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THE EXECUTION OF LEON

Night had fallen heavily over the sea.

The sound of chains in the harbor of Olba spread through the stone streets with the wind, while the smoke of pirate fires stained the sky. The city no longer slept.

Because fear did not let people sleep.

It made them wait.

Hundreds of people had gathered in the inner courtyard of the palace. Pirate soldiers stood lined before the columns, and torches cast long shadows upon the stone walls.

No one spoke.

Because everyone knew the man kneeling in the middle of the courtyard.

Leon.

Once the quietest warrior among the pirates.

Now a traitor.

Or a hero.

The people of Olba had not yet decided which one he was.

Leon’s hands were chained. His face was covered in blood. The bruise beneath his left eye had grown darker, yet he still stood upright.

Some people became smaller before death.

Others looked real for the first time.

Aba stood upon the stone steps.

Her black clothes moved slightly with the wind, and the hair falling over her shoulders left half of her face in darkness.

But her eyes were visible.

And her eyes...

looked like someone who could not sleep.

At the highest part of the courtyard sat Ksenophanes.

On his stone throne.

Silent.

Motionless.

Not like a king...

like a judgment.

One of the pirate guards forced Leon onto his knees.

The iron chains scraped across the stone floor.

The sound echoed through the courtyard.

At last, Ksenophanes spoke:

“The city must witness the price of betrayal.”

No one lifted their head.

Because when the pirate king spoke, people hid their eyes.

Leon slowly raised his head.

His eyes went directly to Aba.

And for the first time...

he smiled.

That smile disturbed something inside Aba.

Because frightened men did not smile.

Men ready to die did.

Ksenophanes slightly raised his hand.

“You will decide the sentence.”

The air in the courtyard changed.

Some women lowered their heads.

Some pirates looked at one another.

Because everyone knew what that meant.

This was not merely an execution.

It was a trial.

Aba did not move for several seconds.

The wind carried the rotten scent of salt from the harbor.

From far away came the creak of a ship mast.

Then...

Aba began descending the steps.

Every step echoing upon the stones made the silence in the courtyard even heavier.

Leon never took his eyes off her.

At last, Aba stopped before him.

Only a few steps stood between them.

For a moment, memories of their childhood training together crossed Aba’s mind.

Wooden swords.

Laughter.

Running along the shore.

And then...

blood.

Olba now polluted even a person’s past.

Leon spoke slowly:

“Is this really what you want?”

Aba did not answer.

Because if she answered, her voice would break.

Leon understood that.

He tilted his head slightly.

“Look...”

His voice was very low now.

“...it’s still not too late.”

Aba’s hand trembled.

It was a very small movement.

But Ksenophanes saw it.

He straightened slightly upon his throne.

Leon saw that too.

And smiled.

“Now you’re afraid.”

Aba’s face hardened.

“Be silent.”

Leon shook his head.

“No.”

He fell silent for a moment.

Then looked directly into her eyes.

“Because you’ve finally begun to see.”

The torches in the courtyard flickered with the wind.

Far away, the sound of waves could be heard.

Leon continued:

“This city is not afraid of you, Aba.”

A moment.

“It is afraid for you.”

Aba’s breathing grew heavier.

Ksenophanes’ voice came from above:

“Finish this.”

The courtyard tightened once more.

Without looking away, Leon spoke:

“Do you know the truth?”

For the first time, Aba spoke:

“Enough.”

Leon tried to move closer, but the chain tightened.

The sound of iron echoed.

Then he whispered:

“You are not a pirate.”

And at that moment...

time slowed.

Every hardness upon Aba’s face shattered.

Because some sentences did not reach a person’s ears...

they reached their blood.

Everyone in the courtyard was silent.

No one understood.

But Ksenophanes did.

And for the first time...

true fury appeared in his eyes.

“KILL HIM.”

This time he had shouted.

The pirate soldiers flinched.

Aba seemed frozen.

Leon spoke one final time:

“Did your mother never tell you?”

Aba’s eyes widened.

“Tell me what?”

Leon took a deep breath.

And said only this:

“Why they buried the dead beneath your home...”

Ksenophanes rose to his feet.

“ENOUGH!”

But it was already too late.

Because a door had opened within Aba’s mind.

And once some doors opened...

a person could never return to who they once were.

Leon slowly lowered his head.

Not like someone surrendering.

Like someone who had already made his choice.

Then he lifted his eyes to Aba once more.

“Now choose.”

The courtyard held its breath.

Aba slowly took the short sword from the pirate soldier’s hand.

The metal was cold.

But her hand was colder.

Leon did not move.

He did not try to escape.

Because sometimes people did not run from death.

They protected something.

Aba’s eyes began to fill.

But she did not cry.

Pirates loved people who cried.

Because they thought they were broken.

Yet some people shattered precisely when they did not cry.

In a very low voice, Leon spoke one last time:

“The noble blood did not die.”

Aba’s hand moved swiftly.

The blade entered Leon’s chest.

A woman screamed in the courtyard.

Leon’s body fell forward.

Blood spread across the stone floor.

Red.

Warm.

Silent.

Leon struggled to breathe for a few more seconds.

Then he slightly lifted his head.

And before dying, he whispered one last time:

“You... are their daughter...”

His eyes emptied.

Silence fell.

Absolute silence.

As though the entire city had forgotten how to breathe at once.

Aba stepped back.

Blood dripped from the blade in her hand.

Leon’s body lay motionless upon the stones.

But the problem was this:

Leon was not the only one who had died.

Aba felt something collapse inside her.

And for the first time...

she feared herself.

Ksenophanes began descending slowly.

Everyone in the courtyard lowered their heads.

The pirate king looked at Leon’s corpse.

Then at his daughter.

For a long time, he did not speak.

Because some men looked more terrifying while thinking.

At last, he said only this:

“Now you have become one.”

Aba raised her head.

“What?”

Ksenophanes’ face looked like stone in the darkness.

“My true daughter.”

But for the first time, Aba was no longer certain of that.

And far away...

in the mountains north of Olba, drums had begun to sound. 

THE DEAD BENEATH THE HOUSES

Leon’s body was removed before sunrise.

But his blood...

could not be completely erased from the stones.

The palace servants washed the courtyard all night long. Buckets of water were poured. Salt was scattered. Wine was rubbed into the cracks.

Still, red stains remained within the fractures of the stone.

Because some stains could not be cleaned.

They reminded.

—
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Olba awoke to a silent morning.

The harbor was silent.

The market was silent.

Even the pirates spoke less.

The city had heard of Leon’s death.

And sometimes people feared not the death itself...

but its meaning.

Along one of the narrow streets, old women walked with lowered heads. Children were called indoors earlier than usual.

A window of a house opened.

Then immediately closed again.

Because now people even looked at one another carefully.

Olba was changing.

And when cities changed, they first lost their voices.

—
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Aba had not slept at all that night.

Her room was dark.

The pale light coming from the sea struck the stone walls, revealing the cracks upon the ceiling.

Aba sat at the edge of her bed.

Looking at her hands.

As if blood were still upon them.

Leon’s final sentence kept echoing in her mind:

“Why they buried the dead beneath your home...”

Aba closed her eyes.

Her childhood came to mind.

One night.

Her mother had lifted her from bed.

The house had been silent.

Muffled sounds came from downstairs.

Women.

Whispers.

The sound of earth.

And the scent of incense.

Aba had been too young then to ask questions.

But now...

she remembered.

She had stood before the door.

And had seen the opened stone cover upon the ground.

A pit.

Dark.

Deep.

When her mother noticed her, she had immediately shut the door.

“Do not look here.”

And now...

that sound had returned.

Aba suddenly rose to her feet.

Because some memories did not return into a person.

They awakened.

—
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The palace corridors were silent.

The guards lowered their heads when they saw her.

But for the first time, Aba noticed their gazes.

There was fear.

But now there was something else as well.

Doubt.

Leon’s death had not only created fear within the city.

It had created questions.

With rapid steps, Aba descended into the old archive section.

This place had not been used for years.

It smelled of dampness.

Upon the stone shelves stood broken tablets, rotting papyruses, and sealed chests.

She took a torch.

And began moving forward, scattering dust as she walked.

Ancient carvings could be seen upon the walls.

Sun symbols.

Horned figures.

And...

ears of wheat.

Aba stopped.

She ran her fingers across the stone.

A wheat ear.

Eight-parted.

Just like the symbols reappearing throughout the city.

At that very moment, an old voice came from behind her:

“They are ancient signs.”

Aba turned quickly.

The old servant woman stood by the doorway.

Myrinne.

Aba had known her since childhood.

The woman lowered her head.

“You should not have come here.”

Aba approached and asked:

“What are these symbols?”

The woman did not answer.

Aba’s voice hardened:

“Do not lie to me.”

Myrinne avoided her eyes.

Then spoke in a very low voice:

“Old Olba.”

A moment.

“The age of the priest-kings.”

Aba’s heart quickened.

“Why did Leon speak of the dead?”

The woman’s face changed.

This was true fear.

She was not afraid of pirates.

She was afraid of this conversation.

“Some things must be forgotten.”

Aba stepped closer.

“Why were the dead buried beneath houses?”

The woman remained silent for a long time.

Then she looked around.

As though even the stone walls were listening to them.

And finally whispered:

“Because death was not supposed to leave the house.”

Aba frowned.

“What does that mean?”

Myrinne’s eyes darkened.

“According to the old belief, when a person died, they did not completely leave.”

A moment.

“They continued protecting their home.”

A chill ran through Aba.

The woman continued:

“The priest-kings buried children, mothers, and warriors beneath their homes.”

Another moment.

“So that the blood would not forget.”

Silence.

Leon’s voice echoed in Aba’s mind:

“The noble blood did not die.”

At that moment, a scream was heard from outside.

Both of them flinched.

Then came a second scream.

From outside the palace.

Someone among the people was shouting.

Aba immediately stepped into the corridor.

The guards were running.

The noise coming from the harbor was growing louder.

A soldier shouted breathlessly:

“There’s trouble in the lower district!”

—
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In the lower part of Olba, people had gathered before a house.

Women were crying,

children were retreating in fear,

pirate soldiers were trying to disperse the crowd.

The door of the house had been broken.

Inside, an old man lay upon the ground.

Dead.

But the people were not looking at the man’s death.

They were looking at the floor.

Because the stone pavement had cracked.

And beneath it...

there were bones.

Human bones.

The skeleton of a child.

Small hands.

A small skull.

Buried beneath the stones.

Fear spread through the crowd.

One of the pirate soldiers shouted uneasily:

“What is this?”

No one answered.

Because some traditions were not lived through speaking...

but through silence.

Aba moved through the crowd.

People stepped aside before her.

But this time not out of fear.

As though they were expecting an answer.

Aba knelt upon the ground.

She looked at the bones.

Around the skeleton’s neck was a small bronze seal.

Upon it was the wheat symbol.

Aba’s breathing slowed.

Behind her, Myrinne whispered:

“A guardian child.”

Aba lifted her head.

“What?”

The woman closed her eyes.

“In Old Olba, some children were buried beneath the lower floor so they would protect the spirit of the house.”

A woman began to cry.

Someone within the crowd shouted:

“The gods have abandoned us!”

Another voice cried:

“This is a curse!”

The pirate soldiers began to tense.

Because frightened people could sometimes be more dangerous than an army.

And at that moment...

Ksenophanes arrived.

The crowd fell silent instantly.

The pirate king entered the house with heavy steps.

He looked at the bones.

His face did not change.

But his eyes...

hardened.

“Cover it.”

No one moved.

This time Ksenophanes spoke more harshly:

“COVER IT.”

The pirate soldiers immediately began replacing the stones.

But the people had already seen it.

And once a city saw certain things...

it could never forget them again.

Ksenophanes slowly turned his head toward Aba.

“Come with me.”

—
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As night fell once more, Aba entered her father’s chamber.

The room was dark.

Only an oil lamp burned.

Ancient maps hung upon the walls.

The Cilician coasts.

Mountain passes.

And ancient seals.

Ksenophanes stood before the window.

Looking at the sea.

For a long time, he did not speak.

Then he asked:

“What did you see today?”

Aba answered:
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