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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, 12 short stories, 2 poems, 2 essays

The writer, who still lives in Edirne, has a daughter.
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With the hope of shedding some of the year's fatigue, she set out on the road with a tremendous sense of hopelessness about life, people, and the insincerity of the world's comical roundness. Her most elegant and loyal companion, her son, was by her side. It had been about six years since they had officially separated. Whenever she remembered those times, part of her wanted to laugh, while another part was very hurt by life.
She parked the car and had chosen their favourite hotel among the ones in the holiday area they were going to. She was tired, but she was also aware that being a parent meant entering into a lifelong debt. She knew that this little Man should not miss out on anything in life, but he also needed to take on every responsibility he should in life... no, she was sure of this. Since they had separated when he was about 5-6 years old, she had been able to establish this communication with her son properly. 
Perhaps if she hadn’t been deceived, or if she hadn’t learned that she had been deceived, or if the man who made the most absurd jealousies had not cheated on her for many years... whatever, people were like that after all. What she observed around her and what she experienced in her own communications, the long-standing marriages lived through pushing and shoving, always brought her to the same place, thinking the same things over and over again only grinds a person's brain according to a theory. New things needed to be supplied to that place, constantly.

Dinner time could be useful for checking the closing time of the pool and water park or for checking calls and messages from work on the phone. While cell phones made our lives easier, they also limited us and exposed us to threats, hand in hand with all those piles of apps. In the past, during my father's time, if a person was not at home on their annual leave, they would not be exposed to work-related situations.

Even if they were at home, not answering the phone when it rang was an option, and no one expected a callback afterward. In those years, it was difficult to access any call records from landlines, and even the number of households with rotary phones was quite limited. All of these were thoughts that would neither wear out the brain's mill by spinning it empty nor tire it too much because they were not significant. He smiled. Except for a single period of his life, his laughter was like the wind, like the rain, like the sunrise, like the phosphorescence of the sea lying on its back. They settled into the room and went downstairs with his son for dinner. They had a little snack and ordered a non-alcoholic fruit cocktail. When his son wanted to go back to the room, this situation was quite convenient for him at that moment. This way, he would also have the opportunity to secretly consume the peace sticks he had been using 3-5 times a day.

He had waited until he was sure he was on his way to the room before taking action. At that moment, he was drawn to what the Man at the adjacent table was saying to a large group. While various opinions about "female behaviours" were being expressed at the table, the Man felt the need to correct them all in one fell swoop with a steady voice, referring to it as "human behaviours," and he was explaining his beliefs about human communication in a clear and deliberate manner. Nothing else had captured his interest as much lately, he was sure of that. Especially when it came to "human" or "human relationships." His entire attention was on the Man, in the chambers of his heart, and in the bag where the peace sticks were kept. For a moment, he realized he was looking very intently at the table next to him and the speaking Man, and although he pretended to turn his gaze toward a vague target further away, his ears were still filled with the Man's voice.

The man was explaining women's simple behaviours and men's insensitivity as if he did not belong to either gender. He was talking, talking, and talking. The man left the table, asking for permission from about 10 people around him. Who was this man? Moreover, they were almost peers, and how had he been able to observe such things with such mastery, with such a mind? It was literally awe-inspiring. What else could such a man have to say? Or were these thoughts truly his own beliefs, or was he just a fraud, like many personal development gurus, giving superhuman seminars on communication while being completely devoid of understanding and sensitivity in his inner world?
He took a sip of the fruit cocktail and hurriedly got up from the table. Strangely, the heartbeat in his ears resembled a tribal ceremony. He was following the man. He didn’t know how to approach him, had no idea what to say, was madly afraid of rambling or being misunderstood, but on the other hand, he was curious about what could be behind all these awakening feelings within him.

He caught the man at the entrance of the hotel building. He left a shy apology at the man's feet as if he had stepped on his foot, silently grateful that there was no mirror or reflection around, almost certain he looked very foolish. Gathering his courage, he continued his conversation, mentioning that he had eavesdropped at the next table, and spoke about how people of this age had lost the ability to think like this, or even to express such thoughts, by adapting fatally to the equations of today's world—still feeling quite shy. The man received this situation with scepticism but was just as polite. Things were increasingly taking on a different form; the questions he asked to know and define the man were touching a sparkle in the man's pupils, and the answers and counter-questions from the man kept transforming into other words.
On one hand, he wanted that communication to never end, while on the other, he was anxious because his mind was still on Can, who had gone to the room, and he didn't know what to do as his excitement mixed with his panic. 
New materials had arrived at the mill, and they were at the hotel's door at that moment, and leaving the hotel at this hour was not a very preferred behaviour, especially in summer spots. In this case, they could see each other again tomorrow. Moreover, this situation would give him the time and tranquillity he needed to gather his thoughts. He wished him a good evening and asked for permission to leave.

He hadn't felt this way in a very long time. No, there wasn't a single moment in his entire life, not even during his teenage years in high school, when he felt like this. He went up to the room, covering the fatigue of his life’s journey and fell asleep...
––––––––
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He hadn't made any plans for a vacation. Besides, vacation plans made in this season of the year were nothing more than a sociological torture, as the number of people on the beaches was competing with the grains of sand. 
Therefore, it might be more accurate to refer to this vacation as a companionship rather than a holiday in a way. He had settled into the hotel and left his belongings in the room. In fact, he didn’t have much luggage. Just a backpack and a guitar inside an acoustic guitar case, along with a notebook and a pen. He casually left them and took a position at one of the dining tables set up by the waiters alongside his companion. Other acquaintances had merged tables as a Turkish tradition, turning the hotel meal into a wedding feast.
The meals were eaten, glasses clinked, and conversation flowed. He was considered the "older brother" of the group, aged between 25 and 35. According to one thesis, everyone knew he was "everyone's older brother."
While a know-it-all was rambling on about "female behaviours in relationships," he straightened up in his seat and said, "You’re not a woman, but don’t you do the same thing?" His interlocutor was left helpless in the face of this direct accusation because the moment he said "no," fragments of his life would scatter across the serving plates on the table, so he helplessly fell silent.

According to Man, one of the most common mistakes in relationships is starting out with a premonition about someone without truly getting to know them, or approaching them solely as a friend during the time spent getting to know them, ultimately rendering the person in the relationship unrecognizable. Everyone at the table agreed calmly with the situation. "For example," Man said, "imagine a woman who befriends a man she works with and then marries him... the best friend in the world can also be the worst husband or partner. Every relationship, every communication should be shaped by its own dynamics." One of the attentive listeners interjected, "You can't witness what a man becomes when he gets jealous of a woman friend." "True," Man replied, "or a man can never know how far a woman will go in an emotional crisis."
Before continuing with the sentence "A woman...", he paused to understand, noticing the woman at the adjacent table who was listening intently to him. He struggled to determine whether this woman in her twenties was focused on him or lost in thought; hearing a ten-year-old boy call the same woman "mom" earlier also suggested she was nearing her thirties. When the woman noticed Man looking at her, she turned her head away and continued her still posture at the table.

"The Woman" began the sentence, the Man said, "or only those involved in the relationship can know the state of the Man. In fact, it is absurd to say that a person is the same in every relationship. Humans are beings that can change, develop, and, sadly, form prejudices and acquire wounds."
––––––––
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After finishing the sentence, he took the last sip of his raki and decided to head to his room.
In fact, he was as affectionate towards people as he was inwardly angry. His value judgments, understanding of entertainment, qualities of companionship... he looked at people in
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