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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, 17 short stories, 2 poems, 2 essays

The writer, who still lives in Edirne.
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He was in so much pain that he couldn't help but explain. The doctor wanted to have a conversation in his last hours. The doctor said, "If you understood something to me, what would you tell me?" I would like to be a civil servant in a small town. My dream is to get the Black Sea, the Aegean, the Mediterranean, if possible. For some reason, I didn't like the steppe. The nakedness of the earth chills my spirit. I could have been a teacher or a physician. Or whoever is needed in the town. I've never lived in a small town. To whom, to what? For some reason, I didn't know if it would be needed... I would arrive at the point where I was in charge with stony roads where the roads with patched asphalt and trees on the edges could not reach me. The lodging, which was evident from its outer façade that the passage of time had aged it, was to be my new household. Who knows how many civil servants before me would have had the opportunity to use household items that are unknown. The calendar hanging on the wall stopped his own time when the officer before me left the town. When the clock ran out of power, it would stop showing the time....

Children will pull the sun hidden behind the mountains with their ropes and hang it in the sky. Mothers yelling at their children playing outside to come home would sink in...... The moon would rise with lullabies sung for babies, and stars would scatter to the sky with tables told to children. Tranquility and calmness would prevail in this town, where the bustle and turmoil could not be visited. There would never be a rush, it would never be too late for anything....... While I was reading a book by the window in a place where there were no futile pursuits, my eyes would be caught in the window looking out the window for a moment....... It would be said, "An educated person knows that he has licked ink" and my opinion would be consulted on official matters...... Every time I went to the city center, I would buy boxes of wafers and distribute them to the children. This behavior of mine would be made a habit by the children, they would watch my way every time I went, and their eyes would be on my hands with my development... On public holidays, I would go to the cinema and amusement park with the children and cheer them up. It was as if I would be in my hometown on religious holidays...... 
She will buy the eggs from Aunt Ayşe's coop and the milk from Uncle Ahmet. I was going to learn how to boil milk and ferment yogurt. For butter and cheese, Uncle Ahmet would warn me to "bring meat before it ends"... I was going to consume fruits and vegetables fresh from the branch, vineyard and garden... It doesn't happen in dreams. It didn't happen. I would like to have citrus orchards in my town and at least one damson plum tool. I would watch the dance of the ears of wheat with the wind as peacefully as if I were watching the sea. I would follow the journey of the clouds peacefully as I watched the blue sky on the wild-flowered plain of spring, and I would compare the clouds to images and objects. I would take therapeutic walks with rustling of dry leaves in the woods, where yellowed leaves falling from their branches covered the ground. In winter, it is not stored in the dirty shape on the edge like in the city. I would be fascinated by the unique beauty of the snow, which covered my town white with its white cover. He would make the flaky snow look like candy, make a snowman with the children, and the snowman we built would live with us all winter. When I was cold, I would have to light a stove to keep warm. I was going to witness a stork nesting in our town. For example, a rabbit would get scared and run away from me while feeding. I was going to be in my Memes during the summer season. My mom was going to make the dishes I liked because I was coming. My father would come pick me up from the bus station......." Said. His last words were not understood by the doctor... 
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When the kerosene lamp went out, those dreams would become brighter and more enticing in his mind. He always sprinkled hope in his little world with the stove fire reflected on the ceiling in small but crowded rooms. He was going to graduate as soon as possible from the school in his village, where he went dragging his feet. All the books he wanted to read would be at his disposal. A room of her own, a bed, a bookcase, clothes, a desk... 

Their beds were laid out in an icy room where the stove did not burn. Even that concrete-heavy quilt and a huge mattress were not enough to warm his body during the most difficult months of winter. If it weren't for the tales told by her grandmother, she wouldn't know how that cold room would have warmed. The time to sleep meant the end of the dreams made by looking at that fire reflected on the ceiling in the room with the stove. For him, even that light was a luxury at times.

She traveled every inch of Anatolia like Feride in Çalıkuşu and dreamed of being friends with the quietest students of the class, who were never noticed, and as sacred as a mother and a father in the eyes of a little girl. He was going to be a teacher, he was going to do my job with love. He would take care of affairs of the heart only after he put his gold bracelet on my arm. Someone would love him from afar, know his favorite things better than he did, and above all, talk to him. Talking, what a precious act... 

He would appreciate the moments when words were not enough in the digital world. We were going to dream of a beautiful wedding ceremony like everyone else. Then, like everyone else, they would spend their first time with each other, saying nice words and watching each other's path. Although this excitement diminished over time, they would continue to respect and love each other.

Your life would not contain any mistakes that I would be ashamed to tell others. There would be no secrets. His head would be held high. Regardless, he would have a friend who stood behind him. "My faithful land is the black earth," says the master bard.

Even when there was a bard who put the harshest truth into verses years ago, he was hopeful enough to dream of a "friend". How hopeful he was at the time. He realized it now as he was writing. He would record notes from the book he read in his diary, keep a diary, watch documentaries of countries, memorize capitals, and feel stronger as he learned information that he did not know where to use it. His heart ached when he saw a note from a time when he was hopeful now, words I had written in an old notebook. 

The lion's share of his hope was melted away by the fire reflected in the ceiling.

It's like a finished road without realizing it...
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