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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 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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'I'd like it too,

To be an average idiot who doesn't have a problem, who doesn't think, who says thank you to everything, but it didn't happen.'

––––––––
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When I listen to road stories, I become a completely different person. I think we all experience different pains at some point. Years later, on my way to Van, my companion was a young man from Urfa. It was read because of the suffering he had endured. He looked at me, looked to the right, looked to the left. He lit a cigarette from the tobacco layer he had removed. He forgot that smoking is prohibited. The official came and warned him sternly. He put out his cigarette. He put the rest in his layer. He said, 'Sir.' I said, 'Sir.' His eyes lit up when he said, "This land is experiencing such pain that humanity will be ashamed of these pains one day." He said, 'You are older than me, and since I have experienced so much pain at this age, I cannot imagine how much pain you have experienced.' 'Listen,' he said

"My siblings couldn't bear to tell me the news of my mother's death, they just told me that she was in intensive care and not in good condition. Something was torn from me, but I couldn't put it down. It is not for nothing that our dear ancestors said, "The dead owner is blind". When I got off the plane and they called me home instead of the hospital, my feelings were no longer saying good things to me. From inside the taxi, when I saw the blackened face of my brother waiting outside in the frost, I still forced myself not to believe it. When she hugged me without saying anything, and when I caught my eye on my mother's brown shoes that were placed in the outer door, I was in a movie. Afterwards, a lot of women flocking to your head, lamentations, water pouring on your face, colognes, prayers being read, empty consolations flying in the air.

I looked around and looked for my mother's body, even if she was dead, but she was not there. The couch on which he slept when he was ill was empty. When I asked where he was, they said they had taken him to the gasil house. Why did they take him away, it was cold there, it would be cold. Although she died in her bed, peacefully and without pain, my mother's body waited for seven days in the middle of the street where she was killed, while you were remorseful for years. Her children couldn't get near her. What kind of cruelty is this to a child after my mother's death, when I do not want to have a child in order not to cause this pain to any child. Your mother is lying there in the middle of the street, and you are unable to fulfill your last duty to her. You can't kiss the bottom of your feet, say goodbye, wash her or bury her.

My God, what a torture for a son. He had eleven children. We know very well how those eleven hearts burned. As if the unbearable weight of death was not enough, they also made us drink this bitter syrup. Seven days. While even a condolence lasts for a maximum of seven days, and your pain begins to cool, you made those children go through that process for seven days. Addressing the state officials, his son Mehmet said, "Put yourself in my place. What would you do if your mother's funeral waited in the middle of the street for days? There is no such thing as reason in man. Do you have no conscience and no mercy?" What conscience, what mercy? What a cursed people this is that so much suffering and cruelty is inflicted on these people. Mehmet is right, there is really no such thing as reason in a person. Either we have lost our minds, or our threshold of insanity and pain as a society has increased, or we have become immune to pain...' Said. As I looked at him and listened to him, I thought that we had no idea what kind of country we were living in.

My companion got off in Diyarbakir. We said goodbye, leaving him alone with his pain. While watching Diyarbakir, I thought that my sisters were studying here. Then I thought of my teacher friend Niyazi in Tomarza.

Another young man sat next to me in Diyarbakir. After five pleasantries, he said he was from Siirt. It was as if he didn't want to talk. To further the conversation, I asked about Siirt, Eruh, and Roboski. He was obviously barely talking. I thought he had become this way either because he was afraid of his suffering or because he was afraid of state repression. As we approached Baykan, we became a little intimate. He would land in about twenty minutes. When we looked at each other for the last time, he took a piece of paper out of his pocket and handed it to me.

"One of those who lost their lives in the bombing was my brother," he said. She stated that her brother was engaged and was due to get married this summer. He said that his brother's wedding was held in the cemetery where they were buried yesterday. Drawing attention to the poverty in the region, he said, "Was there a factory here? If there were factories, if there were workplaces, my brother would not have gone to Iraq to smuggle. What was my brother's fault? He was after his breadwinners. Do you know that a 13-year-old boy was killed in that incident? My brother was engaged, I couldn't have his wedding. However, yesterday everyone came to my brother's wedding. The whole world watched my brother's wedding. My brother shared the same table and room with my best friend, my aunt's child Yüksel Ürek, for years. Now he lies in the same grave."

After our last conversation, we both fell silent. He got off at Baykan and left without looking back.

We pass Bitlis at night. Steep on both slopes as you pass through the valley. I saw Bitlis thirty years ago. It even had a very developed bus station. The bus picked up passengers. It was almost packed. My companion and I were almost the same age. We exchanged hellos. Flow. The impression arose in our hearts that we would understand each other well. He was arrested on September 12, 1980. He was tortured and even lost his masculinity.

After his arrest, the torture continued for days. One day, they said let's strip him and electrocute him from his penis for torture. As soon as he heard this, he felt as if he had been shot in the brain. 

'My pipe was almost pulled in and lost in fear. Seeing this, the officer shouted excitedly. He said, 'Commander, this is not a faggot, this is a faggot.' "That's how I got rid of the electric torture," he said with a laugh. I looked at his face and he was in pain even when he was laughing. He said, 'Ahhh bro.' He said, 'Your heart will be broken if I tell you more.' I said, 'It is.'

I landed in Van in the morning. I went to the hotel. After resting for a while, I visited my friends whom I cannot forget. I wandered from street to street, reliving 1982. How much the city has changed. He was unrecognizable. The people of this city suffered so much after me that the sadness and pain could be read on the faces of all the people. Especially Edremit, the places where we had picnics had become a pile of concrete. What happened while looking at Edremit was like a film strip.

Van, who experienced an earthquake after me, was wrapping his pain. While walking the streets of Van, I was reliving the year 1982. I saw the place where I first drank, I went to the first school where I fell in love, the first place I started learning chess. I saw the place where I visited the first painting exhibition. I saw the hotel where I slept for months.

I chose the Muş road as the way back. When the bus arrived in Muş, I got off.  I walked to the Zengök hotel, where I stayed about forty years ago. It was as if those feelings were in the past, but only yesterday. It was room 101. There was no bathhouse in Hınıs. Sometimes we would come and stay in the hotel and take a bath. In those years, it was the most luxurious hotel in the province. I stayed for one day. I went to the bus station in the morning and bought a ticket to Sivas. It was a day trip. We were making our way by examining the environment. Since it was daytime, I had the opportunity to read the book I brought with me. Along the way, I read Gabriel Garcia Marquez for the first time.

The Farewell Letter of Gabriel Garcia Marquez, who died on April 18, 2014, left as a gift to all humanity before he died:

"If God had forgotten for a moment that I was a rag baby and rewarded me with a death, I might not have been able to articulate everything that was on my mind, but at least I would have thought and thought about what I had said in detail. I used to value the meanings of things, not their material aspects. I slept little, dreamed a lot, and thought that for every minute I closed my eyes, I lost light for 60 seconds. If a person gives up on love, he grows old. When others stopped, I would keep walking. I would try to stay awake when others were sleeping. I would listen to others talk and enjoy the taste of chocolate ice cream. If God gave me a little life, I would dress simply, turn my face to the sun, and expose not only my body but also my soul in all its nakedness. God, if I had a heart, I would carve my hatred on the ice and wait for the sun to show it. I would draw Van Gogh paintings on the moon in the sky, along the stars, read Benedetti poems, and sing serenades. I would water the roses with my tears, feel the pain of their thorns pricking my body, and kiss their lip-red petals. God, if I had a sip of life... Not a day goes by that I don't tell all the people I meet that I love them. I would convince all the men and women, one by one, that they were my favorite people. And I would live in love. I used to tell men how wrong it was for them to stop loving when they got older. Because when a person gives up love, he gets old. I would give wings to the kids. But I would let them learn to fly on their own. I would teach the elderly that death does not come with aging, but with forgetting. O people! I have learned so much from you. I learned that all people want to live on top of mountains, not knowing that happiness lies in seeing the truth. I learned that a little newborn baby, when he squeezed his father's finger, was actually handcuffing him to himself forever. I have learned a lot from you. But what I've learned won't do much good. Because I locked them all in a bag. Unhappily... Can I die now?"

It was a book that impressed me a lot, the book is finished. I put it in my bag. I chatted with my companion. He was going to Sivas. He migrated from Batman years ago. "Mine was a forced migration," he said
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