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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.

Shepherd İn Pursuit of the Wolf
This is a small Anatolian town that the train visits once a month, where children swim in the river. A village that exists in name only at the state level, yet no one cares about it. A village that the state only visits for the purpose of conscription, insulting and frightening its residents with each visit. A village struggling to exist within its own vicious cycle. In this village, only a little livestock farming and agriculture were done. It was a village that the youth left due to economic problems, and the elderly lived in the past.
Azra was born as the second to last child in a family of six. When her younger sister Hüsniye was left paralyzed at birth, the family did not want to have another child. Azra, who had two older brothers and two older sisters, was in a difficult financial situation. 
The family barely managed to put food on the table, living their days in such a way, clinging to life. When she was younger, both of her brothers had gone to Germany as workers to escape economic conditions and never returned. Even if they wanted to, they couldn't; being a refugee in Germany was not easy. Over time, one of her sisters, Feride, had married into a wealthy family in a neighboring village and had saved herself. 

Knowing this, her younger sister Gül had also run away to Istanbul a year after this marriage to escape her situation. There had been no trace or news from her since then. It was as if the earth had opened up and swallowed her. For years, no one searched for or inquired about this poor household. Although there were various rumors about Gül, none of them were true. 

Azra grew up witnessing all these events. She matured at a young age due to these experiences. When she was in primary school, her brothers went to Germany, and in middle school, her older sister was married off, while her younger sister ran away with someone they didn't know. At home, there was her paralyzed sister, her father, and her mother. She would often cry silently at night, soaking her pillow with tears, feeling deep sadness about the situation.
Her father and mother had never seen a school, grew up in ignorance, and had never left the village. Could this family's only connection to the world, watching television in the evening with a small antenna, not stifle Azra's dreams? Azra was a girl with artistic talent. At a young age, she would tear out the blank pages of her notebooks to draw. Sometimes she was scolded by her teacher, sometimes by her family; they would be upset about the waste of a notebook that was hard to come by for just a few coins. Azra would gaze at the screen of the 37-inch television, inspired by the art exhibitions she saw on the news. She loved how people posed for photos in front of paintings with flashes, believing that one day she would create one of those paintings herself. What she dreamed of was not extravagant clothes but finding value through her own efforts.
When there wasn't enough money to support the household, Azra had been taken out of school and started working in the fields with her mother. Thus, the family was relieved of school expenses. While working in the fields, Azra would draw on stones and soil with herbs and tree leaves whenever she had the chance. She was an innocent little girl, her face peeling from the heat of August. She had become so weak that her body could not endure the work in the fields. She couldn't even eat properly due to poverty, and working until evening tired her out, making her feel like she was melting away. 
The family, on the brink of death, feared this situation and decided to make their daughter a shepherd. But could a girl be a shepherd in the village? What would she do in the mountains and stones? Wouldn't someone say something? The family had no time to question what others would think. They opened up. Azra opened up too, but most of all, she opened up to hope. The family's entire hope was in Azra. Everyone had left the household.
She was content in the mountains; it was more comfortable and less laborious than the fields. Here, if she drew pictures on stones and rocks, no one would be angry. As time passed, Azra had gotten used to being a shepherd in the mountains. Sometimes she missed her mother, rarely her father, and mostly her disabled sibling. She had even forgotten her brothers' faces and had only seen one of her sisters during the holiday. She wondered if she would have the chance to see the other one.
One day, while sleeping under a tree, she was startled by the barking of the shepherd dogs. When she lifted her head, she saw a pack of wolves roaming on one of the opposite hills. She had seen wolves before, but she had always been with an elder. Now she was left with a few suggestions given to her and the shepherd dogs. Not knowing what to do, she remained where she was. The shepherd dogs were getting smaller and climbing up the hill. Sounds of scuffling came from afar. Thus, Azra waited. After half an hour passed, the sounds stopped. Neither the dogs returned nor was there any sound to be heard. Azra was scared and didn't know what to do. She thought of climbing to the top of a tree. She sat on a high branch of the tree. The air was brightening; the earth was blue, and the sky was pink, meeting each other. Feeling hungry and thirsty, Azra slowly climbed down. She ate the yogurt in her bag and drank her water. Her eyes were still on that hill...

Hours had passed, and there was still no sound. She gathered her courage and walked towards the hill. As she got closer, she saw her dogs lying on the ground in a pool of blood. She was both sad and trembling with fear. Behind the hill, she saw the train tracks. Thinking that maybe someone would come by on the road, she headed that way.
After cautiously moving a bit further, she heard a sound.
It was one of the rare trains passing by. As she looked towards it, she heard a growl. It was the sound of a wolf. It was watching her from one of the nearby hills. For a moment, Azra panicked and started running as fast as she could. She was looking at the wolf while heading towards the sound of the train. The wolf, however, was just walking. It wasn't running at all. When Azra reached the train tracks, she began waving at the train coming from a distance. 

The train, however, did not change its course and kept going. It was already difficult for it to stop. The train was approaching, but Azra did not pull away from the tracks. The engineers, not wanting any bad incidents to occur, reluctantly began to brake the train. In the meantime, Azra, scared, had climbed up a nearby tree. When they stopped the train, the workers looked down at Azra. They glanced around but could not see her. Azra was afraid she would be scolded for stopping the train. But still, she was much more afraid of being alone. When the workers got back on the train, she ran and jumped into a random car at the back.
Azra crouched in a corner with fearful eyes. She crouched down, placed her hands on her knees, and cried for a long time. At one point, she wondered if she could jump off if the train slowed down in the village. She watched the outside through the train window. The train passed through their village, but since it didn't slow down, Azra was afraid to jump. It was the first time she was seeing her village from inside the train.
She felt very hungry and looked around. In a dark corner, she saw something covered with a cloth. It was a crate full of apples being transported on this train
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