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The only thing that ties a person to life is love. Not money, not a car, not luxury. One can live without any of these. But one cannot live without love.

Loneliness kills. Lack of love pushes you into emptiness. If no one is waiting for you, if no one is thinking about you, a person gets lost.

Then one day, someone comes. A friend, a lover, a family. They hug you, they ask, "Are you okay?" they say. At that moment, life gains meaning again.

Sometimes an animal comes. A cat, a dog. Maybe it can't speak, but it looks into your eyes. It stretches out its head, it purrs, it licks your palm. It waits for you at the door. It makes you feel that you are not alone.

Love for humans and love for animals are both love. Both make you hold onto life.

To be loved is to live.

Abdullah Çetinkaya
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The sunlight was slowly fading like a candle about to go out. It was as if it was retreating from the sky with the steps of an old man carrying a sack of grain on his back. How many times have I watched this, who knows.

The herd of goats coming down from the mountain runs and hugs their young, who are waiting for them with the same excitement. Even though they are all exactly identical, they find and pick out their own young as if by hand. It leaves you in awe. Even these creatures who cannot empathize, who lack the ability to think, who do not know how to speak, miss their young and do not forget to come when evening falls.

My family hasn't been seen around for many evenings now.

According to my grandfather, they first left him, and years later, they left me with my grandfather and left. They would come to visit sometimes. During their last visit, my grandfather kicked out my mother and father separately, saying "they are neglecting him." "Before that, they threw him into an orphanage. I rescued you from there," he had said. Although his story sometimes changes when he drinks, the fact remains that they left me one way or another. My grandfather has gotten old, I think; his mind doesn't seem to be fully with him. We used to go fishing before, but now, forget about the fish, he doesn't even have the strength to clean them. He swallows them with their bones like a cat. Once one got stuck in his throat, he almost died. But can an old man change his habits?

He doesn't let me clean them either. What is it, am I in need of care?

My grandfather smokes a cigarette, and the smoke from his nose forms clouds in the sky. Once the villagers mistook it for a rain cloud and brought their drying goods inside – so they wouldn't get wet and ruined.

Even the animal stays away from him.

By the way, the animal I mentioned is my cat's name, Nylon. He is grey and white, of the feline kind. I found him outside, he was about to freeze. He had no mother, like me. Where his father is, is also unknown.

How much he resembles me.

Is that why I love this animal so much? Anyway, even if I wanted to love someone else, I couldn't. Our nearest neighbor is two kilometers away. Even if we wanted, no one comes anyway. And even if they did, our house is so full of pests that there's no room for guests.

If you ask my grandfather: It's a castle.

It's just a single-story wooden structure. The house has a basement, you'd think there were chests full of treasure inside. But he won't let anyone inside. If you tied up a dragon, it wouldn't stand at his door for five minutes out of fear. He carries the key around his neck, as if there's a thief in the house. I can't say I'm not curious about what's inside, but he never gives me permission to enter.

By the way, my grandfather's name is Ökkeş. Who gave him this name is unknown, but I can't help but wonder whose character he took after. Because I don't think I resemble him at all.

If you're curious about my grandfather, if he cared about his appearance, he'd be a true agha (lord). Even the village buffalos wash themselves once a year. My grandfather outdoes them. If his nose fell to the ground, he wouldn't bend down to pick it up, you can't get near him because of the smell. Once, tobacco sprouted in his beard, you'd think he had just sown seeds in his field in spring. Because he thinks about things more than he talks, he has completely lost his ability to speak. His speech isn't exactly proper, he doesn't hear if it doesn't suit him. That's grandfathers for you, they have their good sides and their bad sides.

By the way, I am Ahmet. I am twenty-two years old. Apart from my grandfather, I live alone around here.

Whenever I get bored, I pick some sunflower seeds, climb up to my treehouse with Nylon. I throw the shells to the crows and lie down for hours. Snakes, scorpions don't come near – I have my cat – no harmful creature can approach. The only thing that annoys me is flies, and there's nothing to be done about that.

That's my life, you see. Time passes like this either way.

Aren't seasons the same? They have their spring, and their winter.

That's how I am, too. Sometimes I laugh, sometimes I get sad. If inspiration comes, I write poetry, if no one hears me, I sing a song.

(He expresses his longing for his mother in a verse.)

Did your hands get cold from the cold?
Or did a memory of me come alive in your eyes?
Did your tear mix with the rain into the grains of soil?
I noticed that flowers without scent have bloomed everywhere.

The sun's compassionate warmth had withdrawn its hand from the night, leaving its place to the cold loneliness of the darkness. As birds handed over their place to bats, and butterflies to spiders in turn, a kind of handover ceremony was being held among the animals. Ahmet, not wanting to become someone's breakfast, set off towards his grandfather's castle, which was a converted shack.

On the way, he couldn't even hear his own footsteps over the sound of the frogs. It was as if one of them had chosen Ahmet as the prince to turn into a human, shouting "Kiss me, let me kiss you!"

Ahmet murmured:
— If a person had a voice like that, not even my grandfather would kiss them, let alone a princess.
He did the frog a favor and put it in the stream so it wouldn't become a target for predators. He was taking a few steps towards home when the frog jumped out of the stream, raising its voice as if shouting "Take me with you!" Unable to bear the frog's plea for mercy, Ahmet put the frog in his pocket and brought it home. He left it in a bucket of water to return it in the morning so his grandfather wouldn't see it.

Ahmet washed his muddy feet and entered the room where they ate. On the table were the meals prepared by his grandfather, and under the table were the cleaned bones for Nylon. His grandfather was sitting on a cushion with his back against the wall, his mustache yellowed from smoking tobacco shining like gold under the yellow light. He opened his one eye and spoke to Ahmet:

— You're late. I dozed off while thinking between going out to look for you and waiting and starting to eat. On top of that, I was having a dream when I woke up to your voice.

Ahmet sat down at the table.
— You should have waited for me, grandpa. What did you see? You seem to be under its influence. Your face has turned to limestone.
Ökkeş rolled his eyes.
— In my dream, I met a frog, and we became friends. We were running around hills and fields together. He had become my closest friend. We were very happy together. As we were sharing our troubles and eating together like always, a woman came in and sat next to me at the table. She was kissing me by my ear.
Ahmet asked curiously:
— So grandpa, what happened then?
— I fell in love with her beauty. My life suddenly changed. I now had both a friend and a lover. The treacherous frog apparently had the same feelings for me, because I noticed him watching my beloved while she slept. Jealousy came between us, and we got into a fight. We had a duel and drew our guns on each other. The one who pulled the trigger first would take the girl.

Ahmet got excited.
— So what happened, grandpa? Did you shoot the frog?
— I woke up just before pulling the trigger. It turns out his intention was to kiss the girl, turn her into a frog, and throw her into the swamp. He's done this to many girls and ruined their lives.

— But what's done is done. So you didn't shoot him.

— If I catch him, I'll shoot that dishonorable wretch.

Ahmet picked up a piece of bread.
— Oh dear, grandpa, you've been drinking too much again. I'm as hungry as a wolf anyway.
Ökkeş pointed to the table.
— Well come on then. The food has gotten cold enough.
Ahmet pointed to the mezes on the plate.
— Grandpa, you made cold mezes anyway. There's nothing left to get cold.
Ökkeş held out the bread.
— Come on, come on, pass the bread so we can eat.
Ahmet objected.
— Grandpa, there's rice. Who eats bread with rice? They're both wheat.
Ökkeş grumbled.
— Come on, come on, cut it out. Where have you been all this time?
Ahmet shrugged.
— What can I do, grandpa, I'm bored. I don't even have a friend, you know.
Ökkeş was annoyed.
— I had a friend, and what happened?
Ahmet was surprised.
— Grandpa, you had a friend? Why don't I remember?
— I just told you, the dishonorable wretch.

— Grandpa, should we move to the city? Loneliness doesn't seem to suit us.

Ökkeş's voice came out harsh.
— Don't bring up this subject again, didn't I tell you?
Ahmet gave up.
— Okay, grandpa.
He ate his meal in silence and went to his room. Ahmet didn't know that the tears he shed while missing his mother and father would be his last. It wasn't the first time Grandpa Ökkeş had witnessed him sharing his troubles with Nylon as he passed by his door. But his helplessness wasn't visible from the outside. Hiding the truths and covering them up for a lifetime didn't seem possible either. Even if he wanted to, he had no choice but to suppress his emotions with his anger. In his inner world, he was fighting the war of a man whose youth was full of sins and whose heart was hard, and an old man who was becoming childlike, close to being defeated by old age.

He suppressed his emotions with his anger and raised his voice.
— Go to sleep, my child, what time is it?
Ahmet's voice was tired.
— What time is it, grandpa?
— It's night.

— It's only eight o'clock, grandpa.

Ökkeş murmured.
— It'll be ten by the time you get to bed.
— Grandpa, our house is forty square meters. You're describing it like it's forty kilometers.

— Come on, come on, hit the hay and sleep.

— I'm not sleepy, grandpa. There's no button to turn my sleep on and off.

Ökkeş reasoned.
— If you don't get into bed, will you get sleepy?
— Grandpa, does sleep only happen when you get into bed?

— Tomorrow we're going to make charcoal.

Ahmet was annoyed.
— Grandpa, we haven't even been paid for the previous work yet.
— They'll pay it all in a lump sum at the end of the month.

Ahmet murmured.
— They always tell the same lies.
Ökkeş had the last word.
— Come on, come on, get to bed. We have a lot to do tomorrow.
Ahmet sighed.
He threw himself into bed unwillingly.

Ökkeş slowly went down the stairs and approached the basement door. He took the key from around his neck. His limbs, like his age, seemed to have lost their mobility, and he didn't dare to open the door. As the fear of being alone spread from his heart to his hands, it was noticeable in the way he held the key. Even though he gathered his confidence and turned the key, the rusty lock didn't allow Grandpa Ökkeş to enter.

He climbed the steps with his tired feet, panting, and at the last step, he sat down, holding his head in his hands. He went to the kitchen to get the only thing he took refuge in, and brought out a bottle of alcohol. His conscience, which he had set aside before the alcohol, would not be silent. Grandpa Ökkeş, who had thought he was doing the right thing all this time, now got the idea that continuing what he was doing was no longer right. He decided to tell all the truths. As he stood up to move towards Ahmet's room, he lost his balance and fell to the ground.

Ahmet woke up at the sound.
— Grandpa, didn't I tell you? You're drinking too much. Your mouth smells like a corpse. One day you're going to really fall and not be able to get up.
Ökkeş tried to get up from the ground.
— While I was looking for my toothbrush, your cat tripped me with his foot and knocked me down.
Ahmet's eyes widened.
— Grandpa, how could such a small animal trip you? Could it be that you've had too much to drink?
Ökkeş was determined.
— I don't know about the drink, but it's possible your cat stole my toothbrush. I can't find it anywhere.
— Grandpa, you had a toothbrush? Why didn't I know about it?

Ökkeş grinned.
— If you knew, you'd defend your grandfather, not that cat.
At that moment, the frog that had escaped from the bucket jumped right under Ökkeş's nose and began to croak. Ökkeş jumped up.
— You dishonorable frog, you escaped me just now. You won't get away this time.
But his grandfather fell asleep right where he was.

Ahmet put his grandfather to bed and went out to the balcony, looked up at the sky, and prayed to God. He tried to count the stars. Every time he counted, the number of stars varied.

He talked to himself:
— There was a star here just now. Where did it go? Where did that one come from? Oh, I'm about to go crazy. I should just go and sleep.
He held the binoculars down to the ground, took a few steps, and hit his head on the wall.
— Grandpa's binoculars can't see in front of them, just like him. And I tried to count stars with this thing, my idiot head.
He hit his head, but he had just hit the wall, so it hurt even more.
— Ahhh!

In the morning, the grandfather woke up, prepared breakfast, and waited for Ahmet to wake up. Ahmet woke up after a while and went to his grandfather's room. When he didn't see his grandfather, he called out.

Ökkeş's voice came from the kitchen.
— I'm here, little one.
— Good morning, grandpa. You scared me again.

— Good morning, Ahmet. Nothing to be scared of anymore. You've become a big man.

— We were going to go make charcoal. Why didn't you wake me up, grandpa?

Ökkeş's voice changed.
— We're not going to make charcoal anymore, Ahmet.
Ahmet's face fell.
— I told you. I said that man wouldn't give us our money. He kept stringing us along.
Ökkeş stood up.
— Come with me, son.
— Where are we going, grandpa?

Ökkeş took the basement key from around his neck. Ahmet's eyes widened.
— Grandpa, are you okay? Are we going into the basement?
Ökkeş smiled.
— I have a surprise for you.
Ahmet was very excited. He was going to see the inside for the first time.

They slowly went down the stairs. Nylon got tangled in their feet, and Ökkeş lost his balance.
— This cat is going to push me down here one day.
— Don't exaggerate, grandpa, you too.

Ahmet remembered the key was rusty.
— Grandpa, it's rusty.
Ökkeş hesitated.
— Ahmet, go get the oil can from upstairs.
— Oh damn, of all the times for it to rust. Right when we're at the exciting part.

Ahmet got the oil and brought it to his grandfather. They oiled the lock.

Ökkeş murmured.
— I hope it dissolves the rust by this evening. We'll have to wait for a while.
Ahmet was impatient.
— Grandpa, couldn't we just break the lock?
— That won't do, come with me.

— Oh, grandpa, where are we going now?

— Prepare the boat.

Ahmet's face lit up.
— Oh, God. Now we're talking.

The boat looked a bit worn out. Deformations had occurred over the years. It needed repair. Good news was coming for Ahmet, but misfortunes requiring patience were also lining up one after another.

Ökkeş melted the resins he had collected from the forest in a pot, pulverized the charcoal, and then mixed them together. At his grandfather's request, Ahmet sifted the soil, separating stones the size of rice grains, and filled a sack with them. When they thought they had enough material, they mixed everything together to obtain a mortar.

They turned the boat over, applied the mixture to the damaged areas, and a waterproof layer formed. The boat was now ready for use. This time, not for fishing, but perhaps sensing that these were the last times, Ökkeş wanted to spend the remaining time to the fullest with Ahmet.

Nylon, Grandpa Ökkeş, Ahmet, and a family of three or four crows that flew overhead and wouldn't leave them alone, got into the boat and set out onto the river.

After a while, his grandfather broke his silence.
— There was a young man, about twenty years old. While his peers were graduating from university, he was getting out of prison. No family, no money, no place to stay. No profession. No patience to work somewhere either. Apart from an address that a friend he had helped and protected inside, who had been released before him, pressed into his palm during their farewell, he had nothing with him.
Ökkeş took a deep breath.
— He heads towards the address. He rests at a tea shop. He greets and asks for permission. The tea shop had opened ten minutes ago, the place was suitable for conversation.
Ahmet listened curiously. Ökkeş continued.

The tea seller asks: "What will you drink?"
The young man answers: "I drink nothing."
"Then
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