty. I am in the hospital, but this is my first time to visit a patient or see a doctor. I try to warm my hands with the warmth of the coffee. On the one hand, I look around. Three women sit at the table in front of me. All three women are in deep silence. Someone is immersed, staring blankly out the window. The woman right next to him watches his face. They see eye to eye in between. The woman smiles slightly. It's obvious from every aspect that they've received bad news. Maybe one of them, maybe their mother. The three women stand in silence. Either they survived a big incident. Maybe it's the silence of gratitude.  Perhaps worst of all, the deathly silence. 

When I look at their faces, I seem to feel the restlessness, emptiness, and indescribable pain inside them. For a moment, I make eye contact with the woman who is right across from me. As he looks me in the eye, it is as if he wants to entrust me with a little bit of his pain. At that moment, I turn my head to the glass. The rain has stopped. I look at the clock, it's five minutes left for my shift. I quickly pack up and leave. I've been thinking about the three women in the hospital all day. The way they look at each other. The aches in them. The unbearable weight of the ache inside them..... 
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I thought about it, I thought about it all this time, but it was as if Descartes had screwed up; I exist as much as I don't think, but my thoughts are full of imperfections, just like the lines that accumulate on my forehead, this is a very human thing, of course, but I gradually faded my color. I think of the moss-smelling mornings of the old neighborhood when it happens, and I find something to be angry about about those days; I didn't marry Fadime, the daughter of Aunt Hatice, who loved me very much, so I went and married someone who didn't know what she was, today I thought all day about Fadime, whom I never loved but missed her loving me, but I didn't actually exist.

It's as if everyone is waiting for someone, but rather hopeless of what's to come; Because it is as if everyone between the visible and the known is experiencing another hell. For example, my neighbor across the street, Hassan, is cold every meal; However, he smiles at everyone out of embarrassment. In fact, he always approaches people with distance and anxiety; Likewise, he resents the awareness that most of the things that are spoken of as heaven are consolations that cannot break the leg of the devil.

Recently, he said to the doorman's wife: "Miss Belgin, please leave the door open, let her enter far away." She left the door open, though vaguely at a loss as to what to do, so that she could enter the distant building. The sidewalks regurgitate pronouns that speak far and whose subject is everyone, and sparrows and pigeons feed on this vomit. Then, every hunger that reaches 'Sunset Street' experiences a separation that runs to itself, and Günnaz waits for him on the doorstep every evening; I miss Fadime's love from the past to the present, not Fadime
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On an ordinary steppe day, when the midday sun begins to scorch the place, even though it is April, daisies, thistles and poppies paint the steppe in the colors of the rainbow; Ants, snakes, turtles leave the cold cines of the soil one by one and pursue new adventures. Butterflies and bees, the perpetual drunken customers of the red-dyed poppy fields, flitter left and right; The cries echoing from the pipe of the shepherds who let their sheep out into the pastures are reluctantly accompanied by the barking of the shepherd dogs that tear the curtain of silence of the steppe at night. Chick yellow, fiery red, sky blue tractors make deep wounds in the bosom of the earth; It gives off an earthy smell that makes people faint. In the steppe, where receptive birds roam, wild pigeons try to catch the worms and insects that come to the surface of the soil through the crevices opened by the tractors by making pikes.

In the steppe, spring lasts a little longer than the life of a butterfly. Then there is the scorching heat during the day, and the cold winds in the evening, especially at night, which freeze people to the bone. This coldness is also reflected in the temperament of the people living in the steppe. You can never fully understand the emotions that the steppe man feels. The time between joy and sadness is much shorter than the time period between day and night. It is as if God created the steppe man not to be understood. He is not in a hurry, he is a sluggish steppe person. It is said that if his house burned down, he would not be able to save anything, but he could barely save his own life. Yet it is like steel: it does not bend, it does not bend, it does not bow. Man is a part of the geography in which he lives; Its temperament, water and dough are always determined by the conditions of the geography in which it lives. Geography is the destiny of man himself; it is the cause of his grief.....

Although Hassan is in his thirties, he is an ordinary steppe person with white hair and deep lines on his forehead. He has lost his mother at twelve and his father at twenty-one, and lives in the village of Karakuz, which has twenty-six households, in the shadow of the village of Kushkaya. The few acres of land and the two-eyed house inherited from the father are where almost all of his time is spent.

Hassan straightened up from the coolness of the shade of the lonely mulberry tree where he lay for a long time. On the mulberry tree, which resembled fresh leaves, such mulberries would appear in summer that the met halva would melt spontaneously in one's mouth, as if it were blessed. It wasn't that the birds didn't know the taste of his mouth, either. Sparrows, in particular, used to swarm on the branches of the mulberry tree for a summer with a cracking heart. This mulberry tree, which was left alone, was planted by Mevlüt from Tatlar at the time. His intention was to tie it up from his torso, it didn't last long. He used to brew in the shade of the walnut tree in his deceased garden and kept his radio next to him. When a Mahsuni folk song is played, don't enjoy it.
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