

    
        
          Stories 10

        

        
        
          MEHMET  ALİ GÜNER

        

        
          Published by MEHMET  ALİ GÜNER, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      STORIES 10

    

    
      First edition. July 13, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 MEHMET  ALİ GÜNER.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231190768

    

    
    
      Written by MEHMET  ALİ GÜNER.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


STORIES

10

MEHMET ALI GÜNER

Mehmet Ali Güner

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, 18 short stories, 2 poems, 2 essays

The writer, who still lives in Edirne.
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Karakuz is a village where birds do not fly, caravans do not pass, it exists, but its existence is unknown at the level of the state and life continues despite everything, but it is unaware of living. A village that thinks of living as breathing. 

Almost all of the village was very afraid of the gendarmerie. Gendarmerie meant torture and falaka. Although it was a village that was uneventful or unknown to the state, it was a village where all vaccinations were given to children regularly by the United Nations Health Organization. Ali was a child who had his share of poverty at that age and benefited from this health service provided by the United Nations Health Organization.

One night, his father said, "Tomorrow you will go to Başpınar and Tolo Mehmet." He didn't ask why, why questions. It was good for him to get away from home. 

"There would be one less person in the house," he thought, "and he could live in better conditions."  Early in the morning, he and his father set off. His father gave him to Tolo Mehmet's house as a helper at a young age for a fee. It was a form of slavery.

He was not in the bargain. He was about ten years old. His father took him to the highlands and left him. Then he walked away without looking back. Before he knew it, he had fallen victim to the slave trade.

He didn't get upset; he just became lonely. The place called Başpınar is also a mountain-top place. Few people. Tolo Mehmets used to go there to the plateau. It was the plateau of their tribe. Tolo Mehmet had only one daughter, İnci. Pearl was like a pearly girl. Towards evening that day, Pearl brought food to the child. It was a young girl. She was a caring and smiling young girl with all her beauty and grace. I think he had a very happy childhood. It was read because of it. He always had a smiling face as he walked around the plateau. He woke up early almost every day. He used to visit all the tents. Oba also greeted those he saw. 

Who knows what dreams he had at this age. After finishing his work, he would sit on a stone on the upper side of the oba and watch into the distance. It's like posing for a painter. He had a noble stance against the wind. The wind blowing his hair and the sun dazzling his eyes gave a completely different feeling to those who saw it. The tents were also talked about their beauty and stance towards life.

The arrival of spring brought vitality to people and nature.  Nature was colorful. It was a very special place in a place called Başpınar.

Pearl was also very kind to him for his stay there. The child watched him with his heart. She was a beautiful and well-groomed girl. He did all the chores around the house. 

On a Friday evening, our villagers came to Başpınar in droves. Pearl was engaged. It didn't matter who it was, but there was a festivity and joy in the oba. 

The next day, she found out that she was engaged to someone from her village. His fiancée was considered a relative, but Tolo was not a rich and influential family like Mehmet. Glad. I was always going to see Pearl

One day, he gestured from a distance to the boy as if to "come." He ran to her. 

"Let's walk together," he said. 

He was sad as he walked. He did not speak for a long time. 

-I'm tired, let's sit down, he said 

Then he was silent for a while.  

"Tell me, child, tell me about your village and about Suleiman." 

What could a child tell at that age? Who knows, maybe he wouldn't be able to tell her what they wanted from him. Or he wasn't qualified to tell. They talked so much that they didn't understand each other.

At the end of the highland season, he returned to his village. The darkness was tormenting the peasant with all his being. The earth was white. Nature was dressed in a wedding dress. Pearl's wedding also coincided with winter. Under the conditions of that day, a very beautiful wedding was held, and there were active days in the village. 

When he woke up in the morning, he saw that nature was covered in white.  Snow was covered everywhere. It was said that at least a meter of snow had fallen. He put his face against the window and plunged into the past. He went back years without thinking about how much history a child can have.

That year, the most beautiful girl of Başpınar village came to their village as a bride. The excitement of the festival was at its peak as he rode towards the village on a white horse, dressed in white, accompanied by drums and zurna. The snow had stopped, the blizzard had eased, and the speed of the wind had eased. 

Nature had fallen silent as if celebrating the arrival of the Pearl. When the wedding procession came, all the drums that were beating exploded with the violence of the mallet. After hours of weddings, everyone retired to their homes at night.

The villagers, tired of the bustle of the wedding, retired to rest in the early hours, while the customary engineers waited until morning. They wanted to see a dropper of bloody sheets. 

By the early hours of the morning, a rumor had taken hold of his village, and he had walked.  A rumor spread that Pearl was not a virgin. The bloody sheet had not been handed to the observer who had been waiting at the door on the night of the wedding. It was the beginning of the end for Pearl. Gossips were at work, and laws written by Tore engineers came into force. 

Village and family elders held meetings that lasted for hours. The decision had been made, and the Pearl would be returned to her family. Honor or revenge?  Was it worth a drop of blood, a sacrifice of life? Although the time was not known, it was announced that they would set off one night in the morning.

The reporters who brought news to İnci's father told him about the incident and its consequences. Tolo Mehmet, who listened quietly to what was happening, accepted everything. On their way back to the village, the messengers were caught in a blizzard on the way, lost their direction and disappeared. When the villagers, who had been waiting for the messengers for days, gave up hope, they started to search for them, but they could not find them. They found it months later when the snow began to melt. People were lost, but a white horse managed to reach the village alone. This horse was Tolo Mehmet's horse.

It's a Friday. A dry frost. Everywhere in the snow-covered village was white. It was so white because of the dawn of the moon that it was as if it were daytime. There were no wolves that surrounded the village every night and howled until morning. 

It was as if all living things must have been overwhelmed with mourning, and this silence caused him fear. Nature was silent tonight, but the villagers were watching, the earth on the drop. They were all blind, all deaf, all garnets. Male dominance, the power to be a power, once again showed its dark side. The pearl was mounted on a white horse and tied to the horse. By tying a tin to the horse's tail, they released it with a whip or two. A white horse and a young girl dressed in white were heading into obscurity. Seeing her on a white horse in the dress in which she was the bride, the boy's heart had flowed a lot, and he had inflicted an incredible wound on his soul. 

He was like a star in his heart on a white horse, dressed in white, and on white snow. As he moved away, icicles formed from his tears.

He couldn't sleep. He fought with the quilt until morning. His tired eyes couldn't take it anymore. Slept. He woke up leaping and awake with nightmarish dreams.

As soon as he woke up, he ran to the window. He wanted to look far, far away.

"Who knows, maybe that white horse came back to the village, maybe it was from somewhere far away from the village, waiting to be called to the village, maybe it came back thinking that it would not be able to carry the weight of the burden it carried." He was disappointed. Nothing he thought of had come true.  

Looking through the window, he made eye contact with a sparrow that had landed in front of the window. They stared at each other for minutes. A sense
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