
Collection of

very short stories



  
    
    
      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.

    
    

    
      THE SIXTH PIER

    

    
      First edition. October 19, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Manal Khalil.

    

    
    
      Written by Manal Khalil.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Mercy killing

He is abandoning

dark side

The guide told him

Honor

Why am I here??!!!

Annoyances

awakening

lifebuoy

Trust

Fingerprints

The Sixth Pier

gallows

contradictions

Abu Sawah's Grave

In parentheses

bullying

intercession

Circus

The leader

snail

May God bless you

Last call

Holy Bond

lust

Sleep is better than prayer

His Eminence

Humanity

The most hated of permissible

Cleanliness is part of faith

Original version

Subordination

The dungeon

right arm

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Mercy killing
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[image: صورة تحتوي على شخص, تلبيس, نار, رجل

قد يكون المحتوى الذي تم إنشاؤه بواسطة الذكاء الاصطناعي غير صحيح.]

He woke up terrified, then rubbed his eyes slowly and heavily. He must have been dreaming, but he didn’t remember what he saw well, as if he had seen nothing. His hair came from nothing and was going to nothing. He remembered all the many years of suffering he had gone through: the apartment lease threatening eviction, bills piling up that hadn’t been paid like a solid building on the table in front of him, the manager’s sharp tones, his repeated insults, and his disregard for his activity in his work because he had exposed the corrupt conspiracies in the company. His mother who had died before his eyes while he stood there unable to do anything about the exorbitant costs of the operation. He lit a cigarette and exhaled smoke in the air, then pursed his lips forward indifferently. He felt like another addition to the line of miserable, wretched people, and indifferently, while pursed his lips, he went to the bathroom, washed up, then went to the room, opened his closet, put on his brown suit, and adjusted his tie. He took a quick look in the mirror, then quickly descended the stairs to the street. In the midst of the crowd of pedestrians and cars, a huge truck came speeding by, as if he had an appointment with it, he stopped firmly in In front of her, people suddenly gathered at the sound of a collision, standing in amazement in front of the lying body, covered in blood.
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​He is abandoning
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He was a master among his people, a leader of his clan and tribe. He was their leader. Wherever he went, they went, and wherever he pointed, they headed. He was always blessed, and in his shadow they followed and walked.  He was a pious and righteous man, religious and they used to pray behind him. It reached the point that when he performed ablution, they would take the remains of his ablution water and wash with it, and they would swallow his saliva, if he spat a drop of it into a cup or vessel. He was a blessed man who established for them a solid and valuable foundation and a straight path by which they would be guided. And for many years they remained guided on his path. One day, the great leader fell seriously ill and was in his last moments. They were all around him, crying and wailing. His illness had been prolonged and its duration was long, and they felt that they were waiting without hope. Then he whispered to his assistant and right-hand man to give him a pen and paper so he could reveal a dangerous secret and uncover a matter that had been hidden. The man jumped up like a raging, terrified lion and ordered them all to leave, scattering from around him, saying to them: He is abandoning himself. Leave him alone.

.  
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​dark side
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I grabbed the pen and paper determinedly:
"I will not remain silent any longer. I will write to her everything she did to me."
The words poured out: blame, indignation, anger, then flattery, then pity, then mockery... a raging wave that never stopped.
She finished the letter, put it in an envelope, and slipped into her room.
The mother was asleep, she looked at her with reproachful and angry looks, put the letter under her pillow and left.
In the morning she woke up to crying and screaming: Mother died of a heart attack.
On the night of the funeral, I sneaked into the room and found the letter as it was sealed.
I kidnapped her, hid her in a desk drawer and locked it with the key... forever.
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​The guide told him
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He was a true believer, a name that lived up to his name, and he was truly embodied as faith should be. He always attended religious lessons and was consistent in his prayers, even the Sunnah prayers. He was pious and devout, but this did not mean that he was a coward who feared, nor was he brave, God forbid. Rather, he feared that a painful torment would touch him or that a blazing fire would burn him on an unknown day, but he was completely confident that it was a day that would inevitably come. He was raised on this and everyone around him confirmed it to him and from his early childhood they taught him this, in the mosque, in the church, in the temple, at home, in school, in the street, in the neighborhood, in the city and even the whole country, they all agreed and they all told him this on TV, in the newspaper and everywhere they said and said a lot and a lot. Then they found him stabbed in the back while he was prostrating in prayer and his wife and children were around him like torn corpses. They wondered about the reasons, he used to spend most of his business and money and give charity and zakat and everyone knew until thieves sneaked into his house one night to steal while he was prostrating in prayer after he recited and said you will not attain righteousness until you spend from what you love.
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He sat angrily among the broken furniture, shouting and threatening her, reminding her that she was "his property," that he was her guardian, commanding her to obey, or else painful torment awaited her. Then he slammed the door behind him.
She crept towards the window, feeling her bruises, and raised her face to the sky:
“O Lord, honor my husband as you have honored me... Make his testimony half my testimony, and his inheritance half my inheritance, as high as I suffer.
Make me a guardian over him, I protect him as he protected me, I am jealous of him from the streets, and I protect him like a hidden jewel.
He allowed me to marry four men, choose whomever I wanted from them, and divorce whomever I didn’t want...
"I exchange one husband for another, O Lord... Amen."
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