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      Mustafa Refas is a storyteller who weaves timeless tales inspired by classical narrative traditions and moral allegory. 
    

    
      His writing blends adventure, symbolism, and spiritual reflection, exploring themes of courage, destiny, perseverance, and justice.
    

    
    
      Through richly layered characters and vivid storytelling, he invites readers into worlds where ordinary individuals rise beyond circumstance and discover the hidden strength within themselves.
    

    
    
      The Poor Man and the Red Ruby reflects his belief that true nobility is born not from wealth or lineage, butfrom integrity, resilience, and faith in one’s purpose.
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                      ☆ Chapter one☆
    

    
    
      The King's Decree
    

    
    
      In ages past, there flourished a vast kingdom blessed with Earth's finest bounties, ruled by a
    

    
      monarch who combined formidable strength with profound wisdom.
    

    
    
       Within the walls of his majestic palace, where craftsmanship marvels adorned every corner, the King reigned supreme, surrounded by countless attendants who maintained the palace and served the royal family.
    

    
    
      The King had a wife and a single daughter, endowed with extraordinary beauty. 
    

    
      She moved through the palace like a rare butterfly, spreading joy and laughter in her wake.
    

    
    
      No barrier hindered her path, no request of hers was ever denied. 
    

    
      Her father provided every comfort, cherishing her above his own life, his love for her so profound he feared any harm mightbefall her.
    

    
    
      Years passed in the blink of an eye, transforming the cheerful girl into a blossoming young woman. 
    

    
      The days of childish games were behind her, replaced by the solemnity of
    

    
      responsibility.
    

    
    
      When she reached marriageable age, eyes turned toward her from every direction,
    

    
      particularly the King's ministers and close advisors.
    

    
       Each hoped she would wed his son or grandson, aspiring to the honor of royal kinship and proximity to the throne.
    

    
    
      As the King advanced in years, he contemplated his daughter's future. She was the sole heir to the crown, destined to wear it one day, sooner or later. 
    

    
    
      He resolved to broach the subject of marriage, filled with hope of seeing grandchildren from his own loins before his time came.
    

    
      When he consulted her, he found that the sense of responsibility he had instilled in her since childhood had borne good fruit. She showed no interest in matters of the heart, nor any inclination toward the young men of the court. 
    

    
    
      She left the decision in his hands, confident
    

    
      he knew what was best for her future security.
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                   ☆ Chapter Two ☆
    

    
    
      The Impossible Condition
    

    
    
      Yet the marriage of a king's daughter was no trivial matter to be treated lightly, but a weighty affair requiring careful arrangement and deep contemplation. 
    

    
    
      The first and most crucial of these preparations was selecting the worthy man, for he would not merely be the Princess's husband, but would join the ruling lineage and stand beside the future queen when her time came.
    

    
    
      The King insisted this man exemplify courage and firm resolve, to be his daughter's supportand an impenetrable fortress protecting her.
    

    
      Uncertainty gripped him in selecting the suitable person, so he spent days and nights tossing on the bed of contemplation, until he chose to consult his courtiers and close advisors.
    

    
       Each began enumerating young men they knew, praising their manners and courage, each eyeing the position for a favored relative. 
    

    
    
      But the King possessed penetrating insight to distinguish truth from falsehood, and no young man presented to him met his approval, especially since his daughter had entrusted him with the choice and placed her destiny in his hands.
    

    
    
      In a moment of inspiration, while preparing to place the crown upon his head, he
    

    
      remembered an old wish that had lingered in his thoughts.
    

    
    
       He had long dreamed of adorning his gem-encrusted crown with a unique masterpiece - a rare red ruby to enhance its splendor and majesty, especially since this crown would one day grace his daughter's head.
    

    
    
      He contemplated, speaking to himself: "Would it not be fitting for me to require my daughter's suitors to offer a red ruby as her dowry?" 
    

    
      Then a question arose in his thoughts: 
    

    
      "But who could fulfill this impossible condition?"
    

    
       To immediately reply:
    

    
       "She is the Princess, and deserves even more!"
    

    
      The next morning, he sent criers to every corner of the kingdom, announcing that the King sought to marry his daughter the Princess, and that her dowry would be a red ruby!
    

    
       Let his word reach both present and absent.
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                       ☆Chapter three ☆
    

    
    
      The Carpenter's Son
    

    
    
      The people received the news with astonishment at the King's impossible condition,
    

    
      wondering in disbelief:
    

    
       Where could anyone obtain such a rare ruby?
    

    
       The dreams of young
    

    
      men who had aspired to royal marriage dissipated, even among his closest advisors, until none dared come forward.
    

    
    
      Yet life never lacks extraordinary souls who turn impossibility into reality, who view
    

    
      challenges as a racehorse views the racetrack. 
    

    
    
      One day, as the crier passed through the
    

    
      villages, he passed a modest workshop where an elderly man sat in the corner, frail-bodied,
    

    
      the wrinkles on his face revealing years of struggle, bent over his wooden tools polishing them with a craftsman's skilled expertise, earning his livelihood by the work of his hands.
    

    
      Beside him stood his son - a youth in the prime of youth - learning the secrets of the trade and sharing his burdens.
    

    
    
       The two heard the crier's call and exchanged dismissive glances -
    

    
      how could a poor family like theirs aspire to royal kinship? Where would a poor carpenter
    

    
      find a red ruby?
    

    
      The young man's return home felt heavy, and he lay on his bed exhausted, but the crier's voice kept echoing in his ears. 
    

    
    
      That night, he sank into deep sleep and found himself having a wondrous dream. He saw himself in a lush garden, its flowers swaying as if dancing with the breeze, their colors glowing like an inspired artist's painting. 
    

    
      While wandering through this paradise, an extraordinarily beautiful flower caught his attention, standing before it captivated, able only to contemplate.
    

    
    
      Suddenly, the garden's owner appeared - a man imbued with dignity, wisdom shining in his eyes - and asked gently:
    

    
    
       "What do you want?" The youth pleaded: 
    

    
    
      "I beg you to allow me to pluck this flower."
    

    
    
      The man replied in his calm, confident voice:
    

    
       "This flower is dear to my heart, and has no
    

    
      equal in my garden..
    

    
       I will permit no one to pluck it except on one condition." 
    

    
      The youth hurried to ask: "And what is this condition?"
    

    
       But he awoke abruptly before learning the
    

    
      answer, leaving the question hanging in the dream's space.
    

    
      The youth started from his sleep astonished, the strange dream's echo still swirling in his
    

    
      head.
    

    
       In the morning, he told his father what he had seen, and the father said with his simple wisdom:
    

    
    
       "I am no interpreter of dreams, my son, but I sense in this a whiff of destiny, as if you will have a momentous affair in the future." Not long after, the youth forgot the dream, as people forget many dreams their souls disregard.
    

    
    
      While preparing to go to the workshop, the crier's voice returned to his ears, indeed pursuing him everywhere, like a fateful call that wouldn't leave him. He began wondering: 
    

    
    
      "Why does this call haunt me? Has destiny chosen me for this impossible mission?"
    

    
      Here a spark of hope ignited in his breast, and he began thinking seriously about achieving this royal dream. But questions invaded his aspirations: "Where would I get a red ruby?
    

    
       And would the King keep his promise if I fulfilled his condition?"
    

    
    
      During his work, he remembered tales he had heard in his youth from the village elders, when he accompanied his father to their gatherings. 
    

    
    
      They spoke of a great treasure hidden in the summit of a remote mountain, but none had dared reach it due to the treacherous path, and the beasts and predators inhabiting those towering peaks.
    

    
    
       An adventure like this could cost a man his life!
    

    
      Yet the ambitious youth resolved to try despite all warnings, determined to learn the truth about this treasure and its exact location.
    

    
       He embarked on searching for the truth, asking his villagers and neighboring settlements' inhabitants, especially the elderly among them, but to no avail.
    

    
    
      After strenuous effort, one of them suggested he visit an old woman living in a small hut at the forest's edge, hoping he might find sufficient answers with her.
    

    
    
       His heart filled with hope,
    

    
      sensing the first threads leading to the treasure had begun to appear.
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                    ☆Chapter Four ☆
    

    
    
    
       
      The Old Woman's Secret
    

    
    
      The youth pondered his situation at length, then clung to his decision like a man clutching at straws in a raging sea, determined to execute his plan in silence without informing anyone, even his parents, knowing they would inevitably prevent him from this mad adventure.
    

    
    
      At the first threads of dawn, he slipped from the house like a shadow and began his journey toward the old woman's hut.
    

    
       After arduous travel through rugged paths, he finally reached his destination.
    

    
    
      There, at the humble hut's door, he found a woman advanced in years, worn down by life's harsh years, her pale eyes bearing a look of wisdom and patience, leaning on a wooden cane that swayed with every step, her hands trembling like autumn leaves.
    

    
    
      He greeted her gently, and she returned the greeting in a faint voice like a breeze's whisper:
    

    
      "Who are you and what do you need, my son?" He replied respectfully: "Kind grandmother, I seek your help in knowing the path to the great treasure, and I was told you alone know its way."
    

    
    
      The old woman marveled at his boldness, shaking her head as she said: 
    

    
    
      "My son, do youtruly understand the danger you're embarking upon?" 
    

    
    
      He answered in a resolute voice:
    

    
      "Indeed, but I am determined on this adventure, and must complete it whatever thesacrifices!"
    

    
    
      She warned him again:
    

    
       "What you intend to undertake will cost you your life!"
    

    
       But the youth
    

    
      insisted with unyielding determination.
    

    
    
      Finally, before his unconquerable resolve, she surrendered to the inevitability she saw in his eyes.
    

    
       And she told him in a tone carrying whispers of the past:
    

    
       "When I was small, I heard my parents conversing about a rare ruby hidden in a desolate cave, at the summit of that distant towering mountain."
    

    
    
      She pointed with her trembling finger toward the horizon, then added in a serious tone: "But know, my son, that reaching that ruby is no walk among roses!"
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                      ☆Chapter Five ☆
    

    
    
       
      The Perilous Journey
    

    
    
      "But the treasure - my son - is guarded by a huge, massive serpent that swallows
    

    
      approaching men in the blink of an eye, and that's if you even manage to reach the
    

    
      mountain's midpoint, where a terrifying beast lurks in one of the caves, intercepting all who attempt the ascent, tearing them limb from limb."
    

    
    
      These words filled his heart with terror like winter's frost, and he returned home carrying a heavy sorrow between his ribs, and a gloom that wouldn't leave his eyes. 
    

    
    
      He spent full days and nights tossing on the embers of hesitation, trying to reconcile the dream of the impossible ruby with the horror of the dangers awaiting him.
    

    
      After deep contemplation, his path ended with a fateful decision: he would face his destiny and embark on the adventure, whatever the consequences. 
    

    
      So he armed himself with iron will, confidence that knew no hesitation, and gathered what provisions and self-defense tools he needed.
    

    
    
      He bid his parents farewell with a clever ruse, claiming he was going on a hunting trip, then said goodbye to his friends in what resembled a final farewell. His long journey began, foretelling dangers from the very first step. 
    

    
      The path proved arduous and distant, and night overtook him near the old woman's hut he had previously visited. 
    

    
    
      He asked her permission to stay the night, and she welcomed him with a grandmother's eagerness fearing for her 
    

    
      grandson.
    

    
    
      He spent his night torn between an urgent desire to obtain the ruby, and a suffocating dread of the beasts awaiting him on the mountain peak.
    

    
       In the morning, he packed his belongings
    

    
      and bid the old woman farewell as she prayed for his safety and success, then headed toward his unknown destiny, as if the fates had drawn him a path of no return.
    

    
    
      When he reached the desired mountain's base, he encountered the first obstacle of his journey - a broad, flowing river standing between him and his goal, like a barrier erected by nature to test his resolve's sincerity.
    

    
    
      He stood bewildered before this unanticipated obstacle, wondering in confusion: 
    

    
      "How can I cross this mighty river?"
    

    
    
      After contemplation, he devised an ingenious solution, cutting down several small trees, tying their trunks with rope he carried, forming a small raft, then crafting a primitive paddle to guide it across the waters. Fortunately, the crossing area he chose had calm currents, easing his reach of the opposite bank.
    

    
    
       Lest he lose his means of return, he tied the raft securely to a strong tree trunk, so river currents wouldn't sweep it away.
    

    
    
      After crossing, he stood before the black mountain, whose slopes were covered in dense trees and shadows, appearing like a sleeping giant emanating awe and dread. 
    

    
    
      He contemplated it long from below, then pushed fear behind him, fixed his goal before his eyes, and began climbing.
    

    
    
      The journey wasn't easy, as jagged rocks tore his hands, thorns clung to his clothes, and poisonous reptiles lurked at every turn. But his will proved stronger than all obstacles, his determination knowing no weariness.
    

    
      When he reached the mountain's midpoint, a fearsome cave emerged before him. 
    

    
      No sooner had he approached than the terrifying beast the old woman had warned him about emerged!
    

    
    
      Sparks flew from its eyes, it had two sharp horns, and claws capable of shattering rocks.
    

    
       The young man's limbs trembled with fear, and in that moment he realized he faced certain death.
    

    
    
    
    
                                
      
        [image: ]
      
    

    
    
    
    
    
    
    
                        ☆ Chapter six ☆
    

    
    
       The Confrontation
    

    
    
      But in that moment of despair, he remembered the old woman's words: 
    

    
    
      "Courage isn't the absence of fear, but facing it despite its presence."
    

    
    
       So he surged forward with unprecedented strength,
    

    
      As the beast prepared to pounce on him, he slipped into a narrow crevice between rocks,
    

    
      inaccessible to the beast's claws. 
    

    
      From between the cracks, he called to the beast in a firm voice:
    

    
    
       "Why do you want to devour me? If you're hungry, I won't satisfy your hunger, and I
    

    
      am to you nothing but a lion hunting a mouse!"
    

    
      The beast answered with a suppressed roar: "Because you dared invade my domain!
    

    
       I know you're very small, but you'll relieve some hunger at least." Then it inquired in amazement:
    

    
      "What drove you to risk your life and come to this desolate place, O human?”
    

    
    
      The youth replied with a clever trick:
    

    
       "My mother is ill, and doctors failed to find her cure.
    

    
       A wise man told me her medicine is in a rare plant located in a cave atop this mountain. 
    

    
      But I know a huge serpent dwells there... and
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