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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.

The writer, who still lives in Edirne, has a daughter.
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I threw myself out onto the street without knowing where I was going. It had been about three months since I had put an end to my dissatisfaction with my teaching job. The small-scale writing and drawing I had been doing at that time hadn’t brought much either. I bought a pack of tobacco sticks from the local grocery store, even though I had a little money in my pocket, I was still in debt. If you ask me, local grocery stores were more understanding about being broke than anything else in practice. There couldn’t possibly be anything more uncomprehending than being without money in the world. At least, that’s what I believed. Moreover, my belief couldn’t even be called a simple faith. I had often performed proper worship as a duty of this belief.
Amidst the mental chaos that surrounded my thoughts, I began to walk. I found myself at a dilapidated yet somewhat grand bus terminal, where the scents of loneliness mingled with the farewell melodies on its platforms. Perhaps a state of travel, a journey was the only thing I needed.

"Ankara would probably be too formal for such a trip. I needed a place that was more laid-back. I flinched at a voice.
- Where to, bro?
- I don't know.
- That's my favorite answer. The ticket is with me, brother.
- Where to?
- I don't know.
- I like that.
- The bus will leave shortly. Platform eight, brother; here's your ticket.
I thought to myself, 'This is a man who understands my situation.' Finding seat number fourteen hadn't been difficult, and it was a great luck for me that this was the last empty seat on the bus. The places I disliked the most during bus journeys were the seats at the back. My wish was to sit in one of the front four seats and witness the unnecessary tension of the bus driver up close."

Just as I was about to think, "What am I doing," the owner of the seat next to me arrived. With dark chestnut, shiny, long hair, eyes of a unique shade of green, delicate, almost fearfully pale skin, and cheeks that were puffed up by the effect of the smile on her face... she was getting closer and seemed to be radiating light as if dawn was breaking.
"Number thirteen," she said, and I urgently needed to collect myself; it was clear that I responded with "yes." She immediately sat down in the seat on the aisle side. While I was thinking that normally bus companies should show some sexual sensitivity and offer a "ladies' seat," I was also declaring myself the luckiest passenger on that bus. The luckiest passenger in that terminal, the luckiest passenger in the world.
- I think they wrote my name incorrectly.
- I didn't understand.
- My brother bought the ticket, and they wrote my name incorrectly.
- I see.
- Then what is the reason for your surprise?
- It was a sudden journey for me, it
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