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Foreword

There are some stories that echo among the ancient stones of the Mediterranean. Time passes, empires crumble, and seas erode the shores; yet certain cities remain unforgettable. This is because those cities were born not merely from stone, but from resistance, fear, betrayal, and human will. The Ancient City of Olba is exactly such a place.

Today, standing silently within the borders of Mersin on Turkey’s Mediterranean coast, Olba still carries the breath of the past with its temples, columns, monumental tombs, and a memory carved into the mountains. This ancient city is more than just the remains of a civilization; it is the story of a forgotten resistance, a lost people, and a woman left in the shadows of history.

This book tells the incredible trial of Aba, the first and only female ruler of Olba. Yet, this is not merely a historical narrative. This work depicts how fear transforms cities, how people begin to unravel before a war even starts, and how sometimes the greatest siege is laid not against the walls, but against the human soul.

In his work "Queen Aba – PIRATE KINGDOM," Tolga Çağlayan, Turkey’s first Microdrama fiction writer, steps outside conventional narrative forms to invite the reader into a scene-by-scene, atmospheric, and cinematographic world. This structure, woven with the Microdrama technique, reveals great ruptures within brief moments, the fear that grows within silences, and the inherent conflicts of human nature.

Having already met readers in five different languages, this work is more than just a novel; it represents one of the first powerful steps of an original narrative style born in Turkey into world literature. "Queen Aba – PIRATE KINGDOM" is an extraordinary literary experience that makes the petrified silence of history speak once more, bridging the past with the modern human spirit.

Olba still stands today.

And some cities continue to speak, even long after they have fallen.

Melike Melis
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THE SEA THAT SAT UPON THE THRONE

When Olba fell silent,
the sea began to sound louder.
In the past, the sounds rising from the harbor every morning would awaken the city:

fishermen shouting,
iron clashing,
the curses of men carrying cargo,
the noise left by grape carts upon the stone roads...
Now there were different sounds.

Chains.
Screams.
And laughter.
Pirate laughter.

Once a person heard the sound of fear,
they could never mistake it for anything else again.
This time, a man had been hanged from the old tax post at Olba Harbor.

The wind gently turned the corpse.

His feet were bare.

There was still dirt beneath his fingernails.

He was probably a farmer.

Only a single sentence was written on the board hanging from his neck:

“He hid taxes.”

As the crowd at the harbor passed before the man, they lowered their eyes to the ground.

No one stopped.

No one looked.

Because sometimes even looking became a crime.

A woman turned her child’s head away.

“Don’t look.”

The child looked again.

Children did not understand fear.

They only sensed change.

And Olba had changed.

The old Olba flag above the harbor had now been taken down.

A black cloth hung in its place.

As the wind blew, the cloth waved,
appearing like a dark wound upon the stone walls.
Where merchant ships once docked, pirate ships now stood.

On the decks of some, people chained together were lined up.

On others, blood was being cleaned.

The side of one ship still bore dried traces of fire.

Ksenophanes had intentionally left the harbor this way.

Because he did not want fear to be cleaned away.

Fear had to remain visible.

If people forgot fear...

they would also forget obedience.

Two pirates sat upon the stone stairs above the harbor.

They were drinking wine.

The young pirate watching the people below laughed.

“Look at them.”

The older man beside him gave no answer.

The young pirate spoke again:

“So taking a city was this easy?”

The old pirate remained silent for a long time.

Then he placed his cup upon the stone ground.

“Taking a city is easy.”

He turned his eyes toward the people below.

“Keeping the city is difficult.”

The young man shrugged.

“We’ll keep it.”

This time the old pirate laughed.

But there was no joy in it.

“Even the sea gives back what it holds.”

The people walking below quickened their pace.

Because the sound of horns had risen from the upper towers of the palace.

Once.

Then once again.

The people of Olba now recognized this sound.

A call to gather.

A pirate’s call.

The city began to walk unwillingly.

People moved faster than fear.
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Inside the palace courtyard, the stones still carried the blood of the old king.

It had rained.

But some stains never disappeared.

Pirate guards were filling the people into the courtyard.

Spear tips touched people’s backs,
and no one dared to speak.
A large wooden platform had been built in the middle of the courtyard.

And upon the platform...

there was a throne.

The throne of Olba.

But it looked different now.

Black iron had been hammered over the old engravings.

Some of the lion carvings had been broken.

Pirate banners had been hung behind the throne.

As if the city had not merely been conquered...

but humiliated.

At the front of the crowd, an old man fell to his knees.

Silently, he began to pray.

The woman beside him fearfully pulled his arm.

“Quiet...”

Without lifting his head, the man spoke:

“The gods have abandoned us.”

The woman did not answer.

Because now, in the city, people spoke even the names of the gods in low voices.

At that very moment...

the great gates of the courtyard opened.

The pirates stepped aside.

And Ksenophanes entered.

An invisible weight descended upon the crowd.

Some people involuntarily lowered their heads.

Some held their breath.

Others saw him this closely for the first time.

The man spoken of for years in sea tales was no longer a story.

He was real.

And his true form...

was worse than the stories.

Ksenophanes walked with heavy steps.

His black cloak dragged across the stone floor,
and the old scar upon his right cheek looked dark beneath the morning light.
But the most terrifying thing was not his face.

It was his eyes.

Because when mercy completely died within a person’s eyes...

something else was born there.

And the people of Olba could feel that thing.

Ksenophanes stepped onto the platform.

He stopped before the throne.

For a long time, he did not sit.

He watched the city.

He watched the people.

He watched the fear.

Then, in a very calm voice, he spoke:

“Olba.”

The stone walls returned the sound.

Olba...

Olba...

No one answered.

Ksenophanes continued:

“Your city has fallen.”

A woman began to cry.

She was silenced immediately.

“The old king is dead.”

Silence.

“The old order is dead.”

Ksenophanes slowly turned toward the throne.

He placed his hand upon the stone arm of the throne.

“And the sea...”

He paused for a moment.

“...has returned.”

Then he sat.

At that moment...

Olba truly fell.

Because sometimes people realized they were defeated not when they lost a war,

but when a stranger sat upon the throne.

A muffled sob rose from within the crowd.

A child clung fearfully to his mother.

And at that very moment...

someone standing within the shadow above the palace gate drew attention.

Aba.

No one could understand what she was thinking.

Her face was motionless.

But her eyes...

were watching the city.

The hungry people.

The trembling children.

The pirate soldiers.

Her own father.

And for the first time...

the throne.

Ksenophanes continued speaking:

“From this day on, the law of Olba is the sea.”

The crowd was silent.

“You will pay taxes.”

A moment.

“You will obey.”

Another moment.

“And everyone who lives...”

His eyes hardened.

“...will belong to me.”

At that very moment, a scream was heard outside the courtyard.

Everyone turned.

Two pirates were dragging a man inside.

The man was covered in blood.

The crowd immediately stepped back.

Because they recognized him.

Heron.

The old merchant from the market.

The pirates threw the man before the platform.

Heron tried to breathe.

Blood flowed from his mouth.

Ksenophanes slightly tilted his head.

“Speak.”

At first, Heron could not speak.

Then, trembling, he whispered:

“I only... hid bread...”

Fear spread through the crowd.

Ksenophanes remained calm.

“The city is hungry.”

Heron began to cry.

“For the children...”

Ksenophanes did not blink.

“Children must learn fear early.”

Then he looked at the pirates.

“Kill him.”

A muffled sound rose from within the crowd.

But at that exact moment...

Aba stepped forward.

The courtyard fell silent.

Ksenophanes slowly turned his head toward his daughter.

For the first time...

the silence changed.

Aba walked toward the platform.

The wind swept through her black hair.

Heron looked at her in fear.

Because sometimes it was not a person’s face...

but their indecision that was frightening.

Aba stopped before the man.

For a long time, she did not speak.

Then she looked at the bread crumbs upon the ground.

Heron was truly crying.

Ksenophanes’ voice echoed through the courtyard:

“Make your decision.”

A murmur passed through the crowd.

Because everyone understood what this was.

This was not merely punishment.

It was a test.

Aba slowly lifted her head.

She locked
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