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"Is fate a destiny we shape with our own hands, or merely a plaything of greater forces?"
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Preface

"Is human destiny in their own hands, or merely a plaything of greater forces?"

This question has been one of the most complex puzzles in human history. This story intertwines the greatest sacrifice a father can make for his child with the merciless face of the modern world.
Marco’s struggle in the narrow streets of Naples is not just a personal tragedy; it also mirrors the moral decay of modern society. This tale exposes how human values have been reduced to mere commodities in today’s world.
As you read, you will not only witness a story but also confront your conscience.

"In a world where everything is for sale...How far would you go to save someone you love?"

Emir DEMIRKIRAN
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"In a world where everything is for sale... how far would you go to save someone you love?"
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The Sorrow of Naples; Italy

-I-
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Chapter 1: We Are Your New Gods, We Now Write Your Fate

––––––––
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The narrow, cobblestone streets of Naples were filled with a heavy atmosphere, as if bearing the weight of history on their shoulders. Every step resonated with echoes of the past, a silent yet profound reverberation of time. The sorrow, joy, and lived experiences etched into the stones imbued the air with a palpable intensity, almost tangible to the touch.

The scent of salt in the air, carried by the breeze from the depths of the sea, mingled occasionally with the aroma of freshly baked bread, recalling the warmth of the corner bakery and the daily bustle of people navigating the streets. These scents combined the city's surface vitality with the profound traces of its history, allowing one to breathe in both the present and the past simultaneously. The salty air, interwoven with the cries of seagulls echoing along the shoreline, blended with the scent of bread, evoking the warmth of home and the urgency of early mornings. These small yet unforgettable details whispered hidden stories at every corner of the city.

However, Marco's world stood in stark contrast to this vibrancy, leaving behind an impression of quiet desolation. His life had long lacked the vigor of movement. A 55-year-old craftsman, Marco made his living sculpting figurines of Baby Jesus. His deep brown eyes bore the marks of years of toil and struggle. His short, greying black hair and the deep wrinkles on his face revealed a soul that was weary yet resolute.

Marco’s workshop was located on Naples' famous San Gregorio Armeno street, a place that overflowed with figurines of Baby Jesus and other religious icons during the Christmas season. The workshop, small from the outside, carried an almost magical atmosphere once you stepped inside. The scent of wood and paint greeted you warmly as you entered through the wooden door. The walls were lined with shelves that reached up to the ceiling, each filled with beautiful figurines of Baby Jesus and other religious icons, all crafted by Marco's hands.

Marco often thought, “Each figure is like a prayer emerging from my hands,” a sentiment he frequently voiced. Some figurines were completed, their glossy finishes gleaming under the light, while others remained works in progress. His workbench, cluttered with chisels, paintbrushes, and various tools, reflected the intense passion he poured into his craft. At the very center of the workshop stood a large work table where Marco carried out his creations. A cross gleamed softly under candlelight, accompanied by a small prayer book that lay atop the table. This made the workshop feel not just like a place of labor but also like a space for worship.

Marco's personal room carried a sense of sanctity as well. In one corner was a small prayer space, a quiet refuge. At its center stood a wooden prayer stand adorned with intricate carvings. On the stand rested a small Bible, a candle, and a silver cross. The walls were adorned with images of Saint Francis and the Virgin Mary. Just behind the stand lay a soft rug where Marco knelt to pray. A faint beam of light streaming through the window gently illuminated the area throughout the day, filling it with a serene aura. When Marco prayed there, he felt closer to God than at any other moment. This corner was his haven, a place where he could escape the chaos of the world and find inner peace.

Antonio was only eighteen, a young man vulnerable to the hardships of life. Unlike his father’s life of craftsmanship, Antonio possessed a dreamer’s soul. His wavy black hair and innocent face carried a glimmer of youthful hope. But that hope had been darkened by dreams of getting rich quickly.

Antonio had loved the sea since he was a child. Instead of becoming a craftsman like his father, he chose to sail out to sea on a fishing boat. Fishing gave him a sense of freedom and adventure. At night, he would head out to sea, returning in the morning with fresh fish. Yet, the income from this work wasn’t enough for Antonio.

Unlike his father, Marco, Antonio was not a devout man. While every statue in Marco's workshop bore a sacred meaning, like a prayer in itself, religion was nothing more than a tradition for Antonio. His father’s peaceful yet stagnant life seemed meaningless to him. Antonio dreamed not of sacred prayers but of quick riches, seeking the meaning of life in the waves of the sea. For him, life was not a divine gift but a struggle. This mindset drove him to always want more, faster and better.

This ambition unknowingly dragged him down a dark path. His friend from the neighborhood, Fabrizio, worked for the local mafia and pulled Antonio into that world. Fabrizio’s alluring yet dangerous promises captivated Antonio, marking the beginning of a path from which it would be hard to return.

Fabrizio was like a shadow lurking over the neighborhood. His sharp eyes and the ever-present sly smile that seemed to hide a secret gave him an air that was both attractive and intimidating. He always wore an expensive yet worn leather jacket and never let go of his cigarette. His gait exuded confidence, his voice calm but commanding. His hands were often tucked into his jacket pockets. His posture and gaze gave those around him an air of mystery and fear. Though he appeared to be just another resident of the neighborhood, everyone sensed he was different. Knowing the streets like the back of his hand since childhood, Fabrizio was a master at exploiting people’s weaknesses. He had no qualms about using the dreams and ambitions of young men like Antonio for his gain. Over time, Fabrizio became a figure everyone feared. His promises, sweet but poisonous like honey, slowly ensnared innocent dreamers like Antonio.

Initially, Antonio began with simple deliveries under Fabrizio’s direction. But over time, he was drawn deeper into the dark world.

The Allure of Darkness

That day, Antonio and Fabrizio’s journey, which had started like any ordinary day in Naples, quickly took a darker turn.

On a morning that smelled of the sea’s salty breeze, Antonio set out on his small boat to fish. The sea was his escape, a place where he could freely dream, far from the quiet and orderly life of his father’s workshop. But Antonio’s thoughts stretched far beyond fishing: he yearned for quick money and the chance to prove himself to the neighborhood.

Antonio’s weak will and lofty ambitions presented an opportunity for Fabrizio. That morning, Fabrizio invited Antonio to a game table. “Come on, my friend. Maybe luck will be on your side, and in just a few hours, your life could change,” he said, persistently urging him to gamble.

Antonio hesitated at first, but the idea of quick money struck his weak spot. Together with Fabrizio, they headed to Don Salvatore's casino, a place that had recently gained notoriety. This shadowy establishment was hidden on the outskirts of the city, tucked away inside an old warehouse.

As they stepped inside, Antonio was greeted by an atmosphere of oppressive luxury: thick cigarette smoke, the sharp shuffle of playing cards, and the metallic clink of money. The tables were covered in thick green felt, and all eyes were fixed either on the cards or the dice. In the corners, a few people whispered quietly, with occasional bursts of subdued laughter breaking the stillness. A small chandelier hanging











d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
lays God.”

ism p

pital

it

ere ca

ia wh

PLAYING GOD
EMIR DEMIRKIRAN

~ “Abrutal d






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png
THE
FATE
COMPANY

Wb AYING GOD

EMIR
DEMIRKIRAN






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





