

  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      STORIES 8

    

    
      First edition. June 11, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 MEHMET  ALİ GÜNER.

    

    
    
      Written by MEHMET  ALİ GÜNER.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


STORIES

8

"The fine lines of life"

MEHMET ALI GUNER

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, 17 short stories, 2 poems, 2 essays

The writer, who still lives in Edirne.

Table of contents

Geography Is Grief

A twist of fate

Twist Of Fate on the

That's Dying Happy

On Bidding Farewell to the Last

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Geography Is Grief


[image: image]


Geography is grief, in lands abandoned to their fate. Faraday, Tesla and Edison are just the inventors mentioned in the books for them. When the sun turns its back, a star falls on every household. Even though they don't know his name, they feel a silent gratitude to Lukasiewicz around the kerosene lamps. An invisible curtain opens on the walls, shadow plays take the stage amid children's laughter. Yet they are happy, and they are lucky to be happy. Perhaps their greatest chance is to share in all the splendor of the star-studded sky on a clear summer night.He would 
have been surprised if he had told the storyteller in his childhood that one day the light would also be polluted and polluted. After all, the child's mind does not reach everything, just as he cannot understand the existence of a kerosene lamp after electricity and a match after a light. He will understand, but as he gets acquainted with electricity, as he grows. 
Grows... That desire grows within him, the desire to witness again the star-studded glory interspersed in teams. He longs for his childhood, his head dirty but his soul clean, the words he abandoned years ago.
Words must have a soul, or people breathe a piece of their soul into them. In lands abandoned to their fate, words become lonely, forgotten, and their souls are extinguished, like people. But, even though people grow old like dust, words become younger, change, transform. That is why the old do not understand the language of the young, and the generations clash.
When the day comes, every being must be left to its fate, most of all human beings. Man was given over to the same grief as the sky, they withered together. As the shadows swept away the familiar faces around you, did the stars that adorned the sky suddenly go out? Like an ancient temple, it wears out, bleaches, collapses and becomes lonely. 
The magnificence of the goddess, which shines with its columns rising as if it will not be destroyed, its walls adorned with colors and ornaments, its altar dedicated to offerings, and its halls where prayers are held, succumbs to time, to nature that exhibits its crumbling power, to convulsions and defeatists. Marble as much as the majesty of the gods and men, visitors to those who remember...
When the last person who remembers a person dies, the person dies, and when the last person who speaks a word runs out of breath, that word runs out. The storyteller also has a magic word that he has embraced: "LUCK". He is also free to own it because he does not come across anyone who uses it other than himself. The storyteller derived "ANSADAN" from "SHANADAN". Accidentally, unintentionally, unwittingly, in sudden actions and situations, people use ANSADANI in some regions. Not being able to help involves small desperations. Without the same help, ŞANADANA is also infected, but LUCKADAN contains small miracles.
The storyteller rummaged through the dusty shelves of his self, where there was no mobile phone and internet, and he enjoyed spending his summer holidays in the village. Those were the days when the first private television channel had just started broadcasting, and he used to gather with his friends in the house with a television and watch movies and cartoons. Turning the movie, they watched with their friends into a theatrical play was their favorite pastime. "It was much later that he came to the conclusion that June dark’s game was in fact a form of bullying between peers. 

It is both cruel and childish to think that the one who is beaten also enjoys it. At the very least, it was only fair that the role of the villain would come to everyone in turn.
By the time the sun was well overhead, he had had enough of struggle, suffocation, fatigue, and hunger. After eating, it was his daily routine to go to the inn and rest a little, linger and take a nap. Each rung of the wooden staircase leading up to the inn, with eleven, maybe twelve steps, had its own creak. If he was a child, he would tell you exactly how many steps there are. It should not be called a wooden staircase. 
Wooden stairs recognize and know a person by his weight, by the speed of stepping his steps. Although people are not aware of this fact, they read the soul of people and even understand that they are getting old. As people get older, so do they, and so do their reactions to them. Each squeak has its own moan, echo.
Every time the storyteller went up to the inn, he loved to go into the room reserved for guests. The wooden floor of this room was more successful in communicating with people than the wooden staircase. The display case, which contained glasses, candlesticks, plates, books, trinkets, framed photographs, was expressed at the slightest step on the floor. This talk-loving shop window wouldn't turn its back on even the lightest cat's paw, and even the most graceful wood elf wouldn't go unnoticed. This was one of the interactions that the storyteller enjoyed the most. Maybe it was a bond between them and the ghosts in the photos. Involuntarily, he thought about when he was going to get involved with those ghosts.
Hanaya tried to remember the last time she was dating. After losing the person he loved the most, his grandfather, he never came out again. The last time she saw him was when he was lying lifeless in his bed, covered with a transparent cheesecloth over his face. That was the first time he had witnessed that thin line between life and death, the transparent veil. It takes courage to wash the pale, solid body that blends into the shadows, but who did? Who lit the fire of the water boiled in the cauldron? Were the children the children picking the daisies, carnations, tulips, and mountain hyacinths mixed with the water? Along with that body, the half-stone, half-wooden nest was abandoned, as were the traditions that contained fragments of shamanic rituals.
Memories, like the old friend's shop window, were imprisoned in a ruin, abandoned to a common grief. He would no longer have a place in the display case that seals the ghosts in the photographs. If one day the storyteller also migrated into the unknown, would a cauldron of water boil for him too? 
Would women lament? Would the children return from the mountain with flowers in their arms? But what if there are no more flowers to embrace in the mountains? What if people forget the old send-offs? which had long since been forgotten. That's what he was most upset about.
He sighed deeply and shook off his sadness, finding himself back in the inn, looking at old photographs. After enjoying the display case, he went to the opposite room. There must have been a deck of cards somewhere, he searched around, he found it. He played solitaire for a while, sitting cross-legged on the floor. When he got bored, he came up with an interesting idea. He made the deck a beautiful card, and spread the papers on the floor in a closed manner. He had decided to find all five in the deck. He began to run his hands over the papers at random, trying to feel a different energy in the papers he touched. He stopped and turned over the paper he had chosen. Five of hearts! The storyteller tried to remember what he felt at that moment, but he couldn't.
All he remembered was an innocent, childlike smile. He continued to run his hands over the closed papers again, again trying to feel something. Did each paper have a different temperature? On what basis did he make his choice? Neither the storyteller nor the child had the answer to these questions. His hand caught on one of the papers and he quickly turned it over. Quintet of spades! A strange excitement swept through him, and his smile sharpened.
Along with the excitement, an involuntary solemnity filled the room. Yet there was nothing to gain or lose. Or he didn't realize what he was losing at that moment. Children are not aware of most things. But at that moment he was aware that he was abstracted from space-time, that the universe consisted only of a deck of cards and hands caressing papers. Even their eyes didn't play a role in their preferences, they were just observers. Their choices were made by their hands, not their eyes. He picked another one and flipped it. Five of diamonds!
He took a deep breath in uneasiness and looked at the papers. Thinking about it now, he couldn't make sense of his skimming, because even if his eyes were closed, he would still choose the same papers. Or was it just a trick of his brain on him? Could it be that his brain, even if he was not aware of it, had memorized the back of all the papers he had been dealing with for days, with all the fine details? Was the secret ultimately in the eyes? But the deck of cards had not yet worn out, none of the papers had their ears curled, and there was not the slightest stain on them. Even the most advanced programs, if there is a difference behind the papers, would not be able to find it. If their weights were different, even the most sensitive balance would not be able to measure them.
He didn't want to rush to pick the final paper. He focused like a shaman communicating with spirits. His hands lingered on the papers for longer. He thought, or was born into, that he had chosen the paper on which to open, he felt. He looked like he was going to turn it over, but he couldn't. Racing with the light, he grasped another piece of paper with a sudden change of decision, in a timelessness where no emotion could take place. It was as if it was someone else, not him, who chose that paper. It might even be the first time his hand had touched the paper he was holding. The universe of probabilities always hides from us that when an event with a very low probability occurs, that probability occurs with an even lower probability than we think.
... Among the forty-nine papers, whose hands remained like magnets, he found
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