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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.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


I have been defeated
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I have been defeated unexpectedly

While looking at the view from above

A single cannon shot was enough to bring down the walls

The city fell, engulfed in flames by evening.

I have been defeated by time like this.

By the bulk of the arrogant giants.

I mixed in

As if sliding into nothingness from satin sheets.

By praising madness.

I have been defeated by a light breeze

And it swept and tossed me into the abysses

As I fell, I understood this realm

I searched my curtain in black.

I have been defeated by fire with my wax boat.

I have been defeated by nothingness with my existence made of atoms.

I have been defeated and I have completely worn out since then...
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Write poetry

[image: ]




Now I

Every now and then write

My poems.

Then I stop and look,

Just like

Holding its hand;

Wondering if it’s with the grace of

A ballerina twirled on her toes.

Of course, there are minor touch-ups,

I am my words' sculptor after all.

Sometimes I read in admiration

Whatever I have written,

As if in front of me

Ahmet Arif

Or

Nazım Hikmet.

Sometimes a sadness envelops me,
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