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257.118 Excerpt from The Story Of Jewad: A Romance\fn{by ‘Ali ‘Aziz Efendi (1749-1798)} Kandiye, Emirate of
Crete, Ottoman Empire (M) 11
1
There was in Athens, the city of the sages, a prosperous merchant, Lebib by name, who, in the port of the trade
of fortune, was ennobled with wealth and possessions and enriched with all manner of worldly goods. But by
reason of his having no son to succeed him, he was exceeding sad and mournful; and as the years of his life had
reached seventy, he had at length cut the thread of hope of the possibility of offspring, and unloosed the cord of
disappointment and despondency.
One day a resplendent person came forth from among the travellers, and, after the salutation, seated himself
beside Lebib. After he had gone through the ceremony of asking how he fared, the stranger, having watched for a
fitting time, opened the mouth of wisdom, and thus began to speak:
“My master, is your honoured name Lebib, and was your father’s name ‘Adnan, and your mother’s Libaba, and
is your wife’s Zahida, and was her father's Nu‘ma, and her mother's Na’la?” Lebib was amazed at his question,
and said,
“Whence have you known it?” The stranger replied:
“My master, I, your servant, am Ebu-‘Ali Sind, and of the learned sages and renowned philosophers. As to visit
this City of Wisdom is incumbent upon the endeavours of sages, for the end to observe the rule of the ancients I
have been for some days a sojourner in your city. Our wont is abstinence and celibacy; but when viewing the
splendours of the city, a thought such as this filled my mind: we can leave no trace on earth; would that, being
wedded, we might at least have sons and grandsons, that the remembrance of us might remain for a little time in
this world of decay.
“Saying to myself, ‘Had I been wedded, should I have had children?’ I sought in the almanack the decrees of
my ruling star. I found that I should have had no offspring, but that a boy, Jewad\fn{ Note: Jewad means “beneficent”; it
is not an uncommon name in Turkey. I have italicized the editor’s footnotes; I have also modernized and made consistent the punctuation—
this editor did his work in 1888—but not one word of the narrative has been modified. Inb his introduction the author states: “In the
translation (which I have made as literal as possible) I have adopted, in part, at least, a rather antiquated style as being more suited to
represent that of the original; for although the work was written so late as the end of the last century [1796/97] it was too early to come
under the influence of the great and striking change which has for some years been revolutionizing the whole spirit and form of Ottoman
literature.” (H)} by name, will be born to you, and that he will be my spiritual son—one learned in the stars and their

ascensions; and my heart was comforted.” Then he drew forth from his breast a box and took thereout two pills,
and said:
“Husband and wife, do ye each eat a pill; and, if it please God (exalted be He!), when your son has reached his
fourteenth year, I pray you send him for his education to me, your loyal friend, at Antioch.” Then he arose and
departed.
Lebib marvelled exceedingly at this great good news, and was glad. Straightway he hastened to his home and
did according as the sage had commanded; and when the full time was come, he was rejoiced by the birth of the
promised boy, and they called his name Jewad, even as the sage had bidden.
*
When he had passed through childhood and attained the age of youth, the noble Jewad, having heard the story,
formed a love for Ebu-‘Ali from what they said. So, undazzled by the vain material wealth of his parents, he bade
farewell to his father and his mother, and, receiving their blessing, set out with their permission for his master's
land. In a short time he was rejoiced by meeting with Ebu-‘Ali.
All his time was given to the acquisition of science, and Ebu-‘Ali instructed him in various kinds of knowledge; and by lavishing on him every care and attention, he made Jewad so wise a master and so wondrous a
philosopher, that the saying “An able disciple becomes more a master than the master” beamed forth from his
brow.
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As the talent of Jewad was manifest to his master, one day, when by reason of the violence of the rain they had
forborne to go to the college of instruction, and, nothing being to do in the house, were sitting alone, engaged in
pleasant converse, there came a knocking at the door. Ebi-‘Ali said to Jewad,
“Go, see who knocks at the door.”
*
So Jewad went and opened the door, but seeing no one, turned in again, when, lo! what he sees is no longer the
house of Ebu-‘Ali, but a kingly palace.
“Glory to God!” he cried, “what has befallen me?”
And while he yet stood bewildered in the middle of the court, some forty or fifty slave-girls, beautiful and
lovely, covered with gold and all manner of magnificent raiments and ornaments and decorations, descended the
steps, and taking Jewad under the armpits,\fn{ Note: Such was the manner in which persons of rank used to be ceremoniously
conducted} and saying, “Welcome, and fair welcome, my master,” they seated him in a lofty pavilion in an upper
story of the palace. They brought him coffee and tobacco in begemmed cup and pipe; and when he had finished,
two of the slave-girls, taking him as before, conducted him to a delightful and splendid dressing-room. They stript
him of the sage’s clothes that were on his shoulders and girded him with gold-embroidered towels, and placed him
in a bath, which, when he entered, he saw to be a beautiful bath, the dome whereof was as the vault of hea-ven,
and the windows as the flashing stars. Lovely slave-girls, formed as it were of camphor or crystal, girt with simple
towels, reverently and respectfully performed for him the bath-attendants’ service.
Poor Jewad was bewildered, for never in all his life had he seen or heard of such a bath or such fair frames,
inciting the passions; but he let not the rein of continence and virtue slip from his hand, nor cast a look of desire.
So when they had rubbed him with soap and bag,\fn{ Note: A small hair bag is used in baths for scrubbing the body } they
washed him and led him back to the dressing-room, covered with gold-wrought towels. After-drying him gently,
they decked his coarse sages’ garb with a delicate shirt and elegant vestments, and perfumed him with aloes-wood
and ambergris, and, taking him under the armpits, led him forth, saying,
“Come, our mistress awaits your happy advent.”
Poor Jewad, wondering in himself who their mistress might be, accompanied the slave-girls and came to a
lofty pavilion, on entering which, a darling of the world, a torment of the age, in the apparel of the daughters of
kings, advanced to welcome him, saying,
“Noble Jewad, you have honoured me by your coming, and rejoiced me.”
She took him by the hand and seated him in the place of honour, and with caresses and attentions gladdened
his heart. A refection was brought, and with a thousand airs and charming graces they partook of the delicious
foods and drank of the delicate wines; and when bashfulness was turned away and reserve cast off, that mistress
of the world threw her arms around Jewad’s neck, and, playing many a love-trick, they rested till the evening in
mirth and glee. Then the world-adorning lady bade Jewad good-night, and departed. They spread a lofty couch for
Jewad midmost the royal pavilion, and dressed him in clean nightclothes, and went away—they all dispersed to
slumber on the pillow of repose, leaving Jewad alone.
Through his musing upon the circumstances of his case and on the beauty and sweetness of that darling, sleep
came not to the eyes of Jewad till morning; and behold, when it was morning, the slave-girls came and arrayed
him in garments more splendid than the former, and led him to another room.
Now, the lady had awaited Jewad since the dawn in the other room, to partake of coffee along with him and to
call him to fresh delights; so she saluted him with “Good morning,” and renewed were their mirth and converse,
and the party of glee. In the portico of the pavilion, some twenty slave-girls, musicians, playing upon full-toned
flute and viol, mandolin and rebeck, made the world re-echo, and with the voices of bejewelled singers and dancers it resounded; and these delighted them.
Then that world-adorning darling asked for a lute, and, having gracefully fitted the plectrum on her finger, she
screwed the peg of the lute and approached it to her crystal neck to hear how it would sing, and passed her hand
over it to learn if it were the champion of the universe of reproach,\fn{ Note: Eastern music is of a sad and plaintive nature} and
the interpreter of the field of art.
Then she turned the sound into a beauteous melody of the mode Hijaz, and, blending this in graceful cadence
with the modes Gerdaniyya and Buselik,\fn{Note: These are names of modes in the Persian musical system } she displayed
such marvellous arts and such wondrous skill in the science of music, that she inebriated and bewildered Jewad to
that degree that but one thread remained that he brake not the chord and rent not the veil of modesty.
When the noble maiden had thus shown forth the art of playing and the art of en snaring, she returned the
instrument to the minstrel, and talking indifferently with Jewad, again conversed with pleasant words and graceful
speeches. They partook of a collation, and when they were finished, their conversation took the form of scientific
and philosophic discussion. She was so versed in science, and knowledge, and arts, and philosophy, and exhibited
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such learning and skill, that perfect amazement came over Jewad. Anon in mirth and glee, and anon in scientific
converse they passed the time till thus eleven days went by. Then when they again sat down to commune, the fairfaced damsel, turning to Jewad, addressed him thus,
“My most noble lord, although by reason of your being a sage and a philosopher, it is of your glory to be not
precipitate in any of your ways, yet, as a thousand opportunities there—for have occurred in our past conversations, your never having asked who I am, is great patience and mighty self-control.” Jewad replied,
“My mistress, as your lofty permission has been granted to enquire, I crave that, deigning to lavish on me your
grace and your favour, you inform me regarding your sweet person, and instruct me concerning your fair self.” So
the maiden thus commenced her discourse:
“This place is the city of Samarqand; and your handmaid is Fitna-i Dil, the daughter of Gurshasp Shah, who
now rules as monarch over this land. Since the days of childhood my desires have been restricted to the
acquisition of knowledge, and they are grounded on the attainment of arts. Of all learning and sciences I have
acquired somewhat, according to my capability; but especially do I incline to the arts of enchantment and
talismans and magic and charms. My master, who is a learned elder named Khoja Babek, the most wise of those
in these parts, has left nought undone in teaching me what he knows of these sciences; but as his skill in such arts
falls short, I asked of him how I might gain the full knowledge thereof. He smiled and said,
“‘My daughter, in Antioch the Chief of the Sages, Ebu-‘Ali Sina, has a spiritual son, Jewad by name, noble,
high-born, and distinguished by beauty. For all he be not a prince, as that sage has taught him all the sciences
without exception that he knows, he is a Padishah of the Seven Climes, being possessed of such knowledge as is
worth the world. It is long since such a fancy as this has occurred to my dreams that it were more meet an
accomplished maiden like Your Felicitous Highness should be married to such an one, a sovereign of the hidden
treasures of science and knowledge, than to an unlearned prince. If you consent, though it be not possible to fetch
him with the acquiescence of Ebu-‘Ali, I your father, will find a time when they think not, and through my
spiritual power bring him to you.’
“Your handmaid became enamoured of you, my lord, on hearing this; and as my father, the King, approved this
matter and gave his consent, I desired that my master should transport you, my lord, in less than a moment, to
your lover’s hovel. It was my master Khoja Babek who knocked at your door. Dismiss disquiet from your noble
heart; for Praise God (exalted be He!) your handmaid is pure and a virgin, otherwise I had not accepted my lord in
marriage; how could any man enter the harem of our chastity?
“Behold, my master, such is our case; and at this moment this palace, this wealth, these riches, yea, the crown
and throne of my feeble father belong to my lord; your handmaid too is your lawful bride—but with this
condition, that our dower and portion be not as those of others, but that you teach me beforehand, in lieu of dower,
the Charm of Harut and Marut;\fn{Note: Two angels mentioned in the Qur’an as being magicians } and, in place of portion,
the Phylacteria of Ahmed.”\fn{Note: Certain kinds of amulets} Jewad, opening the mouth of excuse, said,\fn { Note: The
adepts were forbidden to communicate the mysteries to outsiders }
“It would seem that your teacher has been deceived in this matter by the false information of some person.
Although I, your slave, am in the service of the noble Ebu-‘Ali Sina, I am still a pupil engaged in such matters as
pounding with the mortar and weighing with the scales; I have never even heard the names of the arts that you
mention, or seen the forms of the things that you describe.” She answered,
“My Life, Jewad Chelebi, it is unbecoming to act in this manner; and, think well and reflect, having once been
admitted a confidant of the seclusion of our private palace, how remote is escape!” Although she entreated with
caresses and attentions, Jewad persisted in denying the explanation; so kindly love was turned to rupture, and
respect was changed to discourtesy.
The damsel knitted her gracious brow, and the frown of anger appeared upon her forehead; and she said with
fierceness,
“Alas! that deeming thee a man, we sought to immerse thee in the ecstasy of union and enrich thee with the
vision of our beauty, whilst thou art a low-bred wretch without portion in the grace of favour; respite is granted
thee for this night, gather thy senses into thy head and reflect well; for if on the morrow thou still persist in this
thy obstinacy and deny those arts we ask of, death shall be life to thee! Hence with this ill-omened one!” she
cried; and the slave-girls seized poor Jewad by the collar, and shut him up in a place like a vault.
*
When Jewad entered this prison he repeated magic charms and performed what he knew of strange arts, but as
these availed him not one whit, and as no sign appeared therefrom, dread overwhelmed his heart, and he began to
weep. He knew that there was here some mighty power, for that his magic incantations and performances had no
result; and he thought in himself, with the finger of bewilderment in the mouth\fn{ Note: Biting the finger is considered a
sign of perplexity}
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“There must be some hidden reason for this maiden’s eager desire to learn certain things of me while she herself is conversant with arts that can render all my power of none effect; this is fitting, that I yield up my head but
not my secret;” and he determined and resolved to part with life.
He wept till dawn in the narrow prison, and when it was morn some of the eunuchs of the harem opened the
door and entered, sword in hand. They made fast the hands and feet of Jewad, and carried him before the maiden,
who, again adopting gentleness, counselled and advised and promised him much, and treated him with courtesy;
but after half an hour of this behaviour she abandoned it, and threatened him for a like space with frowns and
wrath upon her brow. She saw Jewad to be unbending in obstinacy, that not only would he not reveal his secret,
but, would not even seek refuge in pardon and compassion; so she commanded the eunuchs, saying,
“Take this wretch and prepare his doom.”
So they seized him by the neck and collar, and haled him to the mouth of a pit; again she counselled him much,
but as not a sound proceeded from him save the words of the Profession of Faith\fn{ Note: The Profession of Faith is: “I
testify that there is no god but God, and I testify that Muhammed is the Apostle of God.” } they seized him by the feet, and cast
him head foremost down the pit.
*
As he descends headlong to the bottom of the pit, he opens his eyes, and sees himself sitting in the presence of
Ebu-‘Ali. For the space of quarter of an hour he remained speechless, overwhelmed in the ocean of amaze. When
he recovered his senses, he kissed his master’s feet, and manifested his bewilderment, saying,
“What has befallen me?” So his wise master thus addressed him:
“Son, we have caused thee a little dismay; but thou wilt hold us pardoned, for this practice is of the honoured
traditions of the sages. From my perfect love for thee, I did not much affright thee, but pitied thee. Behold, my
life, Jewad, this is a warning to thee, and an example and a precedent to conceal the Secrets.”\fn{ Note: I.e., the secrets
of Mystic Virtue} They who conceal the Secrets and yield up their lives shall find the same in the presence of Glory,
and likewise the awakening from incertitude. I shall relate to thee the strange experiences that my master made
me undergo to teach me the concealment of the Secrets, that thou mayest know my gentleness towards thee.”
2
“For thirty consecutive years, I, thy father, girded the loins of zeal and ardour in the service of my master,
Khoja Dahiti, in the city of Fez. One day, when I had to his satisfaction performed my duty and attained to that
degree of knowledge to which thou, my son, hast reached, I went forth with the rest of the disciples to a field for
diversion. As the students were numerous, pilaws and zerdas\fn{Note: The name of dishes of food } were being cooked
in cauldrons; and, after the manner of amusement, the disciples played and entertained themselves with all sorts of
games. One of the ushers showed us a game which consisted in tightly binding the eyes of one with a
handkerchief; then that blindfolded one tried to catch one of the others, who teased him by plucking his band and
skirt; when he caught one, his eyes were freed and those of the captive bound.. By-and-by, the blindfold lad
caught me, and when they were going to cover my eyes, our master said jestingly,
“‘Ebu-‘Ali is a cunning fellow; let me make fast his eyes.’ And he blindfolded me with the handkerchief
himself, and led me into the middle of the field, and there left me. I waited to catch my companions who might
come from either side, but no one appeared to pluck me.
“‘Come, now, do not play any tricks when my eyes are thus blindfolded,’ cried I; but no one came.
From the stress of my disquietude I tore the handkerchief from my eyes, when what did I see? No longer the
field where I had been—I was standing in the midst of a boundless waste. I said,
“‘Glory to God; There is no strength nor any power saving in God!’ And I sat down, and thinking to myself
and pondering, I remained bewildered.
*
“Finding no help therefor, I arose and began to wander vacantly over the plain,. I fared on for the space of five
hours, when my strength and endurance failed, but looking round about I saw upon a mound a saddled and
caparisoned dromedary. I ascended the mound, and cautiously approaching the dromedary, I seized his bridle and
mounted him. The moment I got upon him, he struck his feet upon the ground and soared into the air.
“What did I see? That which I rode was a hideous demon, and the bridle which I held in my hand was his elflock. Collecting my senses, I put into practice the charms which I had learned from my master; but when I
perceived that these produced no effect soever, I began to weep.
“After flying in the air for the space of an hour, he alighted in a place like the Vale of Saqar.\fn{ Note: The name of
a stage of Hell} There a vast multitude of demons, male and female, had lighted a great fire, and were gathered in a
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circle round about it; they had seized and bound a score of hapless ones of the sons of Adam, whom they stript to
slaughter. The demon who had brought me took me down from his shoulder and placed me on the ground.
“Now, I gathered from their gestures that the demons said on seeing me, ‘This lean man cannot be eaten until
he has been fattened for at least forty or fifty days; would that thou hadst not brought him!’— for I was thin of
body and meagre of person. And one by one they came and looked at my hands and feet, and they took me in their
hands and examined me like a sheep. At length they slaughtered the men who were there, and thrust them upon
spits, and devoured them before my eyes. Then they took me and imprisoned me in a cave, and put beside me a
measure of walnuts and almonds and a pitcher of water, and they made fast the cave door.
“Through my dismay I neither ate nor drank, and half the night was passed when sleep overcame me. I woke
when it was morning, and I found myself once more in the waste. Praising and, thanking God, I wandered along
the plain, and while casting my eyes distractedly around lest a wild man might appear, I perceived a frail old man
proceeding along the road straight before me. On my approaching and saluting him, he said,
“‘Why dost thou wander in this place?’ And I related to him all my adventures of the day before. He said:
“‘O, my son, God hath indeed protected thee; these are a set of demons such that escape is impossible for those
who fall into their hands; our being able to pass through these parts is only by virtue of our knowledge of the
Most Great Name. Do not fear, thy meeting with us is owing to the prayers of thy master; come, be a guest in our
house; our village is hard by.’
“We fared along together for about three hours, and while on the road he said a thousand pleasant things. When
we entered the village the old man shook himself once, and his stature grew to the height of twenty cubits, and he
uttered a yell, like the roar of a cannon, which well-nigh broke the membranes of my car; and immediately were
gathered together four or five hundred creatures. hideous like himself.
“When I beheld this I commenced to repeat charms, and again I saw that these magic rites had no effect, so I
remained helpless and bewildered. Amongst the demons was a form more vile than all the rest, clad in the garb of
a woman; now this was the daughter of the accursed one who had brought me. He made me over to her, saying,
“‘Take this wretch and fulfil thy duty; he has wearied me much upon the road.’ Then she seized me by the arm,
and put me into a dark cave, and sat down beside me, and said,
“‘Stranger, do not fear; my father gave thee to me that he might eat thee; but I have fallen in love with thee. All
the demons are ravished with my beauty; thou seest how fair I am; although the fear of death at present bewilders
thee, I doubt not that on the first glance thou too shalt love my beauty and grace and comeliness. My will is to
rejoice thee with the delight of union with me; but in matters like this there must be no precipitation; see, for some
days let us talk and converse with one another, then thou shalt be mine, and I will be thine.’ She brought me a tin
dish in which was a roasted dog, and a pitcher of water, and said,
“‘Now, my darling, eat, drink, and be at ease;’ and she departed. I sought refuge in God and repented me of my
past sins, and through despair and fatigue wept passing sore.
“When it was morning I awoke and opened my eyes, and, lo, I was near a city. Thanking and praising God for
the separation from my lover, I arose and proceeded towards the city. On the way I encountered both on hill and
plain many animals, such as horses and asses and apes and dogs; these gathered round me and pulled me by the
hand and skirt, and with their mute eloquence would have hindered me from going into the city; but I repelled
them and entered it.
“When I passed into the city I saw standing ready prepared a fresh and regal horse, with some twenty or thirty
servants; these, saying, ‘Welcome, my master!’ mounted me on the steed, and, following at my stirrup, conducted
me to an imperial palace. I saw the city to be very flourishing, and the palace exceeding splendid and magnificent,
and I marvelled. They conducted me with respect to the royal divan; and all the members of the divan were
standing, and a veiled monarch was sitting upon a throne on the chief place of a dais. So I went to the foot of the
throne and kissed the ground and modestly retired, whereupon the sovereign asked me whence I came.
“On my narrating how I had by enchantment fallen into a wilderness, and the adventures I had encountered
during the two nights, the monarch smiled wonderingly, and said, ‘Thou hast met with marvellous haps,’ and he
bade fetch a chair and motioned me to be seated. When the business of the divan was finished, permis sion was
granted to every one, and they went away. Presently an officer came and took me, and bringing me before the
palace-gate, made me over to the harem eunuchs, who conducted me with the greatest deference. On entering a
vast pavilion I saw upon a throne a darling of the world, a torment of the soul, the description of whose charms
would surpass that of Fitna-i Dil’s by a hundred degrees. She said,
“‘All hail! come hither.’ And she took me to her side and, after a thousand caresses and attentions, looked upon
me and addressed me thus,
“‘Ebu-‘Ali, speak truly, hast thou ever in the course of thy life seen or heard of a darling of the world equal to
me?’ I replied,
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“‘I seek pardon of God, my mistress, the truth is, that the like of thy world-adorning beauty exists not on the
earth, nor has been heard of.’ Then she said,
“‘O Ebu-‘Ali, this city is the city of Surat, and the realm which is under my sway; for I am Shirin-Kar,
sovereign of the land of Surat. I inherited this realm from my father, and for five years have I sat without misfortune on my paternal throne. I am the monarch whom a little while ago thou sawest covered with a veil, sitting on
the throne. As the neighbouring monarchs round about are lords of might, resistance would be difficult, did they
make war upon us. Alike my father and your handmaid have been able to rule this country only through the
spiritual power of my nurse Ruveyda; but knowing not what would befall me if to that nurse there happened a
mischance, I took counsel with her upon this matter, and she gave answer thus:
“‘“My daughter, there is in Fez a darling disciple of Khoja Dahiti, who possesses much skill in the science of
magic, and his science is more potent than our enchantments. I shall bring him to thee, for he is full worthy to be
thy mate; and thou shouldst wed him, and relinquishing crown and throne, rest in the corner of retirement.” I said,
“‘“If Ebu-‘Ali possess such magic power, how can I be safe with him? Should he be vexed with me, perad venture he might seek to injure me.” My nurse replied,
“‘“There is a remedy for this too; let Ebu-‘Ali teach thee the Hintij Charm, which is the most potent of all
magic charms, and henceforward he will be powerless to harm us.”
“‘Thus we decided; and she went and snatched thee from the field. That dromedary which thou sawest—and
which afterwards became a demon, and that aged man thou didst meet the next day were our old nurse. And each
of these animals thou sawest without the city is a skilful magician whom my nurse has transformed and driven to
the wilds for seeking to overcome us.
“‘In a word, my object in briefly relating these things to thee—and delay and deliberation are needless in this
matter—is that in an hour’s time thou teachest that charm to thy handmaid; and one day our wedding shall surely
be.’
“Now, as the charm she spoke of was the formula which I had several times repeated both on the demon’s back
and in the negress’s cave, and from which I had seen no result, I was doubly astonished, and remained silent.
Perceiving from my silence my resolution not to comply, she urged me the more; and at length when she saw that
I absolutely refused, she showed forth her anger, and said to frighten me,
“‘Delay not, or I will slay thee.’ When she saw it to be altogether vain, she summoned the execu tioner, and
made me over to him, saying,
“‘Finish the work for me.’
“So he bound my hands with a handkerchief and made me kneel down, and as I was looking for death,
someone brushed against my sleeve. Fancying it to be the executioner, I was about to cry for quarter, when all the
disciples shouted out,
“‘He has caught him!’
“They did off the bandage from my eyes, and I saw I was again in the playground in the field. My master came
up to me and said,
“‘Ebu-‘Ali’s stomach is disordered, his head is reeling.’ And he took me by the hand and made me sit down
beside him, and whispered in my ear,
“‘Fear not.’ And he said to one of the ushers,
“‘Ebu-‘Ali has fasted for three days, bring the pilaw quickly.’ Silent and bewildered I ate of the pilaw and
zerda with the disciples; and when evening was nigh, after we had returned from the field to our old abode, my
master no longer concealed from me the knowledge of the arcane—the mercy of God on him!
“‘Behold! Jewad, Light of my eyes, be it known unto thee and believed that of such strange sciences one is
Sorcery (Sihr), to perform which—refuge is in God (exalted be He!)—is degradation to our nature and contrary to
the Divine pleasure; it is an ever-increasing sin dependent on the uttering of vile words blaspheming the Eternal
Glory, and connected with abominable acts. There is another which consists of marvels brought about by the
means of certain names of Spiritual Beings, and virtues of things, and charms; this they call Magic (Simya).
Another, connected with the influences of the stars, they name the Science of Talismans (Tilsim) or Enchantments
(Nirenjat). Another, too, is effected by seclusion and vigils and fasts and austerities, with certain Qur’anic verses
and Divine names and charms; this is called the Science of Occult Virtues (‘Ilm-i Khawass). There is yet another
kind, the Divine Science, the Celestial Knowledge; this traversing of time and space which thou hast witnessed is
only effected by that glorious Science, those Divine Mysteries.
“‘Be it not concealed that the Lords of Truth and the Companions of the Grace of Knowledge have ascertained
that the faculty of imagination exerciseth power in twenty-seven matters. For example, if a pure man con versant
with the Divine Subtleties conceive in his mind the perfect likeness of the external form of any person, mould an
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image thereof, and keep the same in some narrow place, like a cupboard, it is well known that he whose image is
thus formed, wheresoever he be, will fall a prey to contraction of breast and heaviness of heart.
“‘In like manner the accomplishment of such traversing of space and time is of the powers of the
understanding. For this cause were the magic charms that thou knowest of no effect, and wast thou unable to
release thyself from the trammels of the prison—that the Divine Knowledge is more potent than all other
sciences. Moreover, be it believed of thee that what thou sawest were not mere visions, and that we instructed
Fitna-i Dil to observe such conduct toward thee.
“‘In short, these things which thou didst behold are all at this moment in existence; and, an it be thy desire, I
will wed thee to that darling maiden. But I crave of thee, Endowed with Knowledge, ever to move about a
celibate, and that thou violate not the custom of the sages:—to be in the world, like Saint Jesus, without a spouse.
in truth, my object in the cruel treatment shown to thee by that maiden was to induce thee to shun them, having
seen the fickleness of women.’
*
Ebu-‘Ali, after confirming, as requisite, pledge and troth with Jewad, said,
“O son, thou hast gained a manifest right henceforward to acquire the Blessed Knowledge—may it be blessed
to thee!”
And breast to breast he explained and conveyed to Jewad all that he knew of the Divine Science. So Jewad
became a greater master than his master in mystic and philosophic lore, and in the general and special sciences a
wonder-working sage.
When seven years had thus passed, total feebleness came over Ebu-‘Ali’s human elements by reason of the
greatness of his age; and, as the journey to the Hereafter became inevitable, he called all his disciples round his
bed, and, after making the necessary testaments, he appointed Jewad his successor, and closed his lips repeating
the best of finishings, the words of the Profession of Faith, and set forth for Paradise.
*
After the consignment to the sepulchre, whilst the rites of mourning were being ful filled and completed, Jewad
was not negligent of teaching and instructing, but busied in the diffusion of knowledge. But as he was still in the
years of his youth, the old ushers could not endure that he should sit on the carpet of master; and, seeing that they
vexed him by ridicule and derision, he was obliged to leave that district; and he set out alone for the city of
Constantinople. When he reached the capital he thus said in himself,
“If I go to the colleges where are the learned, my time will again be occupied in instructing and instruction,
and I shall assuredly gain no pleasure by reason of the conduct of the vulgar; a better joy were to conceal my
power and skill, and going amongst the people, endeavour to promote their happiness.”
So he hired a room in the Armour-Bearer’s Khan and remained in the corner of retirement, occupying himself
in visiting the places worthy to be seen in the streets and markets of the Sublime Capital. One day, as he was
going up from the Long Bazaar, he saw some dozen of witty-looking friends gathered together in the shop of a
respectable person who sold cups and soap and certain drugs, opposite the shop of ‘Ushshaqi-Oghlu; these invited
him to come in and enjoy himself. Saying in himself, “If they be of the Sublime Capital, they will be an intelligent
set,” he saluted them in an easy manner, and got into the shop.
The shopkeeper, who was a person named Ibrahim Chelebi and one of the polished men of the day, treated
Jewad courteously, saying, “Welcome! all hail!” and he regaled him with coffee and tobacco. Jewad paid attention
to the converse of the friends, and when he saw that they were all select, agreeable, sweet of speech, clever and
witty, he joined in the conversation on fitting opportunities, so that all the friends were delighted at his words, and
asked whence he came and where he dwelt; and the shopkeeper and the comrades sang his praises, requesting he
would always rejoice them by coming.
So Jewad, who loved such gatherings of intelligent friends, began to go regularly to that place, and bound the
bonds of friendship and familiarity with all the comrades, but especially with the shopkeeper Ibrahim Chelebi the
soap-merchant, to such a degree that if any day he came not it was because he was indisposed; and Ibrahim’s eyes
would be fixed upon the road, and that day he would not smile.
In the still existing and famous shop of ‘Ushshaqi-Oghlu, which was opposite, was then a youth, a darling of
the world, a disturber of the age, of the House of ‘Ushshaqi, about sixteen or seventeen years old, called Monla
Emin, who sometimes came to the shop of Ibrahim Chelebi to have private conversations. One day Jewad said to
Ibrahim Chelebi,
“This son of ‘Ushshaqi sometimes comes and sits here, but never joins in the conversation; I had imagined him
vain of his comeliness, but on looking with attention I see that he always sits in his own shop too, sad and
sorrowful; here the signs of grief and distress seem still greater.” Ibrahim Chelebi shook his head and said,
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“My master, a strange adventure has befallen him, a circumstance the like of which has not been seen or
heard.” And thus began he to relate:—
3
“Mustejeb Chelebi, the father of this young man, died a year ago, and left his shop, his house, with some other
things and about a hundred purses.\fn{ Note: A “purse” consists of 500 piastres}which the latter inherited. I had formerly
relations with his father, and as Emin was quite young, fearing that he might go astray, I urged him to marry. The
lad disputed not my words, but consented; so sending examiners\fn{ Note: The old woman mentioned in the next sentence;
the reference is to a matchmaker (H)} round, we began to look for a bride for Monla Emin.
“One day the old women came and reported that near the Variegated Bath, there was a damsel, daughter of a
person named Haji Mustafa the slipper-seller. She had inherited from her late father, besides a house and much
garniture,\fn{Decorative objects (vases, urns, clocks, etc.)} a monthly income of two hundred and fifty piastres, the rent
of some property. She had no friends but her mother, and was now sixteen or seventeen years old; and no words
could describe her beauty, which was worth the world: a lovely maiden, black-eyebrowed, blue-eyed, with skin
whiter than whiteness, with figure and stature well-proportioned, with long neck, with hands, feet, and mouth all
to match, with cheek and forehead like the moon, in airs and graces a torment of the world, an ensnarer, a heart-.
delighter, a cause of joy. And they stated how when they declared that the seeker in marriage was Monla Emin,
her mother consented, saying,
“‘Monla Emin shall be an indoor bridegroom (that is he shall come to the maiden’s house and we will see to
the daily expenses, nothing shall be looked for from him); I only want a well-mannered son-in-law, one who will
open and shut our doors, and such like.’
“Much pleased at this news, I informed Monla Emin, who consented and appointed your slave agent; and two
of the companions being the witnesses, we married ‘Ayesha, daughter of Mustafa, to Mehemed Emin Aghã; and
in the course of a few days their union was consummated. For about a month they got on somehow, for although
Monla Emin was satisfied with his wife, his mother-in-law was such a cruel, wicked, unmannerly wretch, that
there was not a day but she sent him weeping to the shop. When I saw this state of things, and that the poor young
man’s health and happiness were banished, at my instance his wife was divorced.
“Some twenty days after this event, a well dressed, well-fashioned and handsome man of about sixty-five years
of age, attended by four servants, happening to pass by, saw the cases of drugs displayed in my shop. He
dismounted and came into my poor shop, and after saluting me politely, asked,
“‘Master, have you benzoin and crocus martis?’
“Answering, ‘Yes,’ I placed these drugs before him. He separated five drachms of each, and, paying the money,
put each into a piece of paper, and taking a bit of muslin from his bosom, placed them in it. That man was so
eloquent and polite that both your slave and the friends were delighted with his tone and manners; but he bade us
farewell, -and mounted his horse again and departed. In the course of ten days he happened to pass by here, and
he alighted and, coming into the shop, said,
“‘Ibrahim Chelebi, by Allah I was greatly pleased with thee.’
“He was very courteous, and your slave treated him with marked attention; and he tarried for about three
hours, and then went away. He continued coming at intervals of a few days, and grew familiar with us; and in the
space of a month he came twenty times to our shop. He mentioned at a fitting time in the course of conversation
that he was of the Chartered Fief-Holders and that his name was ‘Abbas Agha. Our Monla Emin too was present
now and then at the meetings. One day I related Emin’s adventure to the Agha, just as I have told it to you; he
showed much regret, and finding a break in the conversation, said,
“‘My dear Ibrahim Chelebi, I pray that tomorrow you honour my poor house with a visit, and bring Monla
Emin; you might have some difficulty in finding the house, so I will send a servant to you.’ I replied,
“‘I shall be honoured and delighted.’
“So at three o’clock next day he sent a servant with two horses with Hayderi bridles and saddle-cloths of
Mardin work. We mounted the horses and followed the servant till we came to a large door in a blind-alley near
the Cap-maker’s Mosque in the New Garden. When we entered the court some thirty, tidy, well-dressed pages,
with sashes round their waists, came forward to the horse-block to meet us, and taking hold of our skirts, they
respectfully led us upstairs.
“It was a palace in size nearly equal to the residence of the Grand Vezir; we entered a room spread with carpets
such as are not to be found in the dwellings of the greatest of the great. His Excellency the Agha with a black-fox
pelisse on his vezirial shoulders, was seated in a corner, and a similar number of chosen pages were standing
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before him with folded hands; and I was amazed at the pomp and magnificence of the Agha. When he saw us he
rose and said,
“‘O brothers, you have wearied your feet; you have done me honour.’
“And he treated us with courtesy, and we kissed his skirt and sat down. A collation was served, and after it had
been partaken of, the Agha arose and went into a small room adjoining the other; then a page appeared and said to
me,
“‘Pray come, the Agha wishes you.’ And he took me and brought me into his presence. As he motioned me to
sit near him, I sat down facing him, knee to knee, and he said,
“‘Ibrahim Chelebi, I am about to make a request of thee, and I desire of thee that thou do gratify it; what sayest
thou?’ I replied,
“‘How could I refuse anything I can perform?’ Then he said,
“‘In this mansion, the world, I have no heir save one only daughter; my desire is to make Monla Emin my sonin-law; but I wish that he be persuaded now, for I desire to make this day the wedding-day and this night the
bridal-night; if thou say ‘nay,’ it will be needful to sever the bond of friendship.’ I replied,
“‘Lo, my master, I shall go and explain to him.’ And I arose and came to him. On my informing him of what
had passed, he said,
“‘Thou art my father, whatsoever thou do I approve.’ So I went to the Agha and told him that Emin consented.
He immediately sent men to the imam and assembly of the parish, and we returned to the first room. Emin kissed
the Agha’s skirt and blessed him saying, ‘Be happy,’ and while conversing about how they would get on and such
like, the imam and Remzi Chelebi, the mu’ezzin of the mosque, who was an old friend of ours, and other people
of the parish, came and seated themselves politely. Remzi Chelebi sat down beside me, bowed to me, and said,
“‘It is long since we have seen each other.’ On my explaining to him in a low voice the reason of his being
summoned and what was wanted of the party, he said
“‘What things God willeth, exalted be He! May He grant peace and happiness! Emin has attained to fortune,
when not so much as looking for it.’
“The pipes were now removed, and while censers of aloes-wood and ambergris were smoking, the Imam
Efendi, vowing repentance and begging forgiveness, recited an eloquent marriage-service, and wedded Khayal
Khanim, daughter of ‘Abbas Agha, to Mehemed Emin, with a paid-down dower of one thousand piastres. A greysquirrel pelisse with ample sleeves was given to the Imam Efendi, bags of money to Remzi Chelebi and the two
other mu’ezzins, and, according to the usual custom, muslin handkerchiefs to the party; beside me, too, they laid a
parcel. After the completion of the ceremony, the Agha said,
“I hope, if it please God, you will also perform the evening-worship here?’ Leave was then given to every one,
and they departed. When we were left alone the Agha said,
“‘Let us send Emin Agha to the bath.’ So we sent him to the bath mounted on a caparisoned horse
accompanied by two attendants. Your slave also took leave of His Excellency the Agha, and went to shut the shop,
having agreed to come back early on the morrow, if it pleased God. So I closed the shop and went to my house,
and praised God for the parcel that had been given me, and thanked Him for Emin’s attaining this un looked-for
good fortune.
*
“When it was morning I went and opened my shop and got a hired horse, and while I was waiting wondering if
it were time to go to Monla Emin’s father-in-law, a halberdier\fn{Note: A Janissary employed as an official
messenger} came up, and, saluting me, asked,
“‘Who is Ibrahim Chelebi the soap-merchant here?’ On my telling him that I was he, he said,
“‘Pray come; some one whom the bastinadomen have wants you, and begs that you come quickly.’
“As the horse was ready, I mounted and went to the Hôtel\fn{ Note: The Hôtel or Palace, the official residence of the Agha
of the Janissaries} when what did I see?—it was Monla Emin who was in the prison. My soul leapt into my head,
and I asked,
“‘What is this plight?’ Then he said:
“‘O my good father, I have met with a strange adventure, the like of which has never happened to any one At
the, time when they took me to the bath, after the cleansing, they arrayed me in these splendid garments I have on,
and put into my pocket four hundred half sequins\fn{ Note: A shilling was worth about 12s.6d} for the expenses of the
bath—the rest are in my pocket still. They took me from the bath and brought me to the mansion; and after supper, when it was evening, the Imam and the Mu’ezzin Remzi Chelebi and the assembly returned and performed
the ceremony of evening-worship; and they put me into the bridal-chamber. I had imagined to myself, ‘As I am
chosen son-in-law of a distinguished person like this, his daughter must be vile and foul of favour, degraded in the
eyes of the great, or smitten with some illness; but for the sake of this fortune, let it be what it will.’ But when I
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entered the nuptial apartment (I cannot describe the splendours of the bridal-chamber) what did I see? That she
was a bride the like of whom in beauty and loveliness and grace and comeliness had never entered the im agination or conception of that son-in-law, the aged Sphere.
“‘It was after six o’clock when sleep overcame me. When it was morning I awoke, but finding not my beloved
in the bed, I rose up, and what did I see?—that darling of the world lying murdered in the middle of the room,
with her head and hands and feet separated, in ten pieces.
“‘O my dear, my good father! that moment my breath was stopped; I fell down fainting. After a time my senses
returned, and weeping, I went out of the room. The nurse and slave-girls, who were waiting without the door, said,
“‘What is thematter?’ I replied,
“‘Go in and see what is the matter.’ Then when the nurse went in and saw the bride in that case, her cries and
wails, like the voice of a Mu’ezzin, ascended to Capella; and all the slave-girls gathered together and wailed
aloud. And they informed my father-in-law, and he came, and when he saw his daughter in such case, he fell down
in a swoon. They sprinkled water upon his face and brought back his senses; and he rushed upon me crying,
“‘O wretch! O fool! is this the return for the favours I conferred upon thee? O traitor!” Then he fetched his
servants and other retainers, and showed them what had happened, and said,
“‘Take this wretch to the Agha of the Janissaries and explain what has occurred; I, too, shall go when she who
is slain has been washed and buried.’ And he gave me to three of his servants, who, dragging me by hand and
collar, brought me here; and when they had informed the Agha, he imprisoned me in this place.’
“Crying, ‘Ah! my good father, do this with my shop and that with my money,’ Emin made his testament, and
began to shed tears like rain by reason of the fire within his heart. To comfort him, I said,
“‘Fear not; God is good!’ But he made answer:
“‘How should I fear? Thou fanciest that I weep through dread of death; after parting from a fairy-faced bride
like her, to die were life to my soul. Would to God that I had died an hour before her, that I might have met her in
the Hereafter! I weep for parting from my love.’ And he wept full bitterly, so that my heart was pierced.
“I thought much within myself and thus decided—that there was no help save to go once more to ‘Abbas Agha
and tell him of the anguish of poor Emin, that perchance he might forgive him. With this purpose I mounted upon
my beast, and with fear and trembling turned into the blind-alley near the mosque in the New Garden.
“But I could find no door like the great gate I had seen the night before; and while I was standing in the middle
of the street in perfect bewilderment, an old woman called from behind a lattice,
“‘What seekest thou, son?’ On my answering, ‘There is here one of the chartered fief holders, ‘Abbas Agha; I
am seeking his mansion,’ she replied,
“‘There is no such person or mansion as you mention here.’
“I left the street, and knocking at some doors, asked the same question. When I could get no information, I
recollected that Remzi Chelebi had been there the night before; so thinking to go and enquire of him, I went :and
found him.
“‘Ah! welcome,’ said he; what wind has blown you here?’ I replied,
“‘O brother, I am seeking that house of ‘Abbas Agha where we were last night at the marriage of Monla Emin;
I cannot find it; would you do me the kindness to show it to me?’ Then Remzi Chelebi’s gaiety disappeared, and
he answered
“‘Ibrahim Chelebi, what has happened to thee? What ‘Abbas Agha? What marriage? It is a year since I have
seen thee; what ails thee?’ I replied,
“‘O brother, thou didst sit by my side last evening, and thou didst ask me so-and-so, and I answered thee on
such an wise.’
“‘Alas, alas, brother,’ said he, ‘do not delay in getting thyself bled and in taking a strong draught.’ I then knew
there was some mystery here, and I said,
“‘Do not think, brother, Remzi Chelebi, that I am afflicted with melancholia; listen to my words.’ And I related
to him the whole story. I said,
“‘And Monla Emin is now in prison; for the love of God come with me to the Hôtel and see.’ And I took
Remzi Chelebi to the Hôtel of the Agha. When he saw Emin in prison and asked the truth of him, and he related
the entire adventure, Remzi Chelebi, unable to comprehend, cried,
“‘Glory to God! there is no strength nor any power saving in God! O my son, it is a year since I have seen thee
or Ibrahim Chelebi.’ And he became more bewildered than ourselves. Then we both went up together to the
presence of the Agha and related to him all that had happened, and Remzi said:
“‘My master, I your slave, am the Mu’ezzin of that parish; and there is no such man in our parish; and, whilst I
have not seen these two men for a year, they insist that we spoke to each other last night: there is here some
strange mystery; investigate and look into it.’ The Agha said:
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“‘Yes, the slaves too who brought the murderer in the morning stated that their master was a fief-holder named
‘Abbãs Agha, who resided near the Cap-maker’s Mosque.’ And he sent one man to the New Garden and another
to enquire of the Chief of the Fief-holders. When these returned, the first reported that there was no such person in
that quarter, and the second that the Chief of the Fief-holders could find in his register no fief-holder of that name
who resided in the capital.
*
“So the Agha was plunged in the ocean of amazement, and with the security of us two he liberated Ernin from
prison and gave him over to us. We took him to the shop, but what was the use?—his eyes would not look upon
the world, and he would say nothing but, ‘Why did you save me; and not leave me that they might have killed me,
then I should have met my darling a little sooner in the Hereafter?’ We then took him by force to his shop, opened
it, and seated him in his place. We perceived a piece of paper, of the size of a ticket, lying on the counter; and thus
was there written thereon:
“‘Filthy swine, nor has ‘Abbas Agha any being, nor has the damsel any existence; it is I, thy mother-in-law,
who have done all this; I will teach thee to abandon my daughter for a few words of mine; this thing is the least
that I will do; see, will it suffice thee?’
“When we read the paper we were still more bewildered; and by reason of the greatness of our fear we again
sent an agent and caused Emin to renew the marriage with his divorced wife. He is therefore now compelled to
endure suffering, and the grief thereof is the cause of his sadness.” …
119.23 Excerpt from The History Of The Forty Viziers\fn{by an unnamed redactor (late 18th century-

)} Turkey

(M) 7

… [“Tell on, let us hear.” Quoth the lady:]
*
“There was of old time a great merchant, and he had two sons. One day the merchant laid his head on the
pillow of death, and he called his sons before him, and brought together some wise persons, and said,
“‘Moslems, if it please God most high, these boys will live for many years; reckon at the rate of a hundred
years from today, and allow to each of them a daily grant of a thousand aspres, and whatever the sum may amount
to, that sum will I give them, that after me they may stand in need of no one till they die, but pass their lives in
ease in this transient world.’
“Then they reckoned up, and he gave them much money; and a few days afterward he passed to the abiding
home.
“The sons buried their father, and then began to waste that money. Their father’s friends gave them much
advice, but they would not accept it. One of them would enter the shop of a confectioner and buy up all the sweetmeats that were therein, and load porters with them, and take them to the square of the city, and cry out, ‘This is
spoil!’ and the folk would scramble for them, and he would laugh. And his business was ever thus. The other
youth would buy wine and meat, and enter a ship with some flattering buffoons, and eat and drink and make
merry; and when he was drunk he would mix up gold and silver coins before him and throw them by handfuls into
the sea, and their flashing into the water pleased him, and he would laugh. And his business likewise was ever
thus. By reason of these follies, the wealth of both of them came to an end in little time, in such wise that they
were penniless, so that they sat by the way and begged. At length the merchants, their father’s friends, came
together, and went to the king and said,
“‘The sons of such and such a merchant are fallen a prey to a plight like this; if they be not disgraced now,
tomorrow will our sons also act like them. Do thou now put them to death, for the love of God, that they may be
an example, and that others may not act as they.’ Then the king commanded that they bring them both into his
presence, and the king said to them,
“‘O unhappy ones, what plight is this plight in which ye are? Where is the headsman?’ And he ordered them to
be killed. They said,
“‘O king, be not wroth at our having fallen into this plight, and kill us not; our father is the cause of our being
thus, for he commended us not to God most high, but commended us to money; and the end of the child who is
commended to money is thus.’ Their words seemed good to the king, and he said,
“‘By God, had ye not answered thus, I had cleft ye in twain.’ And then he bestowed on each of them a village.
*
“Now, O king, I have related this story for that among youths there is nor shame nor honor, neither is there zeal
for friend or foe. Beware and beware, be not negligent; ere the youth kill thee do thou kill him, else thou shalt
perish.” When the king heard this story from the lady he said,
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“On the morrow will I kill him.” When it was morning, and the darkness of night, like the wealth of that
merchant, was scattered, the king sat upon his throne and commanded the executioner, saying,
“Smite off the youth’s head.” Then the eleventh vezir came forward and said,
“O king of the world, hurry not in this affair, and whatsoever thou doest, do according to the command of God
and the word of the Apostle; and the holy Apostle hath said that when the resurrection is near, knowledge will
vanish and ignorance will increase and the spilling of blood will be oft. O king, leave not the Law, and spill not
blood unjustly on thine own account, and pity the innocent; for they have said that whoso taketh a fallen one by
the hand to raise him shall be happy; but whoso, having the power, raiseth him not shall himself burn in the fire of
regret. Mayhap the king has not heard the story of a certain king and a vezir’s son.” The king said,
“Tell on, let us hear.” Quoth the vezir:
*
“Of old time there was a king, and that king had a sage vezir. God most high had given that vezir a son; and the
people of the world were bewildered at the beauty of that boy. And the king loved him so that he could not endure
to be a moment without seeing him, and he never parted from him. So his parents yearned for the boy, but what
avail? they had needs have patience through fear of the king. One day, the king while drunk entered the palace and
saw this boy playing with another page, and thereupon was he wroth and he commanded the executioner,
“‘Smite off the head of this degenerate boy.’
“And they dragged the boy out. Thereupon word was sent to the vezir, and he came straightway, and crying,
‘My life! My son!’ went up to the headsman and said,
“‘O headsman, now is the king drunk and senseless and he knows not the words he says; if thou kill the boy
tonight, tomorrow the king will not spare thee; but will kill thee likewise.’ The headsman said,
“‘How shall we do? He said to me, “Quick, smite off his head and bring it.”’ The vezir answered,
“‘Go to the prison and smite off the head of some man meriting death, and bring it; at this time the king has not
his senses and will believe it.’ And he gave the headsman much gold.
“The headsman took the sequins and was glad, and went forthwith to the prison and smote off the head of a
robber and brought it to the king. The king was pleased and gave the headsman a robe of honor. And the vezir
took the boy and brought him to his own house and hid him there.
“When it was morning, and the king’s senses returned, he asked for the boy, and they said,
“‘This night thou didst command the executioner that he smote off the boy’s head.’
“As soon as the king heard this he fell senseless and his understanding forsook him. After a while his
understanding returned and he sat beating his knees and he fell a-weeping. Then the vezir, feigning not to know,
came before the king and said,
“‘O king, what plight is this?’ Quoth the king,
“‘O vezir, where is that source of my life? Where is that spring of my soul?’ The vezir said,
“‘O king, whom meanest thou?’ The king replied,
“‘Thy son, who was the joy of my heart.’ And he cried and wept beyond control, and the vezir rent his collar
and wailed and lamented.
“For two months the one business of the king was sighing and crying; during the nights he would not sleep till
dawn for weeping, and he would say, ‘My God, shall I never behold his face? Mayhap I shall behold it at the
resurrection. To me henceforth life is not beseeming.’ Mad words like these would he utter. And he ceased from
eating and drinking, and retired from the throne and sought a private house and wept ever, and it wanted little but
he died.
“When the vezir saw this, he one day decked out the boy like a flower and took him and went to the private
place where the king dwelt. He left the boy at the door and went in himself and saw that the king had bowed his
head in adoration and was praying to God and weeping and thus saying, ‘My God, henceforth is life unlawful for
me, do thou in thy mercy take my soul;’ and he was lamenting, recalling the darling fashions of the boy. The vezir
heard this wail of the king and said,
“‘O king, how thou weepest! Thou hast forsaken manhood, and art become a by-word in the world.’ The king
replied,
“‘Henceforth, advice profits me not; lo, begone.’ Quoth the vezir,
“‘O king, if God most high took pity on thee and brought the boy to life, wouldst thou forgive his fault? And
what wouldst thou give to him who brought thee news thereof?’ The king said,
“‘O would that it could be so! All the wealth that I have in my treasury would I give to him who brought me
news thereof, and my kingdom would I give to the boy; and I should be content to look from time to time on the
boy’s face.’
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“Then the vezir beckoned to the boy and he came in, and went and kissed the king’s hand. As soon as the king
saw the boy his senses forsook him, and the vezir sprinkled rose-water on the king’s face and withdrew. When the
king’s senses returned he saw the boy beside him and he thought that his soul had gone and returned.
“When it was morning the vezir came before the king, and the king said,
“‘As thou hast brought the boy to me whole, go, all that is in my treasury is thine.’ The vezir answered,
“‘O king of the world, rather is the wealth which is in my treasury thine; we are both of us the meanest of the
king’s slaves. May God (glorified and exalted be he!) grant fortune to our king and long life! We too shall live in
thy felicity.’
“The king was glad at the words of the vezir, and bestowed many towns and villages on the son of the vezir,
and offered up many sacrifices, and gave away much alms.
*
“O king, I have told this story for that the king may take profit and not do a deed without reflection, that he be
not afterward repentant, like that king, and suffer not bitter regret and remorse. That king suffered so great regret
and remorse for a vezir’s son, yet this one is the darling of thine own heart. The rest the king knows. Beware, O
king, slay not the prince on the woman’s word.”
And he kissed the ground and made intercession for the prince for that day. So the king sent the youth to the
prison and went himself to the chase.
When it was evening the king returned from the chase and came to the palace, and the lady rose to greet him,
and they sat down. After the repast the lady commenced to speak about the youth. The king said,
“Today, too, such an one of my vezirs made intercession for him and I sent him to the prison.” The lady said,
“O king, three things are the signs of folly; the first is to put off today’s business till tomorrow, the second is to
speak words foolishly, and the third is to act upon senseless words. O king, whatsoever thy vezirs say, that thou
believest straightway and actest upon. Satan is of a surety entered into these thy vezirs and into thy boy; in whose
heart soever he plants the love of office or of wealth, him in the end does he leave without the faith. Mayhap the
king has not heard the story of the King and the Weaver.” The king said,
“Relate it, let us hear.” Quoth the lady:
*
“Of old time there was a great king. One day a man came before him and said,
“‘My king, I shall weave a turban such that one born in wedlock will see it, while the bastard will see it not.”
“The king marveled and ordered that that weaver should weave that turban; and the weaver received an
allowance from the king and tarried a long while. One day he folded up this side and that side of a paper and
brought it and laid it before the king and said,
“‘O king, I have woven that turban.’
“So the king opened the paper and saw that there was nothing; and all the vezirs and nobles who stood there
looked on the paper and saw nothing. Then the king said in his heart,
“‘Dost thou see? I am then a bastard;’ and he was sad. And he thought, ‘Now, the remedy is this, that I say it is
a goodly turban and admire it, else will I be put to shame before the folk.’ And he said,
“‘Blessed be God! O master, it is a goodly turban, I like it much.’ Then that weaver youth said,
“‘O king, let them bring a cap that I may wind the turban for the king.’
“They brought a cap, and the weaver youth laid that paper before him and moved his hands as though he
wound the turban, and he put it on the king’s head. All the nobles who were standing there said, ‘Blessed be it! O
king, how fair, how beautiful a turban!’ and they applauded it much. Then the king rose and went with two vezirs
into a private room and said,
“‘O vezirs, I am then a bastard; I see not the turban.’ Quoth the vezirs,
“‘O king, we too see it not.’
“At length they knew of a surety that the turban had no existence, and that that weaver had thus played a trick
for the sake of money.
*
“O king, thou too sayest, ‘On the morrow will I kill him; I will do this and I will do that;’ and yet there is
nothing. O king, I had that dream this night, there is no doubt that it is as I have interpreted. O king, if the king’s
life and throne go, who knows what they will do to hapless me?”
And she began to weep.
When the king saw the lady thus weeping his heart was pained and he said,
“On the morrow I will indeed refuse the words of whichsoever of my vezirs makes intercession for him, and I
will indeed kill the youth; for, according to the dream thou hast had, this is no light affair.”
*
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When it was morning the king came and sat upon his throne, and he caused the youth to be brought and
commanded the executioner,
“Smite off his head.” Whereupon the thirteenth vezir came forward and sought to make intercession, but the
king was wroth and said,
“Be silent., speak not.” Thereupon the vezir drew a paper from his breast and said,
“For God’s sake read this paper, then thou wilt know.” Then the king looked at the paper and saw that there
was written thereon,
“O king, yesterday I looked at the astrolabe; for forty days is the prince’s ruling star in very evil aspect, such
that the prince may even lose his head.” Then all the forty vezirs came forward at once and said,
“O king, for the love of God and the honor of Muhammed Mustafa, for the forty days have patience and slay
not the prince; thereafter it is certain that this affair will be made clear, and when its origin is known must each
one receive his due.” Then said the vezir,
“There is a story suitable to this; if the king grant leave I will tell it.” The king said,
“Tell on, let us hear.” Quoth the vezir:
*
“There was in the palace of the world a great king and he ruled over the Seven Climes. But he had neither son
nor daughter, and he was ever offering sacrifices in the way of God.
“One day God most high accepted his sacrifice and bestowed on him from his bounty a fair son who was in his
time a second Joseph. So the king was glad, and that day he held a high feast, and at that feast he gave robes of
honor and money to many men. After that he assembled the astrologers and made them cast the prince’s
horoscope; and the astrologers looked the one at the other and were bewildered and confounded. Then the king
said,
“‘What see ye that ye stand looking the one at the other?’ The astrologers replied,
“‘O king of the world, we have cast the prince’s horoscope; and in the astrolabe and the Jamesb-Nama they
thus rule, that from his thirtieth year to his sixtieth the prince’s ruling star is afflicted so that he shall wander in
strange lands, with tribulation and pain for his companions: “None. . . knoweth the unseen save God.”’\fn{ Qur’an
27:66; the complete quotation is: Say: No one in the heavens and the earth knows the unseen but Allah; and they do not know when they
shall be raised.}

“After the king had heard these things from the astrologers, at times his heart would be sad and at times he
would plunge into the ocean of deliberation. Saying, ‘God knows the end of the boy,’ he began to train up the
prince. When the latter entered his seventh year he appointed him a teacher, and he passed some years in
acquiring reading and writing. When he was become a young man his father got for him a king’s daughter; and
after a time the prince had two sons. These children, too, in a little time acquired knowledge; and from time to
time they would go out a-pleasuring with their father.
“One day the prince’s heart desired a sea voyage, and he commanded that they prepare a ship, and with his
children and forty slaves and attendants he entered the ship. For many days they sailed the sea full pleasantly.
“But there was there a Frankish corsair filled with infidels, and they encountered the prince’s ship and
straightway flung their grappling irons, and took captive the prince and his two sons and forty servants, and went
off. They took the prince and the forty men and sold them to the cannibal Negroes; but the two boys they sold not,
but kept them.
“The Negroes fed up the prince and the men with delicate and delicious foods, and every day they took one of
them to their king’s kitchen and cut his throat, and cooked him at the fire and ate him. When they had eaten the
forty men, the prince’s turn came, him too they took and brought to the kitchen that they might cut his throat. The
prince perceived that plight, and he entreated God in his heart to give him strength, and he burst the fetters that
were round his wrists and, striking about with the chains that were in his hands, he slipped through them and
rushed out.
“While he was running on, a vast forest appeared before him; he entered it, and although the Negroes searched
for him they could not find him. Then he came out thence and fared on many stages till one day he came to a great
city. The people crying, ‘He is an enemy,’ rushed upon him. And the prince exclaimed, ‘O Lord, what tribulation
is this!’ and fought with them.
“Word was brought to their king, and he came and saw that the prince was fighting like a dragon. When the
king saw the prince’s valor he admired it, and said to his soldiers who were there,
“‘Let no one attack the stranger.’
“Then the soldiers dispersed, and the king took the prince and went to the palace. He prepared a suit of clothes,
and sent him to the bath, and caused his head to be shaven and made him put on those clothes, and brought him
back to the palace. The king said,
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“‘Come, remain by me, I have a daughter, I will give her thee.’
“The prince consented; so they gave him the king’s daughter; and he remained there two years and his lot was
right pleasant. One day the prince’s wife died; now this was their custom, they had a great deep pit, and if a man
died they put his wife with him alive into that pit, and if a woman died they did the same with her husband; and
they let down along with them a loaf of bread and a pitcher of water, and covered over the pit with a great stone.
“So they brought the prince and his wife with a loaf of bread and a pitcher of water to that pit, and, saying, ‘It
is our custom,’ lowered both of them into the pit and placed that great stone over them. When the prince saw
himself in such case he was bewildered and said, ‘My God! What plight is this!’ and he prayed to God. And he
searched the inside of the pit carefully and saw a fair girl seated there, and he asked her,
“‘What manner of girl art thou?’ She replied,
“‘I am a young bride; they have put me into this pit with my husband.’
“And the prince examined the pit, and saw it to be all full of the bodies of men, some of which were decayed
and some of which were writhing in the agonies of death; and dread overcame the prince. Of a sudden, while he
was seated, a rustling sound came from one part of the pit; the prince knew that it was some beast, and he arose
and went with the girl straight to that place, and he found the passage through which that beast had come in. They
went for a time through that passage, and at length came out on the skirt of a mountain on the bank of a great
river. And they were glad thereat, and thanked God much.
“And there they found a boat, and they gathered fruit from that mountain and filled the boat, and they both
entered the boat and went along with the current of the river. That river grew wider day by day; but it passed
underneath a great mountain. When they came near to the tunnel under that mountain they could not govern the
boat, and the water took the boat and bore it under the mountain. When the prince saw this he exclaimed,
“My God! O Lord! what tribulation is this too! How shall we escape from this!’
Helpless they sat in the boat; now the water dashed the boat against the rocks, now it made it fly down
precipices, and now the mountain became low and pushed the boat under the water; and they, never ceasing,
emptied the water out of the boat. They knew not at all whither the boat was going, neither did they know whether
it was night or day. For a long time they were a prey to that anguish; and scarce a spark of life remained in their
bodies when, at length, after a hundred thousand perils, their boat came out from under the mountain onto the
surface of the earth.
“They were glad, and they drew their boat to the shore and got out of it, and took fruits from the trees that were
there, and ate them. While standing there they saw a great white vaulted building, the dome whereof was of
crystal. The prince and the girl went up to it, and they saw that it was a great castle, and that the domed building
was within the castle, and on the door of the castle was written,
“‘O thou who wouldst open this door, O thou who desirest to overcome this talisman, bring a five-footed
animal and kill it before here, that the bolts of this talisman may be opened thereby.’ The prince marveled and
said, ‘Is there in the world a five-footed animal?’ and he wondered. And they sat by the gate of the castle and lice
tormented them, and they began to [de]louse themselves. The prince killed a louse, and straightway the bolts of
the castle fell, and they knew that the said five-footed animal was the louse. Then they both entered by a door, and
they saw a garden, such that of every tree which is in the world there was therein; and ripe fruits were hanging
there and running streams were flowing.
“And the prince felt a longing for those fruits and he went to pluck one of them that he might eat it, when he
saw that those trees were of gold and their fruits of silver and jewels, and that precious stones were lying at the
foot of the trees, scattered like pebbles in a brook. They passed through and came to that dome; it was fashioned
of crystal. They entered by a silver door and saw that within that dome was another dome all of pure gold. It too
they entered and saw yet another dome, all the walls and the top of which were of ruby, built after the fashion of
paradise. They entered it and saw a throne upon which was a coffin made of jewels, and at the head of the coffin
was a tablet whereon was written:
“‘O son of Adam, who comest hither and seest me, know thou that I was a king, and that all the world was in
my hands, and my wealth was beyond bounds or computation. Men and demons and fairies and jinn were my
warriors; and I lived in the world for a thousand years, and I never said, ‘I shall die;’ and I made not any
preparation against death. One day, of a sudden, I fell sick, and I knew of a surety that I was about to die, and I
commanded that this dome be built in three days, and I made it a sepulcher for myself. And by my head are two
fountains; drink, and pray for me.’
“And the prince saw those two fountains and drank; and from one of them flowed sugared sherbet and from
the other milk. And they drank of both of them and remained a long while by that grave, and they nourished
themselves on the milk and drank of the sherbet. At length they found some vases, and they took of the milk and
the sherbet and the jewels and the gold, and filled their boat with them, and again set forth on their voyage.
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“After they had gone for a time the wind drove their boat upon an island, and they went forth from the boat to
look for fruit on the mountain that they might eat. Of a sudden a body of men came and seized them; and the
prince saw these that they had no heads, their mouths were in their breasts and their eyes in their shoulders, and
their speech, when they spake together, was as the chirping of birds. And they took the two and brought them to
their king; and they remained there prisoners a long time.
“At length one day they found an opportunity and escaped, and again they entered their boat and sailed for a
long time upon the sea. In brief, the prince wandered for thirty years upon the seas, sometimes happening among
nine-headed men, and sometimes among bird-headed, and sometimes falling among elephant-headed folk, and
sometimes among ox-headed, and then escaping; and each of them inflicted different torments on the prince. Still
God most high opened a way and he escaped. And he saw these strange and wondrous creatures, and he marveled.
“At length, through the grace of God (glorified and exalted be he!), the wind drove the prince’s ship before a
city, and he saw that the inhabitants of that country were all men, and he came out. When these saw the prince
they cried, ‘He is a spy,’ and seized him and bound his arms behind his back, and tied a rope round his neck, and
took him alongside a horse, and said,
“‘Our lord has put down: when ships come from the sea and touch at our country, seize their spies and take
them to our king.’ And the prince exclaimed,
“‘What tribulation is this too! How to go alongside a horse!’
“And while he was praying in his heart they reached the city. And they took the prince in this plight to their
king. When the king saw the prince he asked,
“‘What manner of man art thou?’ The prince said,
“‘Many marvelous things have befallen me;’ and he related his adventures from their beginning to their end.
“When the king heard his story he loosed the prince’s bands and took him to his side and clad him in sumptuous
robes of honor. The prince asked for the jewels that were in his ship. The king bade bring them and said,
“‘O prince, I know thy kingdom, and I heard that the Franks had taken thee; and I know thy father too. Come,
go not away, stay; I have a daughter, I will give her thee, and we shall live pleasantly together.’ The prince replied,
“‘O king, when I was born of my mother, my father caused my horoscope to be cast, and the astrologers thus
ruled that my life was afflicted for thirty years; mayhap if I took the king’s daughter, some evil might befall the
king’s daughter by reason of my affliction; I may not consent.’
“Then the king brought the astrologers and made them cast the prince’s horoscope. The astrologers gave good
news, saying,
“‘Glad tidings be to thee, those thirty afflicted years have passed, now his ruling star has entered the sign of
good fortune.’ The prince was exceeding glad and joyful.
“Thereupon the king commanded that they make ready a festival, and he gave his daughter to the prince, and
he greatly honored and reverenced him.
“After some time the king died, and the prince became king in his stead. One day when he was seated on his
throne they said,
“‘O king, a Frank has come with much merchandise; if the king grant leave, he will bring his merchandise.’
The king replied,
“‘There is leave, let him bring it.’
And the Frank brought his merchandise before the king. The king saw his two sons at the Frank’s side, then the
blood of love boiled, and the affection of paternity yearned for them; and he asked that Frank,
“‘Are these youths thine?’ The Frank answered,
“‘They are my slaves.’ The king said,
“‘I will buy them.’ And he took the youths to a place apart and said,
“‘Where did this Frank get you?’
Then they related their adventures from their beginning to their end; and the king knew of a certainty that they
were his own sons, and he pressed them to his heart and kissed each of them on the eyes, and said,
“‘I am thy father.’
Then the king arose; and they killed the Frank with a thousand torments.
*
“O king, I have told this story for that the king may know that haps such as this often befall princes. Their
happy fortune passes into the sign of inauspiciousness, and they become a prey to a thousand tribulations and
distresses, so that even gold turns into black earth in their hands, and all their friends become enemies to them.
Afterward the malefic\fn{Harmful; evil.} aspect gives place to prosperity and auspiciousness, then everyone is their
friend. O king, this youth’s ruling star is likewise afflicted for a few days. Beware, O king, until the days of the
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malefic aspect be fulfilled, slay not the youth, else afterward thou wilt be repentant, and too late repentance profits
not. The rest the king knows.”
When the king heard this story from the vezir he asked for the youth’s governor, but he could not be found. So
again he sent the youth to the prison and went himself to the chase.
When it was evening the king returned from the chase and came to the palace, and the lady rose to greet him,
and they sat down. After the repast the lady again began to speak about the youth. The king said,
“Today, also, such an one of my vezirs made intercession for him and I sent him to the prison.” And he related
to the lady that story which the vezir had told. Then said the lady,
“O king, the reason of these vezirs stirring up trouble is that they wish to sow enmity between thee and me.
Beware, O king, go not by the words of these, but follow well my words, that thy present state and thy hereafter
may be happy. When God most high decrees good between husband and wife he gives mildness and accord. And,
moreover, O king, be it good news to thee, a week ago did I conceive by thee; till now I have not told thee, but
now I have told thee and do thou believe it true."
And the king believed it. Then she continued,
“O king, 10, these vezirs say that this youth’s star has fallen into a malefic aspect. His star became afflicted
what time he made for thy life and thy kingdom and for me. God most high aided us and afflicted his star and
brought down his head.” And the lady was glad and said,
“Thy true son is he that is in my womb; that youth is without doubt baseborn. Mayhap the king has not heard
the story of him who had no sons.” The king said,
“Tell on, let us hear.” Quoth the lady:
*
“There was in the palace of the world a great king, and he had neither son nor daughter. And there was in his
country a sheykh whose prayers were answered. One day the king, while conversing with the sheykh, said,
“‘O sheykh, God most high has given me no son; do thou strive in prayer that God most high give me a son.’
The sheykh replied,
“‘Send an offering to the convent that the dervishes may eat, and we shall pray for thee; God most high is a
gracious king, he will give thee a son.’
“Now the king had a golden-ankleted fat ram that was valiant in fight; and he sent that ram to the sheykh’s
convent with some loads of rice and honey and oil. That night the dervishes ate and were pleased; and the sheykh
sent of that meat in an earthen bowl to the king, saying,
“‘Let him desire a son and eat of the dervishes’ portion.’
“Then the dervishes danced, after which they prayed and besought of God a son for the king. By the divine
decree the king’s wife conceived that night, and in a short time she brought forth a moonfaced boy.
“The king was delighted, and called the people of the country to the feast; and he took the prince and laid him
on the sheykh’s skirt, and he bestowed many gifts on the sheykh’s convent.
“One day, some time after that, when the king was conversing with the sheykh, he said, ‘O sheykh, what if
thou were to pray and beseech of God another son for me?’ The sheykh replied,
“‘The favors of God are many; to pray is ours, to give is his; send then an offering to the dervishes.’
“Now the king had a favorite plump horse, that sent he forthwith to the convent. The devotees cut its throat and
roasted it, and again sent an earthen bowl of it to the king. They ate the rest themselves, and prayed and besought
of God a son for the king. By the divine decree the lady again conceived, and in a short time she brought forth a
moonfaced boy. And the king was delighted and sent many gifts to the dervishes.
“Sometime afterward the king requested the sheykh to beg of God yet another son. The sheykh said,
“‘To pray is ours, to give is God’s; send again an offering to the devotees.’
“Now the king had a good mule, that sent he to the convent. The devotees sold that mule and took its price and
therewith prepared a confection. And they sent a bowl of that, too, to the king. After the dance they prayed and
besought of God a son for the king. Again the king's wife conceived and gave birth to a moonfaced boy. And the
king was glad and sent many gifts to the dervishes.
“When the king’s sons grew up, the eldest turned out very valiant; the second proved swift of foot and
accomplished and possessed of understanding and sagacity; but the youngest was ill-omened and ill-natured, and
oppressed men, and wounded and wasted the hearts of many poor creatures with the sword of his tongue. And the
king was sore-grieved because of him. One day while conversing with the sheykh he complained of his youngest
son and said,
“‘O sheykh, would that we had not besought of God that youngest boy.’ The sheykh replied,
“‘O king, why art thou grieved? Thou art thyself the cause of that youth being thus.’ The king asked,
“‘How am I the cause?’ The sheykh answered,
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“‘First thou gavest in the cause of God a ram among beasts, and God most high hath given thee a son of
courage among men; then thou gavest in the cause of God a courser of the plain of earth among beasts, and God
most high hath given thee a courser of the plain of glory and fortune and understanding and accomplishments
among men; and after that thou gavest in the cause of God an ill-omened and baseborn brute among beasts, and
God hath given thee such an one among men. O king, he who sows barley reaps not wheat.’ In the end the king
got no rest until he had killed the youth.
*
“Now, a king, I have told this story for that the king may know that from this ill-omened, baseborn one no
good will come. They have said that the baseborn are of two classes: the one the fruit of adultery, the other the
fruit of illicit union. This thy son is without doubt of one of these two sets; lo, thy trueborn offspring is about to
come into existence.” When the king heard these beguiling words of the lady he said,
“On the morrow will I kill the youth, be not sad.”
When it was morning the king came and sat upon his throne and ordered the executioner that he bring the
youth, and he said,
“Smite off his head.” The fifteenth vezir came forward and said,
“O king of the world, it is not seemly to kill the prince in compliance with the woman’s word, for the angels
that are in heaven are not safe against woman’s wiles. Hast thou heard the story of the King’s Remorse?” The king
said,
“Tell on, let us hear.” …
1819
158.143 Excerpt from Mémoires de Nubar Pacha\fn{by Nubar Pacha Nubarian (1825-1899)} Izmir, Izmir Province,
Turkey (M) 4
On sait à la suite de quels événements le sultan Abdul-Medjid a été amené à octroyer a Mohammed Aly le
firman de 1841. C’est à cette date que j’aborderai mes souvenirs sur l’Egypte.\fn{ At this time, the man who was to perform such great feats of importance for late 19 th century Ottoman diplomacy in Europe was just 17; this chapter of his book covers the very
beginning of his career: the first two years of his training in Turkish diplomacy as private secretary to his uncle, Boghos Bey Yusufian, the
Director of Foreign Affairs of Mohammed Ali Pasha, ruler under the Sultan in Constantinople of Ottoman Egypt }

Avant tout, il me semble nécessaire de déterminer exactement et de préciser le caractère de cet instrument
diplomatique, qui a fixé le statut politique du pays.
Par le firman de 1841, le gouyernement général de l’Egypte était octroyé à Mohammed Aly, avec droit
d’hérédité dans sa famille. Ses enfants et descendants devaient lui succéder. Cette succession était réglée par droit
de priorité d’âge et non par droit de primogéniture.
Le gouverneur général, malgré ce droit d’hérédité qui lui était accordé, continuait à faire partie des
fonctionnaires de l’empire. Les traités politiques et commerciaux faits ou à faire par la Sublime Porte avec les
autres puissances avaient force obligatoire pour le gouverneur général d’Egypte.
Les institutions de l’empire et notamment les principes du khatt-chérif de Gulkhané avaient force exécutoire en
Egypte. Les lois fondamentales faites ou à faire par la Porte devaient y être promulguées et appliquées. La
procédure seule pouvait être modifiée dans l’application afin de l’adapter, s’il y avait lieu, aux usages du pays et
au caractère de la population.
Le gouverneur général n’avait droit d’entretenir que dix-huit mille hommes de troupe. Il nommait à tous les
grades de l’armée jusqu’à celui de colonel; mais la nomination des offlciers supérieurs à partir de ce grade
appartenait à la Porte.
La monnaie, frappée au Caire, devait l’être au nom du sultan. Les impôts également devaient être prélevés au
nom du souverain; sur le montant de ces impôts, une somme de trois cent mille livres sterling devait être envoyée
annuellement comme tribut au trésor impérial.
Aucun travail d’une certaine importance ne pouvait être entrepris en Egypte sans qu’il en fût au préalable
référé à. la Porte et que son consentement fût obtenu.
Aux termes du firman, aucune distinction n’était faite entre les autres provinces et l’Egypte, qui restait partie
intégrante de l’empire avec un gouverneur général jouissant de certains avantages particuliers et notamment de
celui de l’hérédité.
En un mot, le firman constituait une famille privilégiée, mais ne reconnaissait aucun privilège au pays luimême. Mohammed Aly et sa famille disparaissant, l’Egypte devait se trouver dans les .mêmes conditions que les
autres vilayets ou provinces.
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C’est peu de temps après la date de ce firman, c’est-à-dire dans le courant de 1842, que je fus appelé en
Egypte. Mon père, agent officieux du vice-roi à Paris, lors des événements de Syrie, était mort subitement dans le
port de Marseille, à bord du bateau sur lequel il avait pris passage pour rentrer en Egypte.
Des que la nouvelle du décès fut connue, le consul de Turquie à Marseille—mon père était sujet ottoman—mit
les scellés sur tous ses papiers, dans l’intention certainement, de se les faire remettre et de les envoyer à
Constantinople.
Les autorités fransçaises intervinrent offlcieusement. Le représentant de la France en Egypte informa
Mohammed Aly, peu désireux—je n’ai pas besoin de le dire—de voir tomber dans les mains de la Sublime Porte
sa correspondance avec le gouvernement fransçais.
Il fut convenu, en conséquence, entre le vice-roi et mon oncle Boghos bey que je serais envoyé à Marseille
pour réclamer du consul de Turquie, comme papiérs prives, les papiers de mon père.
Avis de cette décision me fut transmis par mon oncle à Smyrne, où je me trouvais pour le moment. Je
m’embarquai aussitôt pour Alexandrie. En abordant en Egypte, il me sembla entrer dans un monde nouveau.
Dans les rues qui conduisaient du port à la maison de mon oncle, au milieu d’une foule déguenillée et
bruyante, passaient des officiers, des fonctionnaires civils, tous le sabre au côté, tous à cheval et précédés de leur
saïs.
J’arrivai à une vaste cour, dans laquelle je pénétrai; au milieu, un grand bâtiment, c’était la maison de mon
oncle. A l’intérieur, des domestiques, des cawas, allaient, venaient; des secrétaires, des kiatibs, l’encrier à la
ceinture, mais toujours le sabre au côté, traversaient la cour, montaient ou descendaient les escaliers, attendaient
leur tour de réception.
On me fit entrer dans une salle qui me parut immense. Pas un meuble; une petite table seulement au milieu
avec un sofa qui entourait la pièce. Dans un angle, une porte étroite donnant accès à un cabinet où se trouvait un
lit; c’était l’appartement qui m’était destiné.
Je vis mon oncle le lendemain; il portait un chalwâr en drap noir, une ceinture en soie de Damas sous un jubbé
noir, un turban blanc, le tout d’une propreté extrême. La tête en avant, la figure maigre, hâve, fatiguée, le regard
éteint.
Après m’avoir expliquè brièvement ce qu’il attendait de moi, il me conduisit le soir même chez le vice-roi, au
palais de Ras-el-Tin. Dans la cour du palais, des machalahs fichés en terre projetaient leur lumière fumeuse sur
des groupes de saïs et de chevaux.
Au haut de l’escalier, d’énormes lustres éclairant un pas-perdu immense, une foule d’offlciers et de
fonctionnaires civils portant sur la poitrine les insignes de leur rang, tous le sabre au côté, mêlés à des farraches
fellahs, à des esclaves noirs, à des jeunes gens turcs, ou circassiens, attachés à leur personne: telle m’apparut la
demeure vice-royale.
Au fond d’une grande salle, belle dans sa nudité et ses proportions, éclairée par un lustre en cristal blanc, un
homme était assis à l’un des angles de la pièce sur un sofa recouvert d’une étoffe riche à franges d’or: c’était
Mohammed Aly.
Le dos appuyé sur un coussin, les jambes légèrement repliées, son sabre à portée de la main, il écoutait un de
ses secrétaires lui faisant la lecture de dépêches, à la lumière d’une lanterne en fer blanc, qu’un cawas maintenait
à la hauteur de ses yeux. Cinq ou six jeunes mameloucks, les bras croisés, l’atitude humble, assistaient en
spectateurs muets à la réunion.
Sur le sofa, à une certaine distance du vice-roi, se tenait un homme jeune encore, à la barbe noire à peine
grisonnante, à la figure mélancolique, leg yeux respectueusement baissés. J’ai su depuis que c’était Ahmet pacha,
l’amiral qui, à la mort du sultan Mahmoud, avait livré la flotte turque à Mohammed Aly.
Le vice-roi fit un signe à mon oncle qui s’appuya, plutôt qu’il ne s’assit sur le sofa; puis, après avoir echangé
quelques mots avec lui:
«Travaille, me dit-il en se tournant vers moi, que je te voie à l’œuvre.»
Je me retirai avec respect, après avoir, suivant l’étiquette, baisé le pan de son sedjádeh.
J’étais jeune, sortant tout frais emoulu du collège ou j’avais été élevé en Europe; je me sentis transporté tout
d’un coup dans un monde étrange et nouveau; j’étais en plein moyen-âge oriental.
Cette première impression ne fit que croître lorsque, quelques jours après, je vis chez mon oncle plusieurs
tables servies, un monde mêlé, venant, mangeant, partant comme il était venu; puis, au palais de Ras-el-Tin, des
aivaz en tabliers colorés, portant sur la tête des plateaux recouverts d’un drap rouge, distribuant le diner des
fonctionnaires et officiers des maisons civile et militaire du vice-roi.
Sous mes fenêtres et quand je passais dans les rues, je voyais, devant presque chaque maison, des chevaux
entravés par le pied, sellés, bridés comme si leurs maîtres s’attendaient à chaque instant à être appelés pour entrer
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en campagne. C’était réellement le moyen-âge; j’ai assisté, en effet, à ces derniers temps de la féodalité orientale
et, je le répète, j’en ai gardé une impression profonde.
J’ai encore devant les yeux mon oncle, vivant retiré au fond d’un petit salon, toujours vêtu de la même façon
(seul, il avait conservé l’ancien costume des chrétiens rayas) ne voyant personne, ne se rendant jamais chez le
vice-roi sans marmotter une prière, comme s’il allait entrer dans la cage d’un lion, tant les événements qu’il avait
traversés, les spectacles sanglants dont il avait été témoin avaient laissé des traces dans son esprit. Lui-même, un
jour avait été sur le point d’étre victime de la colère du vice-roi.
C’était quelque temps après la nomination de Mohammed Aly au gouvernement de l’Egypte; Boghos bey, ou
plutôt alors khodja Boghos, c’est-à-dire maître Boghos, avait la ferme des douanes. A Damiette, à la suite d’une
discussion sur certains comptes, le vice-roi entre en fureur: «Qu’on le traine par le pied,» s’écrie-t-il. C’était la
formule usitée d’un arrêt de mort.
Un des cawas se précipite pour exécuter l’ordre, et Boghos est entrainé bars de la chambre. Mais le cawas, un
Turc, avait des obligations à khodja Boghos. Faisant mine de le conduire au bord du Nil, où son cadavre après
l’exécution devait être jeté, il le mène dans une maison où il le cache et revient dire à son maître que ses ordres
sont exécutés.
Quelque temps après, le vice-roi se trouvant à Rosette embarrassé d’argent, ayant en outre besoin de conseils,
ne peut s’empêcher de s’écrier:
«Ah! Si Boghos était ici, il m’aurait tiré d’embarras!»
Le cawas, toujours sur le qui-vive depuis sa désobéissance, s’imagine que, par cette exclamation, le vice-roi a
voulu vérifier des doutes qu’il aurait conçus.
Il se jette à ses pieds en demandant grâce. «Grâce de quoi?» dit Mohammed Aly. Le cawas troublé, avoue qu’il
n’a pas exécuté les ordres qu’il a reçus.
«Boghos vit! s’écrie le vice-roi, va et ramène-le vite; sinon, ta tête répond de la sienne.» Boghos fut ramené et
jamais depuis lors une ombre ne troubla la confiance qu’il sut inspirer à son maître.
Cet homme si timide, je l’ai vu résister aux volontés de Mohammed Aly, répondant par des monosyllabes aux
chatteries du maître qui essayait de le convaincre, mêlant à ses arguments des caresses dans la voix. «Mais, ne
sois donc pas aussi tenace dans tes idées, disait-il, tu as tort, ce que je te dis est raisonnable; range-toi à mon
opinion, mon àme, mon cœur, mon agneau.» Et mon oncle, immobile, les yeux baissés, de répondre respectueusement? «Non, je n’en ferai pas moins ta volonté.»
Etrange mélange de timidité et de courage, caractéristique du raya chrétien dans ces temps de troubles, de
caprices et d’arbitraire, où la vie de l’homme comptait pour si peu! J’en ai connu ainsi plusieurs, timides à
l’excès, vivant pourtant dans le danger et trouvant, au milieu de transes continuelles, une sorte de satisfaction à le
braver.
Mon oncle, à cette époque, voyait son crédit diminuer (le temps des difficultés était passé pour le vice-roi) et
Boghos n’était plus d’âge à lutter contre de plus jeunes ayant un caractère plus complaisant que le sien.
Le chagrin le minait. Un coup lui fut porté qui fut son arrét de mort. Seul parmi les fonctionnaires, il n’avait
pas de traitement; pour ses besoins et ceux de sa maison, il tirait sur le trésor; il avait, pour ainsi dire, carte
blanche. Non seulement il n’en abusait .pas, mais jamais il ne dépassa la somme correspondant à son grade.
Un jour, néanmoins, notification lui vint d’Abbas pacha, nommé nouvellement kéhia, que son traitement
n’était plus indéterminé, mais fixe, et qu’il eut a l’attendre comme les autres fonctionnaires, (les traitements à
cette époque n’étaient pas servis régulièrement). A partir de ce moment, il déclina; on appela son médecin, il ne
voulut pas le recevoir. Le vice-roi averti, lui envoya par un de ses secrétaires, l’ordre de se soigner et de se guérir.
Le médecin fut mandé à nouveau; j’entrai avec lui dans la chambre du malade. Mon oncle voulait sans doute
un témoin de son obéissance à l’ordre de son maître.
—«Son Altesse m’a ordonné de me soigner, dit-il, voyez ce qu’il y a à faire.»
Le médecin prescrivit remèdes sur remèdes, l’estomac leg rejetait. Son valet de chambre m’a avoué que,
depuis nombre de jours, mon oncle se privait volontairement de nourriture et se laissait mourir de faim. Il mourut
en janvier 1844.
Le jour même de sa mort, il s’était fait habiller et transporter sur son sofa au salon; il avait cacheté des lettres
que son secrétaire, un Circassien, Soliman effendi, lui avait soumises. Il voulait mourir debout, à son poste, son
cachet a la main. Il fut pris de défaillances; nous le transportâmes dans son lit; son agonie fut calme et tranquille;
il passa, pourrais-je dire, insensiblement de la vie á la mort.
Son secrétaire et moi, en présence des gens de la maison, nous jetâmes pêle-mêle dans une caisse tous les
papiers qui se trouvaient dans la chambre mortuaire; la caisse fut cachetée et led scellés mis sur toutes les
armoires. Dans son bureau, nous trouvâmes dix-neuf pièces en or de cinq piastres.
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Le vice-roi était au Caire lorsqu’il apprit sa mort. Lorsqu’on lui dit qu’on n’avait trouvé dans toute la maison
que dix-nenf pièces de cinq piastres:
—«Ce n’est pas possible, Boghos a été volé, dit-il; il avait un diamant de 17 carats que je lui avais confié; s’il
ne s’est pas trouvé, c’est qu’il a été volé, et avec lui la fortune que Boghos doit avoir laissée.»
Grand émoi le lendemain, lorsque sur un ordre du Caire, le gouverneur d’Alexandrie, Zéky effendi, le grand
douanier Ratib bey, vinrent á la maison pour procéder à une enquéte. Assis sur le sofa tous les deux et nous—
Soliman effendi et moi—en face, accroupis devant la caisse où nous avions jeté pèle-mèle tout ce que nous avions
trouvé, nous dépouillions lettres et papiers, un à un; nous cherchions le diamant.
S’il ne se retrouvait pas, quelle suspicion allait planer sur les gens de la maison? Et les seuls qui eussent accès
dans la chambre du malade, c’étaient Soliman effendi, moi et le valet de confiance de Boghos bey.
Tout à coup, je vois Soliman effendi s’affaisser, élevant en l’air une enveloppe qu’il serrait convulsivement
entre deux doigts—il ne pouvait parler—c’était le diamant du vice-roi; il était retrové, nul vol n’avait eu lieu.
Nous découvrîmes en outre, dans ses papiers, six blancs-seings du vice-roi; Mohammed AIy les avait remis avec
six autres à Boghos au moment de son départ pour le Soudan, pour s’en servir en cas de nécessité. Les blancsseings et le diamant furent remis à Zéky effendi. Il était constaté que Boghos bey, après avoir occupé en Egypte,
pendant quarante ans, une position exceptionnelle et de confiance, était mort pauvre et même laissant quelques
dettes.
—«Si j’avais su que Boghos ne dut rien laisser, dit le vice-roi, j’aurais fait cacher cent mille talaris sous son lit,
afin qu’on ne dise pas que Mohammed Aly néglige ses serviteurs.»
Cela me fait encore sourire, car le vice-roi savait que mon oncle était le désintéressement même; mais il
croyait devoir une excuse au public, ou plutôt aux gens qui s’étaient attachés è sa fortune; il dit un de ces mots qui
font de l’effet, qui restent et auxquels on ne pense même pas. Tel, la «poule au pot» de ce gascon que fut Henri IV;
ils sont tous les mêmes ces enjôleurs de génie.
Le jour de l’enterrement, la maison fut envahie par la foule. Le moment d’enlever le corps arrivé, nous
attendîmes vainement les troupes. Seulement, la population d’Alexandrie, indigêne et européenne, obéissant à un
même sentiment, assista toute entière aux funérailles.
Trois jours après—le temps pour la poste d’aller et de venir—arrivait du Caire, par lettre, un ordre du vice-roi
adressé au général commandant les troupes à Alexandrie. J’ai lu cette lettre, je la cite textuellement:
«A mon tres honoré fils, au seigneur, très fortuné général Osman pacha: Tu es un âne, tu es une brute.
Comment, l’homme qui t’a acheté, qui t’a élevé, meurt et les troupes sous tes ordres et toi, vous ne l’accompagnez
pas au cimetière! A l’arrivée de cet ordre, toi et tours les officiers de la garnison d’Alexandrie, vous vous rendrez
à l’église arménienne; le corps sera déterré et enterré de nouveau, et vous lui rendrez tous les honneurs militaires.
Garde-toi de désobéir.»
Le corps ne fut pas déterré, mais un service funèbre fut, en effet, célébré, et les troupes y assistèrent; les soldats
rangés sous les armes dans le jardin, le général et les officiers dans l’église.
Ce fait, de troupes musulmanes accompagnant un Chrétien à dernière demeure, n’a rien d’étonnant aujourd’hui
en Egypte; c’est même le contraire qui aurait lieu de surprendre. Mais qu’on se reporte à cette époque (je parle de
1844), qu’on se reporte même à une époque encore plus rapprochée, en 1860, à Constantinople, quel est le pacha,
quel est le grand personnage, qui, rencontrant dans la rue un Chrétien, son conseiller intime, dont in petto il faisait
plus de cas que de ses collègues réunis, aurait osé le saluer autrement que d’un clignement d’yeux au, tout au plus,
d’un léger mouvement de tête. …
102.82 1. Jan-Polad: Steel-Monster 2. Zulvisia 3. Mighty Dezhiko: Three Folktales\fn{told by Garegin Servantsian
(1840-1892)} Van, Van Province, Turkey (M) 10
1
A long time ago there was a king who had forty sons. Thirty-nine of them were married, though no one knew
what feats of valor, if any, they had performed to win their brides, and the time came for the youngest son also to
marry. His name was Patikan. The king gave him his own sword and quiver, a bag of gold, and many servants,
and told him to go see the world for himself and prove his mettle before settling down with a wife.
“May God be with you,” he said, as he saw his youngest son off.
The young prince galloped away on his black horse. He rode to the ends of the earth. He saw the upper world
and the dark lower world. He fought devs and giants, men and wild beasts, and always came out the victor. At
length his money was gone, his servants perished, and he found himself standing before an immense castle of
steel and stone that seemed to have been there from time immemorial—the most magnificent castle he had ever
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seen.
Patikan rode around it, scanned the gates, the windows, and saw no one.
“O my God,” he said, “whose castle is this? Doesn’t anybody live here?”
He waited for somebody to show up, and at sundown saw a strange figure approaching the castle gate. Almost
as broad as he was tall, which made him appear rather short, this monster was made of steel from head to foot and
wore a helmet and boots of shining copper. He carried a huge steel bow, and as he walked, the earth shook and
thundered under his feet. He paused before the gate, put his nose in the air, sniffed and said:
“I smell a man. I don’t have to hunt for this one. He falls into my hands himself.” He roared out:
“Hey, you mortal! No fowl can ever fly over my land, no snake can ever crawl into these parts, and you dare
set foot on my soil? Come on out, let me see who you are, or I’ll turn you into a handful of ashes.”
Patikan stepped forward sword in hand and stood before the dreadful monster.
“Who are you?” said the monster.
“Haven’t you ever heard my name? I am Jan-Polad.”\fn{ Jan-Polad means Steel-Monster.}
“And I am Patikan. Yes, I’ve heard of you, and that’s why I came here. I’ve been everywhere, have seen
everything, I have killed devs and giants, and I wouldn’t mind having a little scrap with you.”
The Steel-Monster glowered, and sneezed. The boy prince was blown away to the other end of the field. But he
was a plucky lad, and placing his trust in the Herald of Christ, John the Baptist, he lurched forward with his sword
to strike the monster down. Jan-Polad hissed at him, and the youth was driven back by a stream of flame and fire
that belched from this monster’s mouth. Patikan tried to shoot him down, but the monster did not even seem to
feel the arrows that struck his steel body, and flared again with flame and fire.
“You are a brave one, I’d say. Listen, Patikan, no mortal son of Adam can ever enter my kingdom. I am swordproof, arrow-proof, death-proof. Whether you hit me or not is all the same to me. Can’t you see I am made of
steel?”
The young prince was nearly frightened to death.
“Patikan, you are helpless against me, but I can see that you are a good fighter. I’ll spare your life if you enter
my service. You can keep your arms. Nobody can kill me, as I said. And I do not fear death.”
And so Patikan saved his life by becoming the Steel Monster’s servant. He lived in the castle with his master.
One day Jan-Polad confided in him:
“The whole world dreads me, and I feel no pain, but I ache with longing and desire for the daughter of the
King of the East. I tried to abduct her seven times, without success. Maybe you can.”
“I will try,” said Patikan.
“Good. I will give you a horse, I will give you money, arms, anything you need, and I will let you go free when
you deliver the young maiden to me. But don’t try to run away. You can’t. I’ll capture you no matter where you
go.”
Patikan bade his master farewell and rode off to the Kingdom of the East. On his way, three days later, he saw
a lovely dove caught in the thorns of a bush. He freed the dove, instead of killing it. The dove flew away, then
flew back and perched on his head.
“King’s son,” said the dove, “I do not know how I can ever return your kindness, but I shall give you one of
my feathers and ask you to keep it. You may need it some day. When you burn my feather I shall be back with
you.”
The dove plucked off a feather with its beak and dropped it to the ground. Patikan picked it up, thinking:
“You can’t tell what might happen someday. I may really need this.”
He put it in his pocket and continued his journey.
It took him three months to reach the city of the King of the East. Here he changed his clothes, dressed like a
native, learned to speak the language, and worked for the king’s gardener. The king’s daughter saw him from her
window and liked his figure and looks. When not working in the palace gardens Patikan strolled around in his best
clothes, and the princess admired the lad so much that she even saw him in her dreams.
One day she sent him this message with a servant:
“Come to my window. I wish to speak to you.”
Patikan stood under her window, and when he raised his eyes to look at the king’s daughter he trembled all
over, and was tongue-tied, could not say a word. He had never seen a more beautiful maiden. She was like a
peri.\fn{In Persian mythology, a beautiful, benevolent imaginary being, male or female, like an elf or fairy, but descended from fallen
angels and excluded from paradise till penance is accomplished .} She was like an angel, a deer, a gazelle, a piece of the sun
to him. He was in a daze. She smiled.
“Well, do you approve of me?”
“May the king’s daughter live long, how can I disapprove what God wrought with such loving care? My father
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also is a king, and I wait for your orders, king’s daughter. To tell the truth, I came here because of you. I think of
you day and night.”
“Oh, you do? Well, if you came for me, as you say, and wish to marry me, let me tell you that my father will
expect you to pass three tests before he gives his consent.”
“And what are these three tests?”
“First, he will give you a wooden ax and ask you to cut down an iron pole.”
“Cut an iron pole with a wooden ax? How can I?”
“Next, he will ask you to climb to the top of this poplar tree with a cupful of wine on your head, and then
climb down without spilling a single drop of wine.”
“Impossible!”
“And here is the third test. He will order his servants to plant three acres of land to millet, and you will have to
gather all of this millet, mixed well with the soil, in one day, without missing a single grain. Can you do it?”
“Your father might as well cut off my head right now!”
“Don’t get discouraged. Here is St Mary’s handkerchief and ring. Take them with you. Be sure to put this
handkerchief on the iron pole before you strike, and to drop this ring in the wine cup before you climb the tree. 1
am sorry 1 can’t help you with the third test. I don’t know the answer to that one myself.”
“God is merciful,” said Patikan. “Let me pass the first two tests and maybe I can pass the third also.”
He went and sat down on the stone bench placed before the palace gate for suitors of the royal maiden. The
king saw him and thought,
“That’s a fine-looking fellow.” He came out and spoke to him:
“What do you want, my lad?”
“I want to marry your daughter.”
“I have three tests for any suitor who sits on this stone bench. You lose your head if you fail to pass my tests.”
“I know.”
“I am warning you in advance because I don’t want to have your blood on my conscience.”
The king made him stand by the iron pole and handed him the wooden ax.
“Can you cut this pole in two?”
Patikan took the ax, put St Mary’s handkerchief on the iron pole, said, “Holy Mother of God!” and struck with
all his might. He cut the pole right through the middle, and the upper half fell down.
“Good for you!” said the king. “Now, I want you to climb to the top of this poplar, and climb down, holding a
cup full of wine on your head, without spilling any of the wine. Can you do it?”
“Why not?”
The king made him stand by the poplar tree, filled the cup to the brim and handed it to him. The king did not
see him drop St. Mary’s ring into the cup as Patikan put it on his head and climbed to the top of the poplar; then
he climbed down without spilling a drop.
The king and his chamberlain were astonished. No one had ever done this trick. Many other suitors had tried,
sons of kings, sons of chamberlains, sons of great merchants, and all had lost their heads.
“I’ll have my men plant three acres of land to millet, and I want you to gather all of this millet in one day and
not leave a single grain in the field,” said the king. “Do you want to try?”
“I will try.”
Patikan started picking up the grain in the morning and by noon he was ready to give up.
“I am done for,” he thought. “They will chop off my head.”
Then he remembered the feather the dove gave him.
“I will burn it and see what happens,” he said to himself.
As soon as he burned the feather, flocks of doves descended upon the field, and more kept coming. The whole
field swarmed with these doves and you couldn’t drop a pin. In half an hour all the millet was piled up on the edge
of the field, and the doves flew away.
“I am saved,” the young prince said. “The king has to give me his daughter. That was a close call.”
The king sent for him when he heard what he had done.
“He didn’t leave a single grain in the field,” the king’s men told him, after inspecting the field.
Patikan stood proudly before the king.
“Son, my daughter is lawfully yours,” the king said. “Stay with us, and my kingdom also will be yours.”
“May the king live long, I have a promise to keep. I have to go.”
The king urged him to stay. He would not. In the end the king gave them his fatherly blessing.
“Go, my children, and enjoy life. Flourish. Prosper. May you turn gray on the same pillow. May your first
child be a boy.”
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He gave his daughter a large dowry, and Patikan received many costly gifts. They loaded their horses and bade
the king farewell.
They traveled all day, and pitched their tent beside a lake. Here they ate their supper and went to bed. She said:
“Patikan, my dearest, you haven’t spoken a word of love to me all day.”
He drew his sword and put it down between them.
“What is this sword for? Aren’t we man and wife?”
“No. We are brother and sister.”
“Brother and sister! Then whose bride am I?”
“Jan-Polad’s. I am taking you to him.”
“You don’t mean you are taking me to that bloody monster? He tried so hard to kidnap me, and now you
tricked me into this and expect me to be the wife of that horrible beast? I loathe the sight of him. Ah, what fools
we women are! A woman is the slave of her own heart. I can’t marry any other man because I love you, and only
you, can’t you see? I am yours, from head to foot, yours, all of me. But if you have a heart of stone and will not
make me your wife then let the fishes and birds feed upon me.”
And she wanted to drown herself in the lake.
“A promise is a promise,” he said. “I have to keep my word. But don’t worry, after I hand you over to JanPolad I will get you out of his clutches somehow, and marry you myself.”
They swore to remain faithful to each other forever, and continued their journey early the next morning. They
rode on and on and on, traveling day and night until at last they reached Jan-Polad’s castle. The Steel-Monster
beamed as he saw them coming. He thanked Patikall.
“I couldn’t have done this in a thousand years,” he said. “You are now free to go. You are no longer my
prisoner and servant.”
But how could Patikan go now, when he had his new sacred promise to keep, and rescue the princess? The
Steel-Monster led her to his castle and treated her very well. He was afraid she might recoil from him in disgust,
or kill herself. He wooed her. He said:
“Your slightest wish is my command.” She said:
“You are everything a woman could wish for in a man, but my father and mother made me take a vow that I
would remain chaste for seven years when I married. I can marry you on that condition only. Is this agreeable to
you?”
“Now that you belong to me I do not care if I wait forty years,” said Jan-Polad. He asked Patikan to stay with
them and be the godfather of their first child, and Patikan said he would be glad to stay.
How to kill the Steel-Monster? They knew that no sword or arrow could pierce his body. And if they ran away,
he was sure to capture them.
“Find out from him where his soul is hidden,” Patikan told her.
And when the Steel-Monster came back from hunting the next day she looked unhappy and glum.
“Don’t you feel well?” he asked. “Is anything wrong? I want you to always be happy.”
“You are gone all day,” she complained, “and here I sit alone, doing nothing. I miss you so. If you were to
leave your soul behind you I could at least converse with your soul. I have no one to talk with.”
The Steel-Monster was glad to hear these words. He lay down to rest, with his head on her lap. She talked to
him in a sweet cooing voice, trying to pry out his secret.
“How could you live alone in this castle? When you are gone, I feel like an owl here. And tell me, please, how
could you be such a great hero and win so many fights without a scratch? I know that swords, arrows and spears
mean nothing to you, but you must have a soul like everyone else. Where is your soul? If you won’t tell me, then
you don’t trust me and love me, and I don’t care to live if you do not love me.”
“There is a white mountain seven days’ journey from here,” said the Steel-Monster, “and a white bull of
enormous strength dwells on it. No man or beast dares go near this bull. Once every seven days the bull feels
thirsty and goes to drink from a marble pool on the white mountain. Well, there is a fox in this white bull, and in
the fox there is a white box made of mother-of-pearl, and in the box there are seven little birds. My soul is hidden
away in these seven birds. My whole strength lies in them. No one can slay the white bull. But if the bull were
slaughtered, the fox would escape. If the fox were caught, the box would still stay shut and never open. But if the
box were opened, the seven little birds in it would fly away. So I am safe.”
She told all this to Patikan.
“I did my share and wheedled his secret out of him, so now you do your share and slay Jan-Polad like a man,”
she said.
Patikan received his master’s leave to go away for a month. The monster even gave him his own fiery horse to
ride.
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“I want to go hunting,” said Patikan. He went to consult many wise men, who told him:
“Man is vanquished by woman, the beast is vanquished by wine.”
Patikan took seven great skins of seven-year old wine with him as he rode out to the white mountain, where he
emptied the marble pool and poured the wine into it. He dug a pit to hide in, and waited for the white bull. The big
beast came in seven days, sniffed at the wine, and jumped to the height of seven poplar trees, then roared with a
fierce bellow and ran.
The white bull came back the next day, burning with thirst in the blazing heat. The bull drank the wine, and
went crazy, jumping every which way, until he fell down senseless. Patikan sprang out of his hole, plunged his
sword deep into the bull’s neck, and cut off its head. The Steel-Monster’s head jerked and he shuddered while
hunting in the woods.
“Woe is me,” the Monster cried, “they slaughtered the white bull. I was fool enough to tell her about my soul. I
shall die also. This is the end for me too—but I won’t let her belong to another man.”
And he ran home in a mad frenzy to slay the princess.
Patikan cut open the white bull, seized the fox before it could escape, and slit open the fox also. The SteelMonster ran with blood spurting from his nostrils.
Patikan seized the box from inside the fox’s belly and opened it. Blood streamed from the ears and mouth of
the Steel-Monster as he staggered toward his castle. The princess ran to the roof, ready to jump if the monster laid
hands on her.
Patikan killed two of the little birds, and the monster's knees cracked and broke under him.
Patikan killed two more birds, and the monster’s arms broke.
Patikan killed two more, and the monster’s insides poured out of his steel carcass.
Patikan crushed the last remaining bird under a rock.
The monster’s head crashed against a rock, as Jan-Polad fell, and black smoke poured out of his ears and nose
and mouth. The monster gasped out his last breath as Patikan raced to the castle on his fiery horse.
The princess was wild with joy. She ran down from the roof and flung herself into his arms, crying out:
“I am thine and you are mine!”
God meant them to marry, and they lived happily ever after.
2
Every Armenian father on his deathbed warned his sons against this mountain that lured hunters to their doom.
All hunters dreaded it, though drawn irresistibly to it, and it was talked about in the king’s court and discussed
among princes fond of hunting. The evil fame of this mountain spread to other kingdoms, and hunters everywhere
shuddered when it was mentioned in their conversation, yet no one could give an eyewitness account of this
dreadful peak. Those who went to hunt on this mountain never came back. And mighty princes disappeared with
their warriors and were never heard of again. The secret of this mountain was never revealed, and remained a dark
mystery.
And now, just before the old king died, he told his seven sons for the last time to stay away from this mountain. His eldest son, succeeding him on the throne, laughed off his father’s warning, called his friends together,
and went to hunt on the forbidden mountain, as if there were nothing to worry about. Well, they went, but they
never came back. The second son became king, and went to see what happened to his brother. He was never seen
again. Six brothers perished, one by one, and at last it was the turn of the youngest son to be king. And mounting
his horse, he rode off to avenge their deaths.
He rode through the same treacherous country. A deer crossed his path, and he gave chase, followed by his
men. The deer disappeared in the woods on the northern slope of the mountain. The young king was astonished by
the beauty of the forest scene. High above the rocky desolate plain, where nothing grew, there was this enchanted
place, all wonderfully green, thrumming with birds and loud with their song. The young king admired the shady
bowers, the waterfalls and pools. Here and there, at a most inviting spot, a tent was pitched. Each tent was of a
different color and furnished for the comfort and enjoyment of men in this hunters’ paradise. This was heaven, the
king thought. The tables in the tents were loaded with choice meats and drinks, but there wasn’t a soul in the
whole place.
While the king was strolling along by himself admiring the view, his men fell on the food. When the king
returned to the tents he found his men dead or dying. They screamed and moaned in pain, but he could do nothing
to help them, and all died of a deadly poison.
“So this is what happened to my brothers,” he said to himself. “But whoever set this trap must be coming back.
I will wait and see.”
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As night fell upon the mountain the young king was hiding in an oak tree, and kept a sharp lookout. The forest
was still, and nothing broke the awful silence of the night until with the first faint gleam of the morning he heard
the thunder of galloping hoofs and saw a gallant rider, flying between heaven and earth, storm into the forest on a
fiery charger. This young knight came to inspect the camp. He counted the dead bodies lying around the tents, and
summoned his servants, who dragged them off by their feet and threw them one by one into a deep rocky gorge,
then gathered the horses of the dead men, and scurried about, carrying out their master’s orders. The servants
loaded the belongings of the dead men on the horses captured and set free the deer that was used as a decoy, and
covered the tables with fresh food and drinks for the next hunting party.
Their master walked through the forest and was startled to see a horse tied to an oak tree.
“There was a horse for every dead man. Whose horse is this?” he said.
“It’s my horse,” an angry voice answered him from the oak tree. “No true warrior would do what you have
done, luring unsuspecting hunters into this trap and poisoning them. Get out of my sight! Clear out of here as fast
as you can, and I will take your measure not here, but before your own house, you devil!”
The young knight looked around to see where this voice came from, and for a moment was speechless with
rage. Then he saw a man hiding in the oak tree, but refrained from calling him names, and said in a gallant voice:
“I forgive you, O mortal, for speaking to me in that tone, but if you are as bold as you sound why don’t you
mount your horse and follow me? If you wish to fight me I gladly accept your challenge. I am Zulvisia.”
And jumping on his fiery steed this handsome warrior galloped off.
The young king watched him disappear from his view like a luminous figure of fire, with hair of flaming gold
flying from under the helmet and brushing the shoulders. Could this Zulvisia be a woman, by any chance? And if
so, who was she? A beautiful young queen, or a woman robber?
Zulvisia, truly, was a woman, and for a while the young king hesitated to follow her. He rode in the same
direction, hoping to see her again. There was no sign of her or of her steed anywhere. It’s hard to say how far he
rode until he came to three castles. In each of these castles lived an old mother-dev with her forty sons. They were
three sisters, and received him kindly. Their sons would have torn him to shreds like so many monsters.
“Where to? the mother-devs asked him.
“I am trying to find Zulvisia,” he said. “She poisoned, killed and robbed my six brothers, and many others who
fell into her trap, and I mean to avenge their deaths.”
“Too bad we didn’t know, or we could have seized Zulvisia and held her for you. She passed by here twice
today.”
They were bragging, of course. The mere mention of Zulvisia’s name made even the devs shiver. They asked
him to stay with them and be their big brother, but he could not stay. He drew a pair of scissors, a razor and a
mirror from his pocket and gave one to each mother-dev.
“When you see drops of blood on these scissors and this razor and see the mirror clouded over you will know I
am in danger, and need your help.”
They showed him the way to Zulvisia’s castle and he bid them farewell, as he rode off to find her.
The young king was wonder-struck when he beheld her castle glowing like the sun in the pitch-black night. He
rode around the crystal walls looking for an entrance, but this great gorgeous building had no gate. He was
wondering what to do next when he heard the loud snoring of somebody close by, and peering down, saw an old
man sleeping at the bottom of a deep trench under the castle wall, with a lantern by his side. He went down into
the trench, and the old man woke up with a start.
“Who are you, O mortal? And how dare you come here when no snake on its belly dares crawl into this place,
no bird on the wing dares fly over it? What do you want?”
“I came to see Zulvisia.”
“Hmmm, Zulvisia! Thousands of men have lost their lives for Zulvisia, and I am another victim. I am the son
of the King of Chin-ma-Chin\fn{Not China, but a mythical land of magic and mystery.} and the only man she has spared so
far. I’d rather not tell you how many years I have been Zulvisia’s captive here. She won’t let me go home.”
The young king told him what happened to his six brothers.
“Tell me, my good man, what shall I do now? I can’t go in. I see no gate,” he added.
“Well, you might do this: every morning, when the sun blossoms out over these heights, Zulvisia goes up to
the tower of her crystal castle wearing a blouse of priceless pearls, and scans her land and frontiers. If she sees a
trespasser, man or beast, she lets out such a cry that anybody who hears her voice drops dead from fright. But if
you plant a forked stick in front of this castle and hang your coat and your cap on it and then hide in a pit where
she can’t see you, you might be safe. Let her call twice. When she cries out in her blood-curdling voice for the
third time you come out of your hiding and look her straight in the face. She will spare you when you do that.”
The young king did what the old man told him, and the next morning, at sunrise, he sprang out of the pit where
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he was hiding, stood boldly under the castle wall and looked her straight in the eye. And Zulvisia recognized him.
“I am vanquished,” she sighed. “You are brave enough to make me your wife. No man who ever heard my
voice and looked me in the face lived to tell about it. You did it. My secret is out. You broke my spell.”
Zulvisia let down her long golden hair, and its lustrous sheen and fragrance nearly drove him out of his mind.
And while he was kissing her hair she pulled him up to the tower as with a rope.
Zulvisia had forty maids-of-honor, who rode with her wherever she went. They came and stood before him
with hands folded on their breasts.
“Meet your new master,” said Zulvisia. “I expect you to serve my husband as faithfully as you have served me.
He heard my voice, and as you can see he is still alive and in full possession of his wits. This man broke my spell.,
From this day on I am his wife, and everything I own, all my lands and possessions, belong to him, as I do,
myself.”
Her forty maids-of-honor bathed their new master, clothed him in splendid new garments, and kissed his hand.
His first act as Zulvisia’s husband was to set the old man free and send him back to Chin-ma-Chin.
Bride and groom were so enamored of each other that there was neither day nor night for them in their crystal
castle. His hate for Zulvisia turned to love, and the young king was a most happy husband. But they could not live
forever on love alone.
“O my beloved, O my bold one, from this day on you will have to do all the hunting here and manage our
lands and possessions. Bring him my fiery horse,” she ordered her maids.
They led her steed out of the stable and brought it to the young king.
“Be sure to obey your new master and serve him well,” she said, kissing the horse on the eyes, and handing the
bridle to her husband.
The horse looked at his new master with flashing eyes, and let him put his arms around his neck and pat him
on the back. The horse kept looking at the young king and smelling him as though to remember what his master
looked and smelled like, and soon they became friends.
The young king saddled this fiery steed and was ready to go hunting, but he couldn’t bear the thought of being
away from his wife even for a single hour. He sprang off the horse and ran back into the castle.
“What is it, my sweet? Why do you look so upset?”
“How can I ever leave you, Zulvisia? Your beauty, your fragrance—I just can’t tear myself away from you.”
She cut off a lock of her golden hair, put it in a jeweled locket and gave it to her husband.
“Take this locket with you,” she said.
He tucked the locket into the breast pocket of his coat, and the young king mounted and rode off.
He found nothing to shoot for some time. Then he saw a stag and gave chase. The stag jumped into the river,
and he plunged in and shot it. He was so excited he did not see the locket falling into the river as he struggled with
the beast.
The locket was washed away, and was picked up by a man in a distant kingdom while watering his fields. He
took it to his king, and received a big reward for it.
The king had never seen a locket like this one. And whose hair was it? No one seemed to know. He summoned
all the great and wise men of his kingdom to council.
“Whose hair is this? Answer me, or I’ll cut off your heads.” He gave them three days to come up with the right
answer.
The king’s courtiers, all the wise men and magicians in this kingdom could not tell him whose hair it was, and
the king was already in love with the woman who had such golden hair. An old hag in rags came to the palace and
said to the chamberlain:
“I know whose hair it is. What will you give me if 1 tell you?”
“A handful of gold coins.”
“Make it two handfuls. One for saving your lives, and another for my cunning.” The old woman pocketed two
handfuls of gold and said:
“This locket belongs to Zulvisia.” And she told the king’s men all she knew about Zulvisia, and they repeated
it to the king.
The king gave strict orders to have Zulvisia brought before him. To save their necks his councilors went back
to the old hag and promised her weight in gold if she would bring Zulvisia to the king’s palace. The old witch
took a few deadly snakes and tucked them into her bosom. She turned one snake into a walking stick, another
snake into a whip, got into a small raft for two and pushed it up the river. When she reached Zulvisia’s pleasuregarden she hid the raft in the rushes on the bank of the river, and sat down by the road.
Zulvisia’s husband happened to be hunting along the same river and was on his way home when he saw an old
woman crying by the wayside. He stopped and asked her who she was and why she was crying.
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“O my son, may God bless your sweet soul for speaking such kind words to a poor old woman like me. I am a
pilgrim, on my way to Jerusalem, and I missed the caravan I was to go with. I lost my way and I have been
stranded here with nowhere to go and nothing to eat. Take me to your house for the love of God, and let me sleep
beside your dog until I can join my friends.”
He took pity on the old woman and wanted to lift her onto his horse, but the horse sensed what she was up to,
reared high on its hind legs and threw her off.
“Son, never mind. You go ahead, and I will shuffle along as best 1 can.”
When the old woman arrived at the castle Zulvisia took one look at her and said:
“I don’t like her. She is up to some mischief. We’ll feed her and let her go.”
Her husband thought she was a harmless old pilgrim, and prevailed upon Zulvisia to let her stay with the
maids, not knowing the old hag had a thousand tricks up her sleeve. The crafty old woman entertained the maids
with amusing tales, and they urged their mistress to see her once, just for fun.
“Very well, let her come to my chamber,” said Zulvisia. And one visit followed another. Soon the old woman
was with Zulvisia every day, heaping praises upon the beautiful mistress of the castle.
“Ah, your husband is a wonderful man! What a blessing such a man is! May God be good to you both. He
learned your secret, broke your spell, earned your love and devotion. But what is his secret, do you know?”
“No, I do not,” said Zulvisia.
“How can you live as man and wife and not know each other’s secrets? If your husband really loves you he
ought to tell you his secret.”
The old woman had her so worried about her husband’s love that Zulvisia coaxed him to tell her the secret of
his strength and courage, what made him so bold and invincible. And the young king confided to her that his
secret lay in his Lightning-Sword and said he would be lost without his sword. He made her swear upon the rings
they had exchanged as man and wife she would never reveal his secret to anyone. But to prove to the old hag that
her husband did love her with all his heart Zulvisia told her about his magic sword.
“My husband never goes out without his sword,” she said, “and at night he keeps it under his pillow.”
This was what the old hag wanted to know. A few days later Zulvisia and her husband enjoyed a feast in the
castle and drank of the wine the old woman mixed with a sleeping potion. Drowsy from the wine she kept pouring
in their cups they went to bed. By midnight the wily old woman made sure both were fast asleep in their separate
chambers. She crept into the young king’s bedchamber, snatched the Lightning-Sword from under his pillow, ran
up to the tower of the castle, threw the sword into the river, then went back to bed.
The young king did not wake up the next morning. The maids listened through the keyhole and heard him
gasping for breath. They told their mistress, and Zulvisia ran into her husband’s chamber and found him half dead,
foaming at the mouth, his eyes sunken, unable to speak. Hearing the cries and wails in the castle, the old hag got
out of bed and set up an awful howl herself, beating her head, her breast, and her knees with both hands. Then she
slipped out of the building, got her raft ready, and hurried back entwined with live snakes. All drew back in
horror. She ordered Zulvisia to follow her to the river.
“Come along with me, or I’ll have these snakes tear out your eyes, feed on your cheeks, coil around your neck
and devour you with their bloody fangs.”
Zulvisia was speechless with fear. Her maids scattered and fled, as the old hag pushed their mistress out of the
castle and dragged her to the raft hidden in the rushes on the river bank. And soon they were floating down the
river together. She sold Zulvisia to the king’s chamberlain for a sack of gold, and the chamberlain took his prize
catch to the king.
Let us now return to Zulvisia’s husband. The mother-devs who befriended him saw drops of blood on the
scissors and the razor he gave them, and the mirror turned misty.
“Our big brother is in danger,” they said, and rushed to the crystal castle with their sons. They learned from the
terrified maids what happened, and searched for the Lightning-Sword but could not find it. A few of the devs
plunged into the river to catch some fish for their supper, and hauled out a huge fish. It jumped and twisted, and
when they slit it open out came the magic sword it had swallowed. They ran to the dying king and put it back
under his pillow. He sat up at once, opened his eyes, and stared at them.
“Where is Zulvisia?” he asked.
They told him what happened. He ran to get his fiery steed, and it was a pitiful sight to see that splendid horse
lying on the floor of the stable too weak to move, hungry, thirsty, covered with dust and grime. He threw his arms
around the horse’s neck and kissed him on the eyes. The horse smelled the young king, sneezed, and sprang to his
feet.
“O my faithful steed, you are wiser than I am. I was deceived by that old witch, but you suspected who she
was and threw her off your back, you would not let her ride home with me, and now see what happened. Come
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on, we are going to find my Zulvisia, we must save her before it’s too late.”
The horse understood everything, and whinnying and pawing the ground, seemed to say to his master he was
ready, they must go save Zulvisia.
The young king divided the treasure hoard in the castle among the forty maids and set them free, and he gave
the castle itself to the mother-devs and their sons. For himself, he took a saddlebag packed with gold coins an
galloped off to find his wife. Following the course of the river, he rode on and on until he came to the distant city
where Zulvisia was held captive in the palace, and reined in before a small tumble-down house on the outskirts of
the city. An elderly woman opened the door.
“Mamik,\fn{Mother?} could you put me up for one night?”
“Son, I can’t take in any guests, I have no extra room. Go to another house.”
He drew a handful of gold coins from his saddlebag.
“Could you use some of this gold?”
“Come in, son, come in! I’ll make room for your horse too. A traveler is God’s guest.”
While eating his supper he asked her many questions and the woman told him what she knew about Zulvisia.
“Son, the whole town has been bustling for the past thirty-five days getting ready for the king’s wedding, and
in another five days Zulvisia will become the king’s wife. But I’ve heard it said Zulvisia won’t have him as a
husband, she insists she is already married, and if they force her to marry our king she will kill herself. She keeps
a cup of poison in her room, and cries all day, remembering her husband.”
“Mamik, that’s enough, you don’t have to tell me anything more about Zulvisia.”
It was too painful for him to hear these details about his captive wife.
“Here is another handful of gold for you. Go to the bazaar and buy yourself a dress such as ladies wear at
court. Then go to the king’s palace and try to see Zulvisia if you can. Wear this ring when you see her. Just show
her my ring and then come back and tell me what she says.”
He took the ring off his finger and gave it to her.
The next day the woman turned up at the palace dressed like a chamberlain’s wife, with a priceless ring
sparkling on her finger. The palace guards and the ladies-in-waiting let her in, and she was admitted into the
women’s quarters. They told Zulvisia a chamberlain’s wife wanted to see her.
“I don’t want to see anybody,” she cried. “Send her away!”
The woman opened Zulvisia’s door without knocking, and walked in. She made sure Zulvisia would see the
ring on her finger, and as soon as Zulvisia saw her husband’s ring she became meek like the Lord’s lamb.
“Oh, I am so glad to see you, welcome, a thousand times welcome!”
The woman closed the door behind her.
“Mamik, who gave you that ring, where is he?”
“The owner of this ring is a guest in my house, waiting for your orders.”
“Tell him to wait three more days. Go to the king and assure him I have changed my mind, I will marry him
now. Tell your guest I’ll be in the king’s pleasure-garden on the morning of my wedding day, which will be three
days from today.”
“I brought the girl to her senses,” the woman said to the king before leaving the palace. “Zulvisia will marry
you, don’t worry. Let her enjoy herself in your pleasure-garden on the morning of your wedding day.”
The king was overjoyed to hear this, and the woman left the palace, pocketing her reward. She went home and
told her guest what happened and gave him Zulvisia’s message.
The great day arrived. The wedding procession started out from the king’s pleasure-garden, led by forty
mounted warriors and forty musicians, with forty maids-of-honor walking on both sides of the procession, and
forty bridesmaids walking from behind. The streets were crowded with the king’s subjects eager to catch a
glimpse of the bride. who was said to be the most beautiful woman in the world.
Then, all of a sudden, lightning flashed out of the sky and the wedding procession scattered as though struck
by a thunderbolt. And before anybody knew what happened Zulvisia was carried off by a man on a fiery horse.
The king sprang onto his own fiery horse and galloped after the abductor. Thousands of his warriors joined the
chase. The Lightning-Sword mowed them down. The king fell off his horse and died. Those who survived the
slaughter turned against him, and sided with the abductor.
“Come back and be our king! We still want Zulvisia to be our queen,” they pleaded with this matchless
warrior. They brought the couple back to the palace, with many honors, and made the young king sit on the vacant
throne.
Three apples fell from heaven, one for the teller of this tale, one for the listener, and one for him who heeds the
teller’s words.
3
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Dezhiko was a poor luckless fellow. All he owned was a restless kicking cow and two goats. His wife was a
heartless woman who kept scolding him:
“Why don’t you go somewhere else to get a job?”
“Why don’t you make some money?”
“Why don’t you bring me something nice to wear?”
“It’s time we owned a few oxen and horses and sheep like our neighbors.”
One day Dezhiko took the cow, and shouldering the fire poker, said to himself,
“I am going away. I hope I never see this heartless woman again.”
Dezhiko didn’t know where he was going. He was a forlorn figure on the road, and so fearful of what might
happen to him that he shook like a leaf. He thought he’d rather be a prey to wild beasts than suffer at the hands of
his wife.
While traveling, he lived off the milk of his cow, and when too tired to walk, he even rode his cow. He
stretched out in a shady spot to take a nap while the cow grazed beside him. The flies gave him no rest. He cursed
his wife and caught a fistful of flies, crushing them in his hand. When he opened his hand he saw he had killed
seven flies. This gave him courage; he felt better. He rode his cow to the outskirts of a village With the poker on
his shoulder, and found a priest to write on a piece of paper what he had done. The priest wrote, as a joke:
Mighty Dezhiko as all warriors know
Can slay seven souls by a single blow.

Dezhiko pasted the paper between the horns of the cow and took to the road again.
His next resting place was a grassy field, and as he lay down to sleep he could see a castle at the far end of the
field. Seven brothers lived in this castle and they were astounded to see a trespasser on their land. One of these
seven brothers came to see who the trespasser was, and read these words scrawled on a piece of paper stuck
between the horns of the cow:
Mighty Dezhiko as all warriors know
Can slay seven souls by a single blow.

“No wonder,” the man thought, “he is not afraid to sleep here all alone. He goes unarmed, he doesn”t even
have a horse. This warrior must be fearless.”
The man hurried back to the castle and told his brothers about Dezhiko, and now all seven of them came to pay
him their respects and invite him to their castle. The cow was so frightened and bellowed so loudly that Dezhiko
was roused from his sleep, and as he opened his eyes he saw seven giants standing around him. He seized his
poker and sprang to his feet to defend himself against them. The seven giants pleaded with him to spare their
lives. They tried to tell him who they were, and that they meant no harm.
“We are seven brothers,” they said, “and we are well known in these parts for our strength and courage. You
will make us very happy by living in our castle as our big brother. Our castle and everything we own is yours, and
we are at your command, you be our master.”
Dezhiko stopped shaking and said,
“Very well, let’s go.”
They led him to their castle. They spread a feast before him, and waited on him hand and foot. Dezhiko did not
say much, he was in deep thought, wondering how he could get out of the castle alive, and his grave demeanor
impressed them even more. The seven brothers took his silence as another proof of his prowess. They spoke to
one another with signs and discreet coughs and acted as though they were his humble servants. Dezhiko ordered
them to sit down. After he finished eating and had rested for a while the seven brothers said:
“Master, we are at your service, always ready to carry out your orders. If you tell us where you left your horse,
your arms and your servants, we will bring them to you.”
“I don’t need a horse, I don’t need arms and servants when I travel,” said Dezhiko. “Such things are for
cowards, not for me. Wherever I go, I have the whole world at my beck and call. Everybody is my servant. You
saw me coming here with nothing but a cow and a stick, and that’s enough for a man of my courage. I am
Dezhiko, and all warriors know I can slay seven souls by a single blow.”
They gazed upon him with wonder and admiration, and asked him to marry their only sister, a beautiful young
maiden. Dezhiko knew he was unworthy of that honor, but what could he do? He was their guest and he did his
best to please them.
“If you insist, I’ll marry your sister,” he said.
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They dressed him in splendid clothes and gave him their sister at a lavish wedding in the castle. Four warlike
princes had wanted to marry this beautiful maiden but were turned down by her brothers. They were furious when
they heard about it, and marched on the castle with all their warriors.
Dezhiko was frightened to death. He felt trapped. There was no escape.
“Just give us the word and we’ll take care of them,” said the seven brothers. “We’ll let you know if we need
your help.”
Dezhiko looked at them with teeth chattering, and they thought he was so angry he could kill all seven of them
on the spot.
“Very well, go fight them!” Dezhiko said at last.
The four princes expected the seven brothers to bring their dreaded brother-in-law with them, the man who
could slay seven souls at a single blow, and were relieved to see they did not have to fight Dezhiko also. The
battle did not go well for the seven brothers, and they asked for Dezhiko’s help:
“We are in a tight spot. Your fiery horse and weapons are ready for you in the castle.”
“Woe is me,” Dezhiko sighed. “Now I have to go fight them myself, or be the laughing stock of the whole
world. I have to save my honor even if these princes cut me to pieces with their swords. I see no other way out.”
The fiery horse sensed that the man on his back was an inexperienced rider, and bolted away. Dezhiko flew
straight into the enemy camp, and everybody who saw him thought:
“Who can stand up against this warrior?”
The horse shot past a tree, and Dezhiko jumped out of the saddle, held on to the tree and let the horse go. It
was a dead tree, and so rotten that Dezhiko pulled it up while trying to hang on to it.
“This man can pull up a tree by its roots! He is coming after us to slaughter us with a tree!” the princes cried,
and fled with their armies. So great with the confusion caused by Dezhiko’s appearance on the battlefield that the
enemy warriors killed one another as they fell back in disorder.
The seven brothers ran up to Dezhiko and embraced him as their savior.
“Ah, you are the bravest of the brave!” they said, and threw themselves at his feet. The enemy was routed. And
flushed with their victory, the seven brothers took Dezhiko back to the castle as the greatest hero they ever saw.
The four princes decided at a council that they had better save their necks before a vengeful angry Dezhiko
attacked them again, and each sent him 1,000 ewes, 10 mares followed by their young colts and many other gifts
and begged Dezhiko to allow them to become his subjects.
258.87a & Turkish 1 1. Let’s Get Going: A Poem 2. Excerpt from Solmus Çiçekler\fn{by Leylâ Hanim (1850-1936)}
Istanbul, Istanbul Province, Turkey (F) 19

1
Let’s get going, | Start the festivities, | Never mind what they say.
*
Drink wine | With your loved one, | Never mind what they say.
*
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What do I care | If people approve or disapprove? | God bless my friends, | Never mind what they say.
*
Leylâ, indulge in pleasure | With your lovely friend: | Enjoy yourself in this world, | Never mind what they say
2
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258.87b 1. Tell Me Again: A Poem\fn{by Nigâr Hanım (1856-1918)} Istanbul, Istanbul Province, Turkey (F) -1
Am I your only love—in the whole world—now?
Am I really the only object of your love?
If passions rage in your mind,
If love springs eternal in your heart—
Is it all meant for me? Tell me again.
*
Tell me right now, am I the one who inspires
All your dark thoughts, all your sadness?
Share with me what you feel, what you think.
Come, my love, pour into my heart
Whatever gives you so much pain.
Tell me again.
258.87c 1. The Incense 2. The Ideal 3. Tears: Three Poems\fn{by Zabel Khanjian Assatour aka Madame Sybil (1863-1934)}
Constantinople (now Istanbul), Instanbul Province, Turkey 1½ (F)
1
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Before the altar burns the fragrant incense;
Softly the silver censer sways and bows;
The columned smoke goes up, the cross encircling,
And with a mist anoints the saints’ white brows.
*
Infinite sighs of prayer and of entreaty
Under the vaults die slowly and are stilled;
Slowly the weeping flames of dim, faint tapers
Sigh, one by one, their eyes with pity filled.
*
Lo, a white veil, hard by the sacred column,
Trembles with sobs that shake a hidden frame;
In a white shadow wrapped, a heart is burning
Silently, like the incense, in a flame.
Out of the censer’s heart the incense passes,
Winding it rises toward the ether’s height.
Matter it was; the fire its life hath swallowed;
Now ‘tis but fragrance filled with colored light.
*
So, too, the grieving woman’s heart that burns there,
Will not be freed from fetters and from fires
Until it melts, dissolves, etherealizes,
Wholly consumed by flames of pure desires.
2
It is the moonlight, clear and soft, which soon the sun outshines—
A fiery dream, which pales before the morning’s stronger glow.
It is the springtime’s lightning flash, a splendor brief and bright;
A flower whose petals drop away when winds awake and blow.
*
It is a thorny rose, which draws red blooddrops from thine heart—
The delicate bright ribbon of the rainbow, o’er thee hung.
It is the purple Northern Lights that play in heaven’s blue dome—
The snowy foam that scatters when against the rock ’tis flung.
*
It is a feather pure and soft, blown from the swan’s white breast—
A sacred kiss beneath the sky, the open ether deep.
That which the wind, the atmosphere, the waters bear away
Is the Ideal—the lullaby sung to the soul asleep.
*
The virgin unapproachable, by showers of yearning sought,
The golden ring that binds us unto life, unto the real—
The agitating multitude of dazzling youthful dreams,
The love-song of the heart’s deep void—ah, this is the Ideal!
3
There are tears that fall in grief and sadness;
Slow and mournfully the cheek they stain,
Every drop a sob, a lamentation,
In its dew a throb of bitter pain.
*
There are other tears, bright, clear, untroubled,
Shining as the sun, untouched of care,
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Like the violet rain, calm, cool, refreshing,
When the scent of earth is on the air.
*
There are tears all silent and mysterious,
From the soul’s love-yearning depths that steal;
They relate to us long tales of sorrow,
Buried loves which mourning veils conceal.
*
There are tears that seem to me like laughter—
Like clouds tempest-tossed, that roam for aye,
Flinging lightnings to the winds of ocean,
Drifting, mist-like, out and far away.
*
There’s a dry tear, burning, never falling—
Liquid flame, intense, consuming, dread—
Not to pass until the eyes are ashes,
And the mind is ruined too and dead.
*
Tears, I know you all, though ye be only
Memories of a past that sorrows fill.
Strong emotions, be ye blest forever!
’Tis through you my heart is living still.
272.46 Excerpt from Udî\fn{by Fatma Aliye Topuz (1862-1936)} Istanbul, Istanbul Province, Turkey (F) 53
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257.143 Excerpts from Awakened Dreams: Raji’s Journeys With The Mirror Dede: 1. The Lot Of The Universe 2.
Happiness 3. A Café Festivity 4. The Elixir Of Youth: Four Short Stories\fn{by Ahmet Hilmi Sehbenderzade (18651913)} Plovdiv, Edirne Province, Ottoman Empire (M) 9
1
It was a beautiful day. The Mirror Dede and I were sitting together; the coffee pot was on the fire as usual.
Even before I had finished my sweet coffee, this day’s vision began.
I was flying. Ordinarily I couldn’t stand the thought of flying, even in my dreams, so this imaginary flying was
exhausting and bewildering to me. The strange thing was that I wasn’t flying straight forward but continually
upward. Planets and suns completely disappeared before my eyes. At last I came to a place where I was able to
stop; I could stand in this space like a balloon that had reached the highest possible elevation.
After resting for a while, I began flying again, towards the right this time. I encountered someone who was
also flying somewhat aimlessly as I was. I greeted him, and he stopped and inquired who I was. I answered and
added that I seemed to have no will of my own and no knowledge of how I had risen to that place. He replied,
“This is the Intermediate Universe.\fn{Note: The intermediate state of the soul after death and before judgment; the grave.}
I am Pythagoras.”
“Pythagoras? The famous Pythagoras, the philosopher Pythagoras?”
“Yes.”
“O master, how happy that makes me! What an honor! To meet a great master like you is such a blessing for
someone like me who has thousands of problems.”
“My son, this is not the world. Here there is no need for lying. Don’t keep calling me ‘great master.’ As if my
hard work in the world were not enough, for centuries I have been thinking about the same problem here. I know
that the essence of phenomena is oneness, because the origin of all numbers is one. From another point of view,
the universe means harmony. But there are problems that I cannot solve. I want to write and think, but what can
one do? In this strange emptiness, there is neither a board to write on nor anything to write with. Do you have
some paper and a pen with you?”
His explanation bewildered me. I took my leave of this master who had not been able to rid himself of thought
or anxiety. After a while I came across another shadow. I greeted him, but before he returned my greeting, he
asked,
“Have you seen my apprentice Plato and his apprentice Aristotle?” Surprised by his question, I inquired,
“Why do you want them?” He replied,
“Here, there are no sophists to ridicule or to entrap. I am quite bored. If I could find our Plato and our Aristotle,
I would get them to argue with each other and would entertain myself by listening to their debate.”
From the way he spoke I understood that this person was the great philosopher Socrates. He flew off leaving
me to my own boredom within this vast field of loneliness. As I was about to wander on, a beautiful shadow
approached me. With harmonious pronunciation he began to speak poetic words.
“Yes,” he said, “those we saw and knew in the world were all the dim images and memories of the higher
universe and the truth which our spirits saw there.” I asked,
“Who are you, sir?”
“I am Plato!”
“I am your humble servant, but I really don’t see any truth here. On the contrary, all I know and see here are
but the memories of what I saw and knew in the world.”
“That is because this is not the High Universe. Though we are not restricted here as we were on earth, still we
are not pure spirits. On earth we had bodies. Here also we have a body, but it is subtle, not solid. Therefore, what
we see and know in the Intermediate Universe are the memories of memories.”
“But why do we cling to this emptiness called the ‘Intermediate Universe’; why do we stay here? Why don’t
we go on to those places you describe as the ‘igh Universe’?”
“This is the problem which I have been thinking about and working diligently on for two thousand years. Why
are we obliged to dwell in this intermediate space? If you ever discover the answer, please come and tell me about
it. My students are waiting; I am going now to give them a lesson. Have a nice time. Good-bye.”
“O, philosopher! For God’s sake, stay awhile! Are there lessons exchanged here in the Intermediate Universe,
as well?”
“If there were not such entertainments, one would go to pieces from boredom. And why should I hide it? I find
happiness in answering all the objections and criticisms my pupil Aristotle presents.”
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Plato left. I was astonished that I still was not free of difficulties, restrictions, ambitions, and reactions here in
this Intermediate Universe. I opened my eyes. The great Mirror was speaking:
“There is neither bird, nor birds, but within a single pleasure this one exists and that one does as well. In spite
of this, my son, perhaps you are nauseated. Let me prepare some coffee for you.”
I drank the coffee, and immediately I envisioned myself flying again. Many shadows flew around me, and I
flew aimlessly among them. After some time, we gathered together, and it became apparent that these were
writers of all sorts, including writers of ethics, poetry, and medicine. I joined in their conversation. Although our
ideas about this space in which we were flying were similar, none of us could formulate a really correct statement
or come up with a solution to the problem of our existence here. We continued to fly and to talk, deepening our
conversation as we flew. The one who was the most outspoken was the writer on ethics. Voices of both agreement
and dissent were heard around him. Just then, one of the famous literary men, whose name I later learned was
Chata, began to say something interesting:
“My dear moralist! Here you are making another mistake and slandering all of us. I assure you that with a few
changes your works will be accepted by people and will be viewed as worthy of being printed hundreds of times.
Your words could be accepted by theaters and be produced on stage, as an encouragement for the new generation.
Yes, these works could be immortalized.”
Everyone listened in bewilderment. As he continued, he became quite exuberant and excited:
“Yes, my dear ones, yes. Just think. Today’s situation is worthy of consideration. Almost no subject remains
that has not been examined and written about; mentalities have shifted, and in every area strange changes have
occurred. Things thought to be new or quaint in the old days are seen as neither by the current generation. In
every arena of life, people have invented odd phenomena—I don’t know whether to call them novelties or
insanities. The most serious works are laughed at by this new generation. Isn’t it true that people now find it
entertaining to view life as a machine, the spirit as an illusion, and conscience as an unfortunate inheritance—and
to mock at scholars who describe the meaning of life with words such as ‘self-sac rifice’ and ‘mission’? So,
honored teacher! O moralist! With your outstanding works, before long you will be revered as the most famous
comedy writer of the age!”
While this lecture was taking place we had approached a space where we now stopped flying. I saw that the
moralist had an important load of knowledge, a sack of manuscripts of printed works on his back. Either from the
exertion of flying or from delivering the lecture or for some other unknown reason, he now fell to the ground with
a “pat.” We all crowded around him. One of our flying friends, Doctor Pataban, a specialist in treating those who
crash to the ground, examined the moralist.
“My God! His stomach is empty; there is nothing inside it to digest. He has fainted because his stomach is
digesting itself.”
The insipid conversation between these writers and literary men propelled me to join a different group of
people. Among this other group, two were speaking:
“There is no equality in breathing the air. In this universe in which one pays a tax on everything, there is still
no tax on air. Can you think of anything stranger than this?”
“My dear, you speak so beautifully. One should suggest such a tax. The income would be at least a few
hundred million lira.”
I removed myself from this seemingly pointless conversation as well. A neatly-dressed person was standing
nearby. He was also a writer, and we began to talk a bit. He scolded me, telling me that unlike my relative who
spent his time writing useful works, I had wasted my life. He asked whether I had written at least one complete
work this year. I told him that I had tried, but that it was not the right time to read it, as it was covered with dust.
After casting a mocking smile at me, he said:
“Look, I wrote something perfect this year, but what use will it be if I tell you the name of it? Nothing could be
understood in that way. Don’t forget: science is not a worthy thing in itself. It is only of value if it makes work
easier for those who know about work. Scholars who are not aware of this truth might be admired by the ignorant,
but they cannot save themselves from their own emptiness forever. Great applause and appreciation without
monetary compensation have little worth other than as consolation for the destitute.”
A large field was in front of me; people had gathered there in groups. As I had become very curious about this
Intermediate Universe, I said to the writer,
“Let’s see what's going on over there.”
I flew and walked until I reached an open place. In the center of the open area a high platform had been
erected, and in the middle of it, a taffy-seller’s whirligig had been set up. While I was looking at it, trying to
determine what it was for, a terrible hunchback arrived. He sat down on the edge of the whirligig. Lumps bulged
out on his front and on his back such as I had never seen in all my life. The strange thing was that the front lump
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was transparent so that I could see the inside which was like a merchant’s shop with various kinds of goods
displayed. My vision had changed in an unusual way so that I could also perceive the inside of the huge lump as
resembling a market larger than the courtyard of the main mosque in Jerusalem,\fn{ Note: The Masjid-i Aska; the holy
house in Jerusalem which marks the location of Solomon’s temple and the spot where Muhammad ascended during his miraj, his night
journey towards God.} composed of countless rooms. I watched in amazement.

Just then a man was brought forward, led by the hands—I could see that he was blind—and was seated beside
the whirligig as well. Meanwhile the moralist, the crowd of literary men, and Doctor Pataban had arrived.
Someone near me was whispering,
“This hunchback is destiny, and the blind man is fortune.”
We all moved into a circle around the whirligig. The blind man began spinning it. The hunchback who still was
sitting upon it and was also helping to whirl it at the same time began throwing things outward at the crowd.
Those nearby scrambled to snatch them up, but the odd thing was that before anyone could reach for anything, his
lot would fall on his head. Group by group, we moved forward. Soon it was the turn of the writers and the literary
men to circle close. I was in a position between the bureaucrats and the writers. There were so many bureaucrats
that to make sure I would get my share I insinuated myself into the smaller circle of writers. By a strange
coincidence the teacher of ethics now happened to be on my left. The terrible hunchback continued to throw
something at each person.
When it was my turn to receive, something heavy hit me in the head and knocked me down. As I fell over, the
teacher of ethics, Chat, who was already very weak, fell down, too. When the confusion subsided, the first thing I
did was to look to see what had been given to me that had knocked me over with such force. O my God! It was a
large basket of rotten tomatoes. Some of the split tomatoes had smeared across my head, face, and eyes.
As I looked around through this sauce—which was apparently my destined lot—something even stranger
caught my eye. I saw that the ethics teacher had been knocked down, not by my fall but by a basket of eggs. As he
was very weak, he had not been able to catch it and almost all of the eggs had been broken, and now a slippery
polish covered him so that he looked like an egg-coated piece of filet of sole just ready for the frying pan. His
Honor, Chat, who was an extremely resigned person, was attempting to eat the slimy egg dripping off his head by
gathering it meticulously with his fingers.
Forgetting that I myself was smeared with rotten tomatoes, I burst into laughter at his predicament. With great
seriousness, this teacher of ethics was muttering to himself,
“Almost a thousand eggs! At least if they hadn’t been broken, I could have made my living off them for a year
and could have had printed at least three or maybe five of my unpublished works, which I have been carrying
around on my back for all these years.”
Just then the neatly-dressed person, who had told me that nothing could be understood by the title of his work,
came over to us with a purse of gold in his hand. When he saw Chat eating the egg goo with his fingers and saw
me laughing, he said:
“How foolish you are! When there is a way of deriving benefit from anything in the world, you are doing just
the opposite. I’m sure that even if I were to give you this purse of gold in my hand, you wouldn’t know how to
spend it. Why don’t you lick each other’s faces so that at least you will have eaten eggs with tomatoes. Go on!
Don’t wait. Don’t waste time.”
The ethics writer immediately put his arms around my neck and with his thin, hard tongue, that from weakness
and undernourishment had toughened to resemble the nose of a South American anteater, he began to lick my
face. As this abrasive catlike tongue touched my skin, it tickled me so much that rather than being able to lick the
egg off his face, I found myself incapacitated from laughter. I tried to extricate myself from his wiry but firmly
locked arms; with our hands around each others throats, we fell down on the ground again. At last after some time
had passed, I managed to untangle myself.
I opened my eyes.
The Magnificent Mirror, with a plate in his hand, was coming towards me from the gate of the cemetery.
Smiling, he was speaking to himself:
“The Universe is a sea. You are a ship. Your intellect is the sail. Your ideas are the rudder. So, let me see you!
Free yourself.”
He put the plate in front of me and sat down. He took some bread out of the basket and handed it to me. In the
plate was tomato salad garnished with an egg. I remembered the things I had seen in the Intermediate Universe.
The Mirror smiled again.
“With one difference, it is so; but is it so if the difference is thrown away? Don’t think about it too much. It’s a
salad prepared with some of the tomatoes that weren’t crushed and with some of the eggs which didn’t break. Go
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ahead, spoon it out! Whatever your lot is, it will come out in your spoon. Please help yourself. The moment is
again this moment, my son!”
2
Every human being, every sentient creature, including even the lowest of animals, begins to search for
happiness from the moment it feels the impulse of life. This law is so constant that, even if every other natural law
were to change, this tendency would probably remain the same. Most creatures, because their wants, pleasures,
and thoughts are within limits, find some degree of happiness. Yet it is the ordinary human being, who, though his
capacity for happiness is great, does not really understand the true nature of the happiness he seeks and so seldom
finds it. He or she never envisions a limit for the attainment of happiness. Unfortunately, due to this never ending
aspiration, there are even some happy people who develop the opinion that they aren't happy and so end up
making a hell out of their fleeting lives. What an enigma the human being is! Is it a necessity of creation that
human beings should be so strange? People obtain many things; yet the more they possess, the more ambitious
they become.
What is happiness? Few really know. Perhaps only the crazy ones, those oblivious to the turmoil of life, might
be considered happy.
Please pay attention for a moment. One may compare a city to a theater and its inhabitants to actors. Not long
ago I was in a city where due to the necessities of living I was in contact with most of the population. I observed
many people. Because almost all of them were afflicted by real or imagined deficiencies, they were unhappy. In
that crowded place, three personalities caught my attention. Two of them were quite odd.
One of these was the imam of the district in which I was living. He was well-educated and had even gone to
Al-Azhar University in Cairo.\fn{ Note: The oldest Islamic university, founded in the ninth century } Nevertheless, he was
loquacious, flagrantly wealthy, and given to imitating celebrities. Though he was boastful and extremely conservative, he was highly esteemed and influential. He would continually preach that the end of time had arrived,
that faith and conviction had weakened, and that doomsday was at hand. He saw fault in everyone but himself and
would never accept the purity of anyone else’s prayers or ablutions. He could not see that anyone else was truly
following the rules of the religion with the proper fear of God.
This imam could have been quite content with what he already had, but instead, while publicly abstemious, his
private search for happiness and pleasure led him to involvement in various immoral activities. He began to
practise usury, lending money to peasants secretly, awaiting the interest. Though the eating of pork was forbidden,
he could swallow a whole pig, tail and all, when necessary. He gave sermons about surrendering oneself to
unfortunate destiny and yet would quickly cover his ears at the sound of thunder. He spent more and more of his
time pursuing secret, illicit entertainments which had brought him face to face with unnecessary and unpleasant
situations.
Another odd personality was the sheikh\fn{ Note: A venerated leader, especially of a mystical order, originally used as a title
of respect for the chief of an Arab tribe; derived from shakha, to grow old} of a local tekke.\fn{Note: Dervish center, a building or cluster of
buildings where dervishes might live while undergoing training and where ceremonies were held } He lived luxuriously with the

regular income of this tekke which he had inherited from his father. He knew many stories about the saints and
prophets and could defend himself from many false beliefs and ways of thinking. He knew the rules of many
rituals, had important dreams all the time, and could gather and bind jinns and elemental forces.
However, his fear of the jinns was so great he wouldn’t even go to the bathroom at night without his wife
accompanying him. He sometimes attended to his family’s needs, and sometimes not. He was a simple, foolish,
and lazy man. With just a few changes he could have become quite balanced and more helpful to those around
him; yet he persisted in his useless behavior and so continued to suffer.
It’s the third person whom I really want to tell you about. According to my observations, he is the one who was
actually content and who to a certain extent had succeeded in creating a happy family. It was during some of my
excursions through the city, that a carpenter named Hamdun, who lived quite near me, caught my attention. He
was about forty-years-old, and from his countenance and the way he moved, it was easy to see that he was strong
and healthy. Whenever I passed by, we would greet each other, and he always seemed full of joy.
One day with the freedom due a holy fool, I took a seat in the corner of his shop. He welcomed me with
respect and happiness and sent his youngest apprentice to order some coffee. Brother Hamdun returned to planing
a piece of wood.
“Dede, a carpenter must not spend his time idly talking. These three apprentices are my sons, and I don’t wish
to be a bad example for them. So, if you will excuse me, I will work while we talk.”
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Two young men with arms like wrestlers, one about twenty, the other perhaps sixteen, were busy at their work
nearby. Further inside the shop, a plump boy of about nine, who had just returned with the coffee, was attempting
to separate the sawdust from the woodchips and put them into a sack. As I watched, I drank my coffee.
“Brother Hamdun,” I remarked, “so these, may God bless them, are your sons?”
“Yes, all three of them. The oldest, my first child, is almost twenty. He has already become one of the most
skillful and hard-working master carpenters in the region. He even learned new skills on his own, like the carving
of olive wood which I myself don’t know. Soon he will be better at it than the most experienced carvers in the
city. At present he earns one silver coin a day.”
“Oh! From whom does he get his wages?”
“From whom would he get them? From me. Suppose I didn’t have a son and hired a master craftsman to work
with me. Wouldn’t a master craftsman receive a silver coin a day? Instead of hiring someone from the outside, I
chose to employ my own sons.” Astonished, I asked,
“Does a father give daily pay to his sons?”
“Of course! If a boy doesn’t receive daily wages from his father who employs him, how is he going to learn
about the value of working? He will probably become lazy. With no real value given to his efforts, he will tend to
neglect things. He’ll feel that his father is supplying him with shelter in exchange for his work, and not simply
because he is a part of the family. As a result he loses his virtue. Instead, working together could be a useful
opportunity for a child to learn how to earn money and understand its value. This is why I pay my sons daily
wages. My second son receives ten kurush now, but in three days, when the new week begins, he graduates to
master workman status, and I will be raising his pay to fifteen kurush. My youngest son still receives twenty para,
the same amount that I first earned from my late master. He is hard-working and very enterprising, and may well
surpass his brothers one day. Though he really deserves a kurush now, I have not increased his wages because
from hurry and carelessness he has cut his hand twice. I don’t appreciate careless people, but if he doesn’t cut his
hand again, he will soon deserve a kurush a day.”
“This must mean that they also share the household expenses?”
“How could that be?” Hamdun replied. “Let’s suppose that I didn’t have any sons. Would my master craftsman
and apprentices share my household expenses? Or let’s suppose that like many others, my sons are incapable of
earning money for themselves. How could they share my expenses? Instead, my sons save what they earn.
Besides his wages, my oldest son has a considerable amount of capital which I put aside for him long ago.
Because he adds his wages to it, it will soon be almost equal to my capital. Before long, I’ll help him open a
proper workshop of his own or make him a partner in mine, and then perhaps marriage will follow so that our
home may be filled with the joys of grandchildren. And similarly with my second son, and the third, according to
their wishes.”
“Brother, this means that you are rather rich, aren’t you?” Hamdun called to his sons,
“Raise your arms, please.” The boys raised their arms.
“Look, Mirror Dede, don’t you agree that these eight arms are riches? As I said, I finished setting aside my
oldest son’s initial capital a long time ago. Soon I will complete my second son’s also. Dede, do you know that I
was married at the age of twenty? At that time my daily wages were seven kurush. My oldest son was born the
following year. My late master, Haji Murteza, raised my daily wages to fifteen kurush. He showed me a way.
From that day I began to save: sixty para [one and a half kurush] for my son’s money, as well as three kurush for
the time when I won’t be able to work due to sickness, ten para for the clothing expenses of poor children on
holidays, ten para as alms, three kurush to gather into capital, two kurush for our house rent, et cetera. The five
kurush remaining was enough for us to live on.” I replied,
“I’m astonished by this orderly life. This means your master Haji Murteza was a very good man.” The
carpenter’s eyes filled with tears,
“May the grace of God be upon him. Whatever I have is under his auspices.”
“May God increase your happiness. May God grant health and a long life for your wife and your sons,” I
responded.
This prayer of mine made the carpenter very happy. First his youngest and then the other sons came over and
kissed my hand. I became so happy at their situation that my eyes, which for a long time hadn’t had sufficient
reason to weep, either out of sadness or sweetness, now filled with tears.
“Tell me more about the life you live,” I said.
“We get up very early in the morning. Whether it is summer or winter, we wash our faces with cold water, and
then young or old, we each drink a cup of coffee. After chatting together for a while, we take the pot that was
simmered earlier by my wife to the table and drink some soup. Then my sons and I leave and walk to the
workshop. On the way one of us goes off to do the necessary household shopping for the day, takes it home, and
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meets the others at the workshop. When we are all together again, I discuss the work of the day with my sons, and
we all set about our tasks. Around noon, when we get hungry, the youngest goes home and brings our meal, and
we have a nice lunch. After lunch I order coffee from the nearby café and get a newspaper. My oldest son looks it
over and tells me the important news in it.”
“So! Your sons know how to read!”
“They can all read and write.”
“So you must have sent them to school at some time?”
“No. When a boy goes to the district school for years, he not only loses his virtue but learns very little. Instead,
I found a teacher who, before going to the school to teach, is willing to come by our shop early each morning. For
the fee of a coffee and two para, he teaches the children for half an hour. In a year, my sons could read the Holy
Qur'an and the newspaper; they also learned how to write as much as is necessary for us. In addition every year I
have bought books which this teacher has recommended. During noon breaks and sometimes at night, they read
these books.
“How do we live? At noon we have a break of an hour and a half. Sometimes we read the newspaper aloud, but
one can do whatever one wants for that time after lunch. We shut the workshop half an hour after the call to prayer
in the afternoon. In the late afternoon we take a short walk through the pleasant neighborhoods of the city. On
winter nights other artisans and neighbors and their wives visit our home.
“The other women love my wife very much because she never gossips. Every Friday my wife, my children,
and I have a picnic in our garden. So, our days pass in this way. Praise be to God that no sickness enters our
home. All through our lives, only twice have I fallen ill, and my wife only three times, because we eat and sleep
and get up regularly and we don’t eat indiscriminately. In short, a thousand praises and thanks be to God.”
3
I was living for a while in a city in Palestine. One evening after a very hot day, I wandered through the olive
groves towards an airy spot where most of the best cafés were located. The cafés were filled with people stupefied
by the heat.
For some reason people like harmless lunatics. So I received a number of invitations from those sitting in the
cafés to come sit and drink some coffee or smoke a water pipe with them. However, I showed no interest but, with
the airs of a coquettish girl who becomes more coy the more attention is paid her, continued to walk about as I
wished.
As I was passing the most elegant of the cafés, a waiter came running up to me. Nobody knows why it is that
service at cafés is an art especially reserved for the Greeks, but in Syria and Palestine, though every art studio and
workshop belongs to native people, the waiters in cafés and restaurants and taverns are all Greek. It was obvious
from his accent that this waiter who came running towards me was also Greek. With an odd mixture of Arabic and
Turkish, he called to me,
“Mirror Dede, some gentlemen are inviting you to join them; please come this way.”
“Which gentlemen? Do I know them?” He replied,
“The ones sitting under those trees.”
My feet were rather tired from wandering around, so in order to please these gentlemen, or rather to rest a bit
and please my heart, I accepted the invitation. Even as I was known to the people of the city by my mirrors, I also
was able to distinguish which of them were notables and high officials. I recognized the gentlemen in the corner
as the head secretary to the district director, the superintendent of the railways, the principal of the high school,
three high school teachers, and the chief engineer of the ministry of public works. When they saw me approach,
they playfully stood up with great respect.
“O fellow citizen, O Mirror, Sultan! O Mirror Dede, Mirror, the Pilgrim, here please!”
Playing my part, I answered appropriately and sat down in the chair they offered me. The waiter came, and the
head secretary asked,
“Your majesty, the Mirror, what would you like to drink?”
I asked for a water pipe. The waiter brought it and asked again what I would like to drink.
“Bring me whatever the gentlemen are having.” I said. The waiter responded,
“The gentlemen are drinking vermouth, so you would like the same?”
“Yes,” I replied, “eleven big ones.”
The gentlemen with me and those who spoke Turkish at nearby tables burst into laughter. When those who
didn’t speak Turkish inquired and found out what I had said, they too exploded with laughter. Now the subject of
107

conversation even at distant tables, I was being described by those who were aquainted with me as “a peculiar but
harmless mad fellow.”
Some foreign women were particularly impressed by my mirrors and the three rooster lollipops which I had
stuck into my turban. While I was drinking my vermouth, a lovely, sexy young woman at the other side of the café
who, judging by her manners was either English or American, ordered an ice cream for me. I immediately sent the
waiter to her with one of the lollipops from my turban. This gesture was appreciated by everyone, and the general
gaiety heightened.
Everyone applauded. Then as if the ladies were in competition with one another, they began sending me pies
and cakes. I gave my other lollipops away in return, but after more offers of buns and other des serts, I stood up,
gave a long cock crow, and spoke:
“Ladies and gentlemen! If I had known I would come here and receive so many offerings, I would have
brought a whole basket of rooster lollipops with me. Unfortunately, I brought only a few. So as a gentle reply to
those who have offered things to me but could receive nothing in return and to those who may offer in the future:
here, for you I’m crowing once again. This is your share.”
These words of mine were immediately translated for everyone’s benefit. Laughter skyrocketed. Joy and
happiness overflowed; everyone was delighted in the Mirror’s madness today.
Just as I was about to collapse due to the foolishness and narrow vision of these heedless people, a blind
woman entered the café. One could tell—by the way she walked, by the small girl at her side, by the high-quality
cloth of her now worn-out dress, and by her behavior—that she had probably never begged before in her life.
Perhaps not so long ago she had frequented this very café and lingered over refreshing sherberts. Returning here
as a beggar must have affected her deeply. It was as if her knees could not carry her, as if she were hammered to
the spot. She stood there frozen.
The miserable sight of this wretched woman, who apparently lacked the courage to step any further into the
gay atmosphere, made a strong impression on me. Forgetting to play “the mad one,” or rather assuming a different
role, I stood up. I turned the cloth of my turban into a beggars bag and first in Turkish, then in Arabic, French, and
German, called,
“Ladies and gentlemen! Please give alms to this poor woman!”
Astonished, everyone threw kurush, quarters—whatever change they had—into the cloth as I went among the
tables explaining the situation. In the blink of an eye, I had collected a few hundred kurush for her and put them
into her hands.
After this, the gentlemen who were sitting with me dropped their mocking attitude and began to treat me with
real respect. This was something I couldn't tolerate. In spite of their insistence I made up my mind to leave the
café and wander about freely in my own world. However, they insisted so much I finally accepted their invi tation
to stay and have dinner with them, saying to myself,
“Why not have a festive time like this among my souvenirs as well?” While we were eating, the high school
principal, who was sitting next to me, leaned over to speak into my ear:
“My friend, one has to be really blind not to see that under this shabby masquerade there exists a welleducated, mature man with a great and generous heart. When you saw the terrible situation of that poor woman
and stood up, the purity and nobility of your face made all of us obey in spite of your costume. We were charmed
and impressed. In order to gather a few hundred kurush of alms in a few minutes, one has to deeply affect the
spirits of those who would contribute. You accomplished this. Friend, why did you renounce the service of
mankind and choose this strange way of life and this odd clothing?”
The words of this young man were so full of purity and love that I answered him:
“My dear, if someone else had asked me this question, I would have dispelled it easily with a crazy answer.
But because of the purity I see in your heart, I will tell you the truth.
“I have been betrayed so often by people that, in order not to cause them any harm, I found it preferable to pass
my life pleasantly in the way in which you see me. Reflect on my words; what you make of them will be a benefit
which belongs to you.”
I said farewell to everyone, bowed, and returned to the quiet room of the house in which I was staying.
4
There was a noble man living among the people of a certain city in Syria. Over the years, through
extravagance and generosity, he had squandered the family fortune accumulated over centuries, but still,
compared to most people, he was fairly well off. Though this man had a strong build and was only sixty-five, his
body was worn out from overindulgence. He had never before married but now decided to attempt it. Perhaps he
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thought he might still have time to taste familial happiness or wanted to raise children who might remember him
after his death, though the likelihood of success at his age was rather slim.
Well, six months earlier a catastrophe had occurred, and news of it had spread throughout the area. Among the
wealthy people of that time there was a strange man who himself had not had a proper upbringing. As a result, his
son had become a well-known playboy, and his daughter although only thirteen had begun to make love with
whomever she encountered. She had, however, finally devoted her entire existence to a certain poor but uniquely
handsome boy, uniting with him alone.
Eventually, the father of the girl was informed. Although he had the right to demand that the young man marry
his daughter, he decided against it for he was extremely proud and miserly; the thought of marrying his only
daughter to such a poor man was not appealing. This scandal provided much food for gossip among the people of
the district.
One day the poor boy suddenly disappeared. A week later his body was found in a well. It was rumored that he
had been killed and deliberately thrown into the well; others said that he had committed suicide because of his
love and grief. The police investigated haphazardly, but as was often the case with affairs of the wealthy,
everything was covered over and forgotten.
After four or five months the family decided to attempt to marry this attractive, promiscuous young woman to
the older, wealthy gentleman who was looking for a wife. By marrying his daughter to such a nobleman whom no
one would slander openly, the girl’s father hoped to erase the memory of the young man’s death and also gain
access to the gentleman’s substantial fortune. The father of the girl knew that a girl of fifteen could be a deadly
poison for an old man.
The elderly gentleman was apparently hoping to regain some of his old glory before his life ended. Perhaps he
also wanted to benefit from the fortune of his future father-in-law, whose stinginess had not yet become apparent
to him.
It was rather obvious, though, that the father-in-law was the one who had the most to gain from the marriage.
Every wedding gift to the young girl would be but the harbinger of others to follow after the marriage; clearly, the
fortunes of the elderly gentleman would soon be depleted.
In those days, I had begun to shave carefully as though I was preparing for my final day. So I frequently
dropped into the local barber shop. One day when the barber saw me, he greeted me cheerfully,
“Hello! Welcome Mirror Dede!”
He invited me to sit down, and we began chatting. The barber was a very talkative man, always interested in
the affairs of his colleagues and the local people. He began,
“Have you heard, Mirror Dede? Miss ——, the fiancée of Mr, wants to see him. The gentleman will first come
here this afternoon. Why will he come? You will say, ‘It’s none of my business,’ won’t you? Today I have a lot of
work to do. I will dye his hair, beard, and moustache. I’ll apply silk thread to his face to remove those extra hairs.
Then I will wash his face with alum and latron water. I’ll repair his wrinkles. O Mirror Dede, my alum and latron
water is quite strong. Shall I spread some on your face too , to repair your wrinkles? May God save you. Your face
would tighten like a soldier’s drum, so tight no lines would be left. A bit of latron inside gives one a mental
brilliance, too … So, you don’t want it? Don’t move your head, or you’ll make me cut you.
“After I finish his make up, with his cane in hand, he will pass under the young girl’s window. Look, you can
keep a secret: the herbalist next door is preparing potency pills of devil’s shit for the gentleman. You understand?
There’s no more gunpowder in the old fellow. They say that devil’s shit is really strong. If I need some in my old
age, I’ll get some, too. I have the formula. By the way, Mirror Dede, have you ever taken pills made from devil’s
shit? They say it smells a bit, but anyway, what do you think about all this?
“This gentleman is about seventy. What does it mean to marry such a disaster of fifteen? If you ask me, when a
man reaches such an age, neither devil’s shit nor even goose shit would be of help. Undoubtedly he will surely die
soon after he marries. The gravedigger had better dig the grave two or three meters deep, and if he doesn’t die in a
few weeks as we expect, if he lasts five or ten months, it will have to be dug ten times as deep.”
“What’s the need for such a deep grave?” I asked.
“Oh, what’s the need? Will his horns be left in the air?” He burst into laughter. “If he survives a year, his horns
will grow as high as the minarets of the largest mosque. If only you knew what a skillful girl she is!”
He had finished shaving me, so I said good-bye to the gossiping barber and returned home.
This elderly gentleman was actually a good man. His financial loss had adversely affected no on but him, and a
large portion of his wealth had gone to comfort the poor. He was more admirable than you might have realized.
He was even kind to me and with true nobility always tried to please my heart. I felt sure that he wouldn’t be able
to tolerate the scandals that would undoubtedly start after the marriage; I hated to see his days end so tragically, so
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I decided to do something for him. I thought for a while and then went shopping. I bought a small tin of gray
polish and took it to my place which was at the end of the square near his house.
I loved to make excursions among the vegetable gardens along a stream at the outskirts of the city. While
wandering there, I sometimes saw an old abandoned donkey. The beast, weary of life, cast amourous glances with
his tired eyes. I went in search of him and finally found him near a ditch filled with water. I put the rope I had
prepared around his neck and began to pull. This donkey had been diving into his own thoughts for such a long
time that he had turned into a philosopher accustomed to viewing life as a transitory and empty thing.
Suddenly he realized that the rope of ownership was again around his neck and, quickly becoming obstinate,
attempted to reclaim his freedom. Remembering his youth, he stretched out his legs and stubbornly refused to
walk, but the poor thing was really the picture of weakness. It didn’t take him long to realize that resistance was
of no use. Soon he became quite philosophical again and, as if to show everyone that it was necessary to surrender
under such obligations, he began to follow me with slow and dignified steps. Some mischievous boys, seeing me
return with the donkey, gathered into a parade behind me.
“The Mirror Dede is going to sell wood!” they screamed.
By the time I had approached my place, the number of children following me had grown to more than fifty.
The town fool who watched even the simplest thing with grave intensity soon joined their ranks.
Perhaps the uproar of the children attracted the nobleman’s attention, for as we passed in front of his stately
home, he looked out of his window. When I came to the middle of the square, I tied the donkey to a small rock
and started walking towards my hut. I got some water and soap, returned to the donkey, and began washing it
carefully.
The gentleman still watched me from his window. After I washed the donkey, I dried him and carefully began
to rub his hair with the large piece of alum. Then I turned him towards the sun and cleaned the matted hair in his
ears and on his feet. More and more spectators began to gather. They watched with great astonishment as I began
to apply the gray dye. After half an hour’s work, the donkey was shining like a Venetian mirror.
The gentleman’s butler came over and invited me in. I had been expecting the invitation. The gentleman
greeted me joyfully and right away asked,
“Mirror Dede! What are you doing? Truly, no one expects reason in your affairs, but what is this you are
doing? Whose donkey is this? Why did you dye it?” I replied,
“Sir, this poor animal is almost twenty-four years old. That corresponds to sixty or seventy years for men. I
also have a young female donkey that is five years old. I will breed them. The world has changed, and the female
donkeys have changed too. Now they put on coquettish airs. The hair of that poor old donkey had fallen off; his
bones were in the open, and no brightness remained in the rest of the hair he still had. I knew very well that no
young female donkey would desire him. So, I dyed him with varnish that he might begin to shine like a frisky
young donkey. Tomorrow, I will get some paste from the herbalist that contains devil’s shit and mix it with his
fodder. He will soon begin to neigh and prance like a horse! Before I dyed him, I washed him with latron and
alum water. If I make him drink a little, too, his body will tighten like a drum; he’ll lose his laziness and will
attract the young female.”
The gentleman was looking at my face in astonishment. He spoke,
“Mirror Sultan, nobody takes you seriously, but this thing you have done isn’t wise.”
“Sir, why do you say that? A lot of old men do exactly the same thing to themselves. Donkeys have no reason.
The young donkey may well be deceived by the dye and be drawn to approach her new partner. However, human
beings have intelligence; their females are not so easily deceived. The men who do this sort of thing are only
deceiving themselves, not the females. So, people aren’t really any wiser than I am.
“As for the ‘elixir of youth,’ the life of the human being is divided into phases. An elixir is a very useful thing
in one’s youth, but the ‘elixir of youth’ given to an old man who has reached his maturity puts his natural life in
danger. Though this is a plain truth, many aging people still experiment with elixirs. So, there really isn’t anything
unusual about my donkey’s situation.
“But, for example, suppose the young donkey sees this old donkey at a distance and is deceived by his
appearance and tries to unite with him; it’s natural that the fraud will become apparent when they come together.
What will happen after that? The young female will leave this poor old one and run away to look for a fresh
young mate proper for herself, right? This poor old donkey of mine, though he is a donkey, will then pass the last
of his days in jealousy and grief. Such a pity!”
As I continued speaking, the face of the gentleman began changing colors from white, to red, to white again.
Wrapped in thought, he rang the bell for his servant.
“Please prepare coffee for us immediately,” he said “We’ll drink it with the Mirror Dede.”
110

The coffee arrived. The gentleman had taken out a pen and some paper from a chest of drawers, and while we
drank our coffee, he wrote and thought and wrote again. When he had finished, he held my hand and spoke,
“Mirror Dede, your medicine was really quite bitter, but it has completely succeeded. By saving me from
despair at the end of my life, you have proven that you are not a lunatic but a saint. Take this paper and read it,
please.”
Filled with sadness, I took the paper from him and began to read. The gentleman was informing the father of
the young girl that he had decided to give up the arranged marriage for reasons of health. I stood up to go. Before
saying farewell, the gentleman begged me to visit him often.
I did visit him frequently. For six months we enjoyed pleasant and useful conversations. From his words and
behavior, I could see that he was really a very mature person. Not long after that he became ill. His last words
were:
“My dear Mirror, I owe this world and the next world to you because you have saved me from a tragedy. If you
hadn’t been around, the fortune and estate that I leave behind would have become the instrument of useless
pleasure for one who would have made a mockery of me; I would have writhed in torture in my grave. It is
through your example and your conversation that I have realized that people have a broader family in the world
than just their blood family. I am happy to see that this is the world of humanity. As I don’t have any relatives, I
have willed that an orphanage be founded with my remaining fortune. Now I can die comfortably.”
Indeed, after his death, an orphanage was founded. On Friday nights orphans visit his grave, and the
prayers\fn{Note: “The Fatiha (Surah I of the Qur'an) the quintessential prayer of the Islamic faith which is at the core of every prayer
offering. It is often reflected upon at the beginning of any enterprise, as well as being recited at births and deaths and as a blessing offered
at the grave of a loved one: In the name of God, the Beneficent and Merciful. All praise be to God Lord of all worlds, the infinitely
Beneficent and Merciful, Master on the day of reckoning. You alone do we worship. You alone do we ask for help. Guide us on the straight
path, the path of those you have blessed, not the path of those who have brought down your wrath, nor of those who have gone astray.” }

offered by those innocent mouths naturally make his spirit happy. May God have mercy on him.
90.53 The Storks\fn{by Avetis Aharonian (1866-

)}

Igdir-Mava, Kars Province, Turkey (M) 5

In the center of the vast and busy courtyard arose the ancient oak tree..
The solitary tree stood like a gray-haired giant who had lost his way in olden times and had put his hand to his
forehead to look into the distant horizons.
With its thick and knotty trunk, capped proudly with many and dense branches, it rose up silently, thoughtfully, and from on high ruminated over the evil and the good in this world.
It neither bent nor moaned under the gusts of the storms, and neither did it smile up toward the sun; it knew
that it had been like that and would continue to be like that always.
Far above, on top of it, two storks had built their nest; and many pairs of sparrows had in turn built their nests
under the protection of the big one. While beneath, within the shadow of the tree and under its sheltering wings,
generation after generation of men had been born into sorrow and joy, had suffered, had lived and died one after
another like an endless chain of sadness and laughter.
And during each spring, the storks would come from the far-off places, and would repair their nest for a new
life.
Every morning, with the ringing of the church bells at the break of dawn, when the rays of the rising sun were
still wet and the many-colored mist still covered the countryside, the song of the storks would spread through the
atmosphere and over the roofs of the village, like a song of prayer to a dark god who had the mystic threads of life
in his hands as the aged toller of the church bells had their threads in his.
Then the sparrows would begin chirping below the nest of the storks, but the nearness of those small and
impertinent neighbors would not bother the storks—they had generously left the lower portions of the tree to the
sparrows and were living their lives above their noisy chirping and paid no attention to their comings and goings.
When the threatening shadows of the hawks or the eagles would come too low over the sparrows, who would then
rush about terror-stricken, the male stork would stretch out his neck like an arrow for a moment, would defiantly
look upward, and would flap his wings until the dangerous vulture had gone away.
Storks like calm and order about them. Every spring blind love would boil within them and would trouble their
bodies like a burning fever and then it would die out quietly into their cold, cold plumage.
For days thereafter, the male would fly out all alone to hunt for food, while the female stork, as if drunk with
joy, would spread herself out heavily over her eggs, sometimes dreaming with half-shut eyes, at other times
gazing out into the distance from whence would appear her mate. He would soon come with a large frog or a long,
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limp snake in his beak which he would throw before her, and then he would bend his neck, stick out his beak, and
cackle happily and triumphantly.
And this would happen every day until one morning the mother would gently tap the eggs with her beak and
the furry small heads would stick out from them.
The chicks …
Just then the male would arrive again and the two storks would begin their song of happiness under the warm
soothing rays of the sun. They would look, at the chicks with amazement, caressingly, and their white feathers
would tremble under a shiver of joy and their beaks would gently caress the silky down of the little things. One
life would shorten, while; another would lengthen like the evening shadows.
From then on the parents would leave the chicks to the mercy of God and would set out for the rocky or
marshy lands.
It was necessary to feed the little ones.
Their necks drawn in, their searching gaze bent down to the ground, the storks would swing about for hours in
wide circles and would go down and rise up again until they sighted the prey, which, in the meantime, would be
playing on the burning slopes of the deserted mountain under the hot sun rays. Then from on high, the stork would
strike the earth like lightning; the snakes would roll about themselves and hide their heads in mortal fear of the
flapping wings; the lizards would rush for nearest cracks in the rocks. But in vain. The sharp and long beak of the
stork would snap like a knife at the tail of a lizard or would find the head of a snake and would crush it.
And one after the other, the storks would return to their nest with the still bleeding prey held tightly in their
beaks for their chicks. Then, while the little ones hungrily tore at the flesh of the reptile, the storks would throw
back their heads and would cackle for the whole world to know what a fine life it was.
The little ones would be growing from day to day and would be getting taller and taller. While waiting for their
parents, they would often play with the sparrows, or would strike their lively and gossipy neighbors to drive them
out of their own nest.
And then again at fall, when the leaves of the oak tree would turn yellow, when the wind would be blowing
cold and freezing stories into the branches of the tree, in place of two, five storks would set out for the distant
seas, the unknown countries and the new light.
The tree would then be abandoned to the sparrows, the storms and the freezing tales.
*
That winter, there was a wedding under the oak tree. In the center of the drunken and lustful dance and under
the feverish rhythm of the drum, the huge ox bellowed endlessly until it was slaughtered and its red blood sprung
out in fiery streams under the butcher’s knife; the dancers thumped with maddening strength; the bridegroom’s
aged father drank the red wine, cried and laughed at the same time, and kissed the wrinkled forehead of his old
wife.
The beautiful bride came and adorned her new hearth like a flower.
And life was both good and beautiful.
*
Next spring, the storks were late in returning. It was the month of March; the sparrows were already chirping
happily beneath the nest of the storks where each pair of them had built its own nest; the big one above them was
still unclaimed.
The oak tree rocked back and forth thoughtfully. Each morning, the old man would look up to the top of the
tree, his hand held against his forehead, and would remain downcast.
There were no storks.
“Why haven’t they come yet? Why, O Lord?” he would mutter. “Was the bride’s coming here unlucky?”
The old man was pained and in deep fear; without the storks, life would not be complete, one wing of the
newly awakening life would be broken
It was spring. The oxen and the water-buffaloes came out of the barn without being greeted by the storks; they
came out twirling their tails and with a restless fire burning in their eyes. The plough-cart was yoked and carried
creaking to the field; the flocks of sheep climbed up the mountainsides obedient to the shepherd’s flute; the new
brides went out to gather vegetables, while the girls looked at their newly filled breasts and chuckled mischiefvously.
*
The sun was smiling from above. Like the burning gaze of a love-sick young man, its warm rays penetrated
into mother earth and awakened there the sleeping seeds with their delicate green shoots that sprung upward after
the first thunder and rain, and cried and laughed, like the trembling virgin girl after her first kiss. Under the sun112

beams, the buds on the trees broke out into flowers and the bees buzzed through the air and sucked in avidly the
sweetness of the flowers.
The storks had not yet come.
And each morning, the old man would look up at the oak tree with his dimming eyes, and then would let his
head fall hopelessly upon his chest.
“If only is were not an evil sign. Why haven’t they come yet?” he would mutter.
In the streams the frogs had already begun to croak tirelessly and lustfully; again the snakes came out of their
lairs, licked the dewy grass thirstily, hissed about the females, let their tongues fall and then spread themselves out
under the warm rays; while the green lizards eyed them in fear and amazement.
The old man prayed every day for the storks to come and then looked in growing anger at his daughter-in-law.
Then one day—suddenly and who knows from what distant places, over what roads—came the storks, with the
reflection of strange suns in their eyes and the breath of the storms through which they had passed still blowing
through their feathers.
The delayed wayfarers arrived tired and breathless, flapped their wings their necks hanging far down, cackled
their satisfaction, and then quietly picked at their feathers, rearranged them and spread themselves out over their
long-deserted nest.
“The Lord be praised,” cried the old man that morning and crossed himself. “Welcome! May you bring us
good luck, O kind creatures.”
You would suppose that the storks understood the old man’s blessing, for both of them began singing their
cackling song.
“You carne very late this year,” chirped the sparrows, “our eyes turned to water waiting for you, bless you.”
“We met a storm on the way,” said the storks, and began repairing their nest; the winter previous had stormed
over the naked cap of the oak, and their nest had many cracks.
“What merciless wreckage,” muttered the female, looking over their ruined nest.
“We too went through many black days,” chirped the sparrows; “what a winter that was, what storms and
winds; while with you, over there far, far away …”
“Always sun, always bright skies,” replied the male; “we were swimming in sunbeams all the time.”
“Always sun?” the sparrows asked in amazement. “Are you going again in fall?”
“Yes, of course, we will go.”
“But what about the storms, the seas?”
“Foolish chicks, when you fly toward the sun, of what count are the seas and the storms?”
“But if you fall dead on the road?”
“Our children will go toward the sun, then their children, then—”
“Then what?” chirped the sparrows.
“Then this,” angrily said the male stork, “then this—that a foolish sparrow’s thoughts can’t reach out for the
sun.”
“We are all right here,” came in an aged sparrow. “We fly about in daytime, play and get warm; while at nights
the eaves of the roofs are good enough and warm enough for us.”
“Under the roofs of others’ houses! Shame on you, you beggars,” replied the stork and grunted scornfully
through his beak.
Under the old sparrow’s instigation, the other sparrows chirped loudly and all together to cover up the stinging
words of the stork.
“Chirp, chirp, chirp! The brains of the tall are in their feet, Mister Nomad,” said the sparrows and flew away
hurriedly and dispersed.
*
Many days passed; the storks worked feverishly, patched up and fixed their nest. It was again a fine nest, with
soft grass and moss in the center and strong twigs on the edges as protection.
Thereafter, only the female would crouch over the soft nest, while the male, standing beside her and staring
into her gray eyes, would be waiting for those mystic sounds. Then suddenly one day, the lustful storm broke out
again; they trembled and their necks twirled around each other, and the passion of their two bodies filled the nest.
They were both drunk with desire; their cackling was heard; all day long and through the night, under the raging
winds when the oak tree shook and trembled, and under the shining stars. In that peaceful nest a secret conflagration flared out and stormed through the bodies of the storks, which were like a sheaf of straw in a flaming furnace.
They were late in meeting the call of life and now were in a hurry.
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The male stork had flung his life into an all-devouring furnace where he was defeated; the cackling stopped, as
stop the trumpets when the fierce battle rages; only their passionate and choked hissing cut through the air from
within the thick leafage of the tree.
The sparrows held their breath and crouched into their nests below, from where they were listening mischievously and intently; then they all flew out together and went to chirp to the whole world the secret of the noble
creatures up above them.
While farther below, the young groom smiled meaningfully at his bride, while from under the red veil shone
two sparks of desire out of her beautiful eyes.
The suns that were yet to come—weren’t they waiting for the new ones that would come, that would come as
the hypnotic rush of a deluge?
That evening, the newlyweds went to bed early. On top of the oak tree, the storks were worn-out, tired from
their passions and were resting; while below, within the house, the eternal and golden dream was being dreamt in
the darkness, and the boy and the girl wept and laughed together on its scorching wings.
Calmly time yawned in the silence, long, long ago tired of both tears and songs.
The old man and the old woman were deep in sleep, like an oven that had been used for a long time, but was
now covered with ashes.
Only the tree was alive and was rocking back and forth with the gusts of the winds that were trying to tell a
funny tale to the whole world.
*
Again many days went by. High up in the nest, the stork began to hatch. At the same time, a hen also spread
out its wings over seven eggs. But four days later, the unfortunate hen became thin, sickly, and then died, and the
eggs became orphaned.
The ingenious new bride gazed up at the nest on top of the tree where the female stork was quietly waiting.
Wasn’t it possible to place the eggs of the dead hen under the stork? Seven chicks would be quite something
for the fall. The young man and his wife, agreed on this, and the young man climbed up the tree, drove the stork
away, picked up the eggs in the nest and placed in it the other eggs.
Instinct betrayed the stork. The poor creature alighted back on her nest and began sitting on the hen’s eggs with
the same love as she had done on her own.
More days passed, then one morning suddenly a violent storm broke out on top of the tree.
The seven chicks had broken through their shells and had come out and were chirping loudly, while the two
storks had moved back to the edge of the nest and with great amazement were looking at these strange creatures
to which they had given birth, but which did not look like them. The female stork was looking at the male mournfully, painfully; while the male, enraged and puzzled, was searching in her soul for the explanation. They both had
questions, but there was no answer. But what happened to them that were to come to fly upward toward the sun?
And who were these? And where did they come from?
The question was there, the terrible question: their race was dying, the proud race of the storks.
And they flew up and whirled around the tree and their nest, as if to throw their sorrows out to the winds; then
they descended again. The puzzle was still unsolved—the seven chicks of the hen, with small yellow beaks,
swollen stomachs, ugly wings, feet that were lost in their downy feathers, miserable chirping, fearful colors …
Tooh!
Abortions!
Who brought them there? Where did they come from?
“Where are they that were coming to fly up toward the sun?” was asking the male stork, prying into the eyes of
his mate with cutting shafts.
Then madly he scrambled the chicks to look for his loss. Where was the erect, graceful neck that was to cut
through the clouds like an arrow? Where was the long and sharp beak from which snakes were to tremble? Where
were those proud legs, red and strong, which were to walk in the marshes? Where were those dream creatures that
were to soar in the skies, that were to sail through the storms with their mighty wings and were to cut in autumn
through endless seas, towards new horizons, new stars, new suns?
His mate also, powerless and wavering, searched carefully within that miserable brood for the secret that was
driving them mad. The male stork was cackling furiously, threateningly, twirling his neck as if to shatter
something. looking into the heavens, seeking God, and then again looking at his mate with his fiery eyes.
“What have you done? What have you borne?”
Sorrow was wreaking havoc on top of the tree.
The sparrows were chirping impertinently below. The female stork was silent as if caught in sin, was only
looking at the chicks, feeling the down on them with her beak, looking to find her own brood among them.
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In vain. These were not storks. They were not there.
And while the young man and his bride were rejoicing down below over the quarrel on top of the tree, the old
man put his hand to his forehead, looked long and sorrowfully, and said:
“You did not do well”—he shook his head—“to set God’s creatures on fire. It wasn’t good, it wasn’t good.”
*
The sun was bright; the skies were clear. Suddenly, the male stork flapped his wings and flew up, circled
angrily about the nest a few moments, then stretched out his neck, winged through the breeze, flew far away and
was lost beyond the horizon.
The female was left alone, uncertain arid mournful, gazing at the restless chicks one moment, then looking into
the distance in which her mate had become hidden. She was looking and waiting. Her mate was not in sight. Had
he deserted his nest and was never to come back? Or had he gone to find the explanation for that terrible
calamity?
The sun sank lower.
Then suddenly the skies darkened with harried, shouting multitudes of storks. There were a thousand there, and
yet they were coming endlessly. All the nearby storks had called each other and were rushing toward that ominous
tree where a crime had been committed, a crime against the whole race of the storks.
It was an alarm.
They were coming singly; in pairs, in groups, in flocks, their necks stretched out like arrows in flight, their
wings flapping in wrath, shoving against each other, and hurrying to arrive as soon as possible at the solitary tree
where a traitorous female had cut the chain of their existence, of their generations.
The village trembled. Trouble was brewing under the skies like clouds that were filled with thunder. From on
high there came the sounds of the flapping and soaring storks, and of their choked and strange cries that burst out
like the roar of a suffering multitude. They were circling about the tree as if mad, as if out of their minds; they
were flying downward toward the nest, looking at the chicks and at the crouching stork there, then again flying
upward to incite the anger and the terror of the flock still more.
“We saw, we saw with our own eyes the traitor and her abortions.”
It was a judgment; there was no protector; all of them were accusing. And the verdict was ready in the
muscular tremor of their wings.
A world was being destroyed, and the destroyer was she that had thrown a strange and alien generation on the
eternal path of the proud and wise birds, on that path which God Himself had measured and fashioned.
The verdict was not long in being carried out; the screeches of the flocks that had covered the skies rose into
terrifying proportions; the cackling rose as sharp thunder; the orderly rows mixed up as if gone crazy suddenly;
cries and screams, anger and sorrow, grief and affliction had filled the air; and the shuddering village was
breathlessly waiting for the outcome; the old men were praying, the old women were weeping, the young people
were looking up with wide open mouths.
Then all of a sudden this white hurricane of the thousands of birds struck at the top of the oak like a gigantic
mass of thundering clouds. Tree and nest were lost in the onslaught of the maddened flocks; then began the
merciless carnage as the exacting repayment for the crime; each stork more bloodthirsty than the other, dove
down toward the nest to be the first one there and wreak vengeance. In their unreasoning madness, they struck
against each other, they flapped their wings and smote with their bills, and bunch upon bunch of their white
feathers were thrown into the air. And one by one, with the strokes of their bills, they killed the terror-stricken
chicks and threw their gory bodies down to the earth; then they took hold of the female stork, snatched out her
feathers one by one, bit into her naked flesh, and cast off the corpse down from the tree.
Then they destroyed the polluted nest, drew the twigs off and cast them into the winds, and left only the black
skeleton of that proud nest on top of the tree.
The skies cleared by evening; and behind the dying twilight the great avenging multitude flew away from the
cursed tree, noiseless like a funeral procession.
It was done. Night came; the darkness came and covered the whole world. The villagers trembled with the
nightmare. The oak tree rocked sadly back and forth and shook its darkened summits. The deserted mourned at
the puzzle of life and wept in the impenetrable silence.
*
He, the male stork, had gone away.
The dilapidated, wrecked nest rocked back and h on top of the tree like a mutilated dragon.
There was mourning below. The old patriarch was in deep terror for his hearth-fires. He was trying to forget
this terrible event. So he ordered the tree to be cut down, to be burned and its ashes thrown into the four winds.
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The whole village was demanding the same thing. The ax struck the thick trunk of the tree; but at that moment
a stork appeared from on high and flew n into the ruined nest.
It was the male stork.
The ax came to a stop; the tree remained standing; the calamity that had come over the home of the man
continued to hover above it; his cup of bitterness had not filled up completely.
The solitary bird had come to mourn forever over sad destiny. Alone, he sat quietly over the wrecked nest, his
head hanging low, his feathers ruffled, his wing hanging down hopelessly like tattered clothes, and his eyes
darkened with his deep sorrow. For days he surrendered himself to his uprooted dreams, spreading his sadness
over himself, over that cruel house and the whole village.
“Ah, all God’s creatures have sorrow for their own people,” muttered the old man tearfully, seeing the great
sadness of the bird, a sadness for which there could be no remedy now. “It was an evil thing. Forgive us, Lord,
and have mercy on us.”
The villagers on their way to the fields did not want to look at the oak; they would hurriedly pass by it, shaking
their heads ominously.
*
Autumn came; the winds blew more fiercely; the fields became naked; the migrating birds came together in
flocks to muse over their long flights; all the nearby storks called each other, bade farewell to their nests, and,
with the new generations winging behind them, for the last time they filled the air with their cackling, and flew
across the storms toward the distant suns.
The mourning stork looked at the departing flocks that were passing above him, listened to the flapping of
their wings, dreamed of the endless horizons, of the dangerous paths and the warm suns that were scintillating in
the far off distances. Flock after flock, like long caravans, departed stork, crane, black bird, and swallow; there
were left only the impudent sparrows that were jumping around the ruined nest, chirping maliciously and playing.
“Hey, hey, all the others have gone! Chirp! chirp! Your suns, your suns!”
They were mocking him.
The stork was silent, his head fallen upon his chest, his wings loose and powerless, sunk hopelessly into his
sorrow.
The winds became mercilessly cold. The yellowed leaves of the oak dropped one by one and spread out.
noisily over the damp ground; a white mist covered the naked branches each night; the butterflies died, the fields
trembled with the stifled waiting, the flocks, of sheep went into the barns, the ox and the water buffalo hung their
necks obediently over their mangers; smoke rose upward from out of the huts. Soon it would snow.
The mourning stork was still there, on top of the wind-beaten oak, over the ruined, wrecked and cursed
remnants of his nest.
The warms suns were so far away, he was so weak, his sorrows so deep … If only death … but death was very
slow in coming.
One night, it finally snowed, the pure and spotless snow; it fell and covered the whole world.
On top of the oak tree, in the ruined nest, the stork had fallen and was shrouded with the white snow.
The old man saw this and wept bitterly at the curse of life.
*
That winter a babe was crying in the hut.
Then the door creaked and a coffin was brought out.
The old man was dead.
The sparrows were chirping under the eaves of the houses …
143.13 1. Princess Radiant 2. The Hobgoblin’s Bonnet 3. Haro And Baro: Three Folktales\fn{by Hakob Hadloyan
(c.1868- )} Koph, Bitlis Province, Turkey (M) 6
1
Once upon a time there was a young man, and though he was in no way ill-favored in his person, he seemed to
have no luck whatsoever, and however so many times his old mother, a widow, went the rounds of all the families
with marriageable daughters to dispose of, not a single one of them would accept her son for a husband. The
parents of the girls would only laugh in her face, and ask:
“Do you really think that your miserable son is a fair exchange for our fine daughter?”
Well, some time passed, and the young man sank into deep despair. He could not eat, he could not drink, he
could not sleep. Soon he was nothing but skin and bones, his body wasted away like an old, threadbare rag. His
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mother could see that he was eating his heart out with grief, but what could she do about it? You cannot sue for a
girl’s hand by force! So the youth sat and wept with frustration, and cursed his ill fate.
But for every ill, they say, there is a remedy, and one day the young man said to himself:
“You poor fool, what binds you to this place? Girls have not disappeared entirely from the face of the earth!
There will be many others elsewhere. Let us go and see what blind chance may have in store for us!”
So he put a loaf of bread in his knapsack, and set out along the highway. He went a long way, he went a short
way, and then he felt weary, and sat down to rest a while at the side of a well, intending to drink of its water, and
then go on his way. As he stooped to drink, he sighed a great sigh.
“A-a-a-akh!” he sighed.
“What is the matter?” suddenly exclaimed a voice. It was clearly that of a girl, but there was no one there to be
seen.
“Oh!” cried the young man. “Who said that?”
“It was I,” said the voice. “I asked you what was the matter.”
“Who are you?” said the young man. “I hear a voice, but see no one!”
“Have you never heard of me?” replied the voice. “I am called Lusaghen, Radiant, daughter of the King of the
Waters. I live with my papa and mama in this well. As soon as I saw you, I fell madly in love with you. It was
love at first sight. Go quickly, tell your mother to come and ask my father, the King, for my hand in marriage on
your behalf!”
“If it is like that,” said the young man, hesitantly, “just show yourself for a minute, and let me look at you!”
“I cannot do that,” said the voice. “You will understand later why I cannot.”
The young man was bewildered. He plunged his head quickly into the well, and peered beneath the surface, all
round. But there was neither man nor beast to be seen. He heard only the soft rippling of the water.
“By Allah!” he cried. “My eyes and ears have deceived me! For what man ever heard a person who could
speak, or utter sounds, and yet was nowhere to be seen? Alas, blind Fate! Why do you play tricks with me? Let
me get up and go on my way!”
“Dear friend,” said the maiden Radiant’s voice from the pool. “I am not deceiving you. Go back home, and
you will find your walls and roof made of gold and silver, and bread and all manner of provisions on your table. If
you do not find this to be so, then I have indeed deceived you. But if you find it to be true, then tell your mother to
come to my father, the King, and ask for my hand on your behalf. Go, see, and believe.”
So the young man returned the way he had come. When he arrived home, he saw that all that the voice had told
him was now true! The walls and the roof of the house were indeed made of gold and silver! Gate and gable, all
was changed beyond recognition, and the table groaned under the weight with all manner of provisions fit for a
king!
“Mother!” he exclaimed. “Who has transformed our house like this? Who has covered the table with all that
food?”
“For the life of me, I know not!” replied his mother. “I went outside, heard a voice—and there was only a
voice to be heard, and nothing to be seen—a voice which said: ‘Walls and roof, turn ye to gold and silver! Table,
deck thyself with food!’ Then I looked round, and the house was completely changed! ‘Can this be our house?’ I
said to myself. ‘Is that our table?’ That is how it all happened!”
“I know it is true, mother!” said her son. “All this is the doing of the Princess Radiant! She lives in a well, by a
spring. You can hear her voice, but there is nothing else to be seen. She told me to come back and ask you to visit
her father, the King of the Waters, to ask for her hand on my behalf!”
“May I lay down my life for her!” exclaimed the good woman. “Do you think I should go straight away?”
“I do, mother,” said the young man. “Go now. Perhaps my luck has changed.” He explained to his mother how
to get to the well, and she rushed out of the house, ran up to the water’s edge, and called down:
“Princess Radiant, may I die at your feet! I am the mother of the young man you wish to marry. Tell your
father that I have come to ask him for your hand and to take you back with me as my daughter- in-law!”
No sooner had she spoken, than a tall, imposing figure began to rise slowly and majestically from the well. The
old woman beheld a handsome old man, with a crown of gold on his head, clad in purple robes, with eyes as green
as glass, with a beard that looked as if it had been carved from green marble, and bearing a staff of mother-ofpearl in his hand. It was the King of the Waters.
“Greetings, gossip King!” said the old woman. The King smiled benignly.
“May naught but good befall thee!” he said. “But I have not yet given your son my daughter’s hand in
marriage, and you already call me gossip?”
“Well, will you give me your daughter, so that I can take her to my son?” said the old woman.
“Not yet,” said the King of the Waters. “I shall give your son my daughter’s hand, but only on one condition.”
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“What condition, gossip King?” said the old woman.
“If your son can retrieve from my enemy, the King of the Forest, the chest of clothes he stole from my
daughter, with the result that she has nothing to wear and dare not venture out of this well, naked as she is, then I
shall give her to him to be his bride. If he can’t, I shan’t! Go back home, where you will find a fully harnessed
horse standing in your yard, ready for your son’s journey. His saddle is of mother-of-pearl, his bridle is of silver,
his horseshoes are of gold, and a fine steel sword hangs from his saddle!”
The old woman went back home, and behold! There in the yard stood a richly accoutered horse, with a saddle
of mother-of-pearl, a bridle of silver, horseshoes of gold, and a fine steel sword hanging from the saddle. There
could be only one like him in the whole world! Joyfully she told her son what the King had said.
“My boy,” she said, “your father-in-law, the King, will give you his daughter on one condition, namely, that
you go and retrieve from his enemy, the King of the Forest, the chest of clothes he stole from his daughter. If you
don’t, he won’t. What do you say, my son?”
“What can I say, mother?” said the young man. “I have never ridden a horse, or wielded a sword! What can I
do?”
By God’s command, the horse opened his mouth and spoke.
“Fear nothing,” he said. “I shall keep you firm in the saddle. But the King of the Forest is of a most grotesque
and fantastical shape, and if any man’s eye fall on him, his heart will stop beating right away. As soon as you pick
up the chest, he will seek to terrify you. But however much he may roar, ‘Creature of clay, look behind you, and
whatever you ask for, I shall give,’ you must pay no attention, and not look back. If you do, you will be turned
into a tree of the forest!”
“Very well!” said the young man. “If that is how it is, let us be on our way!”
The young man leapt on to the back of the horse, and galloped away until he came to the forest. Now in this
forest, but do not breathe a word of it to him, all the trees were in fact grotesquely enchanted human beings. Their
heads were like wicker-work baskets, their feet were all twisted and tangled roots, and their faces were as black as
niggers. No sooner did they set eyes on the young horseman, than they began to roar and moan and dash their
branches furiously against each other, so that the whole forest seemed to be shaken by a violent earthquake. Their
King, who towered above them like a lobster with a thousand claws and feet, thrashed about him in a frenzy.
“Seize him! Seize him!” he roared. “It is an age since last I tasted man’s flesh! Catch him, trees! Catch him!”
The sight and sound of the rustling, roaring trees struck terror into the heart of the young man, and he almost
turned back. But his horse encouraged him.
“Do not be afraid,” he said. “It is all but empty sound and fury. Ride on!”
The youth summoned up his courage and urged the horse forward. His sword flashed in his hand, and he laid
about him on all sides. Leaves and branches scattered around him, until at last his sword thudded down on the
back of the King of the Forest’s neck, sending his head one way, and his body the other. When the forest trees saw
that their King was slain, they fell suddenly silent. The youth dismounted, picked up the chest which had been
hidden in the undergrowth, leapt back into the saddle, and galloped off as fast as he could. As he went, the trees
began to roar and moan again.
“Look back, look back!” they cried. “If you fail to look back, you will turn into a tree!”
The youth nearly dropped the chest and almost did look back, but his horse bade him be of good heart, and he
galloped on until he came to the well. There he called down into the depths of the water:
“Princess Radiant, daughter of the King of the Waters, I have brought back your clothes. Come out, dress
yourself, and let us be off!”
At these words, the King of the Waters emerged from the well, approached the young man, and embraced him
warmly and kissed him on the forehead. Then he shouted back down the well:
“Daughter, put your head out of the water! The young man has brought your clothes back! Come out, and put
some clothes on at last!” The princess, her cheeks burning, poked her head up out of the water.
“If you will turn your backs, I shall put my clothes on,” she said.
The King and the young man turned their backs, and Princess Radiant stepped out of the well, and dressed.
And there before the young man stood such a wonderfully beautiful fairy maiden, that if you saw her, you would
be as one bewitched, unable to touch a morsel to eat or a drop to drink. She came up to the young man and put her
arms round him, and kissed him, and when she had received her father’s blessing, she swung herself up on to the
horse’s croup, and rode behind the young man back to his house.
When the young man’s mother beheld her beautiful daughter-in-law, she almost went out of her wits with
admiration, and rushed from one quarter of the village to the other, announcing to all her family and to all and
sundry the news of the wedding of her son.
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“High and low, wives and maidens, come in your droves!” she shouted. “Tonight is the wedding, all green and
red, all bright and beautiful, of my son and the Princess Radiant, daughter of the King of the Waters!”
Of course, those girls who had declined to marry the widow’s son were too ashamed to go to the wedding, and
they slunk off to sulk in a corner and beat their heads against the wall. But all the others came, and for seven days
and seven nights, to the noise of pipes and drums, the wedding feast went on.
And as they met with their hearts’ desire, so may we also!
2
Once upon a time there was a young man who set out from home and wandered about in order to see the
world. He walked on and on until he came to a certain place, and when he looked, he saw an old man sitting at a
crossroads sunk in thought, telling his beads. The young man went up to him, greeted him courteously, and asked:
“Grandfather, where do these roads lead to?”
“The right-hand road leads to Good Fortune, the left-hand road leads to Misfortune,” replied the old man. The
young man thought and thought, and said to himself:
“Am I so blind as to walk willingly into Misfortune? I shall take the road that leads to Good Fortune.”
The old man remained where he was, and the young man set off along the right-hand road. He walked and
walked, on and on, until he finally arrived at a deep valley, and there in the valley he saw two men thumping,
tugging, and grappling among themselves.
“My good fellows, why are you fighting?” he asked.
“Good stranger,” replied one of the men, “my younger brother and I are always squabbling, because we can
never agree on what is a fair division of property. The inheritance left by our father must be shared equally
between us, but whenever I lay claim to anything, my brother says it is his. Tell us, if you will, what would be the
sensible thing to do.”
“What does your inheritance comprise?”
“Well, dear man,” said the other, “it comprises one hobgoblin’s bonnet, and one magic wand. If you put the
hobgoblin’s bonnet on your head, you become invisible, and if you wave the magic wand and say where you want
to go, it will take you there. That is what our father left us.”
“Brothers,” said the young man. “I can see only one way to reconcile you, and that is to take the bonnet and
the wand myself. Then there will be no more words between you, and no more fights.”
“Why, brother, the Lord have mercy on your old father, you are right!” said the elder brother. “Take these
causes of many a headache away with you, and good luck to you.”
The young man took the hobgoblin’s bonnet and the magic wand. He placed the bonnet on his head, and
waved the wand.
“Come, O wand,” he said. “Take me to the palace and pavilion of a king with a beautiful daughter!”
He immediately faded out of sight, and flew away. The two stupid brothers made their way home, full of
gratitude to the young man who had made such a judicious decision for them and had thus freed them for ever
from their continual scuffling and squabbling.
The young man landed in a pleasant pavilion within a royal seraglio. He went inside, took off his bonnet, and
put his magic wand on one side. The King’s eye fell upon him.
“How did you get into my palace and pavilion?” he said.
“Long live the King!” said the young man. “I have come to ask you to entrust me with a task. Appoint me
magistrate or manual laborer, I shall not fail you!”
“Very well,” said the King. '”I have many tasks to be performed, and I shall give you one. But it is very
difficult!”
“Just tell me what it is, and never mind its difficulty!”
“Well,” said the King. “Go to my daughter’s pavilion and station yourself at the door. There make sure that no
man or man-like creature, no wolf or wild beast, no animal or such-like being gets in to her. If you can do that,
then do it. If not, I’ll chop off your head!”
“I’ll stake my eyes on success!” said the young man.
“God be with you then,” said the King. “Go.”
So the young man set off, and whether he went a long way or a short way, only God knows, but he finally
arrived on a mountain-side where the pavilion of the King’s daughter stood. He stationed himself at the door, but
when he had stood there for a long time, he could control his patience no longer, and he went into the princess’s
room. There in the room sat a damsel as fair as a young gazelle, playing with her long, dark hair. Her fingers
rippled through her thick tresses as though through dark molten wax, and her black hair shone as though drops of
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milk or flakes of snow were sprinkled among it. The princess did not observe the young man, and finally tiring of
her sport, she lay down to sleep.
At midnight the maiden opened her eyes, and rose and went to open her casement window. As she looked out,
she saw a gigantic demon, his mouth belching flames and fire, striding towards her. The apparition came to a halt
beneath her window.
“Daughter of the King!” it cried.
“What is it?” replied the princess.
“I have come to carry you away.”
“Where-to?”
“Back to my house, to be my wife!”
As it spoke, it came into the house, and the young man watched as it caught up the princess in its arms, and
hugged and kissed her. Finally it marched off with her back to its house, and showed her a great pi1e of golden
treasure.
“Wand,” said the young man, left behind in the princess’s pavilion, “carry me to the giant’s house!” He placed
the hobgoblin’s bonnet on his head, and in the twinkling of an eye he stood in the giant’s house, invisible, and
listened.
“King’s daughter,” the giant was saying, “I shall give you all this golden treasure, if you will be my wife.”
“Very well,” said the princess, “but give me until tomorrow to think it over.”
“Very well!” said the giant. “You shall have till tomorrow to think it over. I shall go for a walk. But let me tell
you what to do. Standing by the door of my room there is a long shaft of bone. Pick it up when you come, and
give three loud knocks on my door with it. Then I shall know that you will be my wife, and I your husband. But if
you give three soft knocks, that will mean that you do not accept me. Then I shall revert to my old, satanical ways,
and shall come and settle my account with you!”
“So be it!” said the princess.
The giant skipped joyfully away, and left the princess to herself. Suddenly she saw the young man standing in
front of her. He had removed the hobgoblin’s bonnet.
“Oh!” she exclaimed. “Who are you?”
“I am a servant of your father, the King,” replied the youth, “and I have come to offer you care and
protection.” The princess’s heart went out to the young man.
“Flee while you still have time,” she said, “or the giant will kill you. There is, alas! nothing you can do.”
“Don’t be afraid,” said the young man. “The giant cannot touch me. Hurry, let us take the giant’s golden
treasure and escape with it. Wand, take us to the golden treasure, and then bear it and us back to the palace of the
King!”
No sooner said than done! The princess and the young man flew back through the air with the golden treasure
and alighted in the King’s palace. The King was overjoyed to see his daughter again, and turning to the young
man, he said:
“Young man, whoever up to now stood guard at my daughter’s pavilion was never able to defend himself
against the giant. How did you manage to save your skin, and bring my daughter back with you?” The youth
revealed his secret to the King, and then said:
“Long live Your Majesty! I have returned your daughter to you. But on our way here, we plighted our troth,
and wish to marry. What is your pleasure in that matter?”
“I am well pleased, my son,” replied the King. “So be it!”
“Then there is only one thing,” said the youth. “There must be no wedding until the giant is slain.”
“I agree,” said the King. “May the Lord grant you his aid!”
The young man set off and came to the giant’s stronghold. The monster was hopping up and down with rage,
foaming at the mouth, with huge flames coming out of his eyes and mouth, while his howls of wrath shook the
countryside all around: there was no man or man-like thing, no wolf or wild beast, no animal or such-like
creature, no rock or shrub, no earth or water that did not tremble and shake to hear him. The invisible youth drew
his sword and struck off his head. Then he returned to the palace. The King commanded his men to see to the
preparations for the wedding. For seven days and seven nights the wedding feast went on, and as they met their
hearts’ desire, so may you also.
3
Haro and Baro became friends, and set out on the road together. On the way Haro became blind, and the stick
in his hand had to take the place of eyes.
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“However shall I manage to lead you about all the time?” complained Baro, who remained hale and hearty, at
every opportunity.
They walked on and on until they came to a forest on the slopes of Mount Amarven, just as darkness was
falling. They camped under a tree. Baro was very frightened, and was trembling with fear before anything had
happened at all. When it was time to go to bed, Baro quickly climbed up the tree.
“If anything comes to gobble us up,” he said, “it is better it should eat you. You are blind, and would be no
great loss to the world.”
“Baro,” said Haro, “why do you always throw my disability in my face? It is not very kind of you.”
Baro said nothing.
No sooner had the sun set, than a pack of wolves began to howl in the distance, and their howls grew louder
and louder as they came nearer and nearer. When he heard this, Baro trembled so much up in the tree that he lost
his grip, and slipped, and fell to the ground with a loud thud, biting his tongue and almost breaking his back. He
crawled up to his companion.
“Don’t be afraid,” said Haro. “I shall arrange things so that when the wolves see us, they will think there are
more than two of us here.”
And indeed, when the wolves arrived, their eyes shining in the darkness like candles, they halted some distance
away from the tree. They huddled together and looked. Haro and Baro were walking nonchalantly about under the
tree, seemingly unafraid.
“There must be quite a crowd of them over there,” said the largest among them. “We should get the worst of it,
so let us go about our business!” So they left Haro and Baro, and went on their way.
“Do you see how I fooled the wolves?” said Haro. “If they had seen you hiding in the tree, as you were doing
before you fell down, they would have known that you were afraid, and they would have come and eaten you, and
me with you!”
“They couldn’t have eaten me!” said Baro.
“Why couldn’t they?” said Haro.
“Wolves cannot climb trees,” said Baro.
“They would not. have had to,” said Haro, “since you would have tumbled out of the tree in sheer terror!”
Baro said nothing.
They lay down and fell asleep. At daybreak they got up and resumed their journey. They walked on and on, but
there seemed to be no end to the dark and terrifying forest. They grew tired, and lay down to rest under another
tree. Baro clambered hastily to the top, while Haro remained underneath.
As soon as the sun set, the roaring of a pack of bears began to rumble through the forest. Bears? Every one was
as big as an ox! No sooner had Baro heard them coming, than thrump! down he tumbled to the ground, biting his
tongue and almost breaking his back! He crawled up to his companion.
“Don’t be afraid,” said Haro. “I shall deceive the bears as I deceived the wolves!”
And indeed, the bears came nearer and nearer, but they halted at some distance from the tree, not daring to
venture any farther, for they also took the carefree behavior of the two men to indicate the presence of many
others.
“There must be quite a crowd of men over there,” said the biggest of the bears. “If we try anything, we shall
get the worst of it, so let us rather go about our business!” So they left Haro and Baro, and went on their way.
“Do you see?” said Haro. “If the bears had seen you hiding in the tree, they would have known that you were
afraid, and they would have come and eaten you, and me with you!”
“They couldn’t have eaten me!” said Baro.
“Why couldn’t they?” said Haro.
“Bears cannot climb trees,” said Baro.
“It is true that bears cannot climb trees, but they would not have had to,” said Haro, “since you always tumble
out of the tree in sheer terror!”
Baro said nothing.
They got up the next morning and continued their journey. They walked on and on, and still there seemed to be
no end to the forest. They grew weary, and lay down to rest under another tree. Baro made immediately for the top
of the tree, while Haro remained underneath, undid his bed-roll, and laid out a meal of bread, onions, and sour
cheese.
“Baro,” he said, “come and eat.”
“I am not eating,” said Baro, sulking.
“Why not?” said Haro. “Are you not hungry?”
“I am hungry, but I do not want to eat anything.”
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“Come on down,” said Haro, “I cannot eat all by myself. I just could not swallow properly.”
So Baro came down from the tree, and they devoured the bread, onions and sour cheese with great relish. Then
Haro grew thirsty.
“Baro,” he said, “lead me to the spring.”
“Not I!” exclaimed Baro. “I am not moving from here, by Allah! You go by yourself!”
So Haro picked up his stick, guided himself to the spring by the sound of its running waters, scooped up a
handful of water, and drank it. Just at that moment a bird alighted in a tree, opened its beak and spoke.
“If you sprinkle your face with the water in that spring,” it said, “your eyes will see again.”
Haro sprinkled his face with water from the spring, and immediately recovered his sight. Completely cured, he
returned to his friend, and found him sitting up in the tree again. When Baro saw that Haro could see again, he
marveled greatly.
“What restored the sight to your eyes?” he asked.
“I could suddenly see again, just like that!” said Haro. “Glory be to God, a bird told me what to do, saying that
if I sprinkled my face with water from the spring, my eyes would see again.”
“Well!” said Baro. “Let us go to the spring together, and I shall sprinkle my face with the water. Then I shall
see even better.”
“Very well, let us go,” said Haro.
They went to the spring. Baro sprinkled his face with the water, but all went dark before his eyes, and he could
not see at all.
“Haro!” he cried. “You have betrayed me! I have gone blind!”
“How is that possible?” exclaimed Haro.
“There is no doubt about it, by Allah!” said Baro. “I cannot see anything at all!”
Haro called up to the bird.
“Bird, bird, I beseech you, listen to me! I have got well, but my friend has gone blind. Show me how he is to
be cured,” he said. “It is very wrong. He is my friend!”
But the bird did not reply, and flying out of the tree, was immediately lost to view.
“What am I to do now?” said Baro.
“God is merciful,” replied Haro. “Take my stick, and let us go on our way.”
Haro took his friend’s arm, and they continued their journey. They walked on and on, and finally came to a
place where they stopped to rest. It was right in the middle of the forest. The trees pressed thickly upon them. The
light of the sun could not penetrate the dense foliage, and darkness reigned all around.
“Haro, I am very thirsty!” said Baro.
“Then let us go to the spring,” said Haro, and they went to the spring together.
Haro helped Baro kneel down, and scooping up a handful of water Baro drank it, and then sprinkled his face
with the water hoping that it would restore his sight. But it was no use: he remained as blind as before! They went
back, intending to continue their journey, when they suddenly heard the whinnying of a horse, and the sound of
men’s voices. The voices came closer and closer.
“They are robbers!” said Baro. “They will certainly kill us!”
“Do not be afraid,” said Haro. “We have escaped from the wolves and bears. Why should we be frightened of
men?”
No sooner had he said this, than a huntsman on a white horse, who was in fact the King of that country, came
to a halt in front of them.
“Who are you? Where are you going?” he said.
“Long live the King! We are two travelers,” replied Haro. “I am Haro, and this is my younger brother Baro.”
“What are you doing in this forest?”
“It lay on our path,” replied Haro. The King turned to his men.
“These seem to me to be a treacherous couple!” he said. “Seize them, tie up their hands, and take them back
with us! We shall throw them into the dungeons, and see who they really are!”
The King's men tied their hands together, and pushing them in the back, drove them back to the King’s capital,
where they cast them into a dark, damp and freezing dungeon where not even a dog would survive for long.
“Haro,” said Baro.
“What is it, Baro?” said Haro.
“Where are we?”
“We are in a dungeon.”
“Can we ever get out of this predicament?”
“God is merciful,” replied Haro. “He will open the door for us.”
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A few days later they were brought before the King. At the side of the King sat his only daughter. Once you
had set your eyes on her, you could eat and drink no longer! She was a queen of the maidens of Paradise. Her eyes
were large and lustrous, her countenance like the full moon, her body whiter than linen. As soon as she saw Haro,
her senses swam, and she fell deeply in love with him.
“You came to my country to spy and collect information for my enemy, did you not?” said the King.
“God bless the King!” said Haro. “We know nothing of such things! We are two poor, unfortunate youths who
are seeking employment and a way to make our living.”
“I do not believe you,” said the King.
“Then do not believe us,” said Haro. “We are not deceiving you, but if you wish to, hang us, or burn us alive!”
The King clapped his hands, and half a dozen of his men armed with lances ran up.
“Take them away and hang them!” commanded the King.
At this, however, the princess turned to her father, the King.
“Father,” she said, “why are you having these men hanged? They seem innocent enough to me. Do not harm
them. Keep them with us, and let us interrogate them. If they prove to be false, let us hang them, and throw them
into the fire. But unless you test a man, you cannot know his worth.”
The King did not wish to reject his only daughter’s suggestion, and declared that it was his pleasure that each
of the two companions should give an account of himself, separately, to the princess, that she might decide
whether or not they were telling the truth.
So the two friends told their story to the princess separately, whereupon she went to see her father, the King.
“Your Majesty, father,” she said. “Their story is such and such. He who can now see, was blind; and he who
could once see, has become blind. Command the physician Loqman the Wise to restore the sight of him who is
blind.”\fn{Loqman, or Luqman, was a legendary sage and physician celebrated throughout the Middle East, said by some to be a son of
Job’s sister or aunt; by others to have been a disciple of David; by others a judge in Israel; by others to have been an emanicipated
Ethiopian slave and the author of numerous fables current under his name. }

And so the famous Loqman went to the dungeon and restored Baro’s sight. Baro fell at the princess’s feet.
“O wise princess,” he cried. “You do not yet know the whole of our story! You have saved us temporarily from
hanging. You have restored my sight, so that I now see better than ever before, and yet do not know how to look
my friend in the eye! I beseech you, hang me, but do not touch my dear companion Haro!”
“Indeed it is true!” said Haro. “Unless you test a man, you cannot know his worth!”
Haro took one arm, and the princess the other, and they lifted Baro to his feet. The maiden went back to her
father the King, explained to him her intentions, namely to marry Haro, which the King welcomed gladly. And so
Haro became the husband of the fair princess, and Baro was their best man.
Three apples fell from Heaven: one for Haro, one for Baro, and one for the fair princess.
95.208 The Emperor Of Elam\fn{by Harrison Griswold Dwight (1875-1959)} Constantinople (now Istanbul), Istanbul
Province, Turkey (M) 23
The first of the two boats to arrive at this unappointed rendezvous was one to catch the eye even in that river of
strange craft. She had neither the raking bow nor the rising poop of the local mehala, but a tall incurving beak, not
unlike those of certain Mesopotamian sculptures, with a windowed and curtained deck-house at the stern. Forward
she carried a short mast. The lateen sail was furled, however, and the galley was propelled at a fairly good gait by
seven pairs of long sweeps. They flashed none too rhythmically, it must be added, at the sun which had just risen
above the Persian mountains. And although the slit sleeves of the fourteen oarsmen, all of them young and none of
them ill to look upon, flapped decoratively enough about the handles of the sweeps, they could not be said to
present a shipshape appearance. Neither did the black felt caps the boatmen wore, fantastically tall and knotted
about their heads with gay fringed scarves.
This barge had passed out of the Ab-i-Diz and was making its stately enough way across the basin of divided
waters below Bund-i-Kir, when from the mouth of the Ab-i-Gerger—the easterly of two turbid threads into which
the Karun above this point is split by a long island—there shot a trim white motor-boat. The noise she made in the
breathless summer sunrise, intensified and reechoed by the high clay banks which here rise thirty feet or more
above the water, caused the rowers of the galley to look around. Then they dropped their sweeps in astonishment
at the spectacle of the small boat advancing so rapidly toward them without any effort on the part of the four men
it contained, as if blown by the breath of jinn. The word Firengi, however, passed around the deck—that word so
flattering to a great race, which once meant Frank but which now, in one form or another, describes for the people
of western Asia the people of Europe and their cousins beyond the seas. Among the friends of the jinn, of whom
as it happened only two were Europeans, there also passed an explanatory word. But although they pronounced
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the strange oarsmen to be Lurs, they caused their jinni to cease his panting, so struck were they by the appearance
of the high-beaked barge.
The two craft drifted abreast of each other about midway of the sunken basin. As they did so, one of the
Europeans in the motor-boat, a stocky black-mustached fellow in blue overalls, wearing in place of the regulation
helmet of that climate a greasy black beret over one ear, lifted his hand from the wheel and called out the Arabic
salutation of the country:
“Peace be unto you!”
“And to you, peace!” responded a deep voice from the doorway of the deck-house. It was evident that the
utterer of this friendly antiphon was not a Lur. Fairer, taller, stouter, and older than his wild-looking crew, he was
also better dressed—in a girdled robe of gray silk, with a striped silk scarf covering his hair and the back of his
neck in the manner of the Arabs. A thick brown beard made his appearance more imposing, while two scars across
his left cheek, emerging from the beard, suggested or added to something in him which might on occasion become
formidable. As it was he stepped forward with a bow and addressed a slim young man who sat in the stern of the
motor-boat. “Shall we pass as Kinglake and the Englishman of Eothen did in the desert,” asked the stranger.
smiling, in a very good English, “because they had not been introduced? Or will you do me the honor to come on
board my—Ark?”
The slim young man, whose fair hair, smooth face, and white clothes made him the most boyish looking of that
curious company, lifted his white helmet and smiled in return.”
“Why not?” he assented. And, becoming conscious that his examination of this surprising stranger, who looked
down at him with odd light eyes, was too near a stare, he added: “What on earth is your ark made of, Mr. Noah?”
What she was made of, as a matter of fact, was what heightened the effect of remoteness she produced—a hard
dark wood unknown to the lower Karun, cut in lengths of not more than two or three feet and caulked with reeds
and mud.
“‘Make thee an ark of gopher wood,’” quoted the stranger. “‘Rooms shalt thou make in the ark, and thou shalt
pitch it within and without with pitch.’”
“Bitumen, eh?” exclaimed the slim young man. “Where did you get it?”
“Do you ask, you who drill oil at Meidan-i-Naft?”
“As it happens, I don’t!” smiled the slim young man.
“At any rate,” continued the stranger, after a scarcely perceptible pause, “let me welcome you on board the
Ark.” And when the unseen jinni had made it possible for the slim young man to set foot on the deck of the barge,
the stranger added, with a bow: “Magin is my name—from Brazil.”
If the slim young man did not stare again, he at least had time to make out that the oddity of his host’s light
eyes lay not so much in the fact of their failing to be distinctly brown. gray or green, as that they had a translucent
look. Then he responded briefly, holding out his hand:
“Matthews. But isn’t this a long way from Rio de Janeiro?”
“Well,” returned the other, “it’s not so near London! But come in and have something, won’t you?” And he
held aside the reed portiere that screened the door of the deck-house.
“My word! You do know how to do\fn{To treat.} yourself!” exclaimed Matthews. His eye took in the Kerman
embroidery on the table in the center of the small saloon, the gazelle skins and silky Shiraz rugs covering the two
divans at the sides, the fine Sumak carpet on the floor, and the lion pelt in front of an inner door. “By Jove!” he
exclaimed again. “That’s a beauty!”
“Ha!” laughed the Brazilian. “The Englishman spies his lion first!”
“Where did you find him?” asked Matthews, going behind the table for a better look. “They’re getting few and
far between around here, they say.”
“Oh, they still turn up,” answered the Brazilian, it seemed to Matthews not too definitely. Before he could
pursue the question farther, Magin clapped his hands. Instantly there appeared at the outer door a barefooted Lur,
whose extraordinary cap looked to Matthews even. taller and more pontifical than those of his fellow countrymen
at the oars. The Lur, his hands crossed on his girdle, received a rapid order and vanished as silently as he came.
“I wish I knew the lingo like that!” commented Matthews.
Magin waved a deprecatory hand. “One picks it up soon enough. Besides, what’s the use—with a man like
yours? Who is he, by the way? He doesn’t look English.”
“Who? Gaston? He isn’t. He’s French. And he doesn’t know too much of the lingo. But the blighter could get
on anywhere. He’s been all over the place—Algiers, Egypt, Baghdad. He’s been chauffeur to more nabobs in
turbans than you can count. He’s a topping mechanic, too. The wheel hasn’t been invented that beggar can’t make
go round. The only trouble he has is with his own. He keeps time for a year or two, and then something happens
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to his mainspring and he gets the sack. But he never seems to go home. He always moves on to some place where
it’s hotter and dirtier. You should hear his stories! He’s an amusing devil.”
“And perhaps not so different from the rest of us!” threw out Magin. “What flea bites us? Why do you come
here, courting destruction in a cockleshell that may any minute split on a rock and spill you to the sharks, when
you might be punting some pretty girl up the backwaters of the Thames? Why do I float around in this old ark of
reeds and bulrushes, like an elderly Moses in search of a promised land, who should be at home wearing the
slippers of middle age? What is it? A sunstroke? This is hardly the country where Goethe’s\fn{ Johann Wolfgang von
Goethe (1749-1832), German poet, dramatist, novelist, and scientist.} citrons bloom!”
“Damned if I know!” laughed Matthews. “I fancy we like a bit of a lark!”
The Brazilian laughed too. “A bit of a lark!” he echoed. Just then the silent Lur reappeared with a tray. “I say,”
protested Matthews. “Whiskey and soda at five o’clock in the morning, in the middle of July—”
“1914, if you must be so precise,” added Magin jovially. “But why not?” he demanded. “Aren’t you an
Englishman? You mustn’t shake the pious belief in which I was brought up, that you are all weaned with Scotch!
Say when. It isn’t every day that I have the pleasure of so fortunate an encounter.” And, rising, he lifted his glass,
bowed, and said: “Here’s to a bit of a lark, Mr. Matthews!”
The younger man rose to it. But inwardly he began to feel a little irked.
“By the way,” he asked, nibbling at a biscuit, “can you tell me anything about the Ab-i-Diz? I dare say you
must know something about it—since your men look as if they came from up that way. Is there a decent channel
as far as Dizful?”
“Ah!” uttered Magin slowly. “Are you thinking of going up there?” He considered the question, and his guest,
with a flicker in his lighted eyes. “Well, decent is a relative word, you know. However, wonders can be
accomplished with a stout rope and a gang of natives, even beyond Dizful. But here you see me and my ark still
whole—after a night journey, too. The worst thing is the sun. You see I am more careful of my skin than you. As
for the shoals, the rapids, the sharks, the lions, the nomads who pop at you from the bank, et cetera—you are an
Englishman! Do you take an interest in antiques?” he broke off abruptly.
“Yes—though interest is a relative word too, I expect.”
“Quite so!” agreed the Brazilian. “I have rather a mania for that sort of thing, myself. Wait. Let me show you.”
And he went into the inner cabin. When he came back he held up an alabaster cup. “A Greek kylix!” he cried.
“Pure Greek! What an outline, eh? This is what keeps me from putting on my slippers! I have no doubt
Alexander \fn{Alexander the Great (356-323BC), king of Macedonia, conqueror of the Persian Empire .}left it behind
him.Perhaps Hephais-tion drank out of it, or Nearchus, to celebrate his return from India. And some rascally
Persian stole it out of a tent!”
Matthews, taking the cup, saw the flicker brighten in the Brazilian’s eyes.
“Nice little pattern of grape leaves, that,” he said. “And think of picking it up out here.”
“Oh you can always pick things up, if you know where to look,” said Magin. “Dieulafoy and the rest of them
didn’t take everything. How could they? The people who have come and gone through this country of Elam! Why
just over there, at Bund-i-Kir, Antigonus fought Eumenes and the Silver Shields for the spoils of Susa—and won
them! I have discovered—But come in here.” And he pushed wider open the door of the inner cabin.
Matthews stepped into what was evidently a stateroom. A broad bunk filled one side of it, and the visitor could
not help remarking a second interior door. But his eye was chiefly struck by two, three, no four, chests, which
took up more space in the narrow cabin than could be. convenient for its occupant. They seemed to be made of the
same mysterious dark wood as the “ark,” clamped with copper.
“I say! Those aren’t bad!” he exclaimed. “More of the spoils of Susa?”
“Ho! My trunks? I had them made up the river, like the rest. But I wonder what would interest you in my
museum. Let’s see.” He bent over one of the chests, unlocked it, rummaged under the cover, arid brought out a
broad metal circlet which he handed to Matthews.
“How would that do for a crown, eh?”
The young man took it over to the porthole. The metal, he then saw, was a soft antique gold, wrought into a
decoration of delicate spindles, with a border of filigree. The circlet was beautiful in itself, and astonishingly
heavy. But what it chiefly did for Matthews was to sharpen the sense of strangeness, of remoteness, which this
bizarre galley, come from unknown waters, had brought into the familiar muddy Karun.
“As a matter of fact,” went on the Brazilian, “it’s an anklet. But can you make it out? Those spindles are
Persian, while the filigree is more Byzantine than anything else. You find funny things up there, in caves—”He
tossed a vague hand, into which Matthews put the anklet, saying:
“Take it before I steal it!”
“Keep it, won’t you?” proposed the astonishing Brazilian.
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“Oh, thanks. But I could hardly do that,” Matthews replied.
“Why not?” protested Magin. “As a souvenir of a pleasant meeting! I have a ton of them.” He waved his hand
at the chests.
“No, really, thanks,” persisted the young man. “And I’m afraid we must be getting on. I don’t know the river,
you see, and I’d like to reach Dizful before dark.”
The Brazilian studied him a moment.
“As you say,” he finally conceded. “But you will at least have another drink before you go?”
“No, not even that, thanks,” said Matthews. “We really must be off. But it’s been very decent of you.”
He felt both awkward and amused as he backed out to the deck, followed by his imposing host. At sight of the
two the crew scattered to their oars. They had been leaning over the side, absorbed in admiration of the white jinnboat. Matthews’ Persian servant handed up to Magin’s butler a tray of tea glasses—on which Matthews also noted
a bottle. In honor of that bottle Gaston himself stood up and took off his greasy cap.
“A thousand thanks, Monsieur,” he said. “I have tasted nothing so good since I left France.”
“In that case, my friend,” rejoined Magin in French as good as his English, “it is time you returned!” And he
abounded in amiable speeches and ceremonious bows until the last au revoir.
“Az, plaisir!” called back Gaston, having invoked his jinni. Then, after a last look at the barge, he asked over
his shoulder in a low voice: “Who is this extraordinary type, M’sieu Guy? A species of an Arab, who speaks
French and English and who voyages in a galley from a museum!”
“A Brazilian, he says,” imparted M’sieu Guy—whose surname was beyond Gaston’s Gallic tongue.
“Ah! The uncle of America ! That understands itself! He sent me out a cognac, too! And did he present you to
his dame de colnpagnie? She put her head out of a porthole to look at our boat. A Lur, like the others, but with a
pair of blistering black eyes! And a jewel in her nose!”
“It takes you, Gaston,” said Guy Matthews, “to discover a dame of company!”
*
When the white motor-boat had disappeared in the glitter of the Ab-i-Diz, Senhor Magin, not unlike other
fallible human beings when released from the necessity of keeping up a pitch, appeared to lose something of his
gracious humor. So, it transpired, did his decorative boatmen, who had not expected to row twenty-five miles
upstream at a time when most people in that climate seek the relief of their serdabs—which are underground
chambers cooled by running water, it may be, and by a tall badgir, or air chimney. The running water, to be sure,
was here, and had already begun to carry the barge down the Karun. If the high banks of that tawny stream
constituted a species of air chimney, however, such air as moved therein was not calculated for relief. But when
Brazilians command, even a Lur may obey. These Lurs, at all events, propelled their galley back to the basin of
Bund-i-Kir, and on into the Ab-i-Shuteit—which is the westerly of those two halves of the Karun. Before nightfall
the barge had reached the point where navigation ends. There Magin sent his majordomo ashore to procure
mounts. And at sunset the two of them, followed by a horse boy, rode northward six or seven miles, till the city of
Shuster rose dark above them in the summer evening, on its rock that cleaves the Karun in two.
The Bazaar by which they entered the town was deserted at that hour, save by dogs that set up a terrific barking
at the sight of strangers. Here the charvadar lighted a vast white linen lantern, which he proceeded to carry in
front of the two riders. He seemed to know where he was going, for he led the way without a pause through long
blank silent streets of indescribable filth and smells. The gloom of them was deepened by jutting balconies, and
by innumerable badgirs that cut out a strange black fretwork against amazing stars. At last the three stopped in
front of a gate in the vicinity of the citadel. This was not one of the gateways that separate the different quarters of
Shuster, but a door in a wall, recessed in a tall arch and ornamented with an extraordinary variety of iron clamps,
knobs, locks, and knockers.
Of one of the latter the charzadar made repeated use, until someone shouted from inside. The horse-boy
shouted back, and presently his lantern caught a glitter of two eyes in a slit. The eyes belonged to a cautious
doorkeeper, who after satisfying himself that the visitors were not enemies admitted the Brazilian and the Lur into
a vaulted brick vestibule. Then, having looked to his wards and bolts, he lighted Magin through a corridor which
turned into a low tunnel-like passage. This led into a sort of cloister, where a covered ambulatory surrounded a
dark pool of stars. Thence another passage brought them out into a great open court. Here an invisible jet of water
made an illusion of coolness in another, larger, pool, overlooked by a portico of tall slim pillars. Between them
Magin caught the glow of a cigar.
“Good evening, Ganz,” his bass voice called from the court.
“Heaven! Is that you?” replied the smoker of the cigar. “What are you doing here, in God’s name? I imagined
you at Mohamera, by this time, or even in the Gulf.” This remark, it may not be irrelevant to say, was in German
—as spoken in the trim town of Zurich.\fn{The Germans, as well as the French and British, interested themselves in the Middle
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East for political purposes during the 19th and 20th centuries, primarily in Turkey and Bulgaria, but in Persia (Iran) as well. It was all part
of what was called The Great Game—i.e., who would eventually become the master of Central Asia, for it was generally believed that
Russia was militarily incapable of such a task—and in any event, none of the other Great Powers (as these countries were all known at that
time) wished Russia to succeed in such a task, preferring to dominate the economic resources of this area themselves.}

“And so I should have been,” replied the polyglot Magin in the same language, mounting the steps of the
portico and shaking his friend’s hand, “but for—all sorts of things. If we ran aground once, we ran aground three
thousand times. I begin to wonder if we shall get through the reefs at Ahwaz—with all the rubbish I have on
board.”
“Ah, bah! You can manage, going down. But why do you waste your time in Shuster, with all that is going on
in Europe?”
“Humph!” grunted Magin. “What is going on in Europe? A great family is wearing well cut mourning, and a
small family is beginning to turn green! How does
that affect two quiet nomads in Elam—especially when one of them is a Swiss and one a Brazilian?” He laughed,
and lighted a cigar the other offered him. “My dear Ganz, it is an enigma to me how a man who can listen to such
a fountain, and admire such stars, can perpetually sigh after the absurdities of Europe! Which reminds me that I
met an Englishman this morning.”
“Well, what of that? Are Englishmen so rare?”
“Alas, no—though I notice, my good Ganz, that you do your best to thin them out! This specimen was too
typical for me to he able to describe him. Younger than usual, possibly; yellow hair, blue eyes, constrained
manner, everything to sample. He called himself Mark, or Matthew. Rather their apostolic air, too—except that he
was in the Oil Company’s\fn{ This would be the Anglo-Arabian Oil Company, the precursor to all the other until very recently
European- or American-dominated oil companies founded in the Middle East.} motor-boat. But he gave me to understand that
he was not in the Oil Company.”
“Quite so.”
“I saw for myself that he knows nothing about archreology. Who is he? Lynch? Bank? Telegraph?”
“He’s not Lynch, and he’s, not Bank, and he’s not Telegraph, neither is he consul, or even that famous railroad.
He’s—English!” And Ganz let out a chuckle at the success of his own characterization.
“Ah! So?” exclaimed Magin elaborately. “I hear, by the way, that that famous railroad\fn{ The Cape-to-Cairo
Railway, a late-19th-century project of Cecil Rhodes and his cohorts, designed to unify a projected British Empire stretching in unbroken
territorial control from Egypt to South Africa. The project was temporarily abandoned because of German control of Tanganyika
(Tanzania), then known as German East Africa, an area not under British suzerainty until 1918 .} is not marching so fast. The Lurs

don’t like it. But sometimes even Englishmen,” he added, “have reasons for doing what they do: this one, at any
rate, seemed more inclined to ask questions than to answer them. I confess I don’t know whether it was because
he had nothing to say or whether he preferred not to say it. Is he perhaps a son of Papa, making the grand
tour?”\fn{It was customary for the sons—occasionally, the daughters—of wealthy European and American families to “tour Europe” for
an extended period of time somewhere near their twenty-first birthday, to add to their character at least a veneer of “civilized behavior”
through contact with cultures other than their own. This was called the “Grand Tour.” Russia and the eastern European countries were not
generally visited—they were perceived as dismal and unromantic places—but the rest of Europe, the Mediterranean basin, and Egypt (if
nothing else) was considered fair game.}

“More or less. Papa gave him no great letter of credit, though. He came out to visit some of the Oil people.
And he’s been here long enough to learn quite a lot of Persian.”
“So he starts this morning, I take it, from Sheleilieh. But why the devil does he go to Dizful, by himself?”
“And why the devil shouldn’t he? He’s out here, and he wants to see the sights—such as they are. So he’s
going to take a look at the ruins of Susa, and at your wonderful unspoiled Dizful. Shir Ali Khan will be delighted
to get a.few tomans for his empty house by the river. Then the 21st, you know, is the coronation. So I gave him a
letter to the Father of Swords, who—”
“Thunder and lightning!” Magin’s heavy voice resounded in the portico very like a bellow. “You, Ganz, sent
this man to the Father of Swords? He might be one of those lieutenants from India who go smelling around in
their holidays, so pink and innocent!”
“What is that to me?” demanded the Swiss, raising his own voice. “Or to you either? After all, Senhor Magin,
are you the Emperor of Elam?”
The Brazilian laughed. “Not yet! And naturally it’s nothing to you, when you cash him checks and sell him
tinned cows and quinine. But for a man who perpetually sighs after Europe, Herr Ganz, and for a Swiss of the
north, you strike me as betraying a singular lack of sensibility to certain larger interests of your race. However—
what concerns me is that you should have confided to this young man, with such a roll of sentimental eyes as I
can imagine, that Dizful is still “unspoiled!” If Dizful is unspoiled, he might spoil it. I’ve found some very nice
things up there, you know. I was even fool enough to show him one or two.”
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“Bah ! He likes to play tennis and shoot! You know these English boys.”
Magin considered those English boys in silence for a moment.
“Yes, I know them. This one told me he liked a bit of a lark! I know myself what a lark it is to navigate the Abi-Diz, at the end of July! But what is most curious about these English boys is that when they go out for a bit of a
lark they come home with Egypt or India in their pocket. Have you noticed that, Ganz? That’s their idea of a bit of
a lark. And with it all they are still children. What can one do with such people? A bit of a lark! Well, you will
perhaps make me a little annoyance, Mr. Adolf Ganz, by sending your English boy up to Dizful to have a bit of a
lark. However, he’ll either give himself a sunstroke or get himself bitten in two by a shark. He asked me about the
channel, and I had an inspiration. I told him he would have no trouble. So he’ll go full speed and we shall see
what we shall see. Do you sell coffins, Mr. Ganz, in addition to all your other valuable merchandise?”
“Naturally, Mr. Magin,” replied the Swiss. “Do you need one? But you haven’t explained to me yet why you
give me the pain of saying good-bye to you a second time.”
“Partly, Mr. Ganz, because I am tired of sleeping in an oven, and partly because I—the Father of Swords has
asked me to run up to Bala Bala before I leave. But principally because I need a case or two more of your
excellent vin de champagne—manufactured out of Persian petroleum, the water of the Karun, the nameless
abominations of Shuster, and the ever effervescing impudence of the Swiss Republic!”
“What can I do?” smiled the flattered author of this concoction. “I have to use what I can get, in this Godforsaken place.”
“And I suppose you will end by getting a million, eh?”
“No such luck! But I’m getting a piano. Did I tell you? A Bliithner. It’s already on the way up from
Mohamera.”
“A Bliithner! In Shuster! God in heaven! Why did you wait until I had gone?”
“Well, aren’t you still here?” The fact of Magin’s being still there, so unexpectedly, hung in his mind. “By the
way, speaking of the Father of Swords, did you give him an order?”
“I gave him an order. Didn’t you pay it?”
“I thought twice about it. For unless you have struck oil, up in that country of yours where nobody goes, or
gold—”
“Mr. Adolf Ganz,” remarked the Brazilian with some pointedness, “all I ask of you is to respect my signature
and to keep closed that many-tongued mouth of yours. I sometimes fear that in you the banker is inclined to
exchange confidences with the chemist—or even with the son of Papa who cashes a check. Eh?”
Ganz cleared his throat. “In that case,” he rejoined, “all you have to do is to ask him, when you meet him again
at Bala Bala. And the English bank will no doubt be happy to accept the transfer of your account.”
Magin began to chuckle. “We assert our dignity? Never mind, Adolf. As a matter of fact I have a high opinion
of your discretion—so high that when I found the Imperial Bank of Elam I shall put you in charge of it! And you
did me a real service by sending that motor-boat across my bow this morning. For in it I discovered just the
chauffeur I have been looking for. I am getting tired of my galley, you know. You will see something when I come
back.”
“But,” Ganz asked after a moment, “do you really expect to come back?”
“But what else should I do? End my days sneezing and sniffling by some polite lake of Zurich like you, my
poor Ganz, when you find in your hand the magic key that might unlock for you any door in the world? That, for
example, is not my idea of a lark, as your son of Papa would say! Men are astounding animals, I admit. But I
never could live in Europe, where you can’t turn around without stepping on some one else’s toes. I want room! I
want air! I want light! And for a collector, you know, America is after all a little bare. While here—”
“O God!” cried Adolf Ganz out of his dark Persian portico.
*
As Gaston very truly observed, there are moments in Persia when even the most experienced chauffeur is
capable of an emotion. And an unusual number of such moments enlivened for Gaston and his companions their
journey up the Ab-i-Diz. Indeed Matthews asked himself more than once why he had chosen so doubtful a road to
Dizful, when he might so much more easily have. ridden there, and at night. It certainly was not beautiful, that
river of brass zigzagging out of sight of its empty hinterland. Very seldom did anything so visible as a palm lift
itself against the blinding Persian blue. Konar trees were commoner, their dense round masses sometimes shading
a white-washed tomb or a black tent. Once or twice at sight of the motor-boat a bellam, a native canoe, took
refuge at the mouth of one of the gullies that scarred the bank like sun-cracks. Generally, however, there was
nothing to be seen between the water and the sky but two yellow walls of clay, topped by endless thickets of
tamarisk and nameless scrub. Matthews wondered, disappointed, whether a jungle looked like that, and if some
black-maned lion walked more softly in it, or slept less soundly, hearing the pant of the unknown creature in the
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river. But there was no lack of more immediate lions in the path. The sun, for one thing, as the Brazilian had
predicted, proved a torment against which double awnings faced with green were of small avail. Then the
treacheries of a crooked and constantly shallowing channel needed all the attention the travelers could spare. And
the rapids of Kaleh Bunder, where a rocky island flanked by two reefs threatened to bar any further progress,
afforded the liveliest moments of their day.
The end of that day, nevertheless, found our sightseer smoking cigarettes in Shir Ali Khans garden at Dizful
and listening to the camel bells that jingled from the direction of certain tall black pointed arches straddling the
dark river. When Matthews looked at those arches by sunlight, and at the queer old flat-topped yellow town
visible through them, he regretted that he had made up his mind to continue his journey so soon. However, he was
coming back. So he packed off Gaston and the Bakhtiari to Sheleilieh, where they and their motor-boat belonged.
And he himself, with his servant Abbas and the charvadar of whom they hired horses, set out at nightfall for the
mountain citadel of Bala Bala. For there the great Salman Taki Khan, chieftain of the lower Lurs, otherwise
known as the Father of Swords, was to celebrate as became a redoubtable vassal of a remote and youthful
suzerain the coronation of Ahmed Shah Kajar.
It was nearly morning again when, after a last scramble up a trough of rocks and gravel too steep for riding, the
small cavalcade reached a plateau in the shadow of still loftier elevations. Here they were greeted by a furious
barking of dogs. Indeed it quickly became necessary to organize a defense of whips and stones against the
guardians of that high plateau. The uproar soon brought a shout out of the darkness. The charvadar shouted back,
and after a long-distance colloquy there appeared a figure crowned by the tall kola of the Brazilian’s boatmen,
who drove the dogs away. The dialect in which he spoke proved incomprehensible to Matthews. Luckily it was
not altogether so to Abbas, that underling long resigned to the eccentricities of the Firengi, whose
accomplishments included even a sketchy knowledge of his master’s tongue. It appeared that the law of Bala Bala
forbade the door of the Father of Swords to open before sunrise. But the tall-hatted one offered the visitor the
provisional hospitality of a black tent, of a refreshing drink of goats’ buttermilk, and of a comfortable felt whereon
to stretch cramped legs.
When Matthews returned to consciousness he first became aware of a blinding oblong of light in the dark wall
of the tent. He then made out a circle of pontifical black hats, staring at him, his fair hair, and his indecently closefitting clothes, in the silence of unutterable curiosity. It made him think, for a bewildered instant, that he was back
on the barge he had met in the river. As for the black hats, what astonished them not least was the stranger’s
immediate demand for water, and his evident dissatisfaction with the quantity of it they brought him. There
happily proved to be no lack of this commodity, as Matthews’ ears had told him. He was not long in pursuing the
sound into the open, where he found himself at the edge of a village of black tents, pitched in a grassy hollow
between two heights. The nearer and lower was a detached cone of rock, crowned by a rude castle. The other
peak, not quite so precipitous, afforded foothold for scattered scrub oaks and for a host of slowly moving sheep
and goats. Between them the plateau looked down on two sides into two converging valleys. And the clear air was
full of the noise of a brook that cascaded between the scrub oaks of the higher mountain, raced past the tents, and
plunged out of sight in the narrower gorge.
“Ripping!” pronounced Matthews genially to his black-hatted gallery.
He was less genial about the persistence of the gallery, rapidly increased by recruits from the black tents, in
dogging him through every detail of his toilet. But he was rescued at last by Abbas and an old Lur who, putting
his two hands to the edge of his black cap, saluted him in the name of the Father of Swords. The Lur then led the
way to a trail that zigzagged up the lower part of the rocky cone. He explained the quantity of loose boulders
obstructing the path by saying that they had been left there to roll down on whomever should visit the Father of
Swords without an invitation. That such an enterprise would not be too simple became more evident when the
path turned into a cave. Here another Lur was waiting with candles. He gave one each to the newcomers, leading
the way to a low door in the rock. This was opened by an individual in a long red coat of ceremony, carrying a
heavy silver mace, who gave Matthews the customary salutation of peace and bowed him into an irregular court.
An infinity of doors opened out of it—chiefly of the stables, the old man said, pointing out a big white mule or
two of the famous breed of Bala Bala. Thence the visitor was led up a steep stone stair to a terrace giving entrance
upon a corridor and another, narrower stone stair, From its prodigiously high steps he emerged into a hall,
carpeted with felt. At this point, the Lurs took off their shoes. Matthews followed suit, being then ushered into
what was evidently a room of state. It contained no furniture, to be sure, save for the handsome rugs on the floor.
The room did not look bare, however, for its lines were broken by a deep alcove, and by a continuous succession
of niches. Between and about the niches the walls were decorated with plaster reliefs of flowers and arabesques.
Matthews wondered if the black hats were capable of that! But what chiefly caught his eye was the terrace
opening out of the room, and the stupendous view.
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The terrace hung over a green chasm where the two converging gorges met at the foot of the crag of Bala Bala.
Matthews looked down as from. the prow of a ship into the tumbled country below him, through which a river
flashed sinuously toward the faraway haze of the plains. The sound of water filling the still clear air, the brilliance
of the morning light, the wildness and remoteness of that mountain eyrie, so different from anything he had yet
seen, added a last strangeness to the impressions of which the young man had been having so many.
“What a pity to spoil it with a railroad!” he could not help thinking, as he leaned over the parapet of the
terrace.
“Sahib!” suddenly whispered Abbas behind him.
Matthews turned, and saw in the doorway of the terrace a personage who could be none other than his host. In
place of the kola of his people this personage wore a great white turban, touched with gold. The loose blue aha
enveloping his ample figure was also embroidered with gold. Not the least striking detail of his appearance
however, was his beard, which had a pronounced tendency toward scarlet. His nails were likewise reddened with
henna, reminding Matthews that the hands belonging to the nails were rumored to bear even more sinister stains.
And the bottomless black eyes peering out from under the white turban lent surprising credibility to such rumors.
But there was no lack of graciousness in the gestures with which those famous hands saluted the visitor and
pointed him to a seat of honor on the rug beside the Father of Swords. The Father of Swords furthermore
pronounced his heart uplifted to receive a friend of Ganz Sahib, that prince among the merchants of Shuster. Yet
he did not hesitate to express a certain surprise at discovering in the friend of the prince among the merchants of
Shuster one still in the flower of youth, who at the same time exhibited the features of good fortune and the
lineaments of prudence. And he inquired as to what sorrow had led one so young to fold the carpet of enjoyment
and wander so far from his parents.
Matthews, disdaining the promptings of Abbas—who stood apart like a statue of obsequiousness, each hand
stuck into the sleeve of the other—responded as best he might. In the meantime tea and candies were served by a
black hat on bended knee, who also produced a pair of ornate pipes. The Father of Swords marveled that
Matthews should have abandoned the delights of Shuster in order to witness his poor celebrations of the morrow,
in honor of the coronation. And had he felt no fear of robbers, during his long night ride from Dizful? But what
robbers were there to fear, protested Matthews, in the very shadow of Bala Ba,la? At that the Father of Swords
began to make bitter complaint of the afflictions Allah had laid upon him, taking his text from these lines of
Sa’di:\fn{The pseudonym of Muslih al-Din (1213?-1292?), a Persian poet admired for his blend of cynical wisdom and kindness, and for
the elegance of his verse.}
If thou tellest the sorrows of thy heart,
Let it be to him in whose countenance thou mayst be assured of prompt consolation.

The world, he declared, was fallen into disorder, like the hair of an Ethiopian. Within the city wall was a
people well disposed as angels; without, a band of tigers. After which he asked if the young Firengi were of the
company of those who dug for the poisoned water of Bakhtiari Land, or whether perchance he were of the People
of the Chain.
These figures of speech would have been incomprehensible to Matthews, if Abbas had not hinted something
about oil rigs. He accordingly confessed that he had nothing to do with either of the two enterprises. The Father of
Swords then expatiated on those who caused the Lurs to seize the hand of amazement with the teeth of chagrin, by
dragging through their valleys a long chain, as if they meant to take prisoners. These unwelcome Firengis were
also to be known by certain strange inventions on three legs, into which they would gaze by the hour. Were they
warriors, threatening devastation? Or were they magicians, spying into the future and laying a spell upon the
people of Luristan? Their account of themselves the Father of Swords found far from satisfactory, claiming as
they did that they proposed to build a road of iron, whereby it would be possible for a man to go from Dizful to
Khorremabad in one day. For the rest, what business had the people of Dizful, too many of whom were Arabs, in
Khorremabad, a city of Lurs? Let the men of Dizful remain in Dizful, and those of Khorremabad continue where
they were born. As for him, his white mules needed no road of iron to carry him about his affairs.
Matthews, recalling his own thoughts as he leaned over the parapet of the terrace, spoke consolingly to the
Father of Swords concerning the People of the Chain. The Father of Swords listened to him, drawing meditatively
at his waterpipe. He thereupon inquired if Matthews were acquainted with another friend of the prince among the
merchants of Shuster, himself a Firengi by birth, though recently persuaded of the truths of Islam; and not like this
visitor of good omen, in the bloom of youth, but bearded and hardened in battles, bearing the scars of them on his
face.
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Matthews began to go over in his mind the short list of Europeans he had met on the Karun, till suddenly he
bethought him of that extraordinary barge he had encountered—could it be only a couple of days ago?
“Magin Sahib?” he asked. “I know him—if he is the one who travels in the river in a mehala not like other
mehalas, rowed by Lurs.”
“‘That is a musk which discloses itself by its scent, and not what the perfumers impose upon us.’” quoted the
Father of Swords. “This man,” he continued, “our friend and the friend of our friend, warned me that they of the
chain are sons of oppression, destined to bring misfortune to the Lurs. Surely my soul is tightened, not knowing
whom I may believe.”
“Rum bounder!” said Matthews to himself, as his mind went back to the already mythic barge, and its fantastic
oarsmen from these very mountains, and its antique-hunting, history-citing master from oversea, who quoted the
Book of Genesis and who carried mysterious passengers with nose-jewels. But our not too articulate young man
was less prompt about what he should say aloud. He began to find more in this interview than he had expected.
He was tickled at his host’s flowery forms of speech, and after all rather sympathized with the suspicious old
ruffian, yet it was not for him to fail in loyalty toward the “People of the Chain.” Several of them he knew, as it
happened, and they had delighted him with their wild yarns of surveying in Luristan. So he managed no more than
to achieve an appearance of slightly offended dignity.
Considering which, out of those opaque eyes, the Father of Swords clapped those famous hands and
commanded a responsive black hat to bring him his green chest. At that Matthews pricked up interested ears
indeed. The chest, however, when set down in front of the Father of Swords, proved to be nothing at all like the
one out of which the Brazilian had taken his gold anklet. It was quite small and painted green, though quaintly
enough provided with triple locks of beaten iron. The Father of Swords unlocked them deliberately, withdrew
from an inner compartment a round tin case, and from that a roll of parchment which he pressed to his lips with
infinite solemnity. He then handed it to Matthews. He was one, our not too articulate young man, to take things as
they came and not to require, even east of Suez, the spice of romance with his daily bread. His last days,
moreover, had been too crowded for him to ruminate over their taste. But it was not every day that he squatted on
the same rug with a scarlet-bearded old cutthroat of a mountain chief. So it was that his more or less casual lark
visibly took on, from the perspective of this castle in Luristan, as he unrolled a gaudy emblazonment of eagles at
the top of the parchment, a new and curious color. For below the eagle he came upon what he darkly made out to
be a species of treaty, inscribed neither in the Arabic nor in the Roman but in the German character, between the
Father of Swords and a more notorious War Lord. And below that was signed, sealed, and imposingly paraphed
\fn{Flourished; as at the end of a name.} the signature of one Julius Magin. Which was indeed a novel aspect for a
Brazilian, however versatile, to reveal.
He permitted himself, did Guy Matthews, a smile.
“You do not kiss it?” observed the Father of Swords.
“In my country,” Matthews began—
“But it is, may I be your sacrifice,” interrupted the Father of Swords, “a letter from the Shah of the Shahs\fn
{One of the titles of the Shah of Persia; when there was one there .} of the Firengis.” It was evident that he was both impressed and certain of impressing his hearer. “He has promised eternal peace to me and to my people.”
The Englishman in Matthews permitted him a second smile.
“The Father of Swords,” he said, “speaks a word which I do not. understand. I am a Firengi, but I have never
heard of a Shah of the Shahs of the Firengis. In the house of Islam are there not many who rule? In Tehran, for
instance, there is the young Ahmed Shah. Then among the Bakhtiaris there is an Ilkhani, at Mohamera there is the
Sheikh of. the Cha’b, and in the valleys of Pusht-i-Kuh none is above the Father of Swords. I do not forget, either,
the Emirs of Mecca and Afghanistan or the Sultan in Stambul. And among them what Firengi shall say who is the
greatest? And so it is in Firengistan. Yet as for this paper, it is written in the tongue of a king smaller than the one
whose subject I am, whose crown has been worn by few fathers. But the name at the bottom of the paper is not
his. It is not even a name known to the Firengis when they speak among themselves of the great of their lands.
Where did you see him?”
The Father of Swords stroked his scarlet beard, looking at his young visitor with more of a gleam in the dull
black of his eyes than Matthews had yet noticed.
“Truly is it said: ‘Fix not thy heart on what is transitory, for the Tigris will continue to flow through Baghdad
after the race of Caliphs is extinct!’ You make it clear to me that you are of the People of the Chain.”
“If I were of the People of the Chain,” protested Matthews, “there is no reason why I should hide it. The
People of the Chain do not steal secretly through the valleys of Pusht-i-Kuh, telling the Lurs lies and giving them
papers in the night. I am not one of the People of the Chain. But the king of the People of the Chain is also my
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king. And he is a great king, lord of many lands and many seas, who has no need of secret messengers, hostlers
and scullions of whom no one has heard, to persuade strangers of his greatness.”
“Your words do not persuade me!” cried the Father of Swords. “A wise man is like a jar in the house of the
apothecary, silent but full of virtues. If the king who sent me this letter has such hostlers and such scullions, how
great must be his khans and viziers! And why do the Turks trust him? Why do the other Firengis allow his ships in
Bushir and Basra? Or why do not the People of the Chain better prove the character of their lord? But the hand of
liberality is stronger than the arm of power. This king, against whom you speak, heard me draw the sigh of
affliction from the bosom of uncertainty. He deigned to regard me with the eye of patronage, sending me good
words and promises of peace and friendship. He will not permit the house of Islam to be troubled. From many we
have heard it.”
“Ah!” exclaimed Matthews. “Now I understand why you have not kept your promises to the People of the
Chain!” And he rubbed his thumb against his forefinger, in the gesture of the East that signifies the payment of
money.
“Why not?” demanded the Father of Swords, angrily. “The duty of a king is munificence. Or why should there
be a way to pass through my mountains? Has it ever been said of the Lur that he stepped back before a stranger?
That is for the Shah in Tehran, who has become the servant of the Russian! Let the People of the Chain learn that
my neck does not know how to bow! And what guest are you to sprinkle my sore with the salt of harsh words? A
boy, who comes here no one knows why, on hired horses, with only one follower to attend him!”
Matthews flushed.
“Salman Taki Khan,” he retorted, “it is true that I come to you humbly, and without a beard. And your beard is
already white, and you can call out thirty thousand men to follow you. Yet a piece of gold will make you believe a
lie. And I swear to you that whether I give you back this paper to put in your chest, or whether I spit on it and tear
it in pieces and throw it to the wind of that valley, it is one.”
To which the Father of Swords made emphatic enough rejoinder by snatching the parchment away, rising to his
feet, and striding out of the room without a word.
*
The festivities in honor of the Shah’s coronation took place at Bala Bala with due solemnity. Among the black
tents there was much plucking of plaintive strings, there was more stuffing of mutton and pilau, and after dark
many little rockets, improvized out of gunpowder and baked clay, traced brief arabesques of gold against the
black of the underlying gorges. The castle celebrated in the same simple way. The stuffing, to be sare, was more
prolonged and recondite, while dancers imported from Dizful swayed and snapped their fingers, singing for the
pleasure of the Father of Swords. The eyes of that old man of the mountain remained opaque as ever, save when
he rebuked the almoner who sat at meat with him for indecorously quoting the lines of Sa’di, when he says:
Such was this delicate crescent of the moon,
And fascination of the holy,
This form of an angel, and decoration of a peacock,
That let them once behold her,
And continence must cease to exist in the constitutions of the chaste.

This rebuke might have been called forth by the presence of another guest at the board. Be that as it may, the
eyes of the Father of Swords glimmered perceptibly when they rested on the unannounced visitor for whom he
fished out, with his own hennaed fingers, the fattest morsels of mutton and the juiciest sweets. I hasten to add that
the newcomer was not the one whose earlier arrival and interview with the Father of Swords has already been
recorded. He was, nevertheless, a personage not unknown to this record, whether as Senhor Magin of Brazil or as
the emissary of the Shah of the Shahs of Firengistan. For not only had he felt impelled to bid good-by a second
time to his friend Adolf Ganz, prince among the merchants of Shustar. He had even postponed his voyage down
the Karun long enough to make one more journey overland to Bala Bala. And he heard there, not without interest,
the story of the short visit and the sudden flight of the young Englishman he had accidentally met on the river.
As for Matthews, he celebrated the coronation at Dizlul, in bed. And by the time he had slept off his
fag,\fn{Weariness.} Bala Bala and the Father of Swords and the green chest and the ingenious Magin looked to
him more than ever like figures of myth. He was too little of the timber out of which journalists, romancers, or
diplomats are made to take them very seriously. The world he lived in, moreover, was too solid to be shaken by
any such flimsy device as the one of which he had happened to catch a glimpse. What had been real to him was
that he, Guy Matthews, had been suspected of playing a part in story-book intrigues, and had been treated rudely
by an old barbarian of whom he expected the proverbial hospitality of the East. His affair had therefore been to
show Mr. Scarlet Beard that if a Lur could turn his back, an Englishman could do likewise. He now saw, to be
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sure, that he himself had not been altogether the pattern of courtesy. But the old man of the mountain had got what
was coming to him. And Matthews regretted very little, after all, missing what he had gone, to see. For Dizful,
peering at him through the arches of the bridge, reminded that there was still something to see.
It must be said of him, however, that he showed no impatience to see the neighboring ruins of Susa. He was
not one, this young man who was out for a bit of a lark, to sentimentalize about antiquity or the charm of the
unspoiled. Yet even such young men are capable of finding the rumness of strange towns a passable enough lark,
to say nothing of the general unexpectedness of life. And Dizful turned out to be quite as unexpected, in its way,
as Bala Bala. Matthews found that out before he had been three days in the place, when a sudden roar set all the
loose little panes tinkling in Shir Ali Khan’s garden windows.
Abbas explained that this was merely a cannon shot, announcing the new moon of Ramadan. That loud call of
the faith evidently made Dizful a rummer place than it normally was. Matthews soon got used to the daily
repetitions of the sound, rumbling off at sunset and before dawn into the silence of the plains. But the recurring
explosion became for him the voice of the particular rumness of the fanatical old border town—of fierce suns,
terrific smells, snapping dogs, and scowling people. When the stranger without the gate crossed his bridge of a
morning for a stroll in the town, he felt like a discoverer of some lost desert city. He threaded alleys of blinding
light, he explored dim thatched bazaars, he studied tiled doorways in blank mud walls, he investigated quaint
water-mills by the river, and scarce a soul did he see, unless a stork in its nest on top of a tall badgir or a naked
dervish lying in a scrap of shade asleep under a lion skin. It was as if Dizful drowsed sullenly in that July blaze
brewing something, like a geyser, and burst out with it at the end of the unendurable day.
The brew of the night, however, was a different mixture, quite the rummiest compound of its kind Matthews
had ever tasted. The bang of the sunset gun instantly brought the deserted city back to life. Lights began to
twinkle—in tea houses, along the river, among the indigo plantations—streets filled with ghostly costumes and
jostling camels, and everywhere voices would celebrate the happy return of. dusk so strangely and piercingly that
they made Matthews think of “battles far away.” This was most so when he listened to them, out of sight of
unfriendly eyes, from his own garden. Above the extraordinary rumor that drifted to him through the arches of the
bridge he heard the wailing of pipes, raucous blasts of cow horns, the thumping of drums; while dogs barked
incessantly, and all night long the caravans of Mesopotamia jingled to and fro. Then the cannon would thunder out
its climax, and the city would fall anew under the spell of the sun.
The moon of those Arabian nights was nearing its first quarter and Matthews was waiting for it to become
bright enough for him to fulfill his true duty as a sightseer by riding to the mounds of Susa, when Dizful treated
Matthews to fresh discoveries as to what an unspoiled town may contain. It contained, Abbas informed him with
some mystery after one of his prolonged visits to the bazaar, another firengi. This firengi’s servant, moreover, had
given Abbas explicit directions as to the whereabouts of the firengi’s house; in order that Abbas might give due
warning, as is the custom of the country, of a call from Matthews. Whereat Matthews made the surprising
announcement that he had not come to Dizful to call on firengis. The chief charm of Dizful for him, as a matter of
fact, was that there he felt himself free of the social obligations under which he had lain rather longer than he
liked. But if Abbas was able to resign himself. to this new proof of the eccentricity of his master, the unknown
firengi apparently was not. At all events, Matthews soon made another discovery as to the possibilities of Dizful.
An evening or two later, as he loitered on the bridge watching a string of loaded camels, a respectable-looking old
gentleman in a black aba addressed him in French. French in Dizful! And it appeared that this remarkable Elamite
was a Jew, who had picked up in Baghdad the idiom of Paris! He went on to describe himself as the “agent” of a
distinguished foreign resident, who, the linguistic old gentleman gave Matthews. to understand, languished for a
sight of the new-comer, and was unable to understand why he had not already been favored with a call. His pain
was the deeper because the newcomer had recently enjoyed the hospitality of this distinguished foreign resident
on a little yacht on the river.
“The unmitigated bounder!” exclaimed Matthews, unable to deliver himself in French of that sentiment, and
turning upon the stupefied old gentleman a rude Anglo-Saxon back. “He has cheek enough for anything.”
He had enough,. at any rate, to knock the next afternoon, unannounced, on Matthews’ gate, to follow Matthews’ servant into the house without waiting to hear whether Matthews would receive him, to present himself at
the door of the dim underground serdab where Matthews lounged in his pajamas till it should be cool enough to
go out, to make Matthews the most ceremonious of bows, and to give that young man a half-amused, halfannoyed consciousness of being put at his ease. The advantage of position, Matthews had good reason to feel, was
with himself. He knew more about the bounder than the bounder thought, and it was not he who had knocked at
the bounder’s gate. Yet the sound of that knock, pealing muffled through the hot silence, had, been distinctly
welcome. Nor could our incipient connoisseur of rum towns pretend that the sight of Magin bowing in the
doorway was wholly unwelcome, so long had he been stewing there in the sun by himself. What annoyed him,
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what amused him, what in spite of himself impressed him, was to see how the bounder ignored advantages of
position. Matthews had forgotten, too, what an imposing individual the bounder really was. And measuring his tall
figure, listening to his deep voice, looking at his light eyes and his two sinister scars and the big shaved dome of a
head which he this time uncovered, our cool enough young man wondered whether there might be something
more than fantastic about this navigator of strange waters. It was rather odd, at all events, how he kept bobbing
up, and what a power he had of quickening—what? A school-boyish sense of the romantic? Or mere vulgar
curiosity? For he suddenly found himself aware, Guy Matthews, that what he knew about his visitor was less than
what he desired to know.
The visitor made no haste, however, to volunteer any information. Nor did he make of Matthews any but the
most perfunctory inquiries.
“And Monsieur—what was his name? Your Frenchman?” he continued.
“Gaston. He’s not my Frenchman, though,” replied Matthews. “He went back long ago.”
“Oh!” uttered Magin. He declined the refreshments which Abbas at that point produced, even to the cigarette
Matthews offered him. He merely glanced at the make. Then he examined, with a flicker of amusement in his
eyes, the bare white-washed room. A runnel of water trickled across it in a stone channel that widened in the
centre into a shallow pool.
“A bit of a lark, eh? I remember that mot of yours, Mr. Matthews. To sit steaming, or perhaps I should say
dreaming, in a sort of Turkish bath in the bottom of Elam while over there in Europe—”
“Is there anything new?” asked Matthews, recognizing his caller’s habit of finishing a sentence with a gesture.
“Archdukes and that sort of thing don’t seem to matter much in Dizful. I have even lost track of the date.”
“I would not have thought an Englishman so—dolce far niente,” said Magin. “It is perhaps because we
archaeologists feed on dates! I happen to recollect, though, that we first met on the eighteenth of July. And today,
if you would like to know, is Saturday, the first of August, 1914.” The flicker of amusement in his eyes became
something more inscrutable. “But there is a telegraph even in Elam,” he went on. “A little news trickles out of it
now and then. Don’t you ever catch, perhaps, some echo of the trickle?”
“That’s not my idea of a lark,” laughed Matthews.
Magin regarded him a moment.
“Well,” he conceded, “Europe does take on a new perspective from the point of view of Susa. I see you are a
philosopher, sitting amidst the ruins of empires and wisely preferring the trickle of your fountain to the trickle of
the telegraph. If Austria falls to pieces, if Serbia reaches the Adriatic, what is that to us? Nothing but a story that
in Elam has been told too often to have any novelty! Eh?”
“Why,” asked Matthews, quickly, “is that on already?”
Magin looked at him again a moment before answering.
“Not yet! But why,” he added, “do you say already?”
His voice rumble in the dim stone room. Matthews wondered whether it were because the acoustic properties
of a serdab in Dizful differ from those of a galley on the Karun, or whether there really were something new about
him.
“Why, it’s bound to come sooner or later, isn’t it? If it’s true that all the way from Nish to Ragusa those
chaps\fn{The Serbians are probably meant.} speak the same language and belong to the same race, one can hardly
blame them for wanting to do what the Italians and the Germans have already done. And, as a philosopher sitting
amidst the ruins of empires, wouldn’t you say yourself that Austria has bitten off rather more than she could
chew?”\fn{Probably a reference to the annexation of Bosnia-Herzegovina by the Austro-Hungarian Empire (1908).}
“Very likely I should.” Magin took a cigar out of his pocket, snipped off the end with a patent cutter, lighted it,
and regarded the smoke with a growing look of amusement. “But,” he went on, '”as a philosopher sitting amidst
the ruins of empires, I would hardly confine that observation to Austria-Hungary. For instance, I have heard”—
and his look of amusement verged on a smile—“of an island in the Atlantic Ocean not much larger than the land
of Elam, an island of rains and fogs whose people, feeling the need of a little more sunlight perhaps, or of pin
money and elbow-room, sailed away and conquered for themselves two entire continents, as well as a good part
of a third. I have also heard that the inhabitants of this island, not content with killing and enslaving so many
defenseless fellow-creatures, or with picking up any lesser island, cape, or bay that hapened to suit their fancy,
took it upon themselves to govern several hundred million unwilling individuals of all colors and religions in
other parts of the world. And, having thus procured both sunlight and elbow-room, those enterprising islanders
assumed a virtuous air and pushed the high cries—as our friend Gaston would say—if any of their neighbors ever
showed the slightest symptom of following their very successful example. Have you ever heard of such an island?
And would you not say—as a philosopher sitting amidst the ruins of empires—that it had also bitten off rather
more than it could chew?”
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Matthews, facing the question and the now open smile, felt that he wanted to be cool, but that he did not
altogether succeed.
“I dare say that two or three hundred years ago we did things we wouldn’t do now. Times have changed in all
sorts of ways. But we never set out like a Cresar or a Napoleon or a Bismarck to invent an empire. It all came
about quite naturally. Anybody else could have done the same. But nobody else thought of it—at the time. We
simply got there first.”
“Ah?” Magin smiled more broadly. “It seems to me that I have heard of another island, not so far from here,
which is no more than a pin-point, to be sure, but which happens to be the key of the Persian Gulf. I have also
heard that the Portuguese got there first, as you put it. But you crushed Portugal, you crushed Spain, you crushed
Holland, you crushed France—or you meant to. And I must say it looks to me as if you would not mind crushing
Germany. Why do you go on building ships, building ships, building ships, always two to Germany's one? Simply
that you and your friends can go on eating up Asia and Africa—and perhaps Germany too!”
Matthews noticed that the elder man ended, at any rate, not quite so coolly as he began.
“Nonsense! The thing’s so simple it isn’t worth repeating. We have to have more ships than anybody else
because our empire is bigger than anybody else’s—and more scattered. As for eating, it strikes me that Germany
has done more of that lately than anyone. However, if you know so much about islands, you must also know how
we happened to go into India—or Egypt. In the beginning it was pure accident. And you know very well that if we
left them tomorrow there would be the devil to pay. Do we get a penny out of them?”
“Oh, no!” laughed Magin.” You administer them purely on altruistic principles, for their own good and that of
the world at large—like the oil-wells of the Karun!”
“Well, since you put it that way,” laughed Matthews in turn, “perhaps we do!”
Magin shrugged his shoulders.
“Extraordinary people! Do you really think the rest of the world so stupid? Or it is that the fog of your island
has got into your brains? You always talk about truth as if it were a patented British invention, yet no one is less
willing to call a spade a spade. Look at Cairo, where you pretend to keep nothing but a consul-general, but where
the ruler of the country can’t turn over in bed without his permission. A consul-general! Look at your novels!
Look at what you yourself are saying to me!”
Matthews lighted a pipe over it.
“In a way, of course, you are right,” he said. “But I am not sure that we are altogether wrong. Spades exist, but
there’s no inherent virtue in talking about them. In fact it’s often better not to mention them at all. There’s
something very funny about words, you know. They so often turn out to mean more than you expected.”
At that Magin regarded his companion with a new interest.
“I would not have thought you knew that, at your age! But after all, if you will allow me to say so, it is a
woman’s point of view. A man ought to say things out—and stick by them. He is less likely to get into trouble
afterward. For example, it would have been not only more honest but more advantageous for your country if you
had openly annexed Egypt in the beginning. Now where are you? You continually have to explain, and to watch
very sharply lest some other consul-general tell the Khedive to turn over in bed. And since you and the Russians
intend to eat up Persia, why on earth don’t you do it frankly, instead of trying not to frighten the Persians, and
talking vaguely about spheres of influence, neutral zones, and what not? I’m afraid the truth is that you’re getting
old and fat. What?” He glanced over his cigar at Matthews, who was regarding the trickle of the water beside
them. “Those Russians, they are younger,” he went on. “They have still to be reckoned with. And they aren’t so
squeamish, either in novels or in life. Look at what they have done in their ‘sphere.’ They have roads, they have
Cossacks, they have the Shah under their thumb. And whenever they choose they shut the Baghdad train against
your caravans-yours, with whom they have an understanding! A famous understanding! You don’t even
understand how to make the most of your own sphere. You have had the Karun in your hands for three hundred
years, and what have you done with it? Why, in heaven’s name, didn’t you blast out that rock at Ahwaz long ago?
Why haven’t you made a proper road to Isfahan? Why don’t you build that railroad to Khorrembad that you are
always talking about, and finish it before the Germans get to Baghdad? Ah! If they had been here in your place
you would have seen!”
“It strikes me,” retorted Matthews, with less coolness than he had yet shown, “that you are here already—from
what the Father of the Swords told me.” And he looked straight at the man who had told him that an Englishman
couldn’t call a spade a spade. But he saw anew how that man could ignore an advantage of position.
Magin returned the look—frankly, humorously, quizzically. Then he said:
“You remind me, by the way, of a question I came to ask you. Would you object to telling me what you are up
to here?”
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“What am I up to?” queried Matthews, in astonishment. The cheek of the bounder was really beyond
everything! “What do you mean?”
Magin smiled.
“I am not an Englishman. I mean what I say.”
“No you’re not!” Matthews threw back at him. “No Englishman would try to pass himself off for a Brazilian.”
Magin smiled again. “Nor would a German jump too hastily at conclusions. If I told you I was from Brazil, I
spoke the truth. I was born there, as were many Englishmen I know. That makes them very little less English, and
it has perhaps made me more German. Who knows? As a philosopher sitting with you amidst the ruins of empires
I am at least inclined to believe that we take our mother country more seriously than you do yours! But to return
to our point: what are you doing here?”
“I’m attending to my business. Which seems to me more than you are doing, Mr. Magin.”
Matthews noticed, from the reverberation of the room, that his voice must have been unnecessarily loud. He
busied himself with the bowl of his pipe.
As for Magin, he got up and began walking to and fro, drawing at his cigar. The red of it showed how much
darker the room had been growing. It increased, too, the curious effect of his eyes. They looked like two empty
holes in a mask.
“Eh, too bad!” sighed the visitor at last. “You disappoint me. Do you know? You are, of course, much younger
than I; but you made me hope that you were perhaps—how shall I put it?—a spirit of the first class. I hoped that
without padding, without rancor, like true philosophers, we might exchange our points of view. However—since it
suits you to stand on your dignity, I must say that I am very distinctly attending to my business. And I am obliged
to add that it does not help my business, Mr. Matthews, to have you sitting so mysteriously in Dizful—and
refusing to call on me, but occasionally calling on nomad chiefs; I confess that you don’t look to me like a spy.
Spies are generally older men than you, more cooked, as Gaston would say, more fluent in languages. It does not
seem to me, either, that even an English spy would go about his affairs quite as you have done. Still, I regret to
have to repeat that I dislike your idea of a lark. And not only because you upset nomad chiefs. You upset other
people as well. You might even end up by upsetting yourself.”
“Who the devil are you?” demanded Matthews, hotly. “The Emperor of Elam?”
“Ha ! I see you are acquainted with the excellent Adolf Ganz!” laughed Magin. “No,” he went on in another
tone. “His viceroy, perhaps. But as I was saying, it does not suit me to have you stopping here. I can see, however,
that you have reason to be surprised, possibly annoyed, at my telling you so. I am willing to be reasonable about
it. How much do you want—for the expenses of your going away?”
Matthews could hardly believe his ears. He got up in turn.
“What in hell do you mean by that?”
“I am sorry, Mr. Matthews," answered the other, slowly, "that my knowledge of your language does not permit
me to make myself clear to you. Perhaps you will understand me better if I quote from yourself. I got here first.
Did you ever put your foot into this country until two weeks ago? Did your countrymen ever trouble themselves
about it, even after Layard showed them the way? No! They expressly left it outside of their famous ‘sphere,’ in
that famous neutral zone. And all these centuries it has been lying here in the sun, asleep, forgotten, deserted, lost,
given over to nomads and to lions—until I came. I am the first European since Alexander the Great who has seen
what it might be. It is not so impossible that I might open again those choked-up canals which once made these
burnt plains a paradise. In those mountains I have found—a what I have found. What right have you to interfere
with me, who are only out for a lark? Orwhat right have your countrymen? They have already, as you so
gracefully express it, bitten off so much more than they can chew: The Gulf, the Karun, the oil-wells—they are
yours. Take them. But Baghdad is ours: if not today, then tomorrow. And if you will exercise that logical process
of which your British mind appears to be not altogether destitute, you can hardly help seeing that this part of your
famous neutral zone, if not the whole of it, falls into the sphere of Baghdad. You know, too, that we do things
more thoroughly than you. Therefore I must very respectfully but very firmly ask you, at your very earliest.
convenience, to leave Dizful. I am quite willing to believe, however, that your interference with my arrangements
was accidental. And I dislike to put you to any unnecessary trouble. So I shall be happy to compensate you, in
marks, romans, or pounds sterling, for any disappointment you may feel in bringing this particular lark to an end.
Do you now understand me? How much do you want?”
He perceived, Guy Matthews, that his lark had indeed taken an unexpected turn. He was destined, far sooner
than he dreamed, to be asked of life, and to answer, questions even more direct than this. But until now life had
chosen to confront him with no problem more pressing than one of cricket or hunting. He was therefore troubled
by an unwonted confusion of feelings. For he felt that his ordinary vocabulary—made up of such substantives as
lark, cheek, and bounder, and the comprehensive adjective, “rum”—fell short of coping with this extraordinary
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speech. He even felt that he might possibly have answered in a different way, but for that unspeakable offer of
money. And the rumble of Magin’s bass in the dark stone room somehow threw a light on the melancholy land
without, somehow gave him a dim sense that he did not answer for himself alone—that he answered for the
tradition of Layard and Rawlinson and Morier and Sherley, of Clive and Kitchener, of Drake and Raleigh and
Nelson, of all the adventurous young men of that beloved foggy island at which this pseudo-Brazilian jeered.
“When I first met you in the river, Mr. Magin,” he said, quietly, “I confess I did not realize how much of the
spoils of Susa you were carrying away in your chests. And I didn’t take your gold anklet as a bribe, though I
didn’t take you for too much of a gentleman in offering it to me. But all I have to say now is that I shall stay in
Dizful as long as I please—and that you had better clear out of this house unless you want me to kick you out.”
“Heroics, eh? You obstinate little fool! I could choke you with one hand!”
“You’d better try!” shouted Matthews. He started in spite of himself when a muffled boom suddenly answered
him, jarring even the sunken walls of the room. Then he remembered that voice of the drowsing city, bursting out
with the pent-up brew of the day.
“Ah!” exclaimed Magin strangely—“The cannon speaks at last! You will hear, beside your fountain, what it
has to say. That, at any rate, you will perhaps understand—you and the people of your island.”
He stopped a moment.
“But,” he went on, “if some fasting dervish knocks you on the head with his mace, or sticks his knife into your
back, don’t say I didn’t warn you!”
And the echo of his receding stamp in the corridor drowned for a moment the trickle of the invisible water.
*
The destiny of some men lies coiled within them, invisible as the blood of their hearts or the stuff of their will,
working darkly, day by day and year after year, for their glory or for their destruction.. The destiny of other men is
an accident; a god from the machine or an enemy in ambush. Such was the destiny of Guy Matthews, as it was of
how many other unsuspecting young men of his time. It would have been inconceivable to him, as he stood in his
dark stone room listening to Magin’s receding stamp, that anything could make him do what Magin demanded.
Yet something did it—the last drop of the strange essence Dizful had been brewing for him.
The letter that accomplished this miracle came to him by the hand of a Bakhtiari from Meidan-i-Naft. It said
very little. It said so little, and that little so briefly, that Matthews, still preoccupied with his own quarrel, at first
saw no reason why a stupid war on the Continent, and the consequent impossibility of telegraphing home except
by way of India, should affect the oil-works, or why his friends should put him in the position of showing Magin
the white feather.\fn{I.e., showing him that he was afraid of him: that he was a coward. It was considered the gravest sign of insult .}
But as he turned over the Bakhtiari's scrap of paper the meaning of it grew, in the light of the very circumstances
that made him hesitate, so portentously that he sent Abbas for horses. And before the Ramazan gun boomed again
he was well on his way back to Meidan-i-Naft.
There was something unreal to him about that night ride eastward across the dusty moonlit plain. He never
forgot that night. The unexpectedness of it was only a part of the unreality. What pulled him up short was a new
quality in the general unexpectedness of life. Life had always been, like the trip from which he was returning,
more or less of a lark. Whereas it suddenly appeared that life might, perhaps, be very little of a lark. So far as he
had ever pictured life to himself he had seen it as an extension of his ordered English countryside, be- set by no
hazard more searching than a hawthorne hedge. But the plain across which he rode gave him a new picture of it,
lighted romantically enough by the moon, yet offering a rider magnificent chances to break his neck in some
invisible nullah, if not to be waylaid by marauding Lurs or lions. It even began to come to this not too articulate
young man that romance and reality might be the same thing, romance being what happens to the other fellow and
reality being what happens to you. He looked up at the moon of war that had been heralded to him by cannon—
and tried to imagine what, under that same moon far away in Europe, was happening to the other fellow. For it
was entirely on the cards that it might also happen to him, Guy Matthews, who had gone up the Ab-i-Diz for a
lark! That his experience had an extraordinary air of having happened to some one else, as he went back in his
mind to his cruise on the river, his meeting with the barge, his first glimpse of Dizful, the interlude of Bala Bala,
the return to Dizful, the cannon, Magin. Magin! He was extraordinary enough, in all conscience, as Matthews
tried to piece together, under his romantic-realistic moon, the various unrelated fragments his memory produced
of that individual, connoisseur of Greek kylixes and Lur nose-jewels, quoter of Scripture and secret agent.
The bounder must have known, as he sat smoking his cigar and ironizing\fn{ Speak ironically.} on the ruins of
empires, that the safe and settled little world to which they both belonged was already in a blaze. Of course he had
known it—and he had said nothing about it! But not least extraordinary was the way the bounder, whom after all
Matthews had only seen twice, seemed to color the whole adventure. In fact, he had been the first speck in the
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blue, the forerunner—if Matthews had only seen it—of the more epic adventure into which he was so quickly to
be caught.
At Shuster he broke his journey. There were still thirty miles to do, and fresh horses were to be hired—of some
fasting charvadar who would never consent in Ramadan, Matthews very well knew, to start for Meidan-i-Naft
under the terrific August sun. But he was not ungrateful for a chance to rest. He discovered in himself, too, a
sudden interest in all the trickle of the telegraph. And he was anxious to pick up what news he could from the few
Europeans in the town. Moreover, he needed to see Ganz about the replenishing of his money-bag; for not the
lightest item of the traveler’s pack in Persia is his load of silver krans.
At the telegraph office Matthews ran into Ganz himself. The Swiss was a short, fair, faded man, not too neat
about his white clothes, with a pensive mustache and an ambiguous blue eye that lighted at sight of the young
Englishman. The light, however, was not one to illuminate Matthews’ darkness in the matter of news. What news
trickled out of the local wire was very meager indeed. The Austrians were shelling Belgrade, the Germans, the
Russians, and the French had gone in. That was all. No, not quite all; for the bank-rate in England had suddenly
jumped sky-high—higher, at any rate, than it had ever jumped before. And even Shuster felt the distant
commotion, in that the bazaar had already seen fit to put up the price of sugar and petroleum. Not that Shuster
showed any outward sign of commotion as the two threaded their way toward Ganz’s house. The deserted streets
reminded Matthews strangely of Dizful. What was stranger was to find how they reminded him of a chapter that is
closed. He hardly noticed the blank walls, the archways of brick and tile, the tall bad.qirs, even the filth and
smells. But strangest was it to listen to the hot silence, to look up at the brilliant stripe of blue between the adobe
walls, while over there—
The portentous uncertainty of what might be over there made his answers to Ganz’s questions about his
journey curt and abstracted. He gave no explanation of his failure to see the celebration at Bala Bala and the ruins
of Susa, which Ganz supposed to be the chief objects of his excursion. Yet he found himself looking with a new
eye at the anomalous exile whom the Father of Swords called the prince among the merchants of Shuster, noting
the faded untidy air as he had never noted it before, wondering why a man should bury himself in such a hole as
this. Was one now, he speculated, to look at everybody all over again? He was not the kind of man, Ganz, to
interest the Guy Matthews who had gone to Dizful. But it was the Guy Matthews who came back from Dizful
who didn’t like Ganz's name or Ganz’s good enough accent. Nevertheless he yielded to Ganz’s insistence, when
they reached the office and the money-bag had been restored to its normal portliness, that the traveler should step
into the house to rest and cool off.
“Do come!” urged the Swiss. “I so seldom see a civilized being. And I have a new piano!” he threw in as an
added inducement. “Do you play?”
He had no parlor tricks, he told Ganz, and he told himself that he wanted to get on. But Ganz had been very
decent to him, after all. And he began to perceive that he himself was extremely tired. So he followed Ganz
through the cloister of the pool to the court where the great basin glittered in the sun, below the pillared portico.
“Who is that?” exclaimed Ganz suddenly. “What a tone, eh? And what a touch!”
Matthews heard from Ganz’s private quarters a welling of music so different from the pipes and cow-horns of
Dizful that it gave him a sudden stab of homesickness.
“I say,” he said, brightening, “could it be any of the fellows from Meidan-i-Naft?”
The ambiguous blue eye brightened too. “Perhaps! It is the river music from Rheingold. But listen,” Ganz
added with a smile. “There are sharks among the Rhine maidens!”
They went on, up the steps of the portico, to the door which Ganz opened softly, stepping aside for his visitor
to pass in. The room was so dark, after the blinding light of the court, that Matthews saw nothing at first. He
stepped forward eagerly, feeling his way among Ganz’s tables and chairs toward the end of the room from which
the music came. They gave him, the cluttering tables .and chairs, after the empty rooms he had been living in, a
sharper renewal of his stab. And even a piano—it made him think of Kipling and the Song of the Banjo:
I am memory and torment—
I am Town!
I am all that ever went
With evening dress!

But what mute inglorious Paderewski\fn{Ignace Jan Paderewski (1860-1941), Polish pianist.} of the restricted circle he
had moved in for the past months was capable of such parlor tricks as this? Then, suddenly, he saw. He saw,
swaying back and forth against the dark background of the piano, a domed shaven head that made him stop short
—that head full of so many astounding things! He saw, traveling swiftly up and down the keys, rising above them
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to an extravagant height and pouncing down upon them again, those predatory hands that had pounced on the
spoils of Susa! They began, in a moment, to flutter lightly over the upper end of the keyboard. It was
extraordinary what a ripple poured as if out of those hands. Magin himself bent over to listen to the ripple, partly
showing his face as he turned his ear to the keys. He showed, too, in the lessening gloom, a smile Matthews had
never seen before, more extraordinary than anything. Yet even as Matthews watched it, in his stupefaction, the
smile changed, broadened, hardened. And Magin, sitting up straight again with his back to the room, began to
execute a series of crashing chords.
After several minutes he stopped and swung around on the piano-stool. Ganz clapped his hands, shouting,
“Bis! Bis!” At that Magin rose, bowed elaborately, and kissed his hands right and left. He ended by pulling up a
table-cover near him, gazing intently under the table.
“Have you lost something?” inquired Ganz.
“I seem,” answered Magin, “to have lost half my audience. What has become of our elusive English friend?
Am I so unfortunate as to have been unable to satisfy his refined ear? Or can it be that his emotions were too
much for him?”
“He was in a hurry,” explained Ganz. “He is just back from Dizful, you know.”
“Ah?” uttered Magin. “He is a very curious young man. He is always in a hurry. He was in a hurry the first
time I had the pleasure of meeting him. He was in such a hurry at Bala Bala that he didn’t wait to see the
celebration which you told me he went to see. He also left Dizful in a surprising hurry, from what I hear.I happen
to know that the telegraph had nothing to do with it. I can only conclude that some one frightened him away.
Where do you suppose he hurries to? And do you think he will arrive in time?”
Ganz opened his mouth; but if he intended to say something, he decided instead to draw his hand across his
spare jaw. However, he did speak after all.
“I notice that you at least do not hurry, Majesty! Do you fiddle while Rome burns?”
“Ha!” laughed Magin. “It is not Rome that burns! And I notice, Mr. Ganz, that you seem to be of a forgetful as
well as of an inquiring disposition. I would have been in Mohamera long ago if it had not been for your son of
Papa, with his interest in unspoiled towns. I will thank you to issue no more letters to the Father of Swords
without remembering me. Do you wish to enrich the already overstocked British Museum at my expense? But I
do not mind revealing to you that I am now really on my way to Mohamera.”
“Hmm,” let out Ganz slowly. “My dear fellow, haven’t you heard that there is a war in Europe?”
“I must confess, my good Ganz, that I have. But what has Europe to do with Mohamera?”
“God knows,” said Ganz. “I should think, however, since you are so far from the Gulf, that you would prefer
the route of Baghdad—now that French and Russian cruisers are seeking whom they may devour.”
“You forget, Mr. Ganz, that I am so fortunate as to possess a number of valuable objects of virtue. I would
think twice before attempting to carry those objects of virtue through the country of our excellent friends the Beni
Lam Arabs!”
Ganz laughed.
“Your objects of virtue could very well be left with me. What if the English should go into the war?”
“The English? Go into the war? Never fear! This is not their affair. And if it were, what could they do? Sail
their famous ships up the Rhine and the Elbe? Besides, that treacherous memory of yours seems to fail you again.
This is Persia, not England.”
“Perhaps,” answered Ganz. “But the English are very funny people. There is a rumor, you know, of pourparlers.\fn{Negotiations.} What if you were to sail down to the gulf and some little midshipman were to fire a shot
across your bow?”
“Ah, bah! I am a neutral! And Britannia is a fat old woman! Also a rich one, who doesn’t put her hand into her
pocket to please her neighbors. Besides, I have a little affair with the Sheikh of Mohamera—objects of virtue,
indigo, who knows what? As you know, I am a versatile man.” And swinging around on his stool, Magin began to
play again.
“But even fat old women sometimes know how to bite,” objected Ganz.
“Not when their teeth have dropped out,” Magin threw over his shoulder—“or when strong young men plug
their jaws!”
*
Two days later, or not quite three days later, the galley and the motor-boat whose accidental encounter brought
about the events of this narrative met again. This second meeting took place in the Karun, as before, but at a point
some fifty or sixty miles below Bund-i-Kir. And now the moon, not the sun, cast its paler glitter between the high
dark banks of the stream. It was a keen-eared young Lur who first heard afar the pant of the mysterious jinni.
Before he or his companions descried the motor-boat, however, Gaston, rounding a sharp curve above the island
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of Umm-un-Nakhl, caught sight of the sweeps of the barge flashing in the moonlight. The unexpected view of that
flash was not disagreeable to Gaston. For, as Gaston put it to himself, he was sad, despite the efforts of his friend,
the telegraph operator at Ahwaz, to cheer him up. It is true that the operator, who was Irish and a man of heart,
had accorded him but a limited amount of cheer, together with hard words not a few. Recalling them, Gaston
picked up a knife that lay on the seat beside him—an odd curved knife of the country, in a leather sheath. There is
no reason why I should conceal the fact that this knife was a gift from Gaston’s Bakhtiari henchman, who had
presented it to Gaston, with immense solemnity, on hearing that there was a war in Firengistan and that the young
men of the oil works were going to it. What had become of that type of a Bakhtiari, Gaston wondered? Then,
spying the flash of those remembered oars, he bethought him of the seigneur of a Brazilian whose hospitable
yacht, he had reason to know, was not destitute of cheer.
When he was near enough the barge to make out the shadow of the high beak on the-moonlit water he cut off
the motor. The sweeps forthwith ceased to flash. Gaston then called out the customary salutation. It was answered,
as before, by the deep voice of the Brazilian. He stood at the rail of the barge as the motorboat glided alongside.
“Ah, man vieux, you are alone this time?” said Magin genially. “Where are the others?”
“I do not figure to myself,” answered Gaston, “that you derange yourself to inquire for my sacred devil of a
Bakhtiari, who has taken the key of the fields. As for Monsieur Guy, the Englishman you saw the other time,
whose name does not pronounce itself, he has gone to the war. I just took him and three others to Ahwaz, where
they meet more of their friends and all go together on the steamer to Mohamera.”
“Really! And did you hear any news at Ahwaz?”
“The latest is that England has declared war.”
“Tiens!” exclaimed Magin. His voice was extraordinarily loud and deep in the stillness of the river. It
impressed Gaston, who sat looking up at the dark figure in front of the ghostly Lurs. What types, with their black
hats of a theater! He hoped the absence of M’sieu Guy and the Brazilian’s evident surprise would not cloud the
latter’s hospitality. He was accordingly gratified to hear the Brazilian say, after a moment:
“And they tell us that madness is not catching! But we, at least, have not lost our heads. Eh? To prove it,
Monsieur Gaston, will you not come aboard a moment, if you are not in too much of a hurry, and drink a little
glass with me?”
Gaston needed no urging. In a trice he had tied his boat to the barge and was on the deck. The agreeable
Brazilian was not too much of a seigneur to shake his hand in welcome, or to lead him into the cabin where a
young Lur was in the act of lighting candles.
“It is so hot, and so many strange beasts fly about this river,” Magin explained, “that I usually prefer to travel
without a light. But we must see the way to our mouths! What will you have? Beer? Bordeaux? Champagne?”
Gaston considered this serious question with attention.
“Since Monsieur has the goodness to inquire, if Monsieur has any of that fine champagne I tasted before—”
“Ah yes! Certainly.” And he gave a rapid order to the. Lur. Then he stood silent, his eyes fixed on the reed
portière. Gaston was more impressed than ever as he stood too, béret in hand, looking around the little saloon, so
oddly, yet so comfortably fitted out with rugs and skins. Presently the Lur reappeared through the reed portière,
which aroused the Brazilian from his abstraction. He filled the two glasses himself, waving his attendant out of
the cabin, and handed one to Gaston. The other he raised in the air, bowing to his guest.
“To the victor!” he said. “And sit down, won’t you? There is more than one glass in that bottle.”
Gaston was enchanted to sit down and to sip another cognac.
“But, Monsieur,” he exclaimed, looking about again, “you travel like an emperor!”
“Ho!” laughed Magin, with a quick glance at Gaston. “I mm well enough here. But there is one difficulty.”He
looked at his glass, holding it up to the light. “I travel too slowly.”
Gaston smiled. “In Persia, who cares?”
“Well, it happens that at this moment I do. I have affairs at Mohamera. And in this tub it will take me three
days more at the best—without considering that I shall have to wait till daylight to get through the rocks at
Ahwaz.” He lowered his glass and looked back at Gaston. “Tell me: Why shouldn’t you take me down, ahead of
my tub? Eh? Or to Sablah, if Mohamera is too far? It would not delay you so much, after all. You can tell them
any story you like at Sheleilieh. Otherwise I am sure we can make a satisfactory arrangement.” He put his hand
suggestively into his pocket.
Gaston considered it between sips. It really was not much to do for this uncle of America who had been so
amiable. And others had suddenly become so much less amiable than their wont. Moreover that Bakhtiari—he
might repent when he heard the motor again. At any rate one could say that one had waited for him. And the
Brazilian would no doubt show a gratitude so handsome that one could afford to be a little independent. If those
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on the steamer asked any questions when the motorboat passed, surely the Brazilian, who was more of a seigneur
than any employee of an oil company, would know how to answer.
“Allons! Why not?” he said aloud.
“Bravo!” cried the Brazilian, withdrawing his hand from his pocket. “Take that as part of my ticket. And
excuse me a moment while I make arrangements.”
He disappeared through the reed portière, leaving Gaston to admire five shining napoleons. It gave him an odd
sensation to see, after so long, those coins of his country. When Magin finally came back, it was through the inner
door.
“Tell me: how much can you carry?” he asked. “I have four boxes I would like to take with me; besides a few
small things. These fools might wreck themselves at Ahwaz and lose everything in the river. It would annoy me
very much—after all the trouble I have had to collect my objects of virtue! Besides, the tub will get through more
easily without them. Come in and see.”
“Mon Dieu!!” exclaimed Gaston, scratching his head, when he saw. “My boat won’t get through more easily
with them, especially at night.” He looked curiously around the cozy stateroom.
“But it will take them, eh? If necessary, we can land them at Ahwaz and have them carried around the rapids.”
The thing took some manœuvering; but the Lurs, with the help of much fluent profanity from the master,
finally accomplished it without sinking the motorboat. Gaston, sitting at the wheel to guard his precious engine
against some clumsiness of the black-hatted mountaineers, looked on with humorous astonishment at this turn of
affairs. He was destined, it appeared, to be disappointed in his hope of cheer. That cognac was really very good—
if only one had had more of it. Still, one at least had company now; and he was not the man to be insensible to the
fine champagne of the unexpected. Nor was he unconscious that of many baroque scenes at which he had assisted,
this was not the least baroque.
When the fourth chest had gingerly been lowered into place, Magin vanished again. Presently he reappeared,
followed by his majordomo, to whom he gave instructions in a low voice. Then he stepped into the stem of the
boat. The majordomo, taking two portmanteaux and a rug from the Lurs behind him, handed them down to
Gaston. Having disposed of them, Gaston stood up, his eyes on the Lurs who crowded the rail.
“Well, my friend,” said Magin gaily, “for whom are you waiting? We shall yet have opportunities to admire the
romantic scenery of the Karun!”
“Ah! Monsieur takes no - other object of virtue with him?”
“Have you so much room?” laughed Magin. “It is a good thing there is no wind tonight. Go ahead.”
Gaston cast off, backed a few feet, reversed, and described a wide circle around the stern of the barge. It made
a strange picture in the moonlight, with its black-curved beak and its spectral crew. They shifted to the other rail
as the motor-boat came about, watching silently.
“To your oars!” shouted Magin at them. “Row, sons of burnt fathers! Will you have me wait a month for you at
Mohamera?”
They scattered to their places, and Gaston caught the renewed flash of the sweeps as he turned to steer for the
bend. It was a good thing, he told himself, that there was no wind tonight. The gunwale was nearer the water than
he or the boat cared for. She made nothing like her usual speed; however, he said nothing. Neither did, Magin—
until the dark shadow of Umm-un-Nakhl divided the glitter in front of them.
“Take the narrower channel,” he ordered then. And when they were in it he added: “Stop, will you, and steer in
there, under the shadow of the shore? I think we would better fortify ourselves for the work of the night. I at least
did not forget the cognac, among my other objects of virtue.”
They fortified themselves accordingly, the Brazilian producing cigars as well. He certainly was an original,
thought Gaston, now hopeful of experiencing actual cheer. That originality proved itself anew when, after a much
longer period of refreshment than would suit most gentlemen in a hurry, the familiar flash became visible in the
river behind them.
“Now be quiet,” commanded the extraordinary uncle of America. “Whatever happens we mustn’t let them hear
us. If they take this channel, we will slip down, and run part way up the other. We shall give them a little
surprise.”
Nearer and nearer came the flash, which suddenly went out behind the island. A recurrent splash succeeded it,
and a wild melancholy singing. The singing and the recurrent splash grew louder, filled the silence of the river,
grew softer; and presently the receding oars flashed again, below the island. But not until the last glint was lost in
the shimmer of the water, the last sound had died out of the summer night, did the Brazilian begin to unfold his
surprise.
“Que diable allait-on faire dans cette galère!” he exclaimed. “It’s the first time I ever knew them to do the right
thing! Let us drink one more little glass to the good fortune of their voyage. And here, by the way, is another part
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of my ticket.” He handed Gaston five more napoleons. “But now, my friend, we have some work. I see we shall
never get anywhere with all this load. Let us therefore consign our objects of virtue to the safe keeping of the
river. He will guard them better than anybody. Is it deep enough here?”
It was deep enough. But what an affair, getting those heavy chests overboard! The last one nearly pulled Magin
in with it. One of the clamps caught in his clothing, threw him against the side of the boat, and jerked something
after it into the water. He sat down, swearing softly to himself, to catch his breath and investigate the damage.
“It was only my revolver,” he announced. “And we have no need of that, since we are not going to the war!
Now, my good Gaston, I haye changed my mind. We will not go down the river, after all. We will go up.”
Gaston, this time, stared at him. “Up? But, Monsieur, the barge—“
“What is my barge to you, dear Gaston? Besides, it is no longer mine. It now belongs to the Sheikh of
Mohamera—with whatever objects of virtue it still contains. He has long teased me for it. And none of them can
read the note they are carrying to him! Didn’t I tell you I was going to give them a little surprise? Well, there it is.
I am not a man, you see, to be tied to objects of virtue. Which reminds me: where are my portmanteaux?”
“Here, on the tank.”
“Fi! And you a chauffeur! Give them to me. I will arrange myself a little. As for you, turn around and see how
quickly you can carry me to the charming resort of Bund-i-Kir—where Antigonus fought Eumenes and the Silver
Shields for the spoils of Susa, and won them. Did you ever hear, Gaston, of that interesting incident?”
“Monsieur is too strong for me,” replied Gaston, cryptically. He took off his cap, wiped his face, and sat down
at the wheel.
“If a man is not strong, what is he?” rejoined Magin. “But you will not find this cigar too strong,” he added
amicably.
Gaston did not. What he found strong was the originality of his passenger—and the way that cognac failed, in
spite of its friendly warmth, to cheer him. For he kept thinking of that absurd Bakhtiari, and of the telegraph
operator, and of M’sieu Guy, and the others, as he sped northward on the silent moonlit river.
“This is very well, eh, Gaston?” uttered the Brazilian at last. “We march better without our objects of virtue.”
Gaston felt that he smiled as he lay smoking on his rug in the bottom of the boat. “But tell me,” he went on
presently, “how is it, if I may ask, that you didn’t happen to go in the steamer too, with your Monsieur Guy? You
do not look to me either old or incapable.”
There it was, the same question, which really seemed to need no answer at first, but which somehow became
harder to answer every time! Why was it? And how could it spoil so good a cognac?
“How is it?” repeated Gaston. “It is, Monsieur, that France is a great lady who does not derange herself for a
simple vagabond like Gaston, or about whose liaisons or quarrels it is not for Gaston to concern himself. This
great lady has naturally not asked my opinion about this quarrel. But if she had, I would have told her that it is
very stupid for everybody in Europe to begin shooting at each other. Why? Simply because it pleases ces
messieurs the Austrians to treat ces messieurs the Serbs de haut en bas! What have I to do with that? Besides, this
great lady is very far away, and by the time I arrive she will have arranged her affair. In the meantime there are
many others, younger and more capable than I, whose express business it is to arrange such affairs. Will one pioupiou more or less change the result of one battle? Of course not! And if I should lose my hand or my head, who
would buy me another? Not France! I have seen a little what France does in such cases. My own father left his leg
at Gravelotte,\fn{One of the battles (and a French defeat) of the Franco-Prussian War (August 18, 1870).} together with his job
and my mother’s peace. I have seen what happened to her, and how it is that I am a vagabond—about whom
France has never troubled herself.”
He shouted it over his shoulder, above the noise of the motor, with an increasing loudness.
“Also,” he went on, “I have duties not so far away as France. Up there, at Sheleilieh, there will perhaps be next
month a little Gaston. If I go away, who will feed him? I have not the courage of Monsieur, who separates himself
so easily from objects of virtue. Voilà!”
Magin said nothing for a moment. Then: “Courage, yes! One needs a little courage in this curious world.”
There was a pause, as the boat cut around a dark curve. “But do not think, my poor Gaston, that it is I who blame
you. On the contrary, I find you very reasonable—more reasonable than many ministers of state. If others in
Europe had been able to express themselves like you, Gaston, Monsieur Guy and his friends would not have run
away so suddenly. It takes courage, too, not to run after them.” He made a sound, as if changing his position, and
presently he began to sing softly to himself.
“Monsieur would make a fortune in the cafe-chantant..”commented Gaston. He began to feel, at last, after the
favorable reception of his speech, a little cheered. He felt cooler, too, in this quiet rushing moonlight of the river.
“What, is it that Monsieur sings? It seems to me that I have heard that air.”
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“Very likely you have, Gaston. It is a little song of sentiment, sung by all the sentimental young ladies of the
world. He who wrote it, however, was far from sentimental. He was a fellow countryman of mine—and of the late
Abraham!—who loved your country so much that he lived in it and died in it.” And Magin sang again, more
loudly, the first words of the song:
Ich weiss nicht, was soll es bedeuten,
Dass ich so traurig bin;
Ein Miirchen aus alten Zeiten,
Das kommt mir nicht aus clem Sinn.

Gaston listened with admiration, astonishment; and perplexity. It suddenly came back to him how this original
Brazilian had sworn when the chest caught his clothes.
“But, Monsieur, I thought—are you, then, a German?”
Magin, after a second, laughed.
“But Gaston, am I then an enemy?”
Gaston examined him in the moonlight.
“Well,” he answered slowly, “if your country and mine are at war—“
“What has that to do with us, as you just now, so truly said? You have found that your country’s quarrel was
not cause enough for you to leave Persia, and so have I. Voilà tout!” He examined Gaston in turn. “But I thought
you knew all the time. Such is fame! I flattered myself that your Monsieur Guy would leave no one untold.
Whereas he has left us the pleasure of a situation more piquant, after all, than I supposed. We enjoy the
magnificent moonlight of the south, we admire a historic river under its most successful aspect, and we do not
exalt ourselves because our countrymen, many hundreds of miles away, have lost their heads.”
He smiled over the piquancy of the situation.
“Strength is good,” he went on in his impressive bass, “and courage is better. But reason, as you so justly say,
is best of all. For which reason,” he added, “allow me to recommend to you, my dear Gaston, that you look a little
where you are steering.”
Gaston looked. But he discovered that his moment of cheer had been all too brief. A piquant situation, indeed!
The piquancy of that situation somehow complicated everything more darkly than before. If there were reasons
why he should not go away with the others, as they had all taken it for granted that he would do, was that a reason
why he, Gaston, whose father had lost a leg at Gravelotte, should do this masquerading German a service? All the
German’s amiability and originality did not change that. Perhaps, indeed, that explained the originality and
amiability. The German, at any rate, did not seem to trouble himself about it. When Gaston next looked over his
shoulder, Magin was lying flat on his back in the bottom of the boat, with his hands under his head and his eyes
closed. And so he continued to lie, silent and apparently asleep, while his troubled companion, hand on wheel and
beret on ear, steered through the waning moonlight of the Karun.
*
The moon was but a ghost of itself, and a faint rose was beginning to tinge the pallor of the sky behind the
Bakhtiari mountains, when the motor began to miss fire. Gaston, stifling an exclamation, cut it off, unscrewed the
cap of the tank, and measured the gasoline. Then he stepped softly forward to the place in the bow where he kept
his reserve cans. Magin, roused by the stopping of the boat, sat up, stretching.
“Tiens!” he exclaimed. “Here we are!” He looked about at the high clay banks enclosing the tawny basin of the
four rivers. In front of him the konar trees of Bund-i-Kir showed their dark green. At the right, on top of the bluff
of the eastern shore, a solitary peasant stood white against the sky. Near him a couple of oxen on an inclined plane
worked the rude mechanism that drew up water to the fields. The creak of the pulleys and the splash of the
dripping goatskins only made more intense the early morning silence.
“Do you remember, Gaston?” asked Magin. “It was here we first had the good fortune to meet—not quite three
weeks ago.”
“I remember,” answered Gaston, keeping his eye on the mouth of the tank he was filling, “that I was the one
who wished you peace, Monsieur; and that no one asked who you were or where you were going.”
Magin yawned. “Well, you seem to have satisfied yourself now on those important points. I might add,
however, for your further information, that I think I shall not go to Bund-i-Kir, which looks too peaceful to disturb
at this matinal hour, but there—on the western shore of the Ab-i-Shuteit. And that reminds me. I still have to pay
you the rest of my ticket.”
He reached forward and laid a little pile of gold on Gaston’s seat. Gaston, watching out of the corner of his eye
as he poured gasoline, saw that there were more than five napoleons in that pile. There were at least ten.
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“What would you say, Monsieur,” he asked slowly, emptying his tin, “if I were to take you instead to Sheleilieh—where there are still a few of the English?”
“I would say, my good Gaston, that you had more courage than I thought. By the way," he went on casually,
“what is this?”
He reached forward again toward Gastons seat, where lay the Bakhtiari’s present. Gaston dropped his tin and
made a snatch at it. But Magin was too quick for him. He retreated to his place at the stern of the boat, where he
drew the knife out of its sheath.
“Sharp, too!” he commented, with a smile at Gaston. “And my revolver is gone!”
Gaston, very pale, stepped to his seat. “That, Monsieur, was given me by my Bakhtiari brother-in-law—to take
to the war. When he found I had not the courage to go, he ran away from me.”
“But you thought there might be more than one way to make war, eh? Well, I at least am not an Apache.
Perhaps the sharks will know what to do with it.”
The blade glittered in the brightening air and splashed out of sight. And Magin, folding his arms, smiled again
at Gaston.
“Another object of virtue for the safe custody of the Karun!”
“But not all,” cried Gaston thickly, seizing the little pile of gold beside him and flinging it after the knife.
Magin’s smile broadened.
“Have you not forgotten something, Gaston?”
“But certainly not, Monsieur,” he replied, putting his hand into his pocket. The next moment a second shower
of gold caught the light. And where the little circles of ripples widened in the river, a sharp fin suddenly cut the
muddy water.
“Oho! Mr. Shark loses no time!”cried Magin. He stopped smiling, and turned back to Gaston.
“But we do. Allow me to say, my friend, that you show yourself really too romantic. This is no doubt an
excellent comedy which we are playing for the benefit of that gentleman on the bluff. But even he begins to get
tired of it. See? He starts to say his morning prayer. So be so good as to show a little of the reason which you
know how to show, and start for shore. But first you might do well to screw on the cap of your tank—if you do
not mind a little friendly advice—”
Gaston looked around absent-mindedly, and took up the nickel cap. But he suddenly turned back to Magin.
“You speak too much about friends, Monsieur. I am not your friend. I am your enemy. And I shall not take you
there, to the Ab-i-Shuteit. I shall take you into the Ab-i-Gerger—to Sheleilieh and the English.”
Magin considered him, with a flicker in his lighted eyes.
“You might perhaps have done it if you had not forgotten about your gasoline—and you may yet. We shall see.
But it seems to me, my—enemy!—that you make a miscalculation. Let us suppose that you take me to Sheleilieh.
It is highly improbable, because you no longer have your knife to assist you. I, it is true, no longer have my
revolver to assist me; but I have two arms, longer and I fancy stronger than yours. However, let us make the
supposition. And let us make the equally improbable supposition that I fall into the hands of the English. What
can they do to me? The worst they can do is to give me free lodging and nourishment till the end of the war!
Whereas you, Gaston—you do not seem to have reflected that life will not be so simple for you, after this. There
is a very unpleasant little word by which they name citizens who do not respond to their country’s call to arms. In
other words, Mr. Deserter, you have taken the road which, in war time, ends between a firing-squad and a stone
wall.”
Gaston, evidently, had not reflected on that. He stared at his nickel cap, turning it around in his fingers.
“You see?” continued Magin. “Well then, what about that little Gaston? I do not know what has suddenly made
you so much less reasonable than you were last night; but I, at least, have not changed. And I see no reason why
that little Gaston should be left between two horns of a dilemma. In fact I see excellent reasons not only why you
should take me that short distance to the shore, but why you should accompany me to Dizful. There I am at home.
I am, more than anyone else, emperor. And I need a man like you. I am going to have a car, I am going to have a
boat, I am going to have a place in the sun. There will be many changes in that country after the war. You will see.
It is not so far, either, from here. It is evident that your heart, like mine, is in this part of the world. So come with
me. Eh, Gaston?”
“Heart!” repeated Gaston, with a bitter smile. “It is you who speak of the heart, and of—but you do not speak
of the little surprise with which you might some day regale me, Mr. Enemy! Nor do you say what you fear—that I
might take it into my head to go fishing at Umm-un-Nakhll!”
“Ah, bah!” exclaimed Magin impatiently. “However, you are right. I am not like you. I do not betray my
country for a little savage with a jewel in her nose! It is because of that small difference between us, Gaston,
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between your people and my people, that you will see such changes here after the war. But you will not see them
unless you accept my offer. After all, what else can you do?”
He left Gaston to take it in as he twirled his metal cap.
“There is the sun already,” Magin added presently. “We shall have a hot journey.”
Gaston looked over his shoulder at the quivering rim of gold that surged up behind the Bakhtiari mountains.
How sharp and purple they were, against what a deepening blue! On the bluff the white-clad peasant stood with
his back to the light, his hands folded in front of him, his head bowed.
“You look tired, Gaston,” said Magin pleasantly. “Will you have this cigar?”
“No, thank you,” replied Gaston. He felt in his own pockets, however, first for a cigarette and then for a match.
He was indeed tired, so tired that he no longer remembered which pocket to fumble in or what he held in his hand
as he fumbled. Ah, that sacred tank! Then he suddenly smiled again, looking at Magin.
“There is something else I can do!”
“What?” asked. Magin as he lay at ease in the stern, enjoying the first perfume of his cigar. “You can’t go back
to France, now, and I should hardly advise you to go back to Sheleilieh. At least until after the war. Then there
will be no more English there to ask you troublesome questions!”
Gaston lighted his cigarette. And, keeping his eyes on Magin, he slowly moved his hand, in which were both
the nickel cap and the still-burning match, toward the mouth of the tank.
“This!” he answered.
Magin watched him. He did not catch the connection at first. He saw it quickly enough, however. In his pale
translucent eyes there was something very like a flare.
“Look out—or we shall go together after all”
“We shall go together, after all,” repeated Gaston. “And here is your place in the sun!”
Magin still watched, as the little flame flickered through the windless air. But he did not move.
“It will go out! And you have not the courage, Apache!”
“You will see, Prussian!” The match stopped, at last, above the open hole; but the hand that held it trembled a
little, and so did the strange low voice that said:
“This at least I can do—for that great lady, far away.”
The peasant on the bluff, prostrated toward Mecca with his forehead in the dust, was startled out of his prayer
by a roar in the basin below him. There where the trim-white jinn-boat of the Firengi had been was now a blazing
mass of wreckage, out of which came fierce cracklings, hissings, sounds not to be named. As he stared at it the
wreckage fell apart, began to disappear in a cloud of smoke and steam that lengthened toward the southern
gateway of the basin. And in the turbid water, cut by swift sharks’ fins, he saw a sudden bright trail of red, redder
than any fire or sunrise. It paled gradually, the smoke melted after the steam, the current caught the last charred
fragments of wreckage and drew them out of sight.
The peasant watched it all silently, as if waiting for some new magic of the Firengi, from his high bank of the
Karun—that snow-born river bound for distant palms, that had seen so many generations of the faces of men, so
many of the barks to which men trust their hearts, their hopes, their treasures, as it wound, century after century,
from the mountains to the sea. Then, at last, the peasant folded his hands anew and bowed his head toward Mecca.
253.41 Excerpt from Atiya’s Journeys: A Muslim Woman From Colonial Bombay To Edwardian
Britain\fn{by Atiya Begum Fyzee Rahamin (1877-1967)} Istanbul, Istanbul Province, Turkey (F) 18
17 September 1906
… From Calais to Dover we were faced with an extremely stormy sea and a strong wind. Here we boarded a
train. We left at 7 o’clock and, instead of London’s famous Charing Cross station, we reached Victoria Station. I
was wondering in my heart whether anybody would come there since it was not the correct time and place, but
happily our relative Bhai sahib Camruddin was present. there. I was happy to see him. Miss Beck and Miss Major
had come to receive us on behalf of the India Office. Miss Beck came in the place of Miss Manning (whose name
is known to every Indian). Ali Azhar and Tyab took their belongings and went off with Bhai sahib, and we went
with them [the ladies] to our residence.
We reached Winkworth Hall at 10:30, where a worthy old woman was standing to welcome us. She took us to
our drawing room and fed us hot tea, bread, and butter, which refreshed us.
How can London be described and how can it be imagined without seeing it! Ofo! Such streets and what a
grand city, and the shops! It appears very nice when it is lit up at night. The way each shop is decorated—it’s truly
a skill. How much can a person see; people are models of fashion and get-up. As we neared our residence the
quiet shops and people began to appear in their true forms.
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18 September 1906
I was tired, but, couldn’t sleep satisfactorily. My room is very big and comfortable. It is about the biggest room
in this hall. A big closet, a big wardrobe, a nice writing table, an armchair, two small stools, chimney (that is, a
smoke vent), a very comfortable and warm bed, well-fitted windows and doors, besides this, a mirror, pictures, et
cetera, all together such that I can fix it and make it a sitting room, too. All the facilities are attached to the room
that really make it very comfortable. Not every room has such an arrangement. There is a rug spread out that
makes it appear neat and clean. I am very happy with my fortune.
There are thirty-five rooms in this hall. Miss Case is a warden in this place; she is an extremely balanced and
capable old woman. God knows how these people are so accomplished. The college, which is near this hall, opens
tomorrow. A lot of girls will have come by tomorrow morning.
In the morning a maid brought tea to the room. Then by 10 o’clock I put away all my things, got ready, and
came out. There were a couple of letters for me. One was from Miss Billington. She has written a very nice fourpage letter in which it was also mentioned that she had read about me and wanted to write a short notice in the
newspaper; if I gave permission she would come and see me. And perhaps I had heard that her book’s title is
Women in India. In my reply I wrote to her to come on Wednesday.
All day girls of utterly pleasing manners kept arriving, and, with respect to education, many have degrees from
Cambridge or London. Due to their education the level of conversation has reached such a height. In India one
cannot even imagine this. If only the men of our country were like these women.
No girl under nineteen years is admitted to the training college. And they all study different things—some for
high school training, some for art, some for kindergarten—whoever has ability, interest, and understanding for
something, education is provided to her for it. This is truly wonderful. Each one has chosen something or other for
herself.
A few rules are posted in our rooms: if one has to stay out at night, then an escort should bring one back
properly; if you have invited someone for tea then there is a designated box in which one puts 3 annas; if someone
is invited for lunch, that is between normal meals, then put in 9 annas—such convenience. Since this is an extra
cost, the college is not responsible for it. I am afraid that my tea drinking sessions will be busy and there will be
guests coming daily.
The arrangement of the windows is such that you keep the upper portion and the very bottom open. These
people leave the windows completely open in the winter season and the rooms feel icy cold. The windows in all
the passages are open. This is among the ways of the house. No one has even tasted alcohol here, they only drink
water, and eat very little meat; in fact, most of them do not eat it. They eat very little. In comparison to them, it
seems that I can be reckoned as someone who eats well.
How these people take care and how tasteful they are. Upper-class English people are of a different kind. Truly
I have landed in a different world.
Ali Azhar came in the evening. We had tea and went for a walk. Walking is a pleasurable activity in this
country. In our minds we walked only a little distance, but half an hour passed, that’s why we came back.
19 September 1906
The college and school are in the neighborhood, and this hall is for residing and meals, et cetera. Today the
college opened. A loud wake-up bell rang at 7 o’clock. We had breakfast at 8. It was 10 minutes to 10 o’clock
when we gathered in our places at the college. At exactly 10 o’clock Miss Woods, a capable principal, came into
the room. I also went. What a sensible woman she is—she has a pleasing manner of speaking.
The above-described Miss began by saying that in the next week there would be complete instructions from
the government regarding the kind of education we would receive.
I met the whole staff here. There are five ladies who give lectures, whom it would only be proper to call
professor (that is, teacher). I liked the teacher who gave a lecture on the history of education. They are all
extremely knowledgeable, each in a different subject.
Oho! The way money flows here is like a flood. I had sent a telegram upon arrival. I hope my loved ones have
peace of mind now. Two such dear letters from Miss Sassoon have come—she is a lovely girl. She writes that she
will come to see me next week.
Miss Billington came right at 4 o’clock in the evening. She is such a masculine woman, but so charming; it
was delightful to meet her. She stayed for an hour and a half. She has invited me to eat at the Lyceum Club. It is a
trifle, but I am terrified—how does one go to these places except in a cab?
This is a difficult matter; I don’t intend to go at all. There is always something like this daily. To become
involved with these things is an undertaking and, if people send a carriage, it is a different kind of problem
because one often has to give a big bakhshish (tip or gratuity).
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Everything is well organized here and there is complete safety. If my things could be sent, it would be very
good. My loved ones should certainly take care of this matter and send them quickly. Everyone’s conduct is so
nice here, they behave very amiably. In their free time the girls gather in a room, and there is singing,
conversation, and jesting. Ahaha! What pleasure there is in their talk.
Truthfully without education what is a human being? Nothing. Higher education is a heavenly thing.
Combining the college and school there are, in total, three or four hundred girls. It is a large educational
institution. They say that it grew suddenly. Miss Case says that they are thinking of building another hall like ours
because there is shortage of space.
Nice letters have come from Bhai sahib Camruddin and Salman Bhai asking how we can get together. To see
relatives in exile is another kind of pleasure. It is good that some of our people are in London.
20 September 1906
I replied to Bhai sahib Camruddin that I have written to Ali Azhar to take me after college hours. He came at the fixed
time and we both went to see them. I felt great happiness seeing Behen sahiba Vazirunnisa, that is, Mrs. Camruddin.
Although she seemed thinner than before, her health is better. Their two sons were there too and two daughters of the late
honorable chacha sahib Badruddin who came here a year and a half ago for education. Seeing them was very nice too. I
didn’t notice any special change in them, but they are very happy with their school and studies. They are such simple and
lovely girls. I was greatly affected by seeing them.
How the world has its ups and downs; Allah, Allah, how the world has changed. Poor creatures! Tyab had come there
too. He too is happy with his school. It is a nice, small house, decorated tastefully. There is only one servant who does all
the household work; she is very energetic. Really, the servants here are a different breed of humans. They are so sensible
and hard-working. If they don’t do a task properly, they themselves feel so sorrowful that the mistress’s sorrow is nothing
compared to it. They are so neat and clean.
We had dinner there and at 9:30 I returned to my hall with All Azhar.
21 September 1906
Today we were at college only until the afternoon. Then Ali Azhar came and we had a nice stroll. I walk for
miles, but don’t feel it. There is an amazing quality in the air. It is true that London is a wondrous place.
22 September 1906
Today Behen sahiba Vazirunnisa invited me. [Ali] Azhar had come to get me and I went with him. Ahaha!
They had made khichri and yoghurt kadhi, and two or three types of tasty achars. We ate our fill with such zest
and enthusiasm, and thanked God—what blessing could be better than this simple food. There is no shortage of an
appetite here.
We were leaving from there at 3 o’clock when Bhai Salman came, and seeing him too made me very happy. He
walked us to the station. He has promised to have tea with me one day. In the evening all the brothers and sisters
had come. It felt very nice.
23 September 1906
Today breakfast was served at a quarter to nine because afterwards everyone was going to church. Sunday is
worth seeing in London. Early in the morning before breakfast, Miss Das, Mrs. Mitter, and I went for a walk.
Upon returning we had a hearty breakfast.
Ali Azhar came at a quarter past ten and we left together. Strolling along we went to the place of the lady in
whose house Ali Azhar lives. This woman, who is German, likes Indians very much. That’s why she had called
me too.
What a beautiful sitting-room there is. It was like a greenhouse. Only that lady was present, and a spirited and
energetic niece. What an excellent lunch was served.
At a quarter past three we arrived home. Due to it being Sunday we had to wait for the train for a bit. There are
twelve platforms here. Presently, I feel that, even if I stay here all my life, I would not be able to figure out where
to board. It all really seems very complicated. I see that Ali Azhar understands it well and takes me around in such
a good manner.
I reached the hall and changed my clothes. The one or two guests that I had invited came. Then the two ladies,
Ali Azhar and I had lots of tea and the conversation continued for a long time. Miss Quick plays the piano
splendidly. The singing and playing continued for a long time. The guests had come at 4 and left at 6. All the girls
here are well-bred and cultured. The truth is that we don’t know how English ladies are. They are really
accomplished and superior.
On Saturday Miss Case took all of us new students to Miss Helen Webb MB (London), a lady doctor. She lives
on Baker Street. I was seen first. What a balanced, kind, intelligent, and unique manner. The poor thing didn’t
examine me much, I only had a slight complaint which I described to her. She told me an ordinary effective
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method and following that I find several degrees of change in myself. The capability of the people here amazes
me.
24 September 1906
I have written before that we have to be present at college at ten minutes to 10 and, at 10 o’clock exactly, the
lady teachers arrive, and that different subjects are taught. Accordingly they taught physical education today, but
in what a manner. The body and limbs of the lady teacher are worth seeing. She told us that in the future for this
lesson we should wear rubber-soled shoes and loose clothing. And you should know that whatever is taught to us
is done in a way that we can teach it to children. That is why we are receiving this education. We were also taught
botany, to draw on the blackboard, that is, to remember to draw enough so that what we teach will settle in the
minds of the children. At 1 o’clock we came to the hall, ate lunch, and made notes on the botany lecture.
At five minutes to two we were again in our places. First there was a lecture on all kinds of small matters, then
on geometry. It turns out that we have learnt this already. Then from 3 to 4 there was a lecture on physical
geography—it is amazing. I only took two or three pages of notes in which the subjects of botany, astronomy,
history, geology, were all explained so well. Then many other things and 10 or 12 books written on these subjects
were shown.
A letter came from Mrs. P.L. Roy. She will come to see me tomorrow. It will be very nice. I was a guest at their
house in Calcutta. At night three or four girls gathered in my room and we were chatting happily when the mail
from India and the remaining luggage from the steamboat Moldavia arrived. What a thing it is to receive news
from distant loved ones—it’s as if I was rejuvenated. Reading the news of their well-being, I thanked God, but my
homesickness was renewed. God keep everyone safe. Ameen.
25 September 1906
After college these fiendishly clever girls play the game of hockey. There is a special club for sports. Then they
do gardening. They work right along with gardeners Then there is the fire union brigade, where it is taught what
to do and how to help and rescue in case of fire. They make us do a drill for this: to pass buckets filled with water,
to climb rope ladders, et cetera. They teach everything connected to this.
The Christian Association in which all the girls gather and discuss religion is a totally novel thing. Of course
all the girls participate in this; presently I participate in the fire brigade, and gradually I will do other useful
things.
When I returned to the hail at 4 in the evening what did I see but Mrs. Sassoon and her two daughters, Rachel
and Mozelle, had come in their grand car. I felt very good. When one meets dear ones from the past, how lovely it
is. They are such stately and accomplished ladies. Mrs. Sassoon sat until 7 o’clock and we talked a lot. She was
surprised why I had chosen this work and spoke a lot about it. Her attire is always perfect. Today, too, she was
wearing a rare, expensive, and special outfit.
26 September 1906
Today a letter came from the lady editor of the Lady’s Pictorial journal; she wants to take my picture and write
an article on the condition that I give permission and spare half an hour for her.
This thing is becoming a torture for me. I will not do anything except tell Miss Woods and our own nice old
lady, Miss Case; they will respond themselves. Ali Azhar had tea with me.
Today I straightened my room. Those mere paltry things that I don’t look at in India truly seem nice here. If
only I had brought those old tattered silk brocade dupattas (scarves), then they would have brightened up my
room … when useless things are made use of skillfully, then people really think them to be fancy and praise them
enthusiastically. This I have seen. A person should be resourceful, then so many things can be done. Miss Das has
decorated her room entirely with silver and gold objects that she had brought with her.
27 September 1906
An invitation came from my nice and lovely girlfriend Navajbai Tata in which she has invited me to spend all
of Saturday, Sunday, and Monday, that is three days, with her. They have returned to London from a trip. How can
I go for such a long time? I wrote declining and also asking her to come here to see me since I have little free
time. Such nice letters come from my acquaintances, but it is a difficult task to reply to them. I hope to God that I
will be able to continue with this travelogue and that the sisters enjoy this new experience.
28 September 1906
The holy month of Shaban has begun. In this country, every day is the same. Last year I was happily with my
loved ones, this year fate has brought me elsewhere. May God’s kindness be present in this. However, I am at
ease.
It feels colder than yesterday. There is fog. If it’s like this now, what will happen in the future? It is similar to
when one goes to a high mountain in India in quite cold weather and mist.
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There is quite a bit of work at college, but apart from that there are so many other things to do that there is no
end to it. Mrs. Sassoon, Navajbai Tata, and Mrs. Roy all keep inviting me. To answer them becomes a chore too.
Apart from them people want to come and see me; it does not seem right to put them off too, but what is one to
do? There is little free time. Miss Beck had come and insistently invited me. I fixed Sunday for going.
29 September 1906
Today All Azhar came to see me for a short while. I went for a long walk with Miss Firth. Before entering the
college, it seems we had the basic knowledge—now comes the theoretical framework of education and then
practice of how to give knowledge to others. This means that apart from the whole course of subjects that is
taught here, often the basic subjects must be learnt too—and that too not specially from fixed textbooks. There are
such subjects whose names I had not even heard before. Mrs. Mitter is also alarmed although she has a BA and
has worked as a teacher for five years in India.
I get scared seeing the group of scholars around me, but I trust in God almighty, only He will help. And what is
not possible in the world with effort? Many nights have been wasted in this worry, but now I am reassured and
have been sleeping well since yesterday. Al-hamdulillah, my health is good too. The weather is mild too.
30 September 1906
Today passed in confusion. [Ali] Azhar came in the afternoon, we had tea together, talked a lot. In the
meantime Bhai sahib Camruddin and Behen sahiba Vazirunnisa showed up. It was very nice. Afterwards I went
with some girls to the church of Saint Baptist that is decorated very finely. The building is made with such skill
that, if you say something, it echoes in the whole room. There is an excellent organ (instrument)\fn{ A necessary
definition, since in many Hindu temples Shiva is worshipped with the accompanying representation of a phallic symbol:H } and a
moving, sad melody is sung in a low voice. On the pulpit was a heap of flowers that seemed to have been put
there not in a special way but carelessly, but, if you looked carefully, every flower was properly in its place, and
underneath this a mass of flowers. Such big loaves of bread as if they were small babies, and the shape of the
loaves was such as if it was a mound of wheat in somebody’s hand. There were breads of other shapes, but I liked
that one like a mound of wheat most of all. Then melodies were sung in God’s praise. In other words, everything
was presented with moving and winsome cunning so as to incline and attract unknowing hearts. A fiend had made
himself up in such a way that what can I say? Then there was a sermon, many good things were said, with a
trembling voice in appropriate places. Truly they are a strange people.
1 October 1906
I am emboldened by what I have learned here in a fortnight to say that, if I go to India right now, I can open a
small school. After staying two years, if God wills, then I will obtain full knowledge of the requisites for higher
education. For education at a high level if only I could reveal fully my thoughts on the foundation on which this
college is run. See the example of the level these people have attained.
I don’t care about other sciences, but—ufi—the history of education! This is about how education spread from
the beginning of time until now in the entire span of history, why and in what way it affected society. This subject
is very enjoyable.
Our lecturers are very accomplished in their subjects and, furthermore, they have made certain subjects their
own specialty. All of them are s young. Miss Wools is superior to all of them. I don’t know how many letters
come after their names to indicate their titles, but she never writes these or ever uses them. This matter is so
common that the more letters there are, it is the fashion to hide them even more.
I have already mentioned serving tea to guests—if you have your own small separate tea supplies, then you
can make tea for five people easily for 4 annas, on the condition that it is made by one in her room, which is not a
difficult thing. But if you get it made it is 3 annas for every cup. The kind Miss Case taught me this thrifty method
—she is a resourceful old woman. She saw that I have a constant stream of visitors and gradually it could become
a burden for me.
The lady editor and a woman photographer/artist from the Lady’s Pictorial saw me, wrote a memorandum and
fixed a date for the picture. I have to go on Saturday. They were both amazed by the artistry and suitability of my
clothes. Until now they had ungainly thoughts regarding Indians. If they meet an Indian who does not meet their
fixed views, they become totally flabbergasted. I don’t know at which level they place Indians in their minds that
everything surprises them!
These days the weather is so mild. I like this kind of cold very much—it’s between 45 and 60 degrees. Mrs.
Tata, Mrs. Sassoon, Lady Temple, all of them send cars to fetch me. It is very difficult to turn them down. Now I
must think of a way out. Although due to the work I don't feel like it, I must respond in some way to these
kindnesses. I clearly cannot disregard them. Unbeknownst to me, they applied and I have been made a member of
the Indian National Association—they rarely take anybody this way. It is considered a great honor.
Everybody is so kind! I hope that I will find time to go to the meetings.
149

3 October 1906
Yesterday was an extremely rainy and cold day. I didn't do any special work. From this afternoon games will
be played, but I will not participate. I want to participate once I fully understand the method of teaching. Today at
3 o’clock I got ready and went along with the nice Miss Case to Lady Temple’s.
She lives in Hampstead Heath. She was the wife of India’s lieutenant governor and is a fan of India. She knows
Iran, Arabia, in fact, the entire East so well that what can I say? God keep her, she has reached the age of eighty.
She has such a beautiful and noble face which gladdened me upon seeing it and left a strange impression.
Unfortunately due to an ailment half her body has become useless, but, subhanallah, what a face she has! She
received me with great kindness and affection and putting her arms around my neck spoke about India in such a
way that all of India flashed before my eyes.
There were scholarly books from around the world in front of her. Her conversation and capability provides
proof of how she must have studied them. I was stunned. We were together for two hours and I enjoyed it greatly.
We left when somebody else came there. She insistently told me to try and come to her. She too liked my clothes
very much and did not leave anything unsaid.
4 October 1906
Today I am going to go to Miss Woods’s “At Home”. That’s why when Ali Azhar came to fetch me, I was not
able to go with him.
5 October 1906
I have heard that the mail for India goes on Thursday. If that is so, then all my letters will reach my loved ones
a week late, and they won’t get one mail at all. Will everyone panic? Unfortunately, according to this calculation,
it’s too late today too, but anyway I will send it right now. Whatever happens will happen.
Today Miss Woods summoned all the new students and the entire college staff. We all got ready and went. It’s
a fifteen minute walk from here. Walking in this country is almost like running, which is nothing for them at all! I
don’t know how much one walks all day.
Miss Woods wore a light brown Liberty dress. These days one sees just Liberty and Liberty only. I don’t know
to what extent it is widespread. It’s a strange thing that in this lady, especially in her face, there is quite a lot of the
late chacha Badruddin. There must have been two or three thousand books.
The small place was decorated so well. There were fine pictures, extremely fine handmade Chinese objects and
paintings here and there. She has traveled all over Europe. God knows how these people learn everything. There
is only one life after all and a lifetime is so short. How can one accomplish so many big things during it? Today, in
college, there were many natural science experiments—very enjoyable.
6 October 1906
I have written about my picture in a previous letter. According to the arrangement, at 5 o’clock we arrived in a
motorcar at the appointed place. That lady took some twelve pictures in different ways. About six other artistic
women were standing around, who had only come to observe. I saw here how photographs are taken with such
skill. How can I describe the coloring, et cetera? She took three or four excellent ones in different, nice, and
simple poses.
At last at 1 o’clock I was free, and from there I went to Mrs. Ratanji Tata’s place. She lives in St James’ Street.
Their house and lifestyle is lavish. Navajbai, that is Mrs. Tata, and I are like sisters since school days. And still her
kindness and affection is so great that, if it would be possible, she wouldn’t let me leave her side. She is the
younger daughter-in-law of the late Mrs. Jamshedji Tata, who is known to everyone in India. She is simple,
amiable, and accomplished. To be with her feels so nice. I was so happy seeing her and she began to complain a
lot that she would go back to India and I won’t be there—‘Why did you accept this responsibility? Were you the
only one in India who could accomplish this feat, and so on?’ She said so much that I could not respond and
became quiet, while her affectionate complaints continued.
The more she travels the world, the more simple her nature becomes. Haughtiness and snobbery are unknown
to her. It is God’s strange power that, with all the wealth and pomp that He has granted them, her husband, Mr.
Ratanji, is also simple-natured like this. They only socialize with a select number of people. Under the guidance
of the Countess of Jersey, they move in high society. Therefore, if I had free time, going to the highest social
gatherings would be nothing for me.
After a lot of reflection I have decided something: that I will spend half of Saturday and all of Sunday seeing
people, and I hope this will be fine. I had lunch with these people, and then, from there, we went to the Queen’s
Hall in a Hansom cab. The building doesn’t look much from the outside, but they have made special arrangements
to enter inside. The inside portion is circular and has three stories. There is a stage in the middle portion; uf! what
a set up. There is hardly any room; it was filled with thousands of people.
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At 3 o’clock, Backhaus, a great pianist came and began to play. I had not heard such sweet songs even in my
dreams. My breath stopped. My hair stood on end. Listening in an intoxicated state, I was wonderstruck.
The English audience, although thousands in number, were so silent, that if a pin had dropped, the sound
would have been heard. At some moments they called the pianist back five times until he got tired of bowing. The
stage was filled with flower bouquets. This is a beautiful custom.
You will get some idea of London’s population from the fact that there are six doors leading up into this theatre
and there are different passages through those doors. There are many music halls and theatres like this in London.
What an amazing country. The concert ended at 6 o’clock and we came out of the wonderland.
Then we went to our kind Mrs. Sassoon’s place. Her house is decorated with French paintings. The walls and
ceiling were ornate with King Louis-style picturesque moulding and gilded work. And a fortune had been spent
on flowers and foliage—no, no, rather it was all in the flowers. The stairs were covered with two-inch thick
velvet. There were all kinds of unique furniture of this type.
I cannot help describing the flowers. Such big chrysanthemum flowers that their circumference must have been
ten inches! Some twenty-five to thirty such big white ones were there in a long vase; in the second, purple
colored, and in the third, copper colored red ones. They had all been grown in a special hothouse, and the way
they were arranged in the vases was an art in itself. When spontaneous praise came out of my mouth, Mrs.
Sassoon said very quietly,
“Yes they are nice and the price is reasonable too.”
They are so awesome in size. Certainly artifice has been worked upon in nature, otherwise these flowers are
not that big in reality. I saw that several members of the famous Ezra clan of Calcutta were there in the gathering.
Among them the agreeableness and beauty of the clothes of the three sisters was such that, for a while, I sat there
mesmerized. Then I began to talk. I had met the youngest sister in Calcutta. They are very wealthy people; which
riches in the world can they not enjoy? They also liked my clothes—this is a surprise!
After having had a good time, we returned to the house in a motorcar and found the treasure of letters from
India. [Ali] Azhar was with me. It felt so nice. Seeing kind friends after so many days rejuvenated me. An
affectionate letter also arrived from my good friend, Miss Cornelia Sorabji.
I have become extremely disgusted by the decking up of the ladies here, especially that which I have seen on
Regent Street and Bond Street. Why do they like to make themselves up in this way? I am at a loss. In London,
West is a place where the shops are filled with choice goods that are so enticing that these women make
themselves paupers in the mania for clothes. Every day new things are produced that are better than the previous
day. Yesterday I was going by car when a very fancy car passed by. From what I could see, it was the Maharani of
Cooch Behar. Our eyes met and she smiled. I am convinced from her bearing that it was her.
7 October 1906
Today Ali Azhar came here at 3:30 and together we went to Miss Beck’s place. She behaves with great civility towards
Indians. At one time her brother was the principal at Aligarh. Her aged mother was there too.
The old ladies here amaze me—their energy and agility is extreme. Miss Beck’s father is a connoisseur and has amassed
a peerless collection of old china. Miss Beck has a sister who is fond of wood-carving. She has made many excellent
pieces: tables, chairs, stools. I thought she had brought them from India, but later I learnt that she made them all with her
own hands. I was stunned. We had a good time. At 6 o’clock we left from there and, strolling on foot, reached home.
I want to again write a little description of the servants. There are thirty girls in this hail where I am staying. Five
female servants are appointed for serving them. Their responsibilities are described below according to their tasks.
Cleaning the rooms, keeping the washing things clean, airing and arranging the bedclothes, scrubbing and washing the
floors, taking off the tapestries and drapes to clean every corner, you can look at your face in the window panes and brass
objects, then cooking for thirty girls and serving them, washing the dishes, if somebody is sick to care for them, and if
someone has a favorite thing, to take care of that, that is, I want fruit, so every morning automatically to serve a plateful of
it.
The supervisor of these five servants is a housekeeper. The work of the thirty girls is done so well and energetically that
it is amazing. The kitchen and where these people eat are washed daily with running water. I have not seen even an ant
until now. The rooms of these women are so spick and span, filled with flowers and pictures. These people can’t live
without these things! This perfect arrangement is really due to our Miss Case. How she supervises and examines every
spot—all praise to her!
10 October 1906
There is nothing worth writing for 8 and 9 October. Today I had tea with Miss Reese, the headmistress of
Maria Grey School. She had invited me. Three unmarried sisters live together. I saw a strange sight, the way they
live. Not one servant. They do all the work themselves: cleaning, cooking, housekeeping, gardening—these sisters
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do everything. Besides this, painting and embroidery are there of course. I saw every corner, their cleaning is
impeccable. To live a full life and in a nice manner, truly, is an honorable thing for them.
I had gone to Miss Reese’s today with Miss Das. It is seven minutes away. I have described their house
already.
I also went to the boarding house where Ali Azhar lives. The lady of the house served coffee and cake. Many
people from our family have stayed there. They are middle-class people. They have perfected the business of
working hard and living well. I returned home after a very long time.
11 October 1906
I did not go anywhere today. There was a lot of work for college. For example, keeping rooms 5 and 6 in order,
that is, to see that everything is fine there in the morning and before leaving the college in the evening. Then we
must write and prepare a few papers. The questions that have been given must be answered without looking at any
books. These are similar to small exams. There is a different paper for each subject. After doing all that, one does
not feel like doing anything else.
Miss Beck came and left after having a meal. I have been made a member of the National Indian Association.
There is a newsletter that comes out especially pertaining to it which she gave me.
Today a very enjoyable lecture was given which I am very interested in, that is, the history of education was
described. If only I had the capability to describe it properly. We see examples in the world today of how
education changed—in every age a new method came up and declined, then again came up. What great Greek and
Roman philosophers such as Socrates, Plato, Aristotle, and so on thought about education and their inventions. All
this is described so well in the lecture that it is always extremely interesting.
Then there was a lecture on the natural sciences and experiments were conducted. When water dries up and we
think that it has evaporated, this is only due to our ignorance for every single thing transforms its shape, but
nothing evaporates, and there is such a continuous cycle of nature.
With his arguments Darwin has proved the complete interconnectedness of humans, animals, and plants, how
they are related to each other, and, if none existed, out of the three, then living is impossible. For example, iron,
air, and moisture are necessary for plants. The lives of animals are due to plants and animate things. And humans
subsist on plants and animals, and so on.
Our lady teachers who lecture are each more capable and outstanding than the other, and their headmistress is
Miss Woods. All the lecturers meet me one after another to converse and, asking about India, they give me advice
on how to provide education and what must be done. But they lead the conversation in such a way and acquire the
information that I am under the impression that they are only questioning me. In fact, the truth is that they know
about India so well that what can I say? When I sometimes express my thoughts and make a mistake, they
tactfully refute it in the course of the discussion to show me the error. What is talking and discussing with them
but laying the foundation of learning.
After the lecture I came to the hall at 1 o’clock. After eating hastily I left the hall at 1:30 and, boarding the 1:45
train, arrived at the British Museum. There are so many species and colors of sponges and corals: brown, white,
yellow, almond, coffee—which type is found where. There were wonderful examples of Neptune's Cup. Uf! Four
of them are amazing—they are like huge jars. Then we saw species of hard sponges, and studied the species of
corals. I was especially struck by the sight of the black-and-purple-colored corals. Imagine large trees of corals.
And there was no end to the colors: there were white, pink, some light, some dark, some 30 species of almond,
sandalwood, and yellow ones. And I cannot praise the black one enough; corals in the shape of sunbeams with
leaves, and grass growing.
Our assignment at the museum is to memorize the animals common to each clime of the world—it was a
challenging task. And we also had to remember how and why the animals change as we go towards the North
Pole.
From there we boarded the 4 o’clock train and returned to the hall. Then for one hour the choral class is on.
This means that fifteen girls sing very popular songs melodiously and in different voices. This is an extra task,
that is, apart from the college work. I am fortunate that almighty God made it possible for me to acquire this
treasury of knowledge.
Today an affectionate letter came from Her Highness the Maharani of Baroda in which she wrote that she had
seen me going in a car:
“Come and have tea with me at 5:30.”
I wrote my apologies and declined. Certainly it was possible that I would reach on time, but one must maintain
one’s life. After so much work I feel tired. But I also wrote that I have free time on Sunday. I have heard that soon
Bhai Alma Latifi is coming from India. It is good that the group of relatives is growing bigger.
13 October 1906
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Today, al-hamdullilah, all the letters arrived fine. In the afternoon I went along with Miss Firth to Mrs. Tata’s
place. Mr. Billimoria and Mr. Borzuji Badshah were also present. These two men are in Mr. Tata’s firm and
everyone in Bombay knows them, especially Mr. Badshah who is such a knowledgeable, intelligent, and clever
person. It is good that Miss Firth was there, she is also amazingly knowledgeable. She was in conversation with
this imposing person. Truly in comparison with her, one feels so lowly.
After tiffin we went to the Albert Hall. This is such a big hail that an audience of ten-twelve thousand people
can sit properly. It is extremely big. There was a thirty feet high organ there, under it nice mosaic work. Many
famous singers performed here. Clara Butt was among them and seemed to be just as we always see her in her
pictures in the newspapers. She is a very ugly woman. Her clothes were delicate, pistachio-colored, shiny, on
which here and there was black glitter and diamonds in places. Her hair was black. Regarding the waist I
remembered this line of poetry:
divan men khali hi jagah chhod di main ne mazmun hai bandha teri nazuk kamari ka
*
I left a blank spot in my book of poetry,
When I created an image of your delicate waist.

God knows how she can bind herself and sing in such a constricted state, and that too with a smile. These
people bear all kinds of tortures for the sake of appearance.
It is surprising that her voice had so much strength that it reached every corner of this enormous hall. The
whole stage was filled with a shower of flowers and bouquets.
14 October 1906
A telegram arrived from Her Highness Maharani inviting me to come. All Azhar was going to come here at 3
o'clock anyway and came according to appointment. We left together. Hyde Park Hotel is where the ruler of
Baroda is staying (that is, the Maharaja and Maharani sahiba. His Highness the Maharaja pulled out chairs for us
appropriately in the English fashion, which had a strange effect on us. And the Maharani sahiba came to greet us
almost at the door. Truly a person progresses by traveling and interacting with different peoples.
For a long time several topics were discussed. Her Highness Maharani sahiba wants to revive and advance the
handicrafts of India and those arts which are being lost so that the poor can fill their stomachs, the rich satisfy
their needs, and the country be bettered. To draw attention to this matter, she is busy sending printed sheets of
paper to women of all classes. And it is her particular desire that the day she enters Bombay, on that very day, you,
Behen Nazli Begum sahiba, arrange a gathering of dedicated highborn ladies where she would like to be present
to orally communicate her ideas. She has also said that she will arrange all the details. Before Her Highness writes
to you herself, she has perforce asked me to write:
“Please write this message to your sister especially from me.”
Now taking this as an opportune moment, I entreat my Tahzibi sisters personally that you too make an effort in
the progress of ancient arts … and at least be inspired to learn and to teach them. I am not worthy, but they both
said kindly,
“Especially in this matter we have a lot of hope in you, but you have come here, even now one thing can be
done, which is to give back the government the expenses and free you from this responsibility so you come with
us to India.”
What else could I have done but thank them for having good thoughts with regard to me. Then His Highness
the Maharaja asked me a lot of questions on the subject of children’s upbringing and education. Their trip has
lasted eighteen months and during this time they have passed through many countries and have sent students from
their country to different parts of Europe. They have even sent some to America to acquire all kinds of
knowledge. They said to come on Saturday, it was necessary to consult me; “certainly have lunch with us”. The
Maharani of Cooch Behar will also be there.
I expressed my gratitude and accepted the invitation. His Highness the Maharaja asked a lot about my college.
At that time I made up my mind that, having arranged it with Miss Woods, I would invite them to see it. Her
Highness the Maharani insisted that I stay with her in the hotel, but I said,
“This is impossible. If I could I would take advantage of your kind invitation.”
They have invited Mr. and Mrs. Tata for lunch through me. Maharani sahiba has truly benefited a lot from this
trip. She seems very balanced and sound. They did not let us go before 7 o’clock.
15 October 1906
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Today Behen Vazirunnisa invited us for tea. I went with Miss Green. We had fixed on going together to their
Highnesses Maharaja and Maharani sahiba’s lunch invitation. After spending a short time pleasurably, we came
back.
16 October 1906
Today two of Miss Firth’s friends came to see me. These people are so capable and active. They are young
girls. One of them runs a school and so well that it has a good reputation, and it is not easy to gain a good
reputation in London! I don’t know how these people can do everything. I was very happy to meet them because
they are accomplished girls.
17 October 1906
Today, after the afternoon, games were played. I saw hockey being played. How the girls jump, run, and dart—
one is amazed to look.
18 October 1906
Having just now returned from college, I will write a bit and close this week’s notebook. My photographs were
developed and arrived. Without exaggeration they are good photographs but the price is outrageous! But what can
be done now?
20 October 1906
There was nothing worth writing about on 19 October. Today the Maharani sahiba of Baroda sent a telegraph
to invite us to lunch. We set off for the hotel. Her Highness the Maharani sahiba took us to the dining room where
His Highness the Maharaja sahib was present. He is such a perfect gentleman and good-natured person. Likewise
the Maharani sahiba is also full of virtues.
The discussion on the development of old arts and education took place for a long time. Then we sat down to
eat. We ate excellent Indian pulao and a number of delicious chutneys to our fill. An extremely artistic and
beautiful basket was filled with grapes, apples, and pears grown in greenhouses. I was stunned seeing the size of
the grapes and, when I tasted them, I lost my senses—without seeds and so big and delicious that one was
embarrassed to eat a whole grape. It is due to protection and care that fruits gain the quality which they cannot in
an ordinary situation. When nature and wisdom come together, a unique thing is born, there is no doubt in this. I
had heard endless praise about fruits grown in this way, but eating them was a different kind of pleasure. These
were the best specimen.
The wedding of a fashionable rich person was taking place at this hotel, that is why there were three tables full
of presents—scores of expensive and fine things were there. And another table was set with all kinds and varieties
of fine foods, that is, refreshment. As is the custom here the wedding ceremony takes place in church and, after
that, they have a feast for all the guests. It seemed that this display was prepared for this very thing. Thousands of
ashrafi must have been spent on the flowers. Flowers of all colours were arranged so well and tastefully.
Two hours passed by in conversation. His Highness the Maharaja kindly said that if I needed advice on
anything, I should consult him, he would help me with pleasure.
From here I was going to go to Mrs. Sassoon’s place, but His Highness and the Maharani sahiba stopped me
saying,
“Stay here now.” Finally, I was allowed to leave at 6:30 and I came to the hall.
25 October 1906
According to appointment their Highnesses Maharaja sahib and Maharani sahiba came with a woman companion and a
secretary. In consultation with me, Miss Woods had made a short and nice programme; it all passed very well and it was
very enjoyable. I went to the car to welcome them. In the hall I introduced them to Miss Woods who introduced all
the lecturers. They saw the college thoroughly. His Highness sahib is so intelligent and interested. They also
walked around and saw the hall. Everyone also came to my room. When leaving Her Highness the Maharani
sahiba wanted to take me along with her, but I had to refuse. It seemed that both were happy seeing everything.
26 October 1906
Today it is 38 degrees [Farenheit] and cold but I was able to bear it well. Until now I have not had to wear any
especially warm clothes.
This morning when I woke up, it seemed to be colder than usual. What do I see but endless fog. One couldn’t
see beyond ten steps. A particular smell and yellowness were spread inside and outside the college. The cold
temperature reached 33 degrees. A light snow had accumulated on the streets. Until now I have not needed many
warm clothes.
In the evening a kind letter came from the government stating,
If you are not satisfied with those conditions that were presented to you in India then your scholarship will be remitted.
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A letter from Lieutenant Wyllie came saying that he was available if I needed anything; the India Office is
available to help me in any way I want. I gave a concise and direct reply that if those same terms are there, that
were presented to me in India, then I am fully agreeable to studying at the college and living in Winkworth Hall.
It is a matter of great regret that, due to bad health, Miss Das is uneasy, and at times she wants to leave, at
times she wants to remain. This wavering has had a bad effect on Mrs. Mitter and she is unable to concentrate.
27 October 1906
We went to the Hyde Park Hotel at lunch time where we ate with His Highness the Maharaja and Maharani
sahiba. After lunch the Maharani of Cooch Behar sent a message to me through her lady companion asking me to
come for coffee. I went immediately. The Maharani’s clothes and jewellery were extremely tasteful and elegant,
as always. She was wearing an extremely simple well-fitted blue outfit on which the pearls and turquoises on the
shoulders, sleeves, and waist were pleasing. Over her entire body and head a fine shining chiffon dupatta was
draped artistically. All of the jewelry was of pearls, diamonds, and turquoises, and there was a small tiara on her
head. Truly, this lady is matchless in tastefulness. Although she is not very comely, she makes herself up in such a
way to be called pretty. She met me with great warmth. I had become acquainted with her in Calcutta.
Sometime later, His Highness Maharaja and the Maharani sahiba of Baroda came to say goodbye to me. They
spoke very nicely as is their habit. Soon after this I wanted to return, but the Maharani of Cooch Behar said,
“I have declined about half a dozen invitations for your pleasing company, so please don’t leave right now.”
In the end, I stayed there until 6:30 and returned to my residence having enjoyed myself thoroughly. There I
got such a treat that I was beside myself with joy: I received the dear letters of all my loved ones, and my heart
was overjoyed learning about everyone’s welfare. It’s a good thing that there is no college on mail day, so this
“half meeting|” can easily take place.
Mr. Tata is building a grand mansion here with the thought of spending more time in England. I cannot ever
imagine liking this country enough to remain here forever. It is possible that, in Mr. Tata’s circumstances, staying
in India would be less preferable.
28 October 1906
Today an invitation came to see Kensington Palace and Windsor Castle with a group of five to seven, but I
don’t feel like it at all, therefore I won’t go.
30 October 1906
Yesterday a farewell telegram arrived from His Highness Maharaja and Maharani sahiba of Baroda. Truly,
these people are so kind. Ali Azhar also received one. They must have left for India along with this letter.
Perhaps I have written before regarding cooking, but I feel like writing about it again in greater detail. I hope
that my sisters will not be weary of it.
Pots and pans are placed on a gas stove, that is, iron chulha, at whatever temperature is desired. Food is
prepared with such speed, cleanliness, and low lost. Cleanliness is to the highest degree—the hand hardly touches
anything. Vegetables are cut by a machine. There are special kinds of tools for mixing and stirring them.
Everything is done in a new way. There is no doubt that everything is of the highest level.
These people are experts in the art of cleaning things by scrubbing them. All things connected to cooking, for
instance, trays, tables, et cetera, are washed every day with high pressured water and then cleaned with soda.
These people are so conscious of cleanliness. There is no trouble for them to observe the cleaning rules of us
Muslims. To accept English ways in a Muslim manner is a simple, easy, and effortless task. Then an excellent
state of affairs can be achieved.
1 November 1906
At 3:30 we went to the Imperial Institute. This building is very big; one would have to travel miles to go
around it. One section of it is for theoretical learning. Then, in another section, all practical arts are taught. Here
we saw embroidered flowers and plants. They take photographs in real colours—one section was filled with these.
One section is related to cooking. We saw all this quickly in passing. Viewing things in this building is a skill—
what does one see and what does one leave aside!
Anyway, we went on to the Jehangir Hall, which is a palatial building. Although we had left home on time, by
the time we arrived it was late, and the hall was almost full. There were about three hundred people assembled
there, but, since there was ample space, everyone was seated comfortably.
Among them there must have been only thirty to forty Muslims from Lucknow and Delhi. In comparison with
their glittering clothes, the English appeared very plain. Miss Beck introduced me to many worthy people. Seeing
those strangers away from their homeland had a strange effect on me—they have left their dear ones and come so
far for the sake of making a living. Allah, Allah! Someone is studying to be a barrister, another for the
ICS,\fn{Indian Civil Service:H} and so on. One was the grandson of Wajid Ali Shah—on seeing him, I felt pity that
he too had to come here.
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Upon my presentation to them there were congratulations and expressions of approval from all sides. I
immediately said that there is no point in saying great things now; yes, I will accept when, in the future, they help
me by sending their daughters and showing genuine sympathy. Right now it is only expending words.
There was an uproar over this. Sir and Lady Charles, Colonel Wylie, the elderly Lady Sale, the Countess of
Kingston, Lady Elliott, Sir Elliott, Lady Scott, they were all present around me. Everyone was ready to help and
there was a shower of invitations. I don’t know how many invitations I had to turn down. Strangely I didn’t enjoy
it much.
The Maharani of Cooch Behar was wearing quite an English outfit, which was glittering with diamonds placed
here and there. She is a charming woman and is fully mindful of fashion. Meeting everybody was a pleasure.
3 November 1906
After eating I went with Ali Azhar to the Islamic Society. There was a large gathering and Muslims wearing
different costumes were present. Speeches were made and all kinds of ideas were presented, but there was nothing
in anyone’s speech to compare with that of Mr. Yusuf Ali. His English is such that native speakers are stunned,
and he can express himself in an extremely eloquent manner. If only there would be a few more speakers like him.
The ambassadors of Iran and Turkey were also present.
We were able to leave at 11 o’clock. Seeing the city while seated on a bus is truly enjoyable, especially at
night. From the lights it seemed like it was Diwalil in Bombay, in fact even better. The city was illuminated with
lights. There must be such a bustle during the day too. How many lights! What costumes! Such fashionable
women! Some girls appeared to be so beautiful, laughing and joking. The sound of merriment kept coming.
Travelling through these streets, one wondered if there was poverty in this amazing country.
8 November 1906
Today it is so dark that one really needs lamps, and I am writing in the light of one.
10 November 1906
Ahaha! This morning I was reassured by receiving all the precious letters of loved ones. I have been meaning
to write for a while that I have continued wearing my Indian clothes and do not intend to ever give them up. When
I go out I cover my head, et cetera, with a gauze cloth. Everything is covered except the face. And our Fyzee
charshaf on our body, gloved hands, umbrella, good walking shoes on the feet—altogether it seems to be a
complete simple outfit. And everyone appreciates the fact greatly that I have kept my ways in the English world
and am setting a good example. Of course, I have modified the charshaf Fyzee a bit, which serves well instead of
an English cloak. I receive many invitations. For instance, Ihave received an insistent invitation for the farewell
party of Dadabhai Naoroji, but I won’t go. My intention is to stay in London during the Christmas holidays and
see the sights of the city properly.
12 November 1906
Poor Miss Das cannot bear the cold at all. She is as cold as the number of warm clothes she wears. Sometimes
she is agitated and cries, sometimes she is restless. As a compatriot Mrs. Mitter talks to her, and I also reassure her
a bit.
13 November 1906
A card came from sister Vazirunnisa, on which was written in gold Arabic letters, Eid Mubarak with a rosebud
in the corner, and after the greetings, there was an invitation for tea on Saturday and dinner that night. I will
certainly not be able to go in the evening because Mr. Yusuf Ali is going to lecture on Islamic history. I don’t want
to miss that.
15 November 1906
An invitation came from the Islamic Society for Eid prayers. God knows if Ali Azhar will be able to go or not.
I will doubtless not go. I offer best wishes for a happy Eid to all the sisters and loved ones, although this will
reach them very late. But everyone knows that I am thousands of miles away and in these circumstances, it won’t
be improper.
16 November 1906
I am hoping to receive letters from India tomorrow. I am praying that it will be all good news. We have
holidays from the 19th, so everybody is concerned about where to spend Christmas. I have already decided that I
will spend it in London. One spends rupees like water here. It’s a strange country!
17 November 1906
Today for the first time I bought some warm clothes for myself. Let’s see when they come in use. Ratan Tata
has bought a mansion for two and a half lakh rupees. This is the house of the famous Duc d’Orleans. Who knows
how he got it for just this price. It is appointed excellently. To manage such a large household is a challenge. So
many servants must be required, and it must be too big for those two.
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Poor Miss Das has at last succumbed to influenza and she is now going to go to a sanatorium for a rest cure
with a fixed Rs 45 daily. May God grant her a quick recovery there. Every month she spends fully Rs 1,500. Her
father has given her full permission to spend as she needs. Then why should she care?
I turn down invitations, but my friends kindly want to include me in all good things.
Today at 2 o’clock Miss Fifth and I went to Caxton Hall because Mr. Yusuf Ali was giving a lecture on Islamic
history. I especially like his lectures. It seems that other sisters must also enjoy them.
We reached a bit early, so he kindly read out a ghazal of Hafiz. Uf! What a theme—it is truly fitting to call him
“the tongue of the unseen” (lisan ul-ghaib). He wore an Arab robe that seemed to go well with his deportment. In
a little while people had gathered. Lady Scott, Bhai sahib Camruddin and other acquaintances were there too.
Justice Ameer Ali, who was going to take the presidential chair, was much awaited but didn’t come, so they gave
the place to Mr. Arnold. There were seats reserved for us in the first row.
As always he spoke very well. By God, what a storehouse of knowledge he is! How well he expressed himself.
Afterwards I went with Bhai sahib Camruddin to his house. There was a big family gathering there. I met Tyab
after a long time. He seemed happy and satisfied with his work. Behen Vazirunnisa had prepared excellent biryani
and shir qurma. And, thanks to God, the setting was just right. We ate with great relish. She has good cooking
skills and we the appetite! After having a good time there, I came home with dear [Ali] Azhar.
20 November 1906
What a cold winter it is. The thermometer has gone down to 25 degrees. The whole road is covered with fine
snow. It seems as if there is congealed salt on the edges of a stony ground. It is so beautiful and there is a singular
pleasure in looking at such a fine thing.
I don’t know if you all know Major-General Dickson. He is that person who loves India and is especially a
well-wisher of Muslims. He goes to India every year. He stays in different parts and greatly enjoys being with the
people there, helping them in his way. He knows verses of the Qur’an by heart and is so knowledgeable regarding
Muslims and Islam to the extent that he is well informed about Indian clothes and jewelry. I had the chance to
meet him and was astounded by his knowledge. I suspect he is also secretly a Muslim himself. He is going to
reach Bombay on 21st December and will stay at the Taj Mahal Hotel. Bhai sahib Ali Asghar should meet him in
order to find out in person how I am and the kind of house I live in, and tell the elders and loved ones so that they
are completely reassured about me.
21 November 1906
What a nice letter has come from Lady Oliphant saying that she is leaving London on 1st December and, if I
wanted to send anything to my loved ones, she would take it along and happily deliver it in Bombay. Truly it is so
considerate to think and write in this way. If I can, I will certainly send something. If possible she will meet you
herself.
I happened to meet an Indian gentleman and his wife. The man has invented a new kind of device, and they
earn well from it. It is not easy to earn a living from something scientific in London; one must have a great mind.
They have been living here for seven years, but God help them with their English pronunciation. His wife has
been here for two years. Her English too seems to be hopeless. This lady is pretty, but unfortunately she wears
badly tailored and tasteless, gaudy English clothes, with a wig or coiffed hair on her head in which there are
strings of fake diamonds and pearls! And a big colourful hat, two or three artificial black beauty marks on her face
that is painted red and white.
I felt great distress at seeing her. God has given her a pretty face, so why make herself an object of ridicule? I
explained to her delicately that we can continue wearing our clothes in this country without any problems. After a
lot of explaining thankfully she understood that this was possible! And she promised solemnly that she would
come wearing her own clothes. Why Indians make a spectacle of themselves in this way I don’t know.
22 November 1906
Miss Major came at 4 in the evening and took me to Miss Townby’s place. Forty years ago her brother was a
pioneer in the progress of England and accomplished a lot. His sister also made a difference for the better. Many
such people who have dedicated their lives to knowledge were gathered there. A marvellous group! I saw a new
world: everyone immersed in competition and trying to outdo the others. I was amazed.
Upon reaching home what do I see but a parcel lying there from the kind Mrs. Dickson.
“With salaam.”
There was an expensive gift in there: a fine pair of gloves, two “Eger” bodices, and a reasonably expensive
skirt. Such appropriate warm clothes—ahahaha! I learned from Firth that both had kindly come there and left this
gift. I regretted not having met them. There is no time. Khuda hafiz.
23 November 1906
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Finally Miss Das is going to the Isle of Wight. May God make this beneficial for her. Mrs. Brine has sent a
picture postcard of her house from America. Truly, these people are mindful of occasions and cherish them. I
quickly wrote back a letter of gratitude.
Flow many bundles of letters have accumulated unanswered. In spite of declining them, there is no end to
invitations. I had started going out a bit but now I will have to stop that because it is not right. Next week I will
only go to the Omar Khayyam meeting, and one or two other places, that’s it.
24 November 1906
I want to narrate an incident in which one finds out about the excellent police system here.
Last week I was going somewhere and Miss Das made me put on her raincoat so that I could escape the rain.
Miss Firth, Ali Azhar and I boarded a bus. After a little while I felt so warm that I took off the raincoat and put it
on the side.
Anyway we got off at our destination, and after a few minutes I realized that I had left the raincoat on the bus.
We went back quickly, but in vain—the bus had left. At night Miss Firth reported this to Scotland Yard,
specifically in the section where lost items are investigated. Well, one week passed after this. This morning I
received a letter stating that they had found my lost raincoat and to come and get it.
I was stunned. How carefully the investigation is made. Bravo!
In accordance with our appointment, in the evening Miss Firth and I went to the British Museum. I was so
mesmerized by the Grecian room that I did not find time to visit the other rooms. The Greek statues are made so
well. I will write more in the future after seeing them.
There is a library in this museum where there is a reading room. The floor of this room is of thick rubber so
that there is no sound from walking. The room is oval. A good thousand persons can sit at one time and read. But
how can I describe its design! It is all rows of tables and fifty-sixty lakh books on all four walls. If you enjoy
reading sit near the table and place a slip of paper with the book title at a certain place. It goes to a section of the
room and, in a few minutes, the requested book comes to you. There is no book published that is not found here.
Every scholar makes great use of this place. What a majesty this room has and what a system—is there any end to
it!
25 November 1906
I went around on foot and, in my view, this is a great luxury. This country is so amazing and with such
conveniences. Wherever a small square sign P.C. is seen in windows, workmen know that there is some work in
that house and come in without being summoned. Everything has been made convenient so that servants or people
are required less and things can function by themselves. I am amazed at how these people have come up with easy
ways and how the common people have accepted and follow them. Truly it is amazing.
26 November 1906
Since coming to live near Ali Azhar, every morning after breakfast I can leave at 8:30. It is five minutes away.
I am with him for ten to fifteen minutes which feels very nice. He is often at breakfast too. Wishing salaam, how
are you, khuda hafiz, there is cheerfulness all day. Being near him I feel a strange kind of blessing.
The “boarding house” system here is excellent. There should be such a convenience in our India. Sometimes I
compare India and here, then it seems strange that at one point in time two places can be so different.
29 November 1906
An unusual request was made of me: prepare and bring a paper about India. This is a mixed blessing—to write
such a paper one must be very capable. Writing other papers for the college, I don’t have time to involve myself in
matters other than imperative ones.
There is a very nice custom prevalent here: only tea or coffee is served for “refreshment”; milk too is offered.
Alcohol has almost been excluded; it is not found in such gatherings and nothing but pure plain water is drunk. I
consider this a virtue because alcohol is not unlawful among them. This has been done only because of its
harmfulness. If only our community would stay away from this calamity—they need to stay away more.
I went to a place with Miss Firth today where a Punjabi brother and sister used to live. The sister passed her
entrance and left for home. I saw her picture: beautiful with very Punjabi eyes. Her name is Amrit Kaur. The
brother is engaged to an Englishwoman and perhaps does not intend to go back.
1 December 1906
Finding accommodation near Ali Azhar has made things easier. Letters from India arrived. I took them all to
him and we enjoyed them together. It felt so nice—what can I say?
Dear Navajbai Tata sent two magazines. In them there are good pictures and a description of her and her
husband. These people left London a while ago. After a tour of Europe, they will reach Bombay in February.
Now Miss Das is better. A postcard had come from her. For so many days she was not allowed to write. I went
to Mrs. Sassoon’s place with Miss Green. As always, she complained a lot saying,
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“Why didn’t you come for so many days? So what if you had a thousand things to do?”
What an amazing outfit she was wearing. She is always clad in unique clothes. Her daughter, Rachel, is just a
big rose. She seemed to be very well. Some other aristocratic ladies were also present.
On the way back, Ali Azhar was with me. He took me to Bhai sahib Camruddin’s house in something new,
which is called the Tube. I boarded it for the first time. From the street you go down a few steps by way of a
tunnel and sit in a lift, which goes a far distance underground. Then the train comes there, which you immediately
board and that’s all.
“When there is even a moment’s delay, Praise be to God, thine is the glory!” (Pal marne kijo hui den,
subhanallah shan hai ten.) Whrrrrrr—and you are on the other side. Before you can think, it’s all over.
Speed and efficiency have reached perfection in these people’s invention. Every moment this small railway
comes and goes, and people are standing ready to board. If you delay it’s gone, to appear again in a few moments.
It’s the working of a jinn.
From there we had to walk a lot. When we got to Bhai sahib’s house we saw that both were at dinner. We also
joined them and by 9:30 returned home.
I forgot something that I wanted to write. At Mrs. Sassoon’s place there was a Jewish lady present, Mrs.
Gabbay, who was wearing-one-anda-half-inch-wide necklace of pearls on a fine chain. How can I describe its
design and excellence: the chain was as fine as a strand of hair, here and there diamond studs shining like dew;
there was also black enamel on the chain. Very elegant, charming, and an example of delicacy that is seldom seen,
such that those who are against jewelry would not be able to catch their breaths.
Today in the evening I went to the house of a poor girl, Miss Baker. She is such a nice girl that what can I say.
She did not have any money, but asked a wealthy aunt for some to study at the Training College, a debt she would
repay from her income after her studies were over. Her aunt agreed and she came to London, leading her life very
well.
The house she lives in is very small. There is a small room and a stack of books, a lamp, a table with a cover,
an armchair and flowers to gladden the heart—a must, however indigent one might be. What a strangely
passionate people they are! There is no doubt in this. Near her place a “home” has been built for those who are in
a ruined state, but who actually may be respectable people." Such people can be looked after here; in fact, for little
or almost no money they can live here. The person in charge there is Sister Monica. A simple filling meal is
served.
The rooms are so small that a bed, a small table and chair can fit in there. But these people are praiseworthy in
that each one has decorated such small rooms so beautifully with pictures and flowers here and there, with no
useless clutter. In this way they pass their lives happily and without worry. To live in an orderly way is a common
custom. To do the same task every day doesn’t make a difference—it has become a habit. They keep doing it
without complaint, although it is not easy to do it this way, but to be against this is considered a problematic
matter in this country.
Anyway, the poor girl served some fine fragrant tea with chocolates and cake, and fresh apricots. She
entertained me very tastefully and nicely. I enjoyed it very much, as surely did she.
4 December 1906
Today examinations began. Since Miss Firth is getting a University of London degree, she had hers today. It
seems as if the examiner was a very unreasonable person. She struggled with the questions in a haphazard way for
her thoughts were scattered. There is no smarter girl in the college and she would certainly be the pride of the
institution, but with such unseemly nervousness she won’t become successful. It is regrettable that the examiner
set such questions that it had this effect on an intelligent girl.
Mrs. Mitter and I won’t be examined at this time because we have been admitted recently. It is a blessing that
they will allow us this, otherwise it would have been difficult for us.
Miss Das has decided that she will not return to this college to study, but will go to Cambridge. Let’s see how
much peace of mind she has there.
6 December 1906
There is going to be a farewell party for the girls who are going to leave after this study term. We will all do it
by subscription. Miss Goldsmith is in charge of this. She is very capable and artistic—I like her very much. We
will all have to give 8 annas each, and intend to put up a play.
Thankfully Miss Woods is getting better day by day and will now go for a change of air. I hear that she always
becomes severely sick. The weather is extremely cold. May God pass the winter season well. Salaams to all
sisters.
7 December 1906
159

On becoming free from college work, I raced off to Ali Azhar’s. His sitting room is a small pleasant one. I
often go there and make delicious toast for him. It seems that this agrees with him very well because he eats it
with great gusto.
These people want to submit that composition of mine for the National Indian Magazine in which there is a
description of my trip from Bombay to Kashmirr. I gave permission—what objection could there be?
There was a celebration here tonight—that is, a sort of small “At Home”. One of our lecturers, Lady Elliott’s
niece, wore a flame-coloured empire gown; she looked quite beautiful. She is very energetic and intelligent. She is
adept at Maths, Latin, and Greek. Miss Nicholson is also very nice. There was a bustle until 11 o’clock.
8 December 1906
Many invitations came this week, but I have no intention of going. On Monday, inshallah, I will go to the
Indian “At Home”. Har Dayal, a Punjabi, is going to give a lecture on the influence of European education on
Indian life. I am sure it will be good.
9 December 1906
The time is coming for the college to close, so there will be rest for a few days. May God pass this long period
of time and the separation from dear ones become a thing of the past, inshallah. Sometimes I become very
nervous. I had no idea of the effect of separation from dear ones. My plea to God is that we be fated to meet in
happiness and I be worthy of this heavy responsibility.
10 December 1906
Wherever you turn you only see snow everywhere. The whole city is pure white, soothing to the eyes and
joyful to the heart. What a beautiful thing it is! Lanterns, lamps, et cetera, all hang in such a splendid way with the
brilliance of the snow that I feel like gathering up this priceless treasure.
Today in the evening we went to the Jehangir Hall, Imperial Institute. At 4:30 Mr. Coldstream took the
officiating chair. The invitation was on behalf of the National Indian Association and Mr. Har Dayal was going to
speak. He kept talking for a good two hours. This gentleman is a courageous and pioneering person—he has
brought his wife from India, which caused an uproar in his hometown. He spoke on the joint family system, but
his manner and demeanour were filled with nervousness.
Afterwards others waxed eloquently, somewhat on the same topic. Each scholar present was highly
accomplished. In this country the sea of learning flows with a force and many fortunate people benefit from it. It
is true that only knowledge benefits human beings. Honor in life and paradise in the after-life, it gives a rank in
both worlds. May God make the light of learning shine again in our community, inshallah.
I learnt from my dear sister Zehra Khanum’s kind letter that she travelled to Agra, Delhi, and Lahore, and had
the good fortune to meet various sisters. If only I had the honor of meeting those sisters. She has mentioned in
detail who helped or hosted her during this trip. May God make us always meet people who are affectionate and
good-natured. Arneen. The memory of those Indian sisters whom I know well always has a special place in my
heart and I long to see them again.
My dear sister’s description has made me eager to meet the sister editor sahiba . She has nicely described her
good nature and pure thoughts. My prayer is that, after being successful, I will have the good fortune to meet her
and everyone else.
Har dam dua‘ha mikunam bar asian malamjabin
Jam‘kun ba dustan ya jam‘i al-mutafariqin
*
Every moment I pray, I rub my forehead on your threshold,
Unite me with friends,
O uniter of the separated.

No Date
Today I finished my letter early and at 3:30 Miss Firth and I set off from the hail and reached Adelphi Chamber
on John Street—an hour away. We reached on time. The room was completely full. Many of my acquaintances
were present there: Miss Beck, Mr. and Mrs. Arnold, Mr. and Lady Sale, Sir Lee-Warner, Sir Raymond West, and
all the members of the Society of Artists. The convenor of the assembly was Lord Ampthill. It was an impressive
gathering.
After a minute or two Mr. Yusuf Ali began with his sweet speech and eloquent expression. He was permitted to
speak for forty minutes—and see his perfection for he finished his speech in thirty nine and a half minutes! The
convenor said in a complimentary manner, '
“You have finished your lecture with half a minute left.”
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It is difficult to keep time on such occasions. He started from the time of the Prophet, and after that referred to
the caliphs and the ups and downs of the different ages. He described Ma’mun al-Rashid in a cursory way, the
Arab conquests in Spain and how their rule there reached an apogee—he explained all this well. Then he
described the repeated campaigns of Mahmud Ghaznavi in India and Mughal rule and histories and successions,
lucidly and eloquently.
Then he said that there have been many famous, able, intelligent, and open-minded women. Sultana Razia
Begum was such an able rider, Babur’s daughter, Gulbadan, wrote an excellent book, Zebunnisa Begum was such
a renowned and precious poet, and what did Nur Jahan Begum not accomplish with her capabilities? While
Jahangir was caught up in his debaucheries, it was she who held the reins of the empire.
Then with regard to contemporary Muslims in a fine manner he said that there are several ladies who are the
hope of India’s progress. Regarding the late dear chacha Badruddin he said he had gone to his house, how well he
treated him and what a superior style the house had.
After this he showed pictures with a magic lantern. First there was a fine clear photograph of His Exalted
Highness the Nizam. He described his state nicely. How the exalted late Shah Jahan Begum of Bhopal made
progress in her state in an enlightened manner—she established madrasas, had buildings constructed, wrote the
book Ta) al-Iqbal, she was fond of writing poetry.
Then what do I hear but a needless cry for Miss Fyzee! A thousand thanks that it was dark, otherwise it would
have been difficult. He described the family she belongs to and for what purpose she has come, and showed a
picture. There was also a picture of chacha sahib Badruddin. Then he showed Sir Sayyid Ahmad at which the
Muslims got excited and a cry of “Sir Sayyid!” rose up. Then he presented to the audience some old pictures of
wonderful costumes from Emperor Akbar’s reign and some photographs of famous Indian buildings, and with a
brief description he increased the pleasure of the listeners ten-fold.
After this peerless lecture, Lord Ampthill got up from his place and thanked Yusuf Ali in lofty and measured
words.
Finding an opportunity Mr Lee-Warner also spoke of how he lived in India for a period of time and, what he
had observed there of the Muslims, there seemed to be no hope for their future progress and betterment. It is a
slothful community. They don’t know anything except the past, and so on.
Dear sisters, he spoke the truth, if we feel bad that’s our choice. Then Sir Raymond West stood up and
challenged his words, saying,
“The solution to save the Muslims in India from their ruinous state is for us to change our ways. If we behaved
well with them, then everything would be fine.” In the end Yusuf Ali said that until the ruinous waqf is stopped,
the condition of Muslims will remain abject. It is the responsibility of all pioneers to take care of this. At this
Justice Ameer Ali said in a curious manner,
“Yusuf Ali does not know that in the last few years I have settled matters regarding this so well, which pertains
to all of India”. He said,
“If you want further information then come and ask me.” It was extremely entertaining.
After this we went to a restaurant and drank a lot of tea. Very enjoyable! We reached the house at 8 o’clock.
14 December 1906
This morning the whole city was covered with snow, white like cotton. I went to see it all on foot. How one’s
feet slip on the ice! These days when a strong wind blows it feels very cold. Then we girls who are remaining
longer feted the ones who are leaving after their examinations. This was organized very well. After eating and
drinking there were fun games.
How clever these people are! They can do everything and so well! Truly it was very enjoyable. If only it had
gone on longer! By 10 o’clock it was all finished. Along with studying, a little fun is considered necessary so that
they don’t get fed up. They also know well what is going on in the world.
And if you look at them, they are completely different. It seems they are playing roles on the screen. I have
revealed several times my approval of this place, but I wish to describe these upright, disciplined and truly worthy
creatures for my Tahzibi sisters. If only there would be a place of education on this level for girls in India to learn
all kinds of excellent things. Seeing this here, I desire this for the fellow sisters of my community. When I think of
this gathering, I am amazed. The girls only used flowers and ribbons for adorning themselves. In this way, the
young women looked so nice. Their clothes were tasteful and beautiful. But if it were to be seen all together, what
was there? Nothing. Only because of neatness and the tasteful manner of wearing them did they seem pleasing.
15 December 1906
Today Ali Azhar went back to his old house because the holidays are near. I won’t be able to stay here. There is
a lot of room there, it is a big house.
17 December 1906
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Today Mrs. Mitter had invited a few girls for tea and had entrusted all the arrangements to me. Twelve girls
were invited. Two shillings and 4 pence, that is, Rs 1.75, were spent. There were five or six kinds of cakes and
chocolates. Mrs. Mitter had thought that it would be impossible under 10 shillings, namely Rs 7.50. She kept
saying,
“How could it be done with just this much?” When I did everything well for Rs 1.75, she put her arms around
my neck spontaneously and began to give blessings!
18 December 1906
I went to stay with Ali Azhar in Cambridge Garden and have invited those girls here for tea who will not return
to college after this break. It was a very joyful evening.
19 December 1906
Today everybody must have left the college and been reunited with their loved ones. There will be a separation
until the end of vacation. The days are very cloudy and rainy. I don’t have the courage to walk outside in this
unpleasant weather, so I spent my time in reading and exercise. It is very nice to have Bhai Jabir here. He left
India after I did and has come to study forest management.
21 December 1906
We all spend nice times together and there is a great deal of bustle. Two American ladies live here. The elderly
woman knows how to make all kinds of sweets—that’s why it’s fun to eat. And the great thing is that she doesn’t
like even a bit to be left over! Our Bhai Jabir finds this very agreeable and leaves his plate spick and span! What a
curious temperament the poor thing has!
It is a blessing that everyone who lives here is respectable. Several kind people have sent Christmas cards.
Lady Oliphant has sent a very beautiful fan. A very tasteful card came from Navajbai. Truly, the Christian religion
is not bad, but the fuss these people make—God help! One is amazed by it. There is worship at midnight, for
which an invitation has arrived. It means that everyone stays up to see the passing of the old year, the beginning of
the new one and how it will turn out.
23 December 1906
The shops have been decorated so beautifully. Now and then I go to see them with Behen sahiba Vazirunnisa.
Being almost near them, there is an opportunity to meet almost every day.
25 December 1906
Today the entire city appears to be joyful and spirited. Everyone has tried to wear something new and all
appear to be hale and hearty. Ahahaha! The way the children are decked up like angels—how lovely and innocent!
Miss Beck had come. She has invited me for tea. There are other invitations too. But we are going to celebrate
Christmas at home; there is no plan to go anywhere. This is the general custom of Christmas: keep eating until
one gets sick! After all, when one gets to eat all kinds of delicacies, what will the outcome be!
26 December 1906
Today is Boxing Day when gifts are distributed to servants; as among us, there is the custom of eidi. Today our
madam had invited everyone from the Latifi household, that is, from Bhai sahib Camruddin’s place. The table was
filled with guests. Apart from them, there was one other guest. We spent a very joyful time together and there was
laughter, merriment, and bustle. Miss Firth presented me with such an excellent book. There is a great custom
here of giving books as gifts. For children there are books by which they learn through fun and play. It is worth
considering how they have put children’s learning on such a high level.
28 December 1906
Now it is reasonably cold, but the number of my warm clothes is the same, because until now I could bear it,
and the more warm clothes I put on, the colder I feel. That’s why it feels good to wear one layer. After this,
walking and exercise help a lot. The truth is that I haven’t suffered in one layer, otherwise all my bravado would
be for naught. They said it hasn’t snowed this much in twelve years. I am fortunate to see London hidden in snow
to this extent!
29 December 1906
I had made all kinds of resolutions that I would at least poke around London during the holidays. But you must
have gathered from my travelogue that I have hardly seen a single new place. The reason is that there is a lot of
studying; that is why I would like to postpone sightseeing for another time. May God only make me succeed in
my work and reunite me with my loved ones.
I went to Mrs. Sassoon’s place. As always, she was dressed in a fine outfit and the room was decorated with
flowers. There were fancy refreshments and a distinguished gathering.
I also went to Behen sahiba Vazirunnisa’s for a bit. Her drawing room is always extremely warm. I always feel
like reclining there! She fed me spicy delicious vegetables that I ate with extreme relish. It was delightful for the
palate.
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1 January 1907
So much snow has fallen, and the roads are so slippery and icy that one cannot take a single step.
The new year has begun—may God make it prosperous for us all. Bhai Mirza Jan came in the evening and we
all made a circle around the fire eating roasted chestnuts and chatting merrily.
2 January 1907
On invitation I went to Mrs. Sassoon’s place. Oho! What an outfit she had on, and fine jewelry. Strings of
pearls around the neck, one of which was so long that it reached her lap, and here and there round polished
diamond pendants. Their glitter amongst those faultless pearls—and this was the icing on the cake—bedazzled the
eyes. The outfit was of almond silk on which roses of Brussels lace (which is a special kind of extremely
expensive handmade one) had been fixed with a thick silk string that wound itself around those roses in an
extremely tasteful and fine way and fell on the entire dress testifying to the wearer’s taste and class. What
imagination and such taste—inashallah.
And to top all these things, her grand manner seemed amazingly nice. Her daughter, Rachel, is herself a rose.
She wore a dress with tiny chiffon roses fixed on it. She looked very nice. We ate quickly. There were many
Indian dishes: pulao, murgh ka salan, chutney, achar, the pigeon koftas on chicken cutlets were delicious, then
several kinds of cakes.
After eating we got into cars and set off to see a play. Our seats were in the third row. Each ticket was Rs 11. It
was a silent show about Sinbad of the Arabian Nights. What an amazing show it was! I remained stupefied. There
were thousands of spectators. The show started at exactly 7:30 and ended at 12 o’clock. I will describe some of it,
especially for the interest of sisters, who, I am convinced, will find it enjoyable.
First Act: A dwelling of sailors. A scene was shown in which the whole ocean floor could be viewed. In the
water, mermaids wearing strange costumes were swimming around, while fish and sea creatures were moving
here and there. It seemed that Khvaja Khizr and Sinbad were both at the bottom of the ocean. But that water, that
radiance, those women, all their costumes—a deep darkness was looming. What they accomplished is admirable.
I was watching in a state of ecstasy.
Second Act: A Persian garden. Here countless girls in Oriental style were strolling. Their dance, the decorated
garden, the flowers growing neatly and well; the girls were wearing small shoes on their feet, drawers, pinafores,
and all kinds of jewelry, lots of coins, and dangling tresses, small turban-like headgear. The colour and get-up, the
glitter—O God, what a spectacle! The way they would come together as a group, truly it was a skill. Some outfits
were smoke-coloured of a greenish shade and covered with gilded stars, some outfits were purple mixed with
yellow. The glitter of the studded stars dazzled the eyes. The twinkling tiaras on their heads were made of clusters
of stars. They glided, slid, shook, there was a new effect with their every move. At one time about a hundred were
assembled on stage.
Third Act: The shipwreck. This caused us to become cold as ice. What a perfect spectacle! Sinbad and his men
were on a ship when a severe storm began. The colour of the sky was ominously black, a gale was blowing, the
ship tossing because of the choppy sea, the striking of lightning, the booming of thunder, the fearful noise of the
waves. It seemed so real and true to life that I was stupefied. And the end was the shipwreck in these
circumstances. The whole room broke into applause.
Fourth Act: A sea scene. Sinbad is swept from the shipwreck and reaches a certain place, which he thought to
be an island. When he made a fire on it, the island began to move due to the heat because it was an alligator.
Sinbad’s reaction, his fear and shock—what an amazing spectacle! And during this, the mermaids swimming here
and there—how pretty! Perhaps even fairies would be wonderstruck.
Fifth Act: A valley where the eggs of a rook are lying. A rook swoops down and grabs Sinbad taking him away.
A girl plays this part. She flies towards the sky singing. The rook has big eyes—and imagine what its height must
be. The scenery around: curtains, caves, sheep, jungle, all realistically made. Bravo!
Sixth Act: Valley of diamonds, big mountains. Far, near, everywhere there were diamonds gleaming. In
addition, about seventy five girls in outfits of strings of sparkling diamonds, sometimes on the mountains,
sometimes on the slopes, sometimes dancing, sometimes singing—in an ever-changing state. It appeared to be a
magical setting. Their glitter was such that my eyes were dazzled.
Seventh Act: Palace of the desert queen and a female slave market. About sixty girls come forward and display
themselves. The outfits, jewellery, style—completely Turkish. One felt that one was actually in that country. The
sun was shining so brightly outside, and the slave girls being sold in the market.
Finally a court was held. There were four elephants in it that were covered with velvet cloths and jewelry. The
howdahs were painted and decorated ornately. After this, the group of girls changed their costumes in every scene.
I don’t know which costume I preferred, each one was better than the other.
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I had heard about the talent of these people in drama, but had no idea it would be so fantastic. Purple, green
and azure lights appeared on the mountains, and the blue of the water in the sea—ofo! It was a great spectacle that
boggled the mind.
Meanwhile the show continued. We couldn’t control our laughter. The dance of the people of Spain. The
motorcars, et cetera, were smoothly brought in—the comedy is so intelligent that there were no improper things
heard. Our kind Mrs. Sassoon showed us something that will always be remembered by us. I saw an excellent
example of what all a clever race can do. We can learn a thousand lessons from dramas. Dear sisters, I hope you
find this account interesting. I saw it with excitement and wrote about it for you. …
272.29 The Gardens Of Silihdar\fn{by Zabel Yessayan (1878-1943)} Scutari, Istanbul Province, Turkey (F) 17
1
I was born in the early hours of February 4, 1878 in Scutari, Constantinople, in a neighborhood that was
known as the Gardens of Silihdar.
That night the Russian Army had reached San Stefano. My mother later told me that as her labor pains began
the town criers were heard announcing:
“Cannons will be fired. There is no cause for alarm.” No doubt the authorities had thought the Russians were
about to shell the capital.
My mother also told me that there had been a severe snowstorm that night and that the Greek midwife, under
whose care she was, lived at the other end of town, and since my father happened to be away and there were no
carriages to be found anywhere, it had been up to my Uncle Dikran to fetch the midwife.
And it so happened that that night my uncle had come home drunk. It had taken them half an hour to make him
understand the situation. Whereupon he had rushed out and braving the elements had crossed the Haydar Pasha
cemetery and, after getting lost a few times, had finally reached the midwife’s home, dragged her out of bed, and
brought her to Scutari sometime after midnight.
My mother further told me that while waiting around the fireplace, the midwife and my father had had a fierce
argument about the Russians. The midwife had been of the opinion that if the Russians entered the capital, they
would liberate the Christian population. My father, on the other hand, had maintained that nothing good could be
expected from the Russians.
“Do you call this a baby?” Uncle Dikran had exclaimed the moment he had set eyes on me. “Looks more like a
little bubble to me. And to think of all the trouble I went through …”
From that day until I was eight, my uncle called me Bubble. Until I reached that age, I was indeed a puny,
weak thing, constantly hovering between life and death.
2
Our house was an ordinary reddish, two-story wooden structure. The curtains of the window overlooking the
street were always drawn because right across from us there was a Greek grocery store which also doubled as a
tavern. The members of our household usually spent most of the day in the back rooms whose windows
overlooked a succession of vineyards, beyond which were the Turkish neighborhoods, with their magnificent
mosques, the upward thrust of whose minarets were accompanied by cypress trees. The Bosphorus appeared like a
glistening blue ribbon on the other side of which was Istanbul, whose silhouette was tinged pink in the morning,
golden yellow during the day, and bathed in a bluish haze in the evening, like a dazzling wonderland shimmering
in opalescent hues.
As a child I was fascinated by the mysterious Greek tavern that was out of bounds for us. From behind our
drawn curtains I often watched with rapt attention the strange life that unfolded before my eyes. I caught the
pungent smell of fried fish and sometimes the delicious fragrance of all kinds of khorovadz.\fn{Meat grilled on a spit}
On occasion gypsies came and danced in the street. Also fortune-tellers who announced their services with a
loud, shrill voice:
“Falji, fal bakar, pakhla atar!”\fn{ Tukrish for “Fortune teller, he tells fortunes, he casts broad-beans (lima beans)”—a form of
divination which consists of intgerpreting the random figures formed when a handful of lima beans is cast on the ground }
Also jugglers, dervishes, and magicians. Once I saw a snake-charmer with a white beard, who moving his
magic wand made his snakes come out of a bag hanging from his neck. The snakes slithered up his arms, encircled his neck and, always following the movements of his wand, slinked down and danced on the ground with
their heads reared up, as he played on his flute.
164

The gypsies often brought with them bears and monkeys and, beating on their tambourines, made them dance
and perform all kinds of tricks. On such occasions our street was crowded with spectators; people from the tavern
came out and soon they were joined by others from the neighborhood as well as passers-by. Women of all ages
followed the action in the street leaning precariously from their windows. And I know not where from, whole
flocks of children, some barefooted, others well-dressed.
On Greek holy days there were parades of flower-bedecked men and pagan feasts. Then there were the grim
celebrations of Turks of the Shiite sect—bloody spectacles, men beating their breasts and with eyes possessed
screaming:
“Ya Hassan, ya Hussein!”
I remember the nights of Ramazan when the roar of cannon was heard until daybreak, and the sound of pipes
and drums in the Turkish quarters, and the disquieting, plaintive howls of the young men, like prolonged calls of
alarm.
3
Grandmother’s name was Lucik but everyone in the family as well as relatives and friends called her Dou-dou.
She was a proud, brooding woman. Though she could neither read nor write, she spoke Armenian fluently and
Turkish with a carefully selected vocabulary. It was said that in her youth she had been a great beauty.
Unsmiling and withdrawn, Grandmother seemed to me to have a contemptuous attitude towards everything
and everyone, including her own daughters.
Towards my father, however, she was invariably courteous and affectionate. She also loved her sons. This love
was of such wrenching intensity that it did not leave any room for permissiveness.
The truth of the matter was that, during her long and arduous life, Grandmother had lived by a certain rigid
code of conduct—haughty, inflexible, traditional— which was in direct conflict with the life of her offspring. This
generational discrepancy was a constant source of suffering for her.
At the age of fourteen she had been married off, “without much ado,” to Shirin oghlou\fn{Turkish for son [of]:H}
Hagop, a dashing young fellow from Scutari and a coachman by trade.
This is what had happened.
In those days the population of the capital lived in terror of the Janissaries, who were unrestrained especially in
the Greek neighborhoods of Istanbul and around the Golden Horn. Until she had reached the age of fourteen,
Grandmother’s parents had kept her locked between the four walls of the house so that no Janissary would ever
set eyes on her.\fn{Until 1826, when they were suppressed by Sultan Mahmud II, the Janissaries were a law unto themselves; they
made and unmade ministers, deposed sultans who sought to curb their excesses, and placed on the throne princes of their own choice. They
also had close ties with the Armenian Patriarch of Constanatinople }

According to the custom of the day, however, when a girl reached puberty, she would have to come out in
order to go to church for her first communion. Grandmother said that in those days women avoided going out as
much as possible, and even men, before going to work every morning and as they were about to cross the
threshold, made the sign of the cross and spoke to their wives as though for the last time, for the simple reason
that they were never sure if they would ever come back. Many were the times when in order to see how sharp his
yataghan was, a Janissary would lop off the head of a Christian in the middle of the street and in broad daylight.
Both Greek and Armenian men shaved off their mustaches as a sign of modesty. In the streets they walked meekly
and with lowered heads to avoid the eyes of a Janissary. Looking straight at them was considered the ultimate
impudence and could lead to serious trouble.
Grandmother remembered families whose menfolk had disappeared without a trace. She mentioned
households which, as a result, had been reduced to abject poverty. It seems even the vekil, the sultans themselves,
were afraid of the Janissaries. Whenever Grandmother reminisced about those days, Aunt Yeranik would say:
“But Doudou, your parents should have known better than sending you off to church like that in those troubled
times.”
Grandmother would explain that in those days the Church had been powerful too and that “it had a long
reach.” The Patriarch was on good terms with the commanding officers of the Janissaries and watched over his
flock carefully, insisting that everyone perform his religious duties under threat of severe chastisement.
“Between the frying pan and the fire, eh Doudou?” Aunt Yeranik would interrupt.
Without paying any attention to Aunt Yeranik's ironic insinuations, Grandmother would go on to recount the
methods employed by the Church to exercise its prerogatives.
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At that time churches did not ring bells. Instead, at dawn, the deacon banged together a pair of wooden
clappers as his beadle walked through the neighborhood and sang, thus inviting the faithful to church for morning
devotions. The men had no choice but to go, while the women were allowed to pray at home.
During fasting days so-called yassakhjis from the Patriarchate roamed the streets like bloodhounds and,
whenever they caught the smell of cooking meat, they arrested the head of the family, thrashed him, confiscated
the food, and collected a fine. Sometimes they dragged the culprit away and locked him up in the dungeon of the
church. All those who dared to resist were taken to the Patriarchate and kept locked in the dungeon there until
they repented. In extreme cases they were locked in a lunatic asylum and never heard from again.
In those days the cellar of St. John’s Church at Narle Gapou served as lunatic asylum. The inmates there were
shackled to the wall by chains around their ankles and wrists. In order to keep them quiet dur ing religious
services, they were flogged. Those who went on shouting curses were sometimes flogged to death. Grandmother
also said that the keepers who administered the flogging cursed even more than their victims.
It was in such times then that at the age of fourteen Doudou, accompanied by several elderly relatives, had
walked out of her house for the first time and had gone to church.
In Istanbul at the time Christian women did not wear European style dresses, but like Muslims covered their
faces with a veil. On the way home from church Lucik and her relatives had met some Janissaries who had
attacked the girl and torn off her veil saying it had designs in green—green being the sacred color of Islam and
therefore forbidden to giaours. The old women had started to scream, the beadle and the deacon had rushed to
their aid and taking advantage of an argument that had suddenly sprung up among the Janissaries, had managed to
take Lucik home unharmed.
But the girl had been dishonored. Who would want to marry a woman whose face had been seen by “pagans”?
Besides, it was no longer safe to keep her home because at any moment Janissaries might rush in and abduct her.
To avoid this disgrace therefore, Lucik’s parents had immediately instructed a matchmaker to find her a
husband.
The matchmaker had come to Scutari, because the Janissaries were less influential here. It seems the men of
the neighborhood had reached an understanding with them; and in the event of any violation, they would not
hesitate to fight—because in case of trouble our men could always escape and take shelter in the Anatolian forests
behind Scutari. The matchmaker had been instructed, moreover, to look for a young man from whose hands it
would be difficult to abduct a woman.
Grandfather Hagop had been such a man.
4
Grandfather sprang from a family of caravan leaders famous for their audacity and skill. In the old days,
Scutari was an important center of commerce and a city well known for its caravanserais and stables with fastfooted horses.
Great-grandfather Shirin and his brother Farhad had journeyed forth with caravans to Baghdad, Basra, Persia
and, according to Aunt Yeranik, “all the way to Hindustan and Chinoumichin.” Shirin had also been an expert
minstrel and Farhad a story-teller.
Doudou had been very unhappy with her marriage. Not only had she suddenly found herself in an entirely
different environment, but Shirin oghlou Hagop had been a strange and disorderly fellow. Like his father, he too
had been a leader of caravans as well as a minstrel; but at the time of his marriage, the caravan trade had become
a thing of the past. A habitue of taverns, bold, adventurous, belligerent, he sometimes gave in to an irresistible
urge, abandoned wife, children, and work and, mounting on his horse, disappeared somewhere behind the Hill of
Chamledja. Where did he go? What did he do? No one could satisfy my curiosity.
Probably he went to some Anatolian town where, as a minstrel, he took part in festivities. Or, after reaching a
certain locality, he left his horse at a post-station and wandered around aimlessly like a dervish.
In any case, in my youth, the old folk of Scutari used to say that Shirin oghlou Hagop had been an
incomparable minstrel, especially when he improvised. He had been so highly prized by the Turks that Turkish
families sent their sons to him as apprentices. It was said that sometimes he wrote down his Turkish songs in
Armenian letters. I regret to say, however, that I haven’t been able to find any of them. On one occasion alone I
heard three of his poems recited by the widow of another minstrel and was greatly impressed by them. But I was
only twelve years old then.
I was also unable to discover what kind of musical instrument he had played because immediately after his
death, Grandmother had smashed it to bits, burned all his papers, and refused to talk about her husband’s work as
minstrel, which she regarded as the real source of all her troubles.
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It seems that Shirin oghlou Hagop would return from his mysterious peregrinations tired and spent, accept
submissively his wife’s ministrations, gradually regain his strength, then become rebellious again, and riding his
mount disappear once more behind the Hill of Chamledja.
During these wanderings, his wife remained alone and defenseless, sometimes living in abject poverty. Always
pregnant, she would curse her husband, curse her luck, and take refuge in prayer.
It was under these conditions that she had reared thirteen children, nine of whom were still alive in my time.
My mother was the youngest of these children. I had then in all five maternal uncles and three aunts. Of these,
Uncle Nahapet was married and lived with his family in Yeni Mahalle. He and Uncle Khachik, who lived in
Pera,\fn{Present-day Beyoglu, a division of Istanbul and the chief residential quarter of European communities } were blacksmiths.
My other uncles worked in a textile factory and all lived in the same house with us.
5
When I think of the first years of my childhood, certain fragmentary memories come to me with unusual
clarity.
My brother died two months after he was born. I remember his white coffin on our table.
I was four years old when my sister was born. I remember the Greek midwife, the confusion in the house, and
the general disappointment—everyone had been hoping for a boy.
I remember wandering in our garden, skipping rope, speaking with the flowers which I regarded as creatures of
an extraordinary kind.
I remember above all the times when I was sick; with a child’s sharp perception I sensed the worry that this
caused in the house and the meaning of the doctor’s brooding silences. I can still feel the touch of my father’s cool
hand against my burning forehead and see his face torn with anxiety which would disappear under a smile the
instant my fearful eyes met his.
Life and death struggled in my small body and it was only on very rare occasions that this struggle let up.
*
At night my father came home, washed, changed, put on his sable dressing-robe, and sat in a big armchair,
before which was placed a copper brazier. Over the charcoal, on a tripod, the water in the kettle simmered for the
tea. At that time the use of tea was widespread throughout Istanbul, but my father had brought the habit with him
from the Caucasus. He liked to prepare the tea himself and poured it into cups going through all the necessary
rituals. While waiting for the water to boil, my father read the day’s paper; when I curled up in his lap, he covered
me with the wide folds of his sable dressing-robe. Nestled in that exquisite softness and warmth I would spend
hours of pure contentment following the lines on the newspaper. Once in a while I would place a finger on a letter
and ask what it was. My father would interrupt his reading and answer.
“Leave your father alone,” my mother or one of my aunts would admonish, “can’t you see he’s reading?”
My father would signal with a hand that he was not being disturbed, and give me a reassuring hug.
And one day I began to read. At first my father could not believe that I was in fact reading. Turning the page,
he indicated a word and I spelled it out for him and read it with a stammer. From then on whenever my eyes
caught the sight of printed matter, my mind began to race and stopped only when I was totally exhausted. Often I
became feverish and lost my appetite; and instead of making my parents happy, I made them more apprehensive
and solicitous. Much later I was told that I had been subject to bouts of brain fever and that the doctor had
regarded my precocious mind as one of the contributing factors to my sickly disposition.
6
At night it was up to my aunt Yughaper to put me to sleep by singing a lullaby, which she did with a tender,
cooing voice:
The city of Ani weeps
And no one tells her
Do not weep,
Do not weep!

That mournful song filled me with despair and a heavy melancholy oppressed my soul. I wanted to wail and
scream in order to dissipate that dark feeling, but I knew through experience that there was an easier way out. I
therefore closed my eyes and pretended to be asleep. Whereupon my aunt Yughaper’s voice faded away and died.
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The moment I realized I was all alone in the bedroom, I opened my eyes. By the flickering candlelight I could
see elongated shadows bearing down on me from dark corners. I saw silhouettes of ghosts floating in the air, and
when I closed my eyes in panic, I saw the city of Ani seated among ruins, weeping. But unlike the handsome
woman of the famous painting, a reproduction of which I had seen in a relative’s home, my Ani was a wretched,
helpless old man.\fn{Ani was the ancient capital of Armenia and the legendary “city of 1001 churches,” ravaged by the Seljuk Turks in
1064, and by the Mongols in 1239. Following an earthquake in 1319 it was abandoned, and, W says, “largely forgotten.” Its ruins are just
inside the eastern boundary of Turkey}

*
There was warmth and light in the next room. The bright line in the crack of the door revealed that Eden whose
gates were closed to me. Seated in a corner, my father was reading his paper. With its tail rolled up against its soft
belly and eyes half closed, the cat was purring by the fireplace. My mother and aunts were prattling away. Once in
a while their voices drifted into the darkness of my room. How I loved the warmth of their voices, whose
harmonies were as sweet to me as the singing of a choir. But all that was forbidden ground, and if I were to
scream and tear into shreds the terror-filled silence of my room, Aunt Yughaper would come in, shut the door
behind her, and sing to me about the city of Ani weeping and no one telling her not to weep; and because the
grown-ups were by now convinced that I fell asleep only when that lullaby was sung to me, I closed my eyes and
pretended to be asleep.
*
Her head shaking from left to right—a result of a nervous disorder—my aunt Yughaper was now trying to talk
me into going to bed. Desperately I protested. Grandmother, who happened to be in the room, interfered.
“Leave the child alone,” she said; “it’s early. It’s not even dark yet.”
Once again I turned my feverish eyes to the corner window and I gazed at the snow falling thick and fast in the
dimness of the twilight.
A man was now going up the street. He carried a brazier in the shape of a pail in one hand, and in the other, the
tools of his trade. He was a short, hunchbacked Jew with crooked legs, an itinerant tinsmith who repaired copper
utensils and fashioned a variety of plates and containers out of tin cans. A poor artisan with a poor clientele.
I followed his slow, labored ascent. The wind billowed and swelled the folds of his overcoat, which he could
not gather around himself because his hands were full. Howling fiercely a heavy gust of wind raised a cloud of
snowdust from the road and enveloped the man with the crooked feet in a cold, white mantle. I could see the
sparks flying out from his tin brazier.
Suddenly the boys in the street abandoned their game and attacked the old man. In a flash the man was sent
sprawling to the ground, his tools scattered all over the road, and the burning coals of his brazier cast into the
snow. Squatted on his haunches among the ruins, his head in his hands, occasionally striking his knees with
despair, the man wept as the boys screamed and laughed with savage glee and disappeared in the darkness of the
sidestreets.
This spectacle ripped the heart from my chest and I began to shriek and wail with all my might. Immediately I
was surrounded and questioned by my mother, aunts, and grandmother. Tears spilling down my cheeks, I showed
them the old man who like the city of Ani was now lamenting his loss among the ruins of his scattered tools and
coals. At last they understood.
“Pay no heed, child,” my grandmother said, “that man is a Yahudi … a Yahudi …”
And because I didn't understand the meaning of that word, I stared at them with imploring eyes.
“They tortured Christ,” my grandmother explained, “they crucified him, and they are now being punished for
that sin.”
No, no, these words could not mollify the deep anguish of my child’s soul, and for the first time in my life I
experienced the unbearably acute pain of compassion.
*
I couldn’t have been more than ten, when one day, remembering this incident, I asked my father whose every
opinion I accepted unquestioningly:
“Is it true that Jews are bad people?”
“There are no bad people, my child,” my father replied. “There are only bad men and good men.”
“What about the Turks then?”
“Likewise with the Turks.”
7
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I was seven years old when Father decided to rent another house in the same neighborhood—a much bigger
place with fourteen rooms, a large, walled garden, and two courtyards.
My father could never reconcile himself to a middling and humble way of life. An incurable optimist and a
man endowed with a rich imagination, his plans always exceeded his financial means. This propensity of his was
the cause of many difficulties which, however, did not subdue him, because he was never one to accept his fate
passively.
At that time, we could afford to live a more or less comfortable life because our textile plant was doing well
and my aunts agreed to pay the rent of the new house with money earned by their own labor. And as soon as we
moved into the new house, my father furnished it according to his taste and we began to live a happy and
contented life.
Relatives and friends would come and stay with us for days on end. And every time Father went to the market,
the delivery men brought large quantities of meat, expensive fish, and all kinds of fresh fruits and vegetables.
Once the house was overflowing with this abundance, my father thought it best to share it with others—though
there were more than enough of us in the house already.
During the week, everyone worked hard; but on Sundays and holy days, we not only spent all our earnings, but
sometimes also borrowed from moneylenders in order to “gild” the occasion—as Father was fond of explaining.
*
In that period of our life, once a year in the spring, we all went on an excursion to the woods of Alemdagh.
Father rented two open carts, which we covered with canvas and loaded with bedding, pillows, blankets, and
enormous baskets filled with all kinds of delicacies. The women and children climbed onto the ox-driven carts
and with the men following on foot, we began the trek at nightfall, advanced through the streets of Scutari and,
passing by the Hill of Chamledja, we headed for Alemdagh.
As a rule we chose a moonlit night. My little sister would soon fall asleep in my mother’s lap; but I kept my
eyes open wide and gazed around me, or rather experienced each passing moment with immense concentration.
There would be excellent singers and musicians among us and to the accompaniment of the creaking of the carts
and the tinkling of the bells around the necks of the oxen, they sang melancholy airs. If Uncle Dikran was with us,
we would ask him to sing and he would comply by singing his own songs, and sometimes, inspired by our surroundings or situation, he would improvise. But what I always looked forward to more eagerly than anything else
was Aunt Yeranik’s rendition of my favorite song called Memmo.
It was a pastoral folksong with many variations, and everyone had his own favorite Memmo. But my aunt
Yeranik’s was to me unique and incomparably beautiful. At first she would hesitate and say no. Then one or two
voices would be heard singing it:
A lamb was slaughtered
In the mountains up above—
Aman Memmo,
My sweet Memmo,
My hapless Memmo, hey!

As soon as Aunt Yeranik raised her voice in song, the others would gradually lower theirs and soon she would
be on her own.
That song had a profound effect on all of us and one by one the grown-ups heaved sighs as if to echo a sorrow
deep within them.
Adorned with green twigs, our carts hurtled towards a place known as Yalenez Sevli Ovasen (the Oasis of the
Lone Cypress Tree) travelling on the same road that years before my grandfathers had led their caravans.
Remembering this, Uncle Dikran cried out:
“Alas, Shirin! Alas Farhad!”
The bottle of raki passed from one hand to the other and the men drank to forget the hard times.
Once in a while we met peasants from distant villages, walking behind their horse or mule, heavily loaded with
dairy products, on their way to the markets of the city. The peasant would greet us and our men would reply:
“Good luck to you, old man!”
Though I tried to stay awake, soon I rested my head against a pillow and fell asleep too.
*
Early at dawn I opened my eyes. The woods of Alemdagh were a short distance from us now. The carts went as
far as the edge of the forest to a place called Khorous Bash. We climbed down and breakfasted on thick slices of
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fried mutton and a variety of cakes and pastries from the baskets which Father offered generously to all of us—
something he enjoyed doing very much.
I was spellbound by the fresh and heavy smells of the forest, its dark canopy, and its incessant whispering and
rustling. I wanted to wander off in its paths, and the more I was cautioned with hair-raising stories about serpents
and wolves, the more irresistibly I was drawn into its mysterious and wild life; and though I was afraid, I loved to
surrender myself to that shiver that was caused by the morning chill or my dread of the unknown, I did not know
which.
But before the sun came out, we climbed back onto the carts and penetrated the forest through paths familiar to
the drivers.
As a rule we spent the first day at a clearing called Tashdelen, where we roasted a mutton on a spit and slept
out in the open. On the following day we went to Elmale, after which we returned to Scutari.
On one occasion, I remember, two boys of about thirteen accompanied us to Alemdagh. They were both
students at the Berberian school. One of them was Teotik Labjinjian,\fn{ Teotik Labjinjian (1873-1928) Armenian scholar, born
and educated in Istanbul} the other Diran Chrakian.\fn{Armenian poet and novelist} At Tashdelen, lying on the ground over
blankets, they recited poems by Beshigtashlian and Tourian. I listened to them with insatiable curiosity and was
deeply moved by certain lines and words. My father asked them to repeat Beshigtashlian’s poem ”We Are
Brothers,” and afterwards spoke at length about the meaning of that poem, alluding to the persecution of Catholic
Armenians by the Patriarchate. Though I did not quite understand much of what my father said, I was very proud
of him when with righteous indignation he criticized “our obscurantist clerics.”
*
For almost a decade, every spring, we made that trip to Alemdagh. Even when Father’s financial problems
increased and we experienced hard times during which we did not even have enough money to pay the rent of the
new house, my father somehow managed to borrow the sum required for that trip, invited relatives, friends, and
sometimes even people we hardly knew, and we all went to the woods of Alemdagh.
8
As a child, I remember, I had a horror of gloomy, sullen faces. I simply could not endure their sight. Whenever
I saw such a face my world sank into darkness, my heart was oppressed to the bursting point, and I peered at faces
around me searchingly until I finally caught the sight of a smile.
The detestable spectacle of scowling faces, however, was a familiar phenomenon in our house and it appeared
not only in times of trouble, of which we had an over-abundance, but also on a regular basis, every morning.
Except for my father who, regardless of the time of day and the many problems that beset him, was always
cheerful, the members of our household were all cursed with the coffee habit. My grandmother, aunts, and uncles
rose from their beds with a baleful look on their faces as though they had just emerged from a terrible experience.
Uttering not a word, eyebrows bristling, they drank their first cup of coffee with neither sugar nor bread. If, at that
moment, someone spoke to them, their irritation became extreme. It was only after the second cup of coffee that
my aunts began to exchange curt monosyllables. My uncles slipped out of the house in ominous silence. With her
third cup of coffee, Grandmother took a little sugar and a morsel of bread, after which she put on her street
clothes, covered her head with a black shawl, and went to church, where her silent lips moved for the first time in
prayer before the altar.
During this coffee ritual I held my breath and suffered unspeakable agonies; until at last Father's beaming face
appeared and illuminated my day like the sun. Immediately I began my animated prattling and scampering about
as if to dispel the evil specter that had come to oppress our souls.
My father was not addicted to coffee. Instead he drank tea which he liked to prepare himself. While waiting for
the water to boil, he broke the sugar into small, even pieces and answered all my questions with loving care
notwithstanding my aunts’ grumbles about my “early morning chatter.”
But under the influence of successive cups of coffee, their cantankerous disposition vanished and life resumed
its regular course in our house.
In time of the lodos wind, however, their peevishness lasted through the day. For a very long time I could not
understand how a wind blowing from this or that direction could have such a profound effect on people. And
whenever I heard someone say, “It’s the lodos again today,” all the gates of hope were shut before me, our home
became an alien and uninviting place, dear and familiar faces turned hostile and unrecognizable, and I did not
know where to take refuge from the coming evil times.\fn{ The lodos is the name of a humid, southerly wind which blows
across the Mediterranean Sea. Very similar to the sirocco and the khamsin (of the central and eastern Mediterranean respectively) it is a
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source of much discomfort. After being exposed to it for three days, it is said, “a man is justified in killing his wife.” }

And that’s the

way it was in every house, for all the children.
9
Uncle Dikran was an educated man who knew both classical Armenian and Turkish very well. After graduating
from the School of Holy Cross in Scutari he had found employment in the service of a Turkish merchant in
Trabizond. But one day he had suddenly decided to quit and wander in the cities of Anatolia, and by the time he
had found his way back to Istanbul he had been a pitiful sight to behold. Thereafter he had worked as a factory
hand with his brothers Boghos and Bedros. In the summer heat and winter cold, the brothers walked down to the
seashore to wash skeins of yarn and carry them still wet on their shoulders all the way up to the factory again,
prepare the dyestuff, and distribute the work to different places. In the evening they went to a tavern to recuperate
from the day’s rigors.
Uncle Dikran had a nice, amiable face—black eyes, abundant dark hair, and luxuriant mustaches. When drunk
he was fond of narrating stories about the daring forays of men who, having rebelled against “injustices,” had
retired into the mountains and turned into brigands. Uncle Dikran spoke of these outlaws with such undisguised
admiration that for a long time I thought there could be nothing more wonderful than being one of them.
Whenever Doudou heard Uncle Dikran telling me such stories, she bristled with anger and stared straight
ahead.
“What’s the matter, Doudou?” Uncle Dikran teased her. “Why do you sit there like that saying nothing, eh?”
With pursed lips, Grandmother disdainfully refused to dignify that question with an answer.
“Who could have guessed that a tiger like Shirin would have pussy-cat grandsons like us!” Uncle Dikran
blurted out once in a while. “What kind of men are we anyway who let nobodies push us around—damn it all!”
And he slammed a fist on the table, heaving a deep, heart-rending sigh.
On one occasion, I remember, I went up to the attic with him and as he was going through some of his old
things, a large rolled up sheet of paper drew my attention. When unfolded it revealed an astonishing picture. My
uncle explained that the men with the yataghans were Janissaries, and the supplicants on their knees before them
Bulgarians. He further explained that at one time the sultan had ordered the massacre of the Bulgarians because
they had rebelled against his tyranny.\fn{ This is a reference to the Bulgarian revolt of 1876 and the ensuing Turkish atrocities
against them that shocked the civilized world. It was at this time that the expresion “Unspeakable Turk” was coined by British Prime
Minister Gladstone (1809-1898), who produced a little book entitled Bulgarian Horrors and the Question of the East, which became an
immediate bestseller}

“The sultans are tyrants by profession,” he said.
“What about Sultan Abdul Aziz,” I said. I had often heard nice things about that sultan and there were many
who still mourned his sudden tragic death. Grandmother used to say that during his reign there had been peace
and prosperity.
“Abdul Aziz was even a worse tyrant than the others,” said Uncle Dikran.
That disturbed me. Frankly, the horrors in that picture failed to make a deep impression on me, because their
significance escaped me completely. At that time there had not yet been any Armenian massacres, or at least I had
not yet heard of them. As a result, what had happened to the Bulgarians seemed to me as remote and unreal as a
bad dream. What began to dawn on me, however, was that the sultans were the chiefs of chiefs and that they
committed injustices, and that was their function in life; and I felt that Uncle Dikran was against them and he
would like to see them punished.
“Does that mean,” I said searching his eyes, “that those who killed Sultan Abdul Aziz\fn{ Sultan Abdul Aziz (18301876), whose reign witnessed a number of reforms, but also the bankruptcy of Ottoman finances, which led to his deposition and suicide }
were good men?”
“Not in the least!” he exclaimed, and then he began to speak of a certain Circassian who had plotted to
assassinate Sultan Abdul Hamid,\fn{Abdul Hamid II (1842-1918), also called Abdul the Damned and the Red Sultan, for his
regime of terror that between 1894-1896 climaxed in several waves of massacres throughout the Ottoman Empire } to avenge the
murder of Midhat Pasha,\fn{Grand Vizier and progressive Ottoman statesman who played a key role in the deposition of Sultan
Abdul Aziz II and his successor, Sutan Murad V, who was banished to Arabia in 1881 because of his reformist zeal, and strangled in 1884
on the orders of Sultan Abdul Hamid II } who had tried to introduce reforms, improve the conditions of life, and check

the excesses of tyranny. That Circassian had failed because one of his co-conspirators had been an informer. The
Circassian had been arrested and beheaded.
“You are still too young to understand these things,” my uncle said suddenly. “Why am I saying all that to her
anyway?” he added to himself. “What’s the matter with me today?”
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Without realizing it, however, Uncle Dikran had planted a seed in my head and I kept thinking of that
beheaded Circassian long after. I thought of him every night before I fell asleep. I saw him with my mind’s eye—
tall, handsome, dashing—going up the steps of the palace, hearkening to every sound and rustle not out of fear but
caution: what was uppermost in his mind was not his own life but the success of his mission. He was brave and
bold, and like my father, unafraid of death. How many times I had heard my father say that he was not afraid of
death! Probably only once. But that single occasion had been multiplied over and over in my head. I was not
afraid of death, either.
Gradually, in that story, I assumed the role of the Circassian. My co-conspirators were those boys in the street
whom I suspected of being squealers. It was with them that I now went up the steps of the palace … (there were
always steps in that story).
Ah! if only I were a boy, a Circassian, a brigand, a freedom fighter in the mountains … If only I could fight
against tyranny and injustice and in the process die in the line of duty.
10
In her appearance as well as temperament, Aunt Yeranik was totally different from her sisters. Short and
swarthy, she had sootblack hair and narrow eyes. Though she regarded herself as a plain woman, she was
nonetheless the most popular person in our house—and popular not only with members of the family but with
close and distant relatives, friends, and neighbors as well.
Whenever she and I went for a stroll through the poor quarters of Scutari, we were constantly assailed by
invitations from both sides of the narrow streets to go in for a cup of coffee and a chat. Even when she refused
these invitations Aunt Yeranik would have something to say to nearly everyone, and they invariably listened to her
words with great interest, often bursting into loud laughter. I don’t remember exactly what she said or how she
said it, but I sensed even then that Aunt Yeranik had a special gift for dispelling people’s worries and making them
laugh without exhibiting any change in herself. It felt good walking down the street with her and spreading all that
merriment.
Grandmother and my other aunts did not approve of Aunt Yeranik’s “associations” and criticized her tastes,
which they regarded as vulgar. On her part, Aunt Yeranik spent the major part of the day operating a hand loom in
the privacy of her own room and took little part in the life of the household. She didn’t like it at all when we
disturbed her; and whenever we had company in the house, she failed to make an appearance; likewise when her
sisters went out visiting, she didn’t go along with them. It was as though she wanted to dissociate herself from the
rest of the family, to have her own den where she could maintain her identity and guard her possessions.
These possessions were for us, the children, a source of a thousand and one delights. My sister was no longer a
baby by then, but a healthy, adorable, obedient child. No one called us by name—she was known as the Little One
and I as the Big One. Unlike the Big One then, the Little One was an exemplary creature who enjoyed general
approval and was pampered by everyone, including Aunt Yeranik, who frequently took her up to her room,
exposing all her riches to her, and letting her play with them to her heart’s content. On very rare occasions the
gates of that paradise swung open before me too and my pleasure then knew no bounds.
Aunt Yeranik loved fragrances and had a drawer in which she kept a wide assortment of them. Yielding to my
entreaties, she sometimes opened that drawer and spellbound I gazed at those phials with their multicolored
contents. From those phials emanated a vague mixture of scents which enveloped my soul with exquisite
sensations. These scents were transformed into visions and a strange bliss. I saw and heard things which were
pure fantasy, and afterwards these impressions became stories more real than the reality around me.
Aunt Yeranik had still another marvel in her room. A trunk where she kept things that she had collected since
early childhood—remnants of old, frazzled Indian shawls, Persian silk fabrics, golden laces from Brusa, bundles
of lustrous, bright-colored samples of material, little doodads made of ivory and silver filaments, cups, goblets,
silk threads of many colors, an amber necklace, and countless other curios—every one of which had a story
connected with it. She said that whenever the caravan leaders returned home from their long journeys they
brought with them many valuable items, nearly all of which had been sold away at a pittance in time of need.
Like her great-uncle Farhad, Aunt Yeranik was without any doubt a gifted story-teller. But in her time storytellers too were no longer in demand.
“The caravans journeyed forth and with them went traders, important dignitaries, and trunks and bundles of
valuable merchandise. After passing the Hill of Chamledja they went and went, for days and for months they went
… the sky above and the caravan leader below …
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And she recounted how Farhad, as head of the caravan, ruled over his wayfarers in a firm and fair manner.
Whenever a Turkish high official, for instance, made unusual demands and expected special treatment, Farhad
refused to comply, and neither threats nor promises could sway him.
But Farhad’s skill as a caravan leader became even more evident in time of trouble. As shrewd as a fox, he
preferred to negotiate and reach an agreement with the chief of the bandits rather than endanger the lives and
property of his wayfarers.
And there were times when the snow covered the roads and made them impassable; it would then be necessary
to wait for days and days. The provisions of the caravan would be exhausted and there would be nothing else to
do but wait patiently. Whereupon Farhad would gather his wayfarers around him and tell them stories about
banquets and feasts, describing each delicacy so skillfully that his audience not only forgot their hunger but felt
satiated and numb. Whenever danger threatened, Farhad would tell stories about legendary heroes and their deeds
so vividly that some of the wayfarers almost wished the bandits would attack so that they too would have a
chance to prove how brave they were and thus become worthy characters in a future story.
While recounting these things, Aunt Yeranik often smiled with tears in her eyes or shed tears and laughed at
the same time. She moved between states of frenzied excitement and an almost supernatural calm with hardly any
intervening stages. She had a capacity for sitting motionless for hours on end without saying a word. And there
were times when it took her literally a whole day to reply to a question explaining that she had felt too lazy to
respond immediately.
11
One morning we found Mother ill in her bed. Father had already gone to work, and it was only after my
grandmother and aunts had had their successive cups of coffee that they noticed Mother’s absence.
Immediately they rushed up to her room to investigate. They found her seated in bed in a state of profound
despair. When asked what the matter was, she refused to reply as though she had lost her speech, and tears began
to flow down her cheeks. There was no evident cause for her despair and at first it was ascribed to a bad dream.
Nothing to worry about, it would pass.
But Mother's despair lasted for days and days. Gradually she lost all interest in her surroundings, including her
children, and behaved as though she had never seen us before.
Our family doctor, Torkomian by name—a young fellow who had just returned from Paris, and who, as a child,
had been nursed by my grandmother because his own mother had been ill at the time—did everything he could
but all to no avail.
Mother's illness, which they called melancholia, radically changed our way of life. Putting everything aside,
my father spent all his time running from doctor to pharmacy and back home to look after the patient. Mother’s
illness began to dominate our entire household. Whenever we, the little ones, wanted to do anything, we were
immediately told to behave:
“Your mother is ill, be quiet!”\fn{Freud defined melancholia as “a profoundly painful dejection, abrogation of interest in the
outside world, loss of the capacity to love, inhibition of all activity, and a lowering of the self-regarding feelings to a degree that finds
utterance in self-reproaches and self-reviligs, and culminates in a delusional expection of punishment.” }

Every morning, my aunts dragged Mother out of bed with great difficulty, dressed her, brought her below
where, curled up in a chair, she spent the whole day shedding copious tears without budging an inch, without so
much as a sigh. They fed her some milk or broth with a spoon, nearly forcing it between her clenched teeth.
Gradually Mother’s appearance changed, she turned pale, her mouth acquired the expression of permanent and
deep sorrow, her eyes, always wet, narrowed into slits, and her stare lost its focus.
After consulting with a French specialist from Pera, Dr. Torkomian decided that Mother was suffering from a
severe nervous disorder and that she should be watched day and night because at any moment she might commit
suicide.
Though they tried to keep me and my sister away from mother, we used to slip into her room once in a while
and gaze sadly at her tear-lined face. There was something about her expression that oppressed and pained me
deeply. I was not yet old enough to have a clear understanding of the seriousness of her condition and the
unhappiness that this caused in the family, yet what I saw affected me so deeply that I too spent sleepless nights
sobbing incessantly.
Since my father refused to send Mother to a hospital, saying so long as he was alive he would never abandon
her to the care of total strangers, my aunts kept watch over her day and night.
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About a month after the onset of her illness, Mother suddenly broke her silence and burst into demoniacal
laughter. She began to talk too, but her speech was incoherent. Often she was subject to visual and auditory
hallucinations. It was the doctors’ opinion that her condition had taken a turn for the worse.
After exhausting all our savings, Father began to borrow money. Our financial condition was in shambles.
Sorrow and anxiety dominated the family, and since everyone’s attention was turned on Mother, my sister and I
were like two abandoned orphans in our own home. We prowled in the garden and the rooms below. Once in a
while Grandmother, bewildered and trembling, looked after us; and once in a while we found refuge in Aunt
Yeranik’s room, where she would be busy working all by herself. And in that silent, dismal house, Mother’s
hysterical laughter, which always ended in prolonged, convulsive sobs, rang out tragically.
It was at this time that I first became acquainted with malice. All our neighbors behaved as though they had
reason to feel deep satisfaction with our misfortune, and they spied on the unusual goings on in our house from
behind their curtains. They walked in and out of our house unceremoniously and in the presence of us, the little
ones, made all kinds of inconsiderate and coarse remarks. Even when I walked through a distant neighborhood,
they used to point me out and without lowering their voices say:
“That’s Shirintsi Aghavnie’s daughter …” After which they whispered mysterious things to one another. One
day, a neighbor of ours, Paris hanem by name, whom I hated with all my soul, said to me with malicious glee:
“You don’t have a mother any more, do you hear?—she might as well be dead and buried —so behave
yourself!”
Three years later I took my revenge on that woman by throwing a big stone at her head. No one understood
what had provoked that extraordinary behavior and I refused to give any explanations. I was often reminded of
that mischief and told that anything could be expected from a brat like me.
It was only the people of the poor quarters of Scutari that behaved with any degree of compassion towards us.
Tell us then, Yeranik hanem,”\fn{Also kanem, the Turkish equivalent of “lady” } the women used to inquire from their
doorsteps, “how’s your sister coming along?”
After a thorough examination, the French specialist decided on the cause of Mother’s illness. Father agreed
with his diagnosis, but not my aunts. Only Grandmother nodded with an air of resignation and seemed to agree
with my father.
“Listen here,” I once heard Aunt Yeranik say between tears and laughter to a friend of hers, Gariene hanem by
name, “if one is to believe that French doctor, my father ate sour grapes and set Aghavnie’s teeth on edge. If that’s
so, why is it then the rest of us aren’t sick too?”
“You’re right,” said Gariene hanem after a moment of reflection. “It doesn’t make sense. It was just an evil day
when that illness came over her.”
There were times, however, when Aunt Yeranik conceded with bitter resignation:
“Fathers in other families leave property and money to their children and grandchildren; but all our father left
us is this curse.”
Years later I understood that the curse Aunt Yeranik had been referring to was Grandfather’s alcoholism.
12
Mother’s illness affected me so deeply that the doctor advised that I be sent away for a while. After hesitating
for a long time, Father finally consented to trust me to the care of Santoukht hanem, who lived in a new section on
the heights of Scutari. Father had been best man at Santoukht hanem's wedding and had given her an expensive
pearl necklace as a present, for which reason Santoukht had always been grateful to him.
Though not much older than thirty, Santoukht hanem had white hair whose silvery curls framed a youthful,
lovely face. She always dressed with great care and was generally regarded by the women of Scutari as a paragon
of elegance and good taste. Father liked her very much and whenever she came for a visit his eyes sparkled with
sensuous delight. He was willing to overlook Santoukht hanem’s faults, which the women of the house could not
endure; they never missed an opportunity to say that she was a tart.
Santoukht hanem spoke Armenian fluently but with a foreign accent. It was rumored that she had been a Greek
foundling adopted by an Armenian family. Years later I discovered that her mother had had an affair with a Greek
barber in the neighborhood and after giving birth to the baby one cold winter night, she had it placed secretly at
her own doorstep, persuading her husband to adopt it, instead of relinquishing it to the Greek church. There were
many such foundlings in Greek and Armenian families of Constantinople.
Alexan agha,\fn{Turkish for “master” or “lord”} Santoukht hanem’s husband, was an elderly man—gaunt, emaciated, and a little hunchbacked. He had a good job in the market and they were well off. Alexan agha suffered from
recurring bouts of acute depression during which he lost his speech. This had been happening so regularly that
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everyone accepted it as if it were the most natural thing in the world, and when the time arrived, they would
simply say that Alexan agha “is having his problem.” His wife knew the exact date of this disorder and as the day
drew near, she hastened to make last minute arrangements.
“Alexan agha,” she would say to her husband, “since you don’t have your problem yet, could you get someone
to repair our drain pipes? Very soon now we will enter the rainy season and our walls may be damaged.”
I remember it was near the onset of Alexan agha’s disturbance that Santoukht hanem proposed that she take me
home with her.
“Any day now, Alexan agha will have his problem,” I heard her say to my father, “and I will be bored to death
all by myself with no one to talk to. Let me have the child, please—you will be doing me a great favor.” And
when at last Father consented, Santoukht hanem arrived, took hold of my hand, and we walked off to her place.
*
During the first few days of my stay with them, Alexan agha was fine. Every morning he got out of bed and sat
in an armchair in his pajamas, as his wife went about preparing the coffee, toasting the bread at the fireplace, and
offering it to him with a slice of kasseri cheese. After his breakfast, which he con sumed in complete silence,
Alexan agha changed, and followed by his wife, went down the steps and into the yard, where she held his
umbrella as he took off his slippers and put on his shoes. This was the interval during which Santoukht hanem
presented her requests of the day with a soft, gentle voice. And as Alexan agha walked off she stood at the
threshold, following him with her eyes until he turned the corner. All this was carefully observed by the neighbors
from behind their curtains, who seeing Santoukht hanem’s smiles and solicitude, would comment:
“She’s a tart.”
“Behaving as if they were newlyweds.”
After Alexan agha left, Santoukht hanem went down into her kitchen to prepare the day’s meal. She worked
with extreme care and was driven by only one desire: to please Alexan agha. It was as though she had no needs of
her own, as though her sole purpose in life was to please him. The prospect of seeing the hint of a smile on Alexan
agha’s dour face was sufficient reward for her.
That smile, however, was a rare event. Santoukht hanem did not consider that a setback and confided in me
with some satisfaction:
“Alexan agha liked my dolma though he didn’t say anything … I saw it in his eyes: he liked it so much that he
had a second helping.”\fn{Dolma is a popular Near East dish which consists of green peppers, or tomatoes, zucchini, etc., stuffed
with meat, rice, vegetables, and spices}
While Santoukht hanem was busy with her chores, I strolled in the garden, skipped rope, or swung wildly from
a tree, and whenever I ran out of things to do, I gazed at the little plants and sickly flowers growing in their beds
of clay soil. How far away seemed to me the gardens of Silihdar! And there were times when I felt such
melancholy longing for them.
When the day of Alexan agha’s problem arrived, Santoukht hanem became depressed in her turn. Occasionally
she would cry softly and confide in me that if only she had had a child of her own she wouldn’t have cared for
anything else. In such moments she would take me in her arms, press her tearstained face against my cheek, and
whisper all kinds of sweet, tender words in my ear.
*
One day, after making me promise not to say a word to anyone, she revealed that she too had children of her
own. Her face brightened, she smiled, and holding my hand, led me to an upstairs room, unlocked a drawer, and
took out several dolls and lined them up one by one on the sofa. These were expensive dolls bought from a French
store in Pera, with movable arms and legs, and eyes that opened and shut. They were all dressed in pink, blue,
yellow, and red velvet clothes, and adorned with ribbons. Each one, moreover, had a name and a personality of its
own.
“This is Siranoush,” Santoukht hanem would say; “she is a nice girl, not an obstinate brat like you. When I say
something, she listens.” Then, with a sweet voice, Santoukht hanem would talk to them, and once in a while,
pretending to listen to their objections, she would exclaim something like:
“No wonder you have a toothache! I told you not to have all that candy, didn’t I?”And with forefinger raised,
she would admonish one of these lifeless creatures. Gradually she became so absorbed in this game that she
seemed to believe that these dolls were actually alive. At one point she even looked flustered because they all
spoke at the same time and she couldn’t reply to all their questions at once.
“Iskouhi, look at that filthy apron of yours. That won’t do, you know. I can’t wash your aprons every day—I
have a thousand other things to attend to in this house. Have a heart!”
I was so deeply affected by this spectacle that I too began to lose my bearings and was overtaken by an eerie
sensation at the sight of all those dolls which seemed to come to life and move their arms, legs, and eyes
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I too had dolls—the ordinary kind with broken arms and legs, hairless heads, dolls made with rags—with
which I played games pretending they were alive. But that was different. I used them to make up stories. I had a
life of my own which I never confused with theirs.
But Santoukht hanem didn’t seem to have a life of her own. At that time I couldn’t see that clearly and had
only a vague inkling of it; even so, I refused to go up to that room again. And I will never forget the day when
Santoukht hanem’s eyes suddenly wandered and, abandoning whatever work she was doing, she said with real
panic in her voice: “I think Koharik is ill!” … and rushed up the staircase.
A disagreeable feeling came over me and for the rest of the day I did nothing but wander aimlessly in the
garden. And when Santoukht hanem finally came down, I expressed the wish to be taken home and stubbornly
insisted on my decision.
I kept my promise to Santoukht hanem and never revealed her secret to anyone. And never again did I enter
that house.
13
One of my teachers, Ashjian by name, was a lovely young lady who always took great care of her appearance
and liked to wear dresses with embroidered white collars and cuffs. She had written and published a poem titled
“Yellow Roses,” which gave her a halo of glory. Though she and I never established any kind of personal rapport,
I liked her a great deal and during recess I used to try to stay as close to her as possible. One day she smiled at me
and forever after I remembered that smile with a sense of deep gratitude.
She had a mild and sweet disposition and always carried with her a notebook in which she scribbled things and
then fixed her dreamy eyes at an indefinite point in space. She must have been composing new poems; but after
“Yellow Roses,” I don't think she ever published anything else.
14
One day, during recess in the school garden, a girl by the name of Melanie was eating cherries. It was early
spring and cherries were not yet in season. Across from Melanie sat a girl from a poor family staring greedily at
the cherries.
Melanie held the cherries in one hand and with the other she took hold of a stem and after placing the fruit in
her mouth bit at the juicy pulp, as the other girl moved her voracious lips as if she too were eating.
I found this spectacle revolting and after a while could endure it no longer. With a rapid, wild movement, I
approached Melanie, grabbed the cherries from her hand and threw them on the other side of the garden wall.
And I will never understand why, instead of Melanie, it was the girl from the poor family who suddenly burst
into tears.
15
To satisfy my persistent curiosity my father not only answered all my questions with unfailing patience, but he
often spoke to me seriously as if I were an adult. As a rule these conversations took place in our garden. How well
I remember those walks by the flowerbeds brimming with rosebushes and carnations during which my father
spoke to me of the world.
The underlying principle in all his explanations, that which I understood more clearly than anything else, was
that he had a deep sense of individual worth and self-respect. He was willing to accept anything—material
deprivations and other difficulties he bore with a patience bordering on indifference—but never offenses against
his dignity and self-respect. The trait that impressed me most about my father was this pride in himself as a
human being, which was also the guiding force in his conduct and dealings with his fellow men.
For my father was equally scrupulous and careful about other people’s self-respect, and whenever anyone tried
to humiliate another he would immediately rise against the transgressor. His treatment of others—regardless of
rank, financial status (especially financial status), and nationality—was always considerate and fair. Anyone
lacking in this sense of fairness was in his eyes less than human, therefore contemptible.
That was his fundamental moral principle and the motivating force behind all his actions. Never in his life did
my father go against this principle, never did he waver no matter what the circumstances, and whenever he could
he imposed it on others; he thus reached ripe old age with a serene expression on his face, eyes smiling, and head
held high.
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My father’s words, particularly those that voiced this moral principle, gave me a sense of profound
satisfaction. My adolescent idealism was nourished by his reasoning which gradually succeeded in ordering the
confused and chaotic state of my mind. Violent confrontations took place within me, followed by victories as well
as defeats, plunging me into extreme and contradictory emotional states. But under the influence of my father’s
words some degree of harmony would be introduced within me and gradually I would reach a state of internal
balance and synthesis.
Many people have influenced me during my long and eventful life; some have even succeeded in steering me
onto different paths, but none has influenced me as deeply as my father with his words and above all his example.
When, during the winter months, we were compelled to stay indoors and could no longer be alone in the garden,
my father continued to speak to me as often as circumstances permitted about the years he had spent in the
Caucasus. He spoke of his travel impressions, recounted anecdotes, described different peoples and individual
types, their mountain ways and traditions. The water used to boil in the kettle and the delicate aroma of the tea
spread in the room, as I listened to him transported .
Yet how different was real life from what I imagined it to be under the spell of my father’s words. Everything
wounded me and often I experienced moments of violent rage. And with time my attitude towards certain
individuals, in particular those teachers who lacked my father’s virtues, underwent a radical change. It was as if I
presided over a perpetual court of law wherein every person and event was subjected to a severe trial.
I hated the hypocrites and sycophants who were everywhere within the hierarchy of our school. Whenever an
important personage or man of wealth paid us a visit, I saw with what false, cringing smiles our teachers behaved
in his presence. I heard words that were complete lies fabricated to suit the occasion which caused great anguish
in me. And since I did not yet know how to express my indignation, I committed impulsive, heedless acts whose
meaning escaped everyone, including my father, but whose consequences I endured without a word of complaint.
*
Facing a sheltered, peaceful bay on the Asiatic shore of the Sea of Marmara, Maltepe was a modest Greek
village with a mild climate, white sandy beaches, and an inexpensive life. The doctor had advised that as a child I
be taken there every summer. Later, when my Mother’s health improved, the doctor thought swimming would be
good for her too.
At first, Maltepe served as a summer resort to no more than a handful of Armenian families of artisans—
mostly textile workers and ironsmiths. Gradually, however, Maltepe's fame spread, and thanks to its beautiful
climate and impeccable beaches, it became a first-class resort for anemic and sickly youths. A large casino was
built near the train station, and a luxurious hotel rose on the beach.
Maltepe, that small and remote Greek village, was the earthly paradise of my childhood. Every year, in the
spring, the prospect of travelling there filled me with feverish expectations. All winter long I dreamt of that
happiness, and whenever the grown-ups dismissed the wonders of Maltepe contemptuously by saying, “After all,
what’s there in Maltepe?”, I could only gasp with astonished disbelief, because that village contained an infinity
of fascinations for me.
I thought of the numberless pleasures of its beaches, its fields and stable and that rich, satisfying mixture of
odors that emanated from the nostrils of the cows, the manure, and the straw. I thought of Kokona’s house, where
we rented our rooms; her son, shepherd Yorghi, with whom I explored distant pasturelands and mountain slopes; I
thought of our death-defying strolls over half-demolished Roman aqueducts, when it was sometimes necessary to
leap over deep chasms; I thought of the Albanian farmhouses with their ferocious mastiffs, who had by then
become friendly with us, and whose shaggy heads were of such dimensions that my arms were not long enough to
encircle them completely—dogs whose savage, menacing barks filled the unsuspecting passer-by with dread and
panic. I thought of family excursions on mountain slopes and to distant shrines, where on certain holy days
Greeks and all kinds of other people of the Orthodox faith congregated: Rumeliotes,\fn{Inhabitants of Eastern Rumelia,
the Turkish name for what is now the northern territory of the Greek State:H } Albanians, Serbians, Bosnians: women, young
men, gardeners, farmers, vintners, all in their own national costumes—and their dancing and singing to the
accompaniment of reed pipes.
I thought of these things and relived those days, and spoke of them ceaselessly; and when I became aware that
I could not infect others with my own enthusiasm, I was filled with melancholy, kept my peace, and eventually
resigned myself to the idea that someday I would have to evoke these suppressed im ages and emotions by writing
about them.
17
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Fayize was a Turkish girl of fifteen whom I met one summer at Maltepe. A year before we met, her father had
died of tuberculosis, and her mother had married for the second time. She was an emaciated, melancholy girl with
dreamy, black eyes and delicately arching eyebrows that met in a fuzzy link. From the first moment, our glances
met in mutual curiosity, and very soon we found an opportunity to make each other’s acquaintance.
That summer Fayize was accompanied by her grandmother, who from dawn to dusk did nothing but grumble
at the evil fate that had brought her to Maltepe. She complained of the heat, the mosquitoes, and the stench from
the stables.
In the coolness of the evening breeze, Fayize’s grandmother would sit with Kokona on a bench against the
wall, and rumble on for hours, chain-smoking all the while. Seated in silence with these two chatterboxes, Fayize
and I would exchange questioning glances.
Fayize wore on her head an embroidered, white kerchief, and one day she gave me a similar kerchief so that
we could both go to the beach for a walk. From then on we took many long walks together in vineyards, fields
and olive groves, during which we had long talks.
Fayize spoke with an emotionally charged voice. Everything upset her, especially her mother’s second
marriage. She was an extremely fastidious person about her appearance—her face, skin, clothes, jewels, and
similar details. I often saw her gazing at herself in a small hand-held mirror and smiling contentedly.
*
One evening we suddenly felt the presence of a stranger near us. We stood up, looked back, and saw a
barefooted dark youth with a fez lowered as far as his eyebrows, staring at us with predatory eyes. In his hand he
held a freshly cut branch which he struck with a swish against the trunk of the olive tree beside him. It was a
deserted place quite a distance from the village.
For the first time in my life I experienced fear. The man approached us with slow steps and speaking in Turkish
asked what time it was. Immediately Fayize ordered him to halt. He did and we walked off in a hurry. As soon as
we reached the beach we broke into a run without so much as a backward glance, and panting we entered the
village with its familiar and reassuring sights and sounds of children playing here and there, the fishing boats
floating gently on the waters, and the cadence of the Greek tongue.
We stopped then and sat down to regain our breath. I admired Fayize's courage.
“He wanted to rape us,” she said.
“Was he a Turk?” I asked.
“Of course,” she replied breathlessly, “an infidel would never have dared to come near a Turkish lady.”
We decided never again to go to deserted places alone and also not to speak of the incident to our parents, so
that they would not restrict our movements in the future.
18
Fayize’s uncle, who was a doctor, had taken personal charge of his niece’s health and came to Maltepe
regularly to see how she was doing. His name was Nahat bey\fn{Officially the title of the govenor of a district or province in
the Ottoman Empire, but also used at a courtesy title in Turkey and Egypt } and he couldn’t have been more than thirty—a
swarthy, bespectacled gentleman with expressive, sorrowful eyes. He spoke with a soft voice and was invariably
courteous to everyone.
Fayize loved him very much and spoke of him frequently. We knew the time of his arrival and would go to the
train station to welcome him. The moment we saw his spectacles among the passengers descending from the train,
we rushed to greet him.
Nahat bey smiled and touching his fez with a frail hand, greeted us gracefully. Afterwards, for some reason or
other, he left us, saying we should walk straight home and not wait for him out in the streets. We followed his
instructions submissively, but one day I protested.
“Tell me then, young lady,” said the young doctor turning on me with an abrupt movement, “are you really
happy to see me?”
Blushing, I hurried home with Fayize; and when we got there, she took me in her arms and kissed me tenderly.
*
“What does your uncle think about the mistreatment of the Armenians in Anatolia?” I asked.\fn{ A reference to the
Hamidian massacres of 1894-1896, during which some 200,000 Armenians were murdered } Fayize early one morning as we were
waiting on the beach for the return of the fishing boats. Fayize gave me a bewildered look and was silent for a
while. Until that moment we had never spoken on that subject.
“My uncle,” she replied at last reproachfully, “is a kind man.”
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I was willing to accept that vague reply, but Fayize was agitated and, unable to hold her tears back, she went
on:
“My other uncle, the doctor’s older brother, lives in exile.. My uncle was glad that you and I are friends. He
said that’s the way it should be, and spoke to me about the suffering inflicted on the Armenians in Anatolia and
explained that our enemy is the same. After a short pause, she shook her head and repeated:
“My uncle is a kind man.”
*
In the evening, I listened to Fayize’s grandmother’s endless complaints to Kokona. Her son, Fayize’s father, as
a result of an “error”—because “he was not that sort of man”— had been accused of a political crime and exiled
to Sinope, where he had contracted “that disease.” After trying for years to obtain a par don, begging, going down
on their knees before all kinds of worthless lackeys and trash, they had finally succeeded.
Fayize’s father, however, had returned from exile a changed man—physically as well as mentally—and a year
later he had died eaten up by his own rage.
One evening at last Nahat bey and my father met.
I had been looking forward to this encounter for a long time. The Turkish doctor spoke at length of our enemy,
the tyranny of the Sultan, and described the situation in the provinces and the capital itself. Students were
subjected to all kinds of persecution. Many had been victims of the terror, others lived in uncertainty and fear.
Spies swarmed everywhere. Even brothers could no longer trust each other. People were arrested on suspicion and
disappeared without a trace. Entire boatloads of exiles were dumped into the sea and were swallowed by the
strong currents.
Though already fully aware of these things, my father listened to the doctor respectfully, only occasionally
interrupting his narrative with a question, which the other answered to the best of his knowledge. To my
disappointment, however, Father did not broach the subject of the Armenians in Anatolia. Finally it was the doctor
who made a reference to them.
“You probably know already what’s happening in Armenian villages,” he said “The mismanagement, the
oppression. The Turkish peasantry is at the mercy of these same corrupt officials. The only thing left for us now is
to unite our forces and overthrow this tyranny.”
My father said nothing.
Taken aback by my father's reticence, the doctor went on to talk about my and Fayize’s health. In his view we
both suffered from the same illness—pernicious anemia. The doctor was optimistic and thought it was all a matter
of gaining time.
“With every passing year, the risks are diminished,” he explained, “provided of course the surroundings are
favorable.” Then, heaving a deep sigh and fixing his eyes on me, he said:
“I wonder when the walls that stand between us will come down?”
19
One day a friend of mine, Arshakouhi by name,\fn{ Arshakouhi Jermejian (1875-1911) Armenian writer, born in Istanbul
to visit Madame Dussape in Pera.\fn{ Serpouhi Vahanian, Armenian novelist

and educated in paris and London } and I decided
(1842-1901) born and educated in Istanbul}

In trepidation and with all the daring we could muster, we approached the door of that feminist Armenian
author. At the last moment, however, Arshakouhi hesitated and seemed to have second thoughts.
“Perhaps some other time,” she said. But I already had my finger against the bell button and pressed it.
A servant opened the door.
With quivering lips we expressed the desire to see Madame Dussape.
Dressed in black, the author sat on a sofa at the other end of an enormous drawing room. It had been ten years
since she had lost her sixteen-year-old daughter Dora, but she was still in mourning. She was pretty with white
curls and a face that bore the stamp of great anguish.
When she saw us walking towards her in that interminable room, she came forward to meet us. Then holding
us by the hand she guided us to two chairs placed by her sofa.
We sat speechless unable to remember any of the things we had carefully planned to say. But Madame Dussape
didn’t let us remain lost in our confusion too long. She questioned us about ourselves and occasionally made
encouraging remarks. She was genuinely touched by our visit. At that time she was a nearly forgotten name—
most people didn’t even know whether she was dead or alive. There was then a new star in the literary horizon of
Istanbul—Sybil.\fn{Zabel Khanjian (1863-1934) Armenian poet, short-story writer, novelist and author of schooltexts }
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I had read some of Sybil’s fiction and verse and, notwithstanding the wide popularity she en joyed, I was
audacious enough not to like her. It seemed to me she occupied herself too much with petty and irrelevant
subjects.
When Madame Dussape learned that I had decided on a literary career, she warned me that there were more
pitfalls than laurels on that road. Our communities, she added, were not yet prepared to allow a woman to make a
name for herself. In order to overcome that obstacle, one ought to rise far above mediocrity.
“A man may be a mediocre writer, but not a woman,” she said.
Madame Dussape made a deep impression on us. On our way home Arshakouhi confided that she too wanted
to be a writer. We both agreed that we should continue our studies in Europe.
“Ah, Europe!” sighed Arshakouhi. “How do we get there?”
*
She eventually did go to Europe—first Paris, then London; and one day, when I was a student in Paris, she
came to see me from London. She was shocked by my liberated way of life and evinced no interest in the social
issues I was involved in. Even in Europe what was uppermost in her mind was the gossip in Istanbul and what
will they say about us when we get back there.
Arshakouhi had already published in a literary periodical a few pages titled “Recollections of a Student.” After
her return to Istanbul she married Teotik\fn{ Teotik Labjinjian (1873-1928) Armenian scholar, born and educated in Istanbul }
and became his faithful and steadfast collaborator.
Though she wrote very little on her own, Arshakouhi was a graceful stylist who simply failed to develop to her
full potential. She was timid and very careful not to shock her contemporaries. During the war she was subjected
to many difficulties and deprivations; as a result she became ill with consumption. Immediately after the armistice
she went to Switzerland where she died in a sanatorium.
20
After I finished parochial school, I was faced with the dilemma of what to do next.
Had I been a boy, I would have gone to the Central School; but there was no corresponding school for girls. It
was at this time that Father and I met Tovmas Terzian.\fn{ Armenian poet, playwright, librettist, translator, educator and author
of several schooltexts (1840-1909)} It happened on a ferryboat in the Sea of Marmara as we were travelling to a nearby
island.
Father and I were engrossed in conversation when I noticed a white-haired but alert gentleman, seated at a
nearby bench, staring at us. Suddenly he got up, approached, and after greeting us said he would like to make our
acquaintance. That man was Tovmas Terzian.
He said he had been surprised to see father and daughter engaged in a spirited conversation.
“I thought you were Greeks,” he added; “then I heard you speaking in Armenian. This is something rare among
us. Greek fathers often assume the role of teachers to their children; but I regret to say never before today have I
had the pleasure of observing this same phenomenon among Armenians.”
Father and Tovmas Terzian went on talking about the new generation, the education of girls, and related topics.
I was acquainted with Tovmas Terziari’s work and knew one of his poems by heart:
The day will come
When life’s heavy burden …

I kept on looking at this famous man attentively when he turned and questioned me about my plans and literary
inclinations. He made suggestions and gave me a list of books to read. And when the time came for us to part we
promised to see each other again.
120.56 1. The Foolish Khoja 2. God’s Melons: Two Folktales\fn{by Darbaz Ozel (1880Province, Turkey (F) 1

)}

Chorja Village, Konya

1
One day Nasreddin Khoja climbed on his donkey and left Akshehir, traveling toward Yalvach. On the way he
met a man who stopped him and said,
“Khoja, when am I going to die?”
“How could I know that?” responded Khoja.
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“Well, I can tell when you are going to die.”
“When?” asked the Khoja in surprise.
“You will die when your donkey brays three times in a row,” said the man.
“Amazing!” said Nasreddin Khoja.
He continued on his way toward Yalvach, and about an hour later, his donkey started to bray. Khoja counted
the brays, and after the third consecutive bray, he dismounted from his donkey, lay on the ground, and said,
“Now I am dead.”
As he lay there on the ground Khoja saw a wolf come along and eat his donkey.
“Oh, my poor donkey,” he said, “your death and mine have coincided.”
When N asreddin Khoja did not return that night, his wife and their servant went in search of him. They found
him lying by the side of the road, and his wife asked,
“Khoja, why don’t you come home?”
“I cannot, dear wife, for I am dead. You must take me home and give me a decent burial.”
They tried to reason with Khoja, but it was useless. He insisted that he was dead and that he should be buried.
So, his wife and the servant carried him home, washed him, and wrapped him in his shroud. Then she called in the
neighbors and announced Khoja’s death. After prayers and the customary ceremonies, Khoja was taken to the
cemetery and laid in a grave. His wife requested, however, that he not be buried until the following day, hoping
that he would come to his senses before that.
After Khoja had lain in his grave a couple of hours, he heard a tinkling sound approaching. It was a peddler
whose donkey was loaded with glassware and dishes. Khoja raised his head from the grave to see what was
making the noise, and this frightened the donkey terribly. It jumped and ran about wildly, throwing off its back the
peddler’s load of wares and smashing it. The peddler was furious with Khoja and started beating him.
“Why are you beating me? I am dead, and you should not beat a dead man.”
But the peddler paid no attention to this and gave Khoja a good beating. Afterwards he felt so sore that he
dragged himself home. His neighbors were surprised to see him alive again, and one of them said to him,
“You have been in the next world, Khoja. Tell us what it is like in heaven.”
“It is very pleasant there,” said Nasreddin Khoja, “just as long as you do not frighten any donkeys loaded with
glassware and dishes.”
2
One day Nasreddin Khoja planted watermelon seeds in his garden. He said to his wife,
“I am going to plant two patches of watermelons, one for myself and one for God.”
Khoja planted his own patch of melons in good soil, but he planted God’s in very poor soil. When the
watermelons grew, however, it happened that the melons he had planted for God grew large while his own did not
thrive at all. Each melon in God’s patch grew as large as a barrel.
When the watermelons were ripe, Khoja decided one night to steal some from God’s patch. Taking a bag, he
went to the garden and stole several large melons from God’s patch. But as Khoja was carrying the melons home,
some villagers sneaked up behind him in the darkness and quietly took his bag away from him. Terrified,
Nasreddin Khoja rushed home and cried to his wife,
“He caught me! He caught me!”
108.66 The Feslibanci Girl: A Folktale\fn{told by Gülsüm Yüeel (1881(F) 7

)} Tasköprü,

Kastamonu Province, Turkey

Once there was and once there was not a young man whose father was a bey.\fn{During the monarchy, an aristocrat, a
lord; but now the equivalent of sir or gentleman.} This young man used to look out his window into the garden of a
neighbor when a feslihanci girl\fn{ A girl who sells sweet basil.} watered her flowers. The girl wore a pair of golden
sandals, and she poured water on the feslihan plants from a silver pitcher.
One day the son of the bey decided to tease the feslihanci girl. He said,
“Every day you water your feslihan flowers. How many leaves does a feslihan plant have?”
“Son of the bey, you are a man who reads and writes, and therefore you must have great knowledge. Tell me
how many stars there are in the sky.”
Upset by the realization that he had been outwitted, the young man said no more and closed the window. On
the following day, however, when the girl came again into the garden wearing her golden sandals and carrying her
silver pitcher, he called down,
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“Feslihanci girl, feslihanci girl, you water your flowers every day. How many leaves are there on a feslihan
plant?” And the girl gave the same response she had given the day before:
“Son of the bey, son of the bey, you are a man who reads and writes, and therefore you must have great
knowledge. Tell me how many stars there are in the sky.”
Angry at being bested again in this way, the son of the bey decided to find some trick to play on the girl in
order to get his revenge. He did not have to search long for an opportunity to do this, for an illness that befell the
girl’s mother shortly after this suggested a suitable trick. The sick woman craved fish to eat, but fish were not
available at that time of year. The son of the bey went to another village and bought some fish. Then he disguised
himself as a fisherman and went up and down the streets shouting,
“Fish for sale! Fish for sale! Here comes the fisherman!” When the sick woman heard his cry, she said to her
daughter,
“Girl, go out and buy some fish for me.” Opening the door of their house, the feslihanci girl called out,
“Fisherman, come here! I want to buy some of your fish!” When the fisherman came to the door, she asked, “
“How much do you want for your fish?” The fisherman responded,
“I am not selling these fish for money. I am selling them for a kiss.”
When the girl heard this, she shut the door and reported to her mother what the fisherman had said. Her mother
said,
“Well, why don’t you give him a kiss? After all, he is only a peasant. Who will ever know that you allowed
yourself to be kissed? Open the door just a crack and give him a kiss.”
The girl wished to please her mother and serve her the fish that she wanted. She therefore went back to the
door, opened it just a crack, and allowed herself to be kissed by the fisherman. After kissing her, the fisherman
handed her the string of fish and left.
On the following afternoon the girl again went into the garden to water the feslihan plants. The son of the bey
began teasing her as he had done before. He said,
“Feslihanci girl, feslihanci girl, you water your feslihan flowers every day. How many leaves does a feslihan
plant have?”
“Son of the bey, son of the bey, you are a man who reads and writes, and therefore you must have great
knowledge. Tell me how many stars are in the sky.” The son of the bey replied,
“I may not be able to tell you that, but I can tell you that you bought fish from me for a kiss.”
The girl was surprised to discover that he was the man from whom she had bought the fish with a kiss. She
was so disturbed by this information that she decided not to appear in the garden again by daylight to tend the
feslihan plants.
Shortly after that the son of the bey became ill. Doctors were called from many places to attempt a cure. Every
day the house was filled with people coming and going. Late one evening the feslihanci girl entered the house
when most others were leaving, and she went unnoticed to the patient’s room. She was wearing a fur coat inside
of which she had sewed many small bells. Going to the patient’s bed, she shook her coat over him until the
jingling of the bells awakened him.
“Who is it?” he asked.
“I am Azrail,”\fn{The angel of death who comes at the end of a human life to collect the soul .}| she said.
“You may do with me what you will, as long as you do not take my life.”
“I am Azrail,” she said again. And he repeated,
“You may do with me whatever you want, but do not take my life.”
“Uncover your buttocks,” said the girl.
She had brought with her a pair of sheep lungs through which were stuck many long canvas needles. She now
struck the man’s buttocks repeatedly with the pair of lungs, inflicting hundreds of deep cuts. Although he cried
loudly in pain, no one else in the house heard him, and the girl slipped away unnoticed.
The son of the bey was confined to his bed six months longer as a result of being so seriously wounded in this
way. When he finally began to recover, he asked his attendants to place him in his armchair before the window.
Looking down upon the neighbor’s garden below, he saw the feslihanci girl again watering her flowers. He
decided to tease her:
“Feslihanci girl, feslihanci girl, you are watering your flowers again. How many leaves are there on a feslihan
plant?” The girl responded as usual,
“Son of the bey, you are a man who reads and writes, and therefore you must have great knowledge. Tell me
how many stars there are in the sky.”
“I do not know the answer to that question, but 1 know that you allowed yourself to be kissed for a string of
fish.”
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“I may not know how many leaves there are on a feslihan plant, but 1 know that you have been kept in bed six
months as a result of your being paddled with a pair of sheep lungs that cost only fifty kurus.”\fn{Until the late 1980s,
 of a Turkish lira; though when devaluation then reduced the kuru to 1 kuru = 1/2000 of a lira, it disappeared from circulation.}
Although the son of the bey now wondered what he could do to take revenge, he also had a certain affection
for this young woman. At the same time, the feslihanci girl was beginning to feel some affection for him too. A
few days later the son of the bey said to his mother,
“My mother, can you arrange to have me married to the feslihanci girl?”
A matchmaker was sent to the girl’s home, and after this person had conferred with her parents, it was agreed
that she would become the bride of the son of the bey. Before she went to live at his home, the girl put into her
chest a hammer, a pair of pliers, an adze, and several other tools which she might use to take vengeance against
her groom. Also moved by vengeful thoughts, the son of the bey had dug beneath his house an earth cellar in
which to keep his bride.
After the wedding ceremonies had been completed, the girl, wearing a veil, was taken to the groom’s house
and immediately put into the cellar. She received food and drink there every day, but she was never permitted to
leave her underground dwelling place.
Some time later it became necessary for the son of the bey to go to Aleppo on business. Speaking through the
cellar window, he said,
“Feslihanci girl, feslihanci girl, I have to go to Aleppo on business, and I may be there for as long as a year. I
shall leave you with provisions enough to last that long, and so you should not suffer by my absence.”
“Of course, I shall not suffer as long as you are alive,” the girl said, flattering her husband. “What kind of
horse will you ride, and what color suit will you wear?”
“I shall ride a black horse and wear a black suit,” he said.
During the time that she had been living in the earth cellar, the girl had dug a tunnel from there to her mother’s
garden, the place where she had long tended the feslihan plants. She used this tunnel frequently, and now she took
the money which her husband had left her to her mother's house and arranged to have bought for her a black horse
and a black suit just like his.
Before the young man departed on his journey, he came to the cellar window again and said,
“Feslihanci girl, feslihanci girl, I am leaving now.” She prayed and then said,
“May Allah speed you on your way.”
As soon as her husband had left, the girl went to her mother’s house. There she dressed in her black suit,
disguising herself as a man, mounted her black horse, and rode off to overtake him. She caught up with him in the
outskirts of the city. When he saw her, he called,
“Where are you going, young man?”
“Tell me first where you are going.”
“I am going to Aleppo,” he said.
“I am going there too,” she said. He said,
“Our suits and our horses are alike, and we are both going to Aleppo. We can be friends during this trip.”
They went to Aleppo, eating and drinking together, riding and sitting together at resting places. When they
arrived at that city, they went to a coffeehouse, and there, in her conversation with other customers, the girl began
to search for a witch.\fn{ The word “witch” in Turkey may indicate a wily, corrupt old woman whose services can be bought to carry
out a nefarious plot.} In those days there were witches everywhere. She asked those at the coffeehouse to direct her to
the home of an old woman.
“There is the home of a witch over there,” they said, pointing down the street.
When the feslihanci girl went to this house, she said to the old woman who opened the door,
“O grandmother, here is some money for you. Let me come in to talk with you.” After she had entered the
house and changed her garments to those of a woman, she said,
“I want you to sell me to a young man who has just arrived at the coffeehouse. Go there and sell me to him as a
bride, and I shall give you even more money.” The witch went to the coffeehouse and asked the owner,
“Where is the young man who just arrived here?” The owner went to the son of the bey and said,
“Young man, you are being asked for by someone.”
The son of the bey went to the door, where the witch confronted him and asked, “Where are you from, young
man? Are you married or single?”
“I am from such and such a place,” he said, “and I am single.”
“Well, I have a beautiful young daughter whom I do not dare to marry to anyone here. Would you like to buy
her as your bride? How long will you remain here in Aleppo?”
“I shall be staying here for a year,” he said. He then paid the old woman the bride price that she asked.
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The feslihanci girl, who had rearranged her hair and changed her appearance, was married to the young man.
She lived with him during the year that he was at Aleppo, and during that time she bore him a son. When the child
was three days old, his father brought a sword and a belt for him and said to his wife,
“My time here has ended. I must leave, but I cannot take you with me, for our son is still too young to survive
the journey. I shall return later to get you and the child, but if I do not come back, he will find me wherever I am.”
He still did not know that the child’s mother was the feslihanci girl, for he thought she was the daughter of a
witch. Leaving enough money for the maintenance of his wife and child, the son of the bey mounted his horse and
rode away toward home.
The girl also made preparations to leave. Because the baby was very young, she stretched him along a small
board and wrapped him in swaddling clothes so that he would not be injured during the trip home. Taking the
baby in one arm, she mounted her horse and followed her husband at a great enough distance so that she would
not be detected. Whenever her husband stopped, the girl also stopped in order to keep the distance between them.
When she arrived back home, she went first to her mother’s house and left the baby there. Then, using her tunnel,
she went alone to the cellar. A short while after the son of the bey reached his home, he went to the cellar window
and called,
“Feslihanci girl!”
“Yes, sir?” she answered.
“How are you? Have you been bored during my absence?”
“No, sir. Thanks to you, I have not been bored. I have gotten along quite well.”
“Did you have sufficient money?”
“Of course I did,” she said.
The son of the bey went upstairs and did not see his wife again for some time. As before, however, he had sent
her all the food and drink that she needed.
After a few months, he found it necessary to leave again for business, this time to India. He went to the cellar
window and said,
“Feslihanci girl, feslihanci girl, I must go to India for a year.”
“Go, then, sir. I wish you good luck. What kind of horse will you ride, and what color suit will you wear?”
“This time I shall ride a red horse and wear a red suit.”
Before he bade her farewell, he left her with enough food and money to support her for a year. Hastily taking
the food and the money to her mother’s house, she said,
“Go as quickly as possible and buy me a red horse and a red suit of clothes!”
After these purchases had been made, the girl put on the red suit, disguised herself as a man, and rode off on
her red horse. Again she overtook the son of the bey at the edge of the city. When the son of the bey saw her, he
thought,
“This is strange. Twice now when I have reached this point in my travel I have met a person wearing clothes
like mine and riding a horse of the same color.”
“Where are you going?” the stranger asked him.
“To India.”
“So am I,” said the stranger. “Let us ride along together.”
They traveled together, eating and drinking together. After a very long journey, they finally reached the city in
India where the son of the bey had business to attend to. There the young man proceeded to a coffeehouse, and his
companion went in search of a witch. After she had asked directions from several people, she was taken to the
home of a witch. When an old woman came to the door, the girl said,
“O grandmother, here is some money for you. Please let me in to talk with you.”
Once inside, the girl took off her red suit and put on a woman’s clothes. Then she said,
“Grandmother, a young gentleman just stopped at such and such a coffeehouse. Will you sell me to him as his
bride? Tell him that I am your daughter and that my husband died. If you will do this, I shall reward you properly
with gold.” When the old woman heard the word gold, she went at once to the coffeehouse and said to the owner,
“There was a young man who arrived here just a very short while ago. Call him here to me.” When he came to
the door where she was waiting, she said to him,
“Welcome! Where are you from?” He answered,
“I am from such and such a town in so and so country.”
“How long will you stay here?”
“I shall be here for a year.”
“Are you married or single?”
“I am single.”
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“Can anyone stay here for a whole year and remain single? I have a beautiful daughter whose husband died all
of a sudden. I did not wish to give her to anyone here, but I shall give her to you, for you seem to be a good
person.”
“But I shall leave this country at the end of a year,” said the son of the bey.
“That does not matter. If you wish, you can take my daughter with you. If not, then you can leave her here.”
“Very well,” said the young man. “I accept your offer. Come here with your daughter in the morning, and let
me know what you would like me to give you for your kindness.”
The witch returned to the feslihanci girl and told her that the young man had accepted the proposal. On the
following morning the two women went to the son of the bey. The young man married the girl and paid the witch
the price she named.
After the two young people were married, they lived together in that Indian city for a year. During that time the
feslihanci girl bore another male child. When the child was only three days old and its mother was still in
childbed, the son of the bey came and said,
“My time here has been completed. We could not take a three-day-old child with us on a long journey, and so I
shall leave you both here now and return for you later. But if I should not return, my son will find me wherever I
am at the time.” Then he gave her for the child the same kind of belt and the same kind of sword that he had had
made for his first son.
“All right. You go now but come back later to get me,” his wife said.
The son of the bey departed after having left a large sum of money and a great quantity of food for the support
of the child and its mother.
She took the food to the home of the witch but kept the money herself. After placing the baby on a board and
wrapping it in swaddling clothes, she mounted her horse and followed the son of the bey. She kept him in sight
ahead of her but remained far enough behind to be unnoticed by him. Whenever he stopped, she too stopped in
order to preserve the distance between them. After they had arrived in their own country, she took a different
course in order to reach their native city before he did. Once there, she went again to her mother’s house and left
the baby there. Then she proceeded through her tunnel and reached her cellar residence before her husband got
there.
As soon as the son of the bey had ridden up to his home, he handed his horse's reins to a servant and went to
the window of the earth cellar.
“Feslihanci girl, feslihanci girl,” he called. “What have you been doing during my absence? Are you well?
Have you been bored?”
“Welcome home! No, I have not been bored, thanks to you. I have enjoyed myself.”
“Well, I have returned.”
“Welcome home!” she said again.
Although he had traveled a great distance to reach his home, he was not to remain there very long. After he had
been there for only three months, it again became necessary for him to leave home and journey to a distant land to
attend to business matters there. Going to the cellar. window, he said,
“Feslihanci girl, I shall be gone again for a year to attend to matters of business. This time I must go to
Yemen.” She answered,
“Well, if you must go, go happily and come back again happily. What kind of horse will you ride this time, and
what color suit will you wear?”
“This time I shall ride a white horse and wear a white suit,” he answered.
He left enough money and enough provisions to take care of her needs for a year or so longer. Taking the food
and money to her mother’s house, she ordered that a white horse and a suit of white clothes be purchased for her.
She made preparations to leave on this third journey at about the same time that her husband did. She then
returned to her cellar to await his departure. It was only an hour before he came to the cellar window and said,
“Feslihanci girl, I am now leaving.”
“Good luck to you!” she said, and she prayed aloud for his welfare.
Returning then immediately to her mother’s house, the girl put on her new white suit of clothes, disguised
herself as a man, and mounted her white horse. Riding swiftly after the son of the bey, she overtook him again just
as he was leaving the city.
“O friend, where are you going?” she asked him.
“I am on my way to Yemen.”
“That is where I am going too. Shall we be traveling companions on this trip?” To himself the son of the bey
said,
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“This is strange. Every time I reach this point, a fellow comes along riding a horse like my own, wearing
clothes of the same color, and going to the same place that I am going. It is indeed very strange!”
The two traveled along with each other, eating and drinking together, stopping and staying at resting places
together. When they finally arrived at the chief city of Yemen, the young man entered a coffeehouse. Taking note
of the location of that coffeehouse, the girl inquired of passersby where she could find the home of a witch in that
city. When she had been told where such an old woman lived, she went to her house and knocked on the door.
When the witch opened the door, she said,
“O grandmother, here is some gold for you. Let me come in and talk with you about a certain matter.” After
entering the house and exchanging her white suit for female garments, she said,
“Grandmother, I want to hire your service. At such and such a coffeehouse a young man wearing a white suit
just stopped. I want you to pretend that I am your daughter and that you wish to sell me to that gentleman as his
bride. Tell him that I was married recently but that my husband died unexpectedly.”
By promising her much more gold, she persuaded the old woman to accept this work. Going to the coffeehouse
that the girl had described, the old woman went to the door and signaled a waiter.
“Please bring me the young man who arrived here a short while ago wearing a white suit,” she said to the boy.
The boy did this.
“Welcome to this city, my son!” she said. “Where have you come from?”
“I have come from such and such a country.”
“Are you married or single?”
“I am single.”
“I have at home a beautiful daughter whose newlywed husband died quite unexpectedly. I would not wish to
marry her to anyone here, but I should be glad to offer her to a gentleman like you.”
“But I expect to remain in this country for only a year.”
“What difference does that make? When you leave, you could take her with you, if you wished. If you did not
wish to do that, you could make arrangements to provide for her here. With a wife, you could eat and drink more
pleasantly during your stay. You would also have someone to wash your clothes and attend to your other needs.”
The son of the bey thought, “She is right! When I got married at the other places I visited, I lived very
comfortably. Why should I not marry the daughter of this old woman? These girls seem to be all alike, even if
their mothers are somewhat different.” To the old woman he said,
“All right, mother. Come back with your daughter tomorrow, and at that time tell me what gifts you would like
from me.”
The witch went home, and she and the girl decided what gifts the old woman should request. In the morning
they went to the coffeehouse and told the son of the bey what gifts they wanted. He bought generously of the
things they requested, and he sent them food and clothing too.
Still not knowing who she was, the son of the bey once again married the feslihanci girl. They lived in Yemen
together for a year, during which time his wife bore a daughter. When the girl was only three days old, the father
came to the mother's childbed and said,
“Good health to you! My time in Yemen has been completed. I must go, but we cannot possibly take a threeday-old child on a long journey. What shall we do?”
“In that case, you should go now and come back for us later,” the mother said.
The son of the bey went out and bought a golden bowl for his daughter. Giving it to the girl’s mother, he said,
“Some day my daughter will find me wherever I am. As for now, I shall leave more than enough money and
food to support you.” He did as he said he would before he left.
The feslihanci girl also prepared to leave on the day that he departed. She strapped the baby to a board and
then wrapped her in swaddling clothes, just as she had done with her two sons. After her husband had said goodbye and left, she set out behind him, following at a great enough distance to be unnoticed. Once in their country,
however, the girl again took a different route in order to arrive in their native city before her husband did. When
she got there, she left the baby with her mother, crawled through the tunnel to her cellar quarters, and sat down.
When the son of the bey arrived and the servant had taken his horse, he went to his wife’s cellar window and
shouted,
“Feslihanci girl!”
“Yes, sir?” she answered.
“Are you well? Have you been bored during my absence?”
“No, sir. Thanks to you, I have never been bored. I have had an excellent time.”
“Well, I have now returned.”
“Welcome!” she said.
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As she had done when each of her sons had been infants, the feslihanci girl returned to her mother’s house to
give suck to her baby daughter. She always nursed the child as quickly as possible and then returned to the cellar
at once in order to be there when her husband asked for her. She wanted to be there to say,
“Here I am.”
After two or three years at home, the son of the bey went to his mother and said, “Mother, will you make
arrangements to have me married again? I shall keep the feslihanci girl locked in the cellar forever. I want to
marry another girl.”
A girl was found for him, and a marriage agreement was reached with her parents. When the wedding
ceremonies began, he said,
“I married a girl in Aleppo and left her there. I married another girl in India and left her there. I also married a
girl in Yemen and left her in that country. I have a wife that I keep down in the cellar, and so this new bride will be
the fifth girl I have married.”
On the final day of the wedding, however, the son of the bey fell seriously ill and was put to bed. He was so
sick that when it was necessary to turn him in his bed, they did so by lifting one side of his sheet and rolling him
carefully. Lifting his body caused too much pain. . During the delay in the wedding ceremony, the feslihanci girl
decided to send a message to the son of the bey by means of their children. She taught each one of them what to
say when they went to visit him. The older boy was to say,
“O man of Aleppo!" The younger son was to say,
“What is the matter, Indian gentleman?” And the daughter was to say,
“They caught us by the arm and threw us out of our father’s house in Yemen!”
As the three children went to the sick man’s house, the boys wore the belts and carried the swords that their
father had given them, and the girl carried her golden bowl. When they knocked on the door, an attendant came
and said,
“Get out of here! There is a sick man here. This is no place for children!”
The oldest child said, “O man of Aleppo!”
The second child said, “What is the matter, Indian gentleman?”
The third child said, “They caught us by the arm and threw us out of our father’s house in Yemen!”
In his bed the son of the bey heard the discussion at the door and asked about it. The attendant said,
“There are some children here who are talking about Aleppo, India, and Yemen, but I cannot make any sense
of what they are saying.”
“Let the children come here,” said the son of the bey.
When the children were permitted to enter the room, they went and stood before him in a row. He recognized
the belts worn by the boys and the swords that they carried, for he himself had determined the design of these
objects. He also recognized the golden bowl in the hands of the tiny girl.
“What is the matter, children? Speak!” he said.
“O man of Aleppo!” said the older boy. The son of the bey thought,
“He must be my child born in Aleppo!”
“What is the matter, Indian gentleman?” said the younger boy. The man thought,
“He may be the one born in India!”
“They caught us by the arm and threw us out of our father’s house in Yemen,” said the little girl. The son of the
bey thought,
“The child born in Yemen was a girl, and she would by now be the size of this child!” The son of the bey then
said to two attendants,
“Lift me by my armpits to a sitting position.” When they had done this, he ordered,
“Now put my overcoat over my shoulders.” Then addressing the children again he asked,
“Where are your mothers?”
He supposed that their mothers were three different people and that these women, having heard about the
wedding, had come there from Aleppo, India, and Yemen. All three children pointed toward the earth cellar and,
said,
“Our mother is down there.”
“Take me to your mother,” he said.
With his overcoat over his shoulders, he walked very slowly and painfully, holding one son by the hand on the
right side and the other on the left. The little girl walked ahead. When the four of them came before the earth
cellar, the children said,
“Our mother is here.”
“Feslihanci girl, feslihanci girl!” cried the son of the bey.
187

“Yes, sir?” she answered.
“Whose children are these?”
“Half are yours and half are mine.”
“Open the door, feslihanci girl!”
She opened the door for them, and then she related from beginning to end all that had happened:
“I did this, and I did that, and these three children are ours.”
The son of the bey was astonished by all that he now heard. When the feslihanci girl had finished her account,
all he could say was,
“Well done, feslihanci girl!”
The wedding ceremony that was only half finished remained that way. The rest of the wedding was canceled.
To the girl who was to have become his bride he said,
“From now on you will be my sister, and you may live in our home as my sister.”
Instead of marrying that new girl, he remarried the feslihanci girl. She then moved upstairs, and they lived very
happily together.
118.17 1. The Fox’s Wedding 2. The Cock Defeats The Tesar And Takes The Tsar’s Money: Two Folktales\fn{by
D. E. Belikova (1882- )} Novo-Nekrasovskii Khutor, Turkey (F) 6
1
There lived an old man and an old woman. They had no children.
A fox took to visiting the old man and old woman. She came one day, then the next; she came a third day, and
so she started coming to them every day. She came and chatted away with the old folks.
Some time passed, and the old man and old woman died. The fox buried the old folks and occupied their hut.
The fox lived in the hut alone without any trouble.
Once the fox went out after booty, and at that very time, out of nowhere at all, there appeared a tomcat. He
climbed into the hut, locked himself in, and just sat there.
The fox came running home. She pulled and pulled on the door, but the door was latched. She ran around the
house, then ran up to the door in a sweat and asked in a sweet, endearing voice,
“Who’s sitting in my little hut?” And from the hut the tom answered:
I’m the tom of the bronze skull,
With my feet I go tap-tap-tap,
With my eyes clop-clop-clop.
I sit on the stove
And hold a sharp sword.
Whoever enters this hut
Will never leave it alive.
Get out of here, fox,
Don’t plague me!

The fox took fright and ran away. She sat down on the road and just sat there. A wolf ran along and asked,
“Why are you sitting on the road, fox?”
“And why should I not sit? I had my own hut, but not any more. An unseen beast is sitting in it. He won’t let
me into the hut and won’t come out of it himself.”
“Don’t cry! I’ll go chase him out,” said the lobo. He went up near the hut and asked angrily,
“Who’s sitting in foxy’s house? Come out or I’ll rip off the doors and tear you to bits!” From the hut the
tomcat spoke:
I’m the tom of the bronze skull,
With my feet I go tap-tap-tap,
With my eyes clop-clop-clop.
I sit on the stove
And hold a sharp sword.
Whoever enters this hut after me
Will never leave it alive.
Get out of here, lobo!
You won’t escape my hands
With my sword I’ll cut off your head,
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And I’ll put it in a basket!

The lobo heard the threats of the tomcat and fled.
“Where have you been, wolfie?” asked the fox.
“I’ve no more time, cousin!” answered the lobo and ran away without looking back.
So the fox sat on the road and wept. A jackal came running by and asked,
“Why, fox, are you sitting there crying?”
“Why should I not sit here? I had my own hut, but not any more. An unseen beast is sitting in it. He won’t let
me into the hut and won’t come out of it himself.”
“Don’t cry, I’ll go chase him out!” spoke the jackal.
“The wolf tried but he didn’t chase him out, so how could you ever chase out such a beast?” answered the fox.
“I’ll chase him out!” spoke the jackal. The jackal went up close to the hut and asked,
“Who’s sitting in foxy’s hut? Crawl out! Otherwise, I’ll come in myself and remove your skin.” The tomcat
heard, he listened to those words, and then he shouted out:
I’m the tom of the bronze skull,
With my feet I go tap-tap-tap,
With my eyes clop-clop-clop.
I sit on the stove
And hold a sharp sword.
Whoever enters this hut after me
Will never leave it alive.
Get out of here, jackal,
Before I beat you up,
With my saber I’ll cut off your head,
And I’ll put it in a basket!

The jackal listened to these threatening words and so didn’t speak to the fox any more; he rushed off into the
woods. He ran, looking back over his shoulder.
The fox sat on the road and wept. Night came and there was nowhere to go. So she sat there, she sat and
thought to herself:
“I shall go to the hut and speak sweetly with Tom.” She went up near the hut and asked,
“Who’s that sitting in my hut? Come out, tomcat, show me your splendid face!”
The tomcat heard these words and answered:
I’m the tom of the bronze skull,
With my feet I go tap-tap-tap,
With my eyes clop-clop-clop.
I sit on the stove
And hold a sharp sword.
Whoever enters this hut after me
Will never leave it alive.
But will you marry me?
Then I’ll open the door to you,
And let you into the hut, mistress foxy.

The fox listened but was silent. The tomcat waited and waited, and then he asked again,
“Will you marry me, foxy? If you’ll marry me, I’ll open the door to you.” The fox answered,
“I’ll marry you.”
The tomcat opened the door. The fox crawled into the hut, and they made their peace.
The next day the fox went out into the yard, sat down near the hut, and just sat there. The wolf ran up, and she
spoke to him:
“Lobo, I’m getting married!”
“To whom, foxy?”
“To the tomcat.. Come to my wedding!”
“I’ll come, foxy!” The wolf ran on, but foxy just sat there. Soon the jackal ran up, and foxy said to him,
“Jackal, jackal!”
“What, foxy?”
“I’m getting married.”
“To whom, foxy?”
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“To the tomcat. Come to my wedding. It’s going to be great fun!”
“I’ll come, foxy.” The jackal ran on, but the fox kept sitting there. Up ran Tushkan, the hare. And she said to
him,
“Tushkan!”
“What is it, foxy?”
“I’m getting married!”
“To whom?”
“To the tomcat. Come to my wedding. It’s going to be great fun.”
“I’ll come,” said Tushkan and ran on. The fox sat there, and the bear came along the road. The fox said,
“Misha, I’m getting married.”
“To whom, foxy?”
“To the tomcat. Come to our wedding.”
“I’ll come,” said the bear, and off he ran.
Foxy began the wedding rituals. She glanced in the hut of a lonely Cossack. The Cossack was a fisherman; his
wife had gone away to the city. The fox led all the invited guests to the Cossack’s hut. She obtained some wine
and treated them all. The guests got drunk, and foxy said,
“Dear guests! Eat! Each according to his custom!”
So the bear skinned the Cossack’s cow, the lobo butchered a sheep, the jackal chased the hens around the yard,
and Tushkan ran through the garden, swallowing up cabbages. So the guests had fun, and they praised foxy:
“What a good hostess she is!” And foxy went around saying,
“Eat, my guests, eat, dear friends! Perhaps there is something not to your liking? Eat and be healthy!”
They were all making merry when just then the Cossack came home and dispersed the wedding. The bear, the
lobo, and foxy he shot, but the tomcat, Tushkan the hare, and the jackal ran away. The Cossack skinned the bear,
the lobo, and the fox and waited for his wife. When his wife came, he had a present for her.
2
There lived an old man, and he had no old woman. He lived, and every day he went fishing. His fate was
bound up in the sea: if he caught a fish, he was satisfied; if he didn’t catch one, he’d go to bed hungry. This old
man had nothing but a cock.
Now next door there lived a lonely grandmother. And she had a hen. So once the old man came to her:
“Neighbor, give me just one egg!”
“Take one, old man, my hen has laid enough.”
So she gave him an egg. The old man went home, cooked it, and ate it. The next day the old man had no catch,
and he went back to the grandmother.
“Neighbor, give me an egg!”
The grandmother gave him an egg. He went home, cooked it, and ate it. On the third day he again caught
nothing in the sea. So he came to the grandmother and asked her,
“Neighbor, rescue me! Give me an egg!”
“Oh, old man! You keep on asking because you catch no fish. Your back doesn’t ache; I gave you one egg, I
gave you a second, and you want a third? I won’t give it to you! Go home and chop off your useless cock’s leg.
He’ll bring you an egg!” The old man thought carefully,
“If I chop off the cock’s leg, he'll bring me an egg; otherwise I feed him, and there’s no profit from him at all.”
He went home, caught the cock, and was just about to chop off his leg when the cock hopped and skipped
away from the old man. He ran and ran, and so he got away. One day passed, and the cock was not at home, then a
second and a third. On the fourth, the old man went to the old woman:
“So, old one! You taught me to cut a leg off my cock so it would bring eggs to me, but he has completely
disappeared! Three days he hasn’t been home.”
But the cock was walking down the road, just walking along. He walked and walked, and then he met up with
a jackal. The jackal asked,
“Cock, where are you going?” He answered,
“I’m going to fight a war against the tsar and take half the tsar’s kingdom and his money.” The jackal said,
“I’ll go with you.”
“Come along.” So they walked and walked along the road, and the jackal said,
“I’m exhausted, cock.”
“Well then, crawl into me.”
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The jackal crawled into the cock and sat there, while the cock walked on. He walked and walked, and then he
met up with a wolf. The wolf asked him,
“Cock, where are you going?” The cock answered,
“I’m going to fight a war against the tsar and take away from that tsar half his kingdom and his money.” The
wolf said,
“With that tongue, cock, you could clean up a Turk!”
“If you don’t believe it, then don’t come,” answered the cock. The wolf thought and thought and then stated,
“Cock, for such a cause, I’ll join with you.”
“Come along.”
So they walked down the road. They walked and walked, and the wolf grew tired.
“Cock, I’m exhausted.”
“Well, if you’re exhausted, climb into me.”
In the wolf climbed, and he sat there, and the cock walked on. He walked and walked, and some bees came
flying toward him. They saw the cock and asked,
“Cock, where are you going?”
“I’m going to fight a war against the tsar and take from the tsar half his kingdom and his money.” The bees
began to discuss it:
“And we’ll fly with you for such a cause.”
“Come along, come fly with me!”
So the cock walked on, and the bees flew behind him. They flew and they flew and they stated,
“Cock, oh cock, we’re exhausted from this flying!”
“Then crawl into me.”
So the bees crawled into the cock and sat there, but the cock, you know, he just walked on. He walked and
walked until he came to a stream. The stream was large, and he couldn’t walk across it, nor could he fly across.
He became sad. He paced and paced on the bank and thought,
“What should I do now?” He thought and thought, then turned his rear end to the stream and said,
“Water, oh water, come into me!”
So the water went into the cock. The stream dried up, and the cock continued on. He came to the outpost where
the tsar was living. He went up to the tsar’s house, climbed onto the wattle lattice, and shouted:
Cock-a-doodle-doo, cock-a-doodle-doo!
I, the cock, have come to fight the tsar!
On my shoulder I’m carrying my saber,
I’ll take the tsar’s treasure!

And from within the cock the wolf and jackal made a noise:
“The tsar has no money! The tsar has no money! The tsar has no money!” The tsar heard these words and was
taken aback at this strange thing:
“What is this that I have no money! Put that cock, servants, with my hens in the chicken house! Let them peck
him!”
So the tsar’s servants ran and caught the cock and put him in with the hens for the night. They put him in with
the hens and went away themselves. Then the cock stated,
“Well, now, jackal, climb out and slaughter the royal hens!”
The jackal climbed out and slaughtered all the hens. In the morning the servants came, opened the hen house,
and the cock jumped out, sat down on the wattle lattice, and shouted:
Cock-a-doodle-doo, cock-a-doodle doo!
I, the cock, have come to fight the tsar!
On my shoulder I’m carrying my saber,
I’ll take the tsar’s treasure!

And then the wolf made a noise from within the cock:
“The tsar has no money! The tsar has no money! The tsar has no money!”
The tsar heard these words and was taken aback by this strange thing. So he gave his servants an order:
“Catch that damned cock and put him down at the livestock pen with the cattle. Let them trample him.”
So the servants went, caught the cock, and put him with the cattle for the night. The cock sat in the livestock
pen and stated,
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“Well now, wolf, climb out and slaughter the royal livestock or else the cows and bulls will crush me.”
Out climbed the wolf, and he slaughtered all the royal livestock. In the morning the royal servants came, and
all the royal livestock were slaughtered. The cock jumped away from the depot, sat on the wattle lattice, and
crowed:
Cock-a-doodle-doo, cock-a-doodle-doo!
I, the cock, have come to fight the tsar!
On my shoulder I’m carrying my saber,
I’ll take the tsar’s treasure!

And from within the cock the bees made a noise:
“The tsar has no money, the tsar has no money, the tsar has no money.” The servants came to the tsar and said
to him,
“All the livestock is slaughtered, and the cock has leaped out and fled.” The tsar listened to the servants, and
then the cock began to crow:
Cock-a-doodle-doo, cock-a-doodle-doo!
I, the cock, have come to fight the tsar!
On my shoulder I’m carrying my saber,
I’ll take the tsar’s treasure!

And from within the cock the bees made a noise:
“The tsar has no money, the tsar has no money, the tsar has no money!”
For a whole day the cock shouted away. The tsar was angered, and he gave his servants an order:
“Catch that cock, put him in the oven, and let him roast!”
The servants came and heated up the oven; they caught the cock, put him in the oven, and closed it. The cock
sat in the oven and stated,
“Water, water! Pour out over the oven!”
The water poured over the oven. In the morning the royal servants opened the latch, the cock jumped out, and
in the oven only water remained. The servants ran to the tsar and reported to him,
“We didn’t even get the latch opened, and the cock jumped out. In the oven just water remained.” The cock
perched on the wattle lattice and shouted out to himself:
Cock-a-doodle-doo, cock-a-doodle-doo!
I, the cock, have come to fight the tsar!
On my shoulder I’m carrying my saber,
I’ll take the tsar’s treasure!

And from within the bees made a noise:
“The tsar has no money! The tsar has no money! The tsar has no money!” The tsar listened and listened and
grew angry at the cock:
“What is this, I have no money?! Catch that cock and bring him here to me in my chambers.”
The servants ran, and they caught the cock and brought him to the tsar in his chambers. The tsar had devised a
way to offend the cock. So he stated,
“Put that cock in my trousers!” So the cock perched in the tsar’s trousers and stated,
“Bees, bees! Fly out and sting Tsar Yerokha!”
Out flew the bees and began to sting the tsar. They stung Yerokha so much that he swelled up. The tsar’s
trousers fell off him, and that cock flew out!
In the morning the servants came and opened the doors to the palace, and the bees flew away as the cock
jumped outside. So the cock jumped outside and perched on the wattle lattice, and then he shouted:
Cock-a-doodle-doo, cock-a-doodle-doo!
1, the cock, have come to fight the tsar!
On my shoulder I’m carrying my saber,
I’ll take the tsar’s treasure!

And then the wolf and jackal ran around the royal hut and made this noise:
“The tsar has no money, the tsar has no money, the tsar has no money!”
All day long they shouted, then another, and then a third. On the third day the tsar stated to his servants,
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“Catch him, that damned thing, put him in a trunk full of money and let him see whether or not I have money.”
The servants caught the cock and placed him in the trunk full of money, and the cock took and pecked up all
the gold sovereigns. In the morning the servants came and opened the trunk, and the cock flew out, but there was
no money in the trunk. They went to the tsar and reported to him,
“Oh, father tsar! There’s no money in the trunk!”
“How is it that there’s no money?”
“There just isn’t,” the servants stated. But the cock perched on the wattle lattice and shouted:
Cock-a-doodle-doo, cock-a-doodle doo!
Tsar Yerokha has no money!
Tsar Yerokha has no money!

The cock shouted and then ran home to the grandfather, the wolf and jackal ran into the woods, and the bees
flew away to the steppe. When the cock got home, he shouted:
Old man, old man, old man!
Open the gates wide!
Lay down new carpets!
Receive the cock, I’ve brought some money!

The old man heard the cock, opened the gates, and spread out new carpets. The cock sat on a carpet and poured
out all the sovereigns. The old man went off to the neighbor woman’s and praised him:
“That cock of mine has brought me a whole pile of money.”
The old woman ran to the old man's to look at the money. She saw a heap of money and began to ask for some.
The old man gave her two sovereigns. The next day she came back and asked,
“Old man, give me a coin!”
And on that next day the old man gave her two sovereigns. On the third day she also came to ask:
“Old man, give me a coin.” And how many times did you give me an egg?”
“Twice,” answered the old woman.
“And I have twice given money to you, but now I won’t. Go chop off your hen’s leg, and she will also bring
you some money.”
The stupid old woman went home and chopped off her hen’s leg. But the hen wriggled and shuddered,
wriggled and shuddered, and died. The woman was left without a hen, and the old man lived on with his cock.
From then on they lived and prospered and accumulated wealth.
I was there with them; I drank mead and beer; I ate little cakes. They lived well and received their guests
politely. Whoever dropped by would be fed and offered a drink.
36.1 It’s A Wonderful Life\fn{by Mahmut Sevket Esendal (1883-1952)} Çorlu, Tekerdag Province, Turkey (M) 2
July, mid-day. From next door a woman’s voice. What she was shouting about was impossible to say. Perhaps
she was calling to her child. A cat jumped off Müzzin’s wall onto the wooden platform on the roof. A few houses
further away a hen was cackling, and a cock was helping her, as though in accompaniment.
Down below, his mother was sitting with two of the neighbors and for some reason she had grown heated and
was talking rapidly. Obviously they were gossiping. The tabby cat had stretched itself out on the cushion with its
four legs extended and was sleeping. On the old broken console table the broken lanterns and the Dresden lamps
which his mother had got as a bride, and a pair of gilded spiral glasses slept beneath their bead lids. In a corner
beneath its black cloth, a description of the Prophet. Everything was as it should be and life was as it always was.
Hafız Nuri efendi took his umbrella from behind the door and went slowly out into the street. Why? Did he
have business of some kind? Was he going to see somebody? He had nothing to do. It wouldn’t have mattered if
he hadn’t gone out at all. But it so happened that he had.
His legs carried him towards the crossroads. On one side was the grocer, on the other the wall of the dervish
cemetery, while opposite, from an empty plot of land, between two houses could be seen the railway line. In this
little empty plot one of the swings used on holidays was lying on its side. One of the houses sagged in the middle
and was propped up by three long poles. A tramcar made of yellow tin passed, trembling and shaking, going in the
direction of Yedikule. The streets were empty, only a man, dressed like a dervish and partially paralyzed, passed
by swinging one arm in front of him and dragging one foot. Then the street was empty again.
Suddenly a noise was heard. A train was coming. A goods train\fn{ A freight train, we would say.} coming from
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Edirne rushed by, shaking the earth and the houses. Its passing made one dizzy. Through the narrow space
between the two houses one could see the passing of the trucks. They passed, passed, then suddenly they came to
an end.
Oooh! Nuri efendi felt upset. You’ve come from Edirne, as far as Istanbul, and Sirkeciis only a matter of a few
paces! If it was to just go slowly and soberly, wouldn’t that do? Instead of like a mad thing, with all this
unnecessary haste and fuss.
Hafız Nuri efendi remained leaning against the corner.
Suddenly he caught sight of someone near hIm. It was the inn shoemaker’s Şükrü. Had he come out of a back
street?
“Are you waiting for somebody?” he asked Nuri efendi.
“Noooo!”
“Well, are you going to stay here?” he asked.
“I don’t know, I’m just standing here, that’s all.”
“Or have you got some game on?”
“Noooo. What game would I have?”
“You might have! People do …”
Nuri did not reply. After waiting a little, Şükrü again asked:
“Well, are you going to stand here?”
“I am standing, I don’t know,” was the reply.
“If you’re coming, come. Let me take you to Kumkapl.”
Nuri inclined his head.
‘If you say ‘let's go!’, let’s go,’ he answered.
“Come on, you’ll have had a bit of an outing.”
They started to walk. They crossed to the opposite pavement, turned down a street to the right, and came out
onto the railway line.
“You go on,” said Şükrü, “I’ll catch you up,” and he went into a wood storage depot that was situated there.
Hafız Nuri efendi walked on. Leaning on his umbrella he walked along, looking at the vegetable gardens on
either side and at the kos and cabbage lettuces. When he heard the sound of a train he turned and waited, then,
swinging his umbrella, he set out again. The weather was hot, and the long loose jacket that he wore hung on his
shoulders and his fez was sticking to him with sweat, but he paid no heed and went on walking. Although it was
early yet, the sea bathing enclosures at Kumkapl were crowded. On the shore, two dealers in hand-painted
kerchiefs had spread their ware on the rocks to dry. Nuri efendi walked on. Passing the crossing he walked out of
the town and round the back of the station; just at the point where he was about to come out again onto the
railway line he met the local coalman, Halil.
“Well, well, Nuri efendi, where are, you off to?”
“Well really I don’t know, I’m just going.”
He turned and looked, back.
“Şükrü was going to come, but he didn’t come.”
“Which Şükrü?” Halil asked.
“The shoemaker’s Şükrü.”
“Are you going somewhere?”
"Nooo, just, he had said ‘let’s go’ and he didn’t come.” Halil said:
“Forget it, my dear felliow. You can’t rely on Şükrü. Who knows where he has got to. I’m going into the town,
come on, turn back and let’s go.”
Nuri efendi inclined his head:
“All right, let’s go back,” he said.
“Come along. Hurrr …”
They went back. Halil started to explain how he had come to buy coal but hadn’t been able to strike a bargain,
and they hadn’t taken fifteen steps when from behind them somebody called out to Halil. Halil, understanding
from this that the broken bargain was going to be set right, turned to Nuri efendi:
“You go on,” he said. “I’ll catch you up.”
Nuri efendi walked on. Taking the road by which he had come he arrived, again by himself, in front of the door
of the local coffeehouse.
In the center two people were sitting opposite one another on straw chairs playing backgammon. He too went
and sat down on a third empty chair. Leaning his elbows on his knees he took the handle of the umbrella in his
mouth and started to watch the backgammon.
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One of the players lost one game. When the same man lost a second game and was thus defeated in one round,
he grew angry. He attributed his defeat to the fact that Hafız had brought him bad luck. But while he thought to
himself, “He came and spoilt my luck,” he did not, however, like to say so openly.
“Hafız,” he said, “now, when the game finishes I’ll play a round with you.”
Hafız, taking the handle of the umbrella out of his mouth replied:
“But I don’t know how to play backgammon.”
“Don’t you know backgammon?”
“No, I don’t.”
"Well, if you don’t know it why have you been watching for the last five minutes?”
Hafız shrugged his shoulders.
“Nothing,” he said. “I’m just looking.”
The man who had been victorious at the game arranged his counters for the second round and took the dice in
his hand.
“That’s strange,” he said. “You’ve been coming to the coffeehouse since you were fifteen and you weren’t able
to learn backgammon?”
The players started again. When the man who had just been beaten lost yet another game, his patience was
exhausted:
“Hafız,” he said, “on my honor you came and ruined my luck. Go and sit a little further off.”
Hafız Nuri efendi was almost getting angry at this. He was going to say, “What harm am I doing you,” but he
didn’t say it. He got up, went to the door of the coffee—house and stopped.
“Shall I go home,” he wondered.
It was now late afternoon prayertime and evening was drawing in. He bought his bread from the grocer’s as he
passed the comer, and went to his house. His mother pulled the string that opened the door. The smell of food
cooking on the charcoal grill filled the whole house. He went up to his room, put on his night attire and his robe
and seated himself in front of the window. The evening street vendors were passing. The colors of evening were
settling over the neighborhood. From the street corner a child was calling to her brother:
“Hayrl, come; Mother’s calling you!”
A little girl with a bunch of parsley in her hand passed by with her clogs clattering. The neighbor Gaffar’s son
was endeavoring to push two big empty baskets through the gate of the vegetable garden. Two ladies, who had
obviously been to some fairly distant place and were late, were hurrying home. In the kitchen could be heard the
sound of his mother walking about in her clogs …
“How wonderful life is,” he thought.
A person should have a long life and should enjoy it.
36.3 Blood Money\fn{by Ömer Seyfettin (1884-1920)} Gönen, Balikesasr Province, Turkey (M) 5
In this shop, in which there was no way of allowing the daylight to enter save only through the narrow
doorway, Big Ali who worked alone night and day, making the sparks fly, exactly recalled to mind a well-trained
lion put in a cage. He was a fine figure of a man, tall, with huge hands, muscular arms and wide shoulders! For
ten years the sword blades which he beat out of crude iron in this dark den had won great fame throughout
Anatolia, Rumelia and the length of the frontier. Indeed even in Istanbul the janissaries looked for the stamp Made
by master craftsman Ali on the daggers, attacking knives, and scimitars which they were going to buy. He knew how
to temper the steel. Not only the long swords, but even the very short knives which he made could be bent in two
and they would not break. Tempering was an art the secret of which was his alone.
He would not take an apprentice to work with him, he spoke little to anyone, he never left his shop. He worked
continually. He was a bachelor. He had neither kith nor kin, and he came from foreign parts. He knew how to talk
of nothing save swords, iron, steel and fire, he never bargained, but took whatever his customers gave him. Only
in times of battle he would damp his furnace, lock the door of his shop and disappear; after the battle was over he
would appear again.
Many stories were told about him in the city. Some said he was “a gentleman who had escaped from the hand
of the executioner,” others that “he was a poor unfortunate who had renounced the world before his time because
his beloved had died.” From the lofty expression in his fine black eyes, his well-bred air, his proud composure of
manner and his even way of speech it was plain that he was not just a common man.
But who was he? To what place did he belong? Where did he come from? These things nobody knew.
Everybody liked him. It was a special kind of honor for everyone to have such a famous craftsman in the town:
“Our Ali.”
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“Our great craftsman.”
“There’s no one like him in all the world.”
“He has the secret of the sword of the Caliph Ali,” they used to say.
It was not from anybody else that Big Ali had learnt his art of beating the hardest iron until it was as fine as a
blade of corn, and of making it as flexible as paper—he had learnt it on his own. When he was only twelve years
old his father, who was a stem beylerbey (governor-general), had been beheaded and he had been left an orphan.
His uncle was very rich. He was a minister of great significance. He took Ali to live with him, and wanted to
educate him. It is quite possible that he would have been brought up in state circles and perhaps would have risen
to high levels.
But there was that in Ali’s nature which made the likelihood of “being indebted to another” cause him great
distress.
“I will not give thanks to anybody,” he said.
One night he ran away from his uncle’s mansion. Like some footloose vagabond he wandered over mountains,
hills and dales. He traveled through countries whose names he did not know. At last he took a job with an old
smith in Erzurum. By the time he was thirty there was no town in Anatolia to which he had not been. He bowed
down before no man. He was beholden to no one. He turned his hand to anything and earned his bread by the
sweat of his brow. He worked hard. He produced matchless work. He was prepared to work for very little gain.
like every inventor in whom burns a flame of the “holy fire,” he worked, not for money but for his art and the
pleasure of his art. To temper steel was what he delighted in.
When he went to the wars as a volunteer and heard the janissaries, the cavalrymen and other soldiers praising
amongst themselves the work of “Master craftsman Ali,” he felt such inward pleasure as cannot be conveyed with
mere words. If he were to work like this without ceasing until he died, he would make for several thousand more
ghazis (warriors) unbreakable swords, steel blades which shattered shields and the large curved knives which
would cut through armor. As he thought of this he smiled and his heart beat pleasantly, while, dealing his anvil a
blow which came from his soul he sent millions of sparks flying.
“Bang! Bang, bang, Bang, bang …”
Thus it was that to-day he had been working for ten hours without stopping, ever since morning prayertime. He
plunged the curved blade which he had been beating into the barrel of water beside the anvil. He looked at the fire
of the forge, which was beginning to go out. Leaving the hammer he wiped away the sweat with his hands. He
turned towards the door. In the small mosque opposite, the call to evening prayer was being mournfully recited,
while in the nest at the top of the chimney the storks set up an aimless fluttering. His afternoon ablutions were yet
sufficient so he washed only his hands. He dried them. He rolled down his sleeves, threw his jacket over his
shoulders and went out. He pulled the door to carefully but he saw no need to lock it. He walked towards the
small mosque in the long square. All the poor people came to this humble place of worship on the edge of the city.
Its minaret was a little window overlooking the street. From here the muezzin stuck out his head and recited the
call to prayer.
When Big Ali entered the mosque he saw that there was a larger crowd than usual. Whereas usually three
lamps were lit, this evening all the lights were burning as though it were Ramadan. The ranks for prayer had not
yet been formed. He sank down beside the door. Without wishing to his ears picked up the words of some people
who were talking in low tones beside him. He heard that two strange dervishes had come from Konya and that
they were going to recite the masnavi until the late night prayertime.
When evening prayers were over part of the congregation went out.
Big Ali did not move from his place. In any case his head was aching a little.
“I’ll listen to the masnavi and I shall feel a bit better!” he said. He had a feeling of great peace, and was filled
with ecstasy at the eerie notes of the strange dervishes. Like all people given to mysticism there was in his heart a
capacity for boundless ecstasy, emotion and enthusiasm. He would get excited for the slightest cause. The
otherworldly rhythm of this language, the meaning of which he did not understand stirred his calm blood like a
deep whirlpool hidden beneath the water. He was siezed with trembling for no reason, and a sob of which he
could not free himself seemed to choke his throat. After the late night prayer had been performed he could not go
straight back to his shop.
He walked. He was not in the least sleepy. It was a warm, starry, summer night. The milky way, like an endless
cloud of yellow gold dust, stretched from one side of the heavens to the other. He walked and walked. At the
wooden bridge over which the road leading to the dairy farms passed, he stopped. He leant against the side. The
stars which were reflected at the bottom of the wide stream shone and glistened like pebbles made of light. In the
dark willow trees along the bank nightingales were singing.
He remained lost as though in a trance. For hours he did not move. He was listening to the notes which he had
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heard, to the rhythms which remained in his spirit, he was filled with ecstasy just as he had been at the mosque.
Suddenly a voice shouted from behind him:
“Who’s that?”
He awoke from the pleasant dream-world in which he had been plunged. On the other side of the bridge two or
three shadows were advancing. He answered involuntarily:
“No stranger!”
“Who are you?”
“Ali.”
The shadows drew near. When they were one step away they recognized him by his dress:
“Big Ali … Big Ali, man …”
“Is it you Ali the Craftsman?”
“It’s me!”
“What are you doing here at this hour?”
“Nothing.”
“What d’you mean nothing? Or have you dropped your hammer in the water maybe?”
These were constables, and were the men of the city superintendent of police, they were doing their rounds. He
was too taken aback to know what to answer. These scoundrels, who swallowed opium at night, were from the
point of view of respectability more terrible than the thieves and men of disrepute. If they caught anyone
wandering about outside other than themselves, they would beat him half to death.
But to Ali they did not behave badly. The head constable said:
“Ali usta, are you mad?”
“No.”
“Don’t you know that our master does not permit anyone to wander about in the street, let alone at nearly
midnight but even after the late night prayer, especially on the edge of the town like this?”
“I know.”
“Well, what are you doing here?”
“Nothing.”
“What d’you mean nothing?”
Again Big Ali made no answer. T'he constables knew that he was an honest man and they did not molest him.
They only said:
“Come, go back where you belong. Don’t wander about.”
As Big Ali went rapidly back by the way that he had come, the rhythm in his soul to which he had been
listening a short time before was repeated. The nightingales warbled their shrill notes, and from afar the dogs of
the dairy farms were barking. In the street he met no one. When he reached the front of the shop he stopped. The
stork on top of the chimney had not gone to sleep, but was standing like a happy ghost. The door was ajar. He
remembered that he had pulled it to tightly when he left.
“Strange, the wind must have opened it,” he said.
Apart from the hammer and the anvil there was nothing else of value in the shop, and it was not worth stealing
these. They would have been no use to anybody, to make it worth a thief’s while to steal them.
He bolted the door from the inside. He was annoyed at the interference of the constables. It was really a form
of slavery to live in a town too. But on the other hand in the wilderness or in a village his craft would have been
useless. He suddenly felt a heavy weariness. He could not be bothered to light the lamp. With dexterous hands he
mounted t!he low wide ledge on the left of the furnace. Then he stretched out on his bed, which consisted of a
large bear skin.
He awoke with a jump. Someone was knocking on his door. Still dazed with sleep he shouted:
“Who is it?”
“Open, quickly.”
It was morning. Through the cracks in the door shone a gleaming white pair of boots. He never overslept like
this, but habitually used to wake before sunrise. He sat up and jumped down off the ledge. Without finding his
shoes he went and swiftly drew back the bolt. In the light which suddenly flooded the shop through the open
doorway he saw the constable with his huge moustache and high turban. Behind him stood his young assistants in
their felt caps, armed each with a pair of daggers. He looked at their faces as though to ask:
“What’s the matter?” The constable said:
“Ali usta, we’re going to search the shop.”
“Why?” asked Ali in astonishment.
“Last night a theft took place at Budak Bey’s dairy farm.”
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“Well what is it to me?”
“That’s why we’re going to search your shop.”
“What’s that theft to me?”
“The thieves killed the lamb they stole underneath the bridge. They took the money which was in leather bags
and left one there.”
“What of it?”
“We found one of those bags this morning outside your shop. Then … look at this threshold. There are bloodstains!”
Big Ali looked with dazzled eyes at his clean doorstep. There had indeed been a stain of blood left on it, as big
as a hand. As he was looking abstractedly at this red stain the constable with the big moustache said:
“Besides I saw you last night on the bridge. What were you doing there?”
Again Big Ali could find no answer to give. He stared in front of him.
“Search,” he said, drawing back.
The constable and his assistants entered the shop. As he passed beside the anvil the chief one shouted:
“Ah, there, there …”
Big Ali involuntarily turned his eyes in the direction in which the constable was looking. To his astonishment
he saw a newly flayed skin. The assistants immediately picked up the skin and opened it. It was still wet. They
looked first at the face of their superior and then at that of the culprit. The constable, with mounting fury,
demanded:
“Where did you hide the money that you stole?”
“I didn’t steal any money.”
“Don’t deny it, look, the lamb’s skin came out of your shop.”
“I didn’t put that skin here.”
“Well, who did?”
“I don’t know.”
Big Ali, in any case, never had much gift for speech. When he was brought before the superintendent of police
again he was unable to explain what he had been doing on the bridge at that late hour. All the evidence which the
constables found was against him. The money for the five hundred sheep sold recently by Budak Bey had been
stolen from the farm. Two powerful thieves had tightly bound the shepherd on watch. The following day in the
presence of the judge this shepherd declared that one of the thieves resembled Big Ali. The fact that he had not
come back to his shop until late, and the finding of the skin in the shop and one of the moneybags in front of his
door were sufficient for Big Ali to be accused. However much he denied it he could not explain the theft. Besides,
it was not officially known where he had come from nor whence he belonged.
It was decided that his left arm should be cut off. When Big Ali heard this verdict, for the first time in his life
he went pale. He bit his lips. He had no choice but to submit to his fate. He rose unsteadily to his feet. Then in a
firm voice:
“Spare my arm, cut off my head!” he begged the judge.
This was the first entreaty he had made in his life.
But the old judge was very just:
“No, my son,” he replied, “you have not killed a man—had you killed the shepherd then your head would have
been forfeit. The punishment is according to the crime. You merely committed a theft. Your arm is to come off.
That is what justice demands. The place which has been cut by holy law does not hurt.”
Big Ali’s arm was much more valuable than his head. It was thanks to his two arms that he tempered the steel,
kept thousands of warriors fighting along the frontiers supplied with swords as light as feathers but which would
break through shields of steel, tear through heavy armor and cleave iron helmets in two, and he worked for
nothing, not asking anything in return.
They shut him up in the office of the Agha of the Janissaries, beneath the constables’ room. Here he awaited in
silence the day of retribution, and thinking of how when he was left without his arm he would be unable to strike
wit!h his hammer on the anvil he felt the grief of a believer whose god has died. He had no money to give as
ransom for his arm. Until this time he had never worked for money.
All the townspeople felt sorry that such a skilful craftsman as Big Ali was to have his arm cut off. Even the
most unfeeling conscience could not endure the thought that such a good-looking, generous, hard-working, strong
and fine man should have to exist as a cripple until his death.
Everyone liked him. The cavalrymen vowed amongst themselves to save this man who beat such cheap swords
for them. They appealed to Hadji Mehmet, the most prominent rich man in the town.
Now this man, though he owned as much property as Harun, was extremely mean. He still worked as a butcher
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in a little shop in the town market-place. He thought, he pondered, he hedged. He looked sour. He shook his head.
But he had to get on well with the cavalrymen:
“Since that is what you want,” he said, “I will give the ransom for his arm. But on one condition.”
“Such as what?” they asked.
“Go and tell him. If he agrees to work for me until I die, without wages, as my servant and my apprentice.”
“All right, all right.”
The cavalrymen ran to the Agha’s office. They told Big Ali of the hadji butcher’s offer.
First of all he said that he didn’t know anything about being a butcher. He didn’t want to accept. But the
cavalrymen insisted.
“Go along with you!” they said. “As if it was difficult to be a butcher! You’ve fought in so many wars. You’ve
used a sword. Can’t you take a sheep that has been tied, lay it down on the ground and kill it?”
“To be the creature of another human being, to be beholden to someone,” was what weighed most heavily
upon him. When he had been very young he had been unable even to support the charity of the minister his uncle,
and in order not to be beholden he had run away from the family hearth and gone to foreign lands. Now see to
whom unseeing destiny was making him a slave.
“The hadji is more than seventy years old,” said the cavalrymen. “How much more can he live anyway? When
he dies you’ll be free again, and you can make us swords. Come on, stop thinking about it, usta, stop thinking
about it.”
On the day that he counted out the ransom money to the judge for the arm which was to have been cut off, the
hadji butcher called Ali to follow him and brought him to the shop. This man was very particular, very badtempered, and a thoroughly unpleasant old man. He used to nag without stopping. Because of his meanness he
had not been able to keep a single servant or apprentice until now. When he acquired Big Ali he immediately had
a platform installed in the corner of the shop. On it he arranged a mattress and on this he then went and sat. He
started to make A1i do everything—but everything. Five hours before morning prayer he made him bring the
sheep that were to be sold that day from a farm two hours distance beyond the city, made him kill them, flay them,
chop them up and sell them. He gave orders without ceasing until evening prayertime. But he gave nothing more
than pounded wheat soup to the poor man. Sometimes he would throw the remains of his own food to him as
though giving it to a dog. At night he would make him wash the shop from top to bottom, then without letting him
lie down to sleep he sent him to the farm to bring the sheep for the following morning. He even made him cut
wood in the forest, and carry water, in short he made him do all his work. In fact he even made him clean the
cesspool in the garden of his house.
Big Ali could have put up with this amount of hardship for years merely on plain water and wheat soup. But he
could not endure the hadji butcher’s continual reminders:
“You there Ali! It was I that gave the ransom for your arm. Otherwise you would have been left a cripple!”
For one day, two days, three days he grit his teeth. He worked without stopping. He did not sleep at night, he
was active all day: he stood before his master with hands respectfully folded in front of him. Again:
“It was I who gave the ransom for your arm.”
“Otherwise you would have been left a cripple, don’t forget.”
“It is thanks to me that you have your arm.”
The hadji butcher used these words, indeed, as balm to his tongue, in place of “well done.” After the performance of each duty he would screw up his thin, ugly face with its white beard, look him up and down from top to
toe with his blue, sunken eyes, as if to say “remember, you are my slave,” and remind him of the ransom.
Big Ali remained silent, but he felt as though his heart was rent, and as though something burning hot was
spreading through his breast; he felt his clenched jaws crack and his temples throb. He could not sleep at night,
and while he labored through the day, coming and going to the farm, skinning sheep in the slaughterhouse and
cutting up meat for customers, he thought always “What shall I do, what shall I do?” but could not come to any
decision.
While wanting to give thanks to nobody in the world, but to live in the happiness of his pride, what a catastrophe had overtaken him!
He could not bring himself to commit the dishonesty of running away. For then he would really have committed a theft. But how to endure the way in which this fellow was forever rubbing in what he had done. This was
much more difficult than death, a far greater weight.
It was exactly a week since he bad become the slave of the hadji butcher. It was a Friday. Again he had gone
early to the farm, brought the sheep, skinned them in the slaughterhouse and hung them on the hooks in the shop.
Now he sharpened the cleavers on the big greasy black stone on the left of the counter, and again he thought
“What am I to do, what am I to do?” and bit his lips. His master had not yet come. When he had finished the
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cleavers he started on the big knives. He had become so lost in his dream of “What am I to do, what am I to do?”
that he did not hear the butcher arrive. The sudden sound of the ill-begotten old rascal’s hoarse voice brought his
heart into his mouth:
“What are you doing, man?”
He turned. His master had seated himself in his corner and was lighting his pipe.
“I’m sharpening the knives,” he said.
“Ah, you lazy wretch you. What have you been doing since morning?”
He did not answer. Without flinching he looked into the cruel little snake-like eyes with their bruised lids. The
old man grew angry at this unexpected and bitter look.
“What are you looking at?” he asked.
Big Ali said nothing, he simply gazed with contempt at this evil man who was not ashamed to insult him as a
“lazy wretch” even though without stopping or resting he had within the space of one week performed perhaps
five years service. Again he felt as though his heart was being rent and the hot burning sensation was spreading
through his breast; again his jaws were locked and his temples pounded.
Suddenly this trembling ceased. Big Ali opened his eyes. Had he endured this for one week. He was amazed.
The hadji butcher left his pipe beside him. He found his tongue, as though he had suddenly escaped from the
crushing gaze of his servant:
“You seem to be forgetting that it was I who gave the ransom for your arm,” he said. “If it hadn’t been for me
you would have been left a cripple now.”
Again Big Ali made no answer.
He smiled very bitterly. He flushed; then suddenly grew pale. Swiftly he turned. He siezed the biggest of the
cleavers which he had sharpened. He put his arm with the rolled-up sleeve on the high cutting-block. Then he
brought down the raised, heavy cleaver with all his force. At the same moment he held the severed arm. Then
turning to the hadji butcher whose eyes were starting from his head with horror at what he had seen he cried:
“Take it then, that thing for which you payed the ransom!” and hurled it in front of him.
Then he made a tight knot in the empty sleeve of his garment. He went out of the shop.
Just as formerly no one had known where he came from, so now nobody in the town was able to learn where
he had gone.
119.48 Excerpt from The Clown And His Daughter: “A Change Of Faith”\fn{by Halide Edip Adivar (1884-1964)}
Istanbul, Istanbul Province, Turkey (F) 7
… The wheels of Fate were turning, as ruthlessly and as blindly as ever. They had made a Moslem girl love a
Christian. They had crushed Rabia. Yet God in His mercy had made the Christian’s mother die, so that he might
disappear. Perhaps he would never return. The prospect was painful. But it gave her a chance to overcome her
guilty passion in his absence. She was under trial. Fate was testing the strength of her attachment to her faith.
It was natural for her to attribute the incalculable movements of life to the Unseen. The world she lived in was
that of the soul. All external signs of human achievement and omnipotence were as shadows compared to the
workings of the unseen forces. That was the conviction of her Eastern soul. The earliest stratum of human reason
was linked up with the Imam’s grim and inhuman metaphysics. An avenging God, a pitiless Fate, ruled human
destiny. Jealous of all human happiness, they snatched the cup of joy from one’s mouth before one could taste it.
Yet in Rabia’s mind, stratum after stratum of rational thought, which put a less gloomy complexion on the designs
of the Unseen, had been formed since her childhood.
In these regions of thought Vehbi Effendi ruled supreme. He had interpreted human destiny in a gentler and
kinder way. However, no matter from what angle she faced the situation, it resolved itself into a single aspect. The
death of Peregrini’s mother, which had called him away at the very moment when she had realized her love for
him, was a warning. She must tear that sinful feeling out of her heart.
For a week a mighty battle raged in her mind. Fortunately for her, every hour was full. Engagement followed
engagement. She was constantly trotting from one corner of the city to another. She came home worn out, her
throat aching. Her silence in the evenings seemed only natural. Yet both Pembeh and Rakim noticed a new, deep,
vertical line between her eyebrows. Her face was rigid, full of the determination to solve some difficult problem.
Her nights had become intolerable. She took to reading for hours before she went to bed. Pembeh grumbled,
and her body ached with fatigue. But sleep meant torturing dreams. Was there anyone in the world who had such
endless dreams as Rabia? And now they were not comfortable dreams; they were mostly nightmarish. All the
formative forces of her life were up in arms. They appeared before her in the guise of terrible and distorted human
faces.
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Etnineh’s was the most unbearable. She always dreamed of her mother’s mouth, that straight scar across her
face. It had been Emineh’s most characteristic feature. It was contorted with an ugly sneer, and an incredibly long
tongue—the tongue of a reptile—protruded from the ugly mouth and mocked Rabia.
The Imam was always present. He did nothing but chant awesome verses out of the Qur’an, just as he used to
in the old days, terrifying Rabia with the horrors of Hell if she did not purge her heart of this unholy passion.
Sometimes she dreamed of Vehbi Effendi. She appealed to him, begging him to make Peregrini a Moslem, that
she might have her heart’s desire. But he seemed sorrowful. She couldn’t make out whether he was on Emineh’s
side or on hers. The worst of it was that after two long weeks her heart was as rebellious, as painfully torn, as in
the beginning. Nothing would make it resign itself to losing Peregrini. She chuckled to herself, saying:
“No wonder the poets sing that hearts in love are like minced and roasted liver sold in the bazaars!”
By the time she had touched the rock bottom of misery she had also reached a decision. It was totally different
from that to which all the forces of her bad dreams had been leading her. She didn’t even know that she had found
a solution of the dilemma. But in her heart she had come to the conclusion that life was infinitely more precious
and important than any metaphysical consideration.
She would wrest her happiness from the jaws of Fate. She would have Peregrini as her husband.
On a Thursday, before the end of that memorable month, Peregrini came to the shop. It was rather early in the
morning. Rakim’s face lighted up. His presence, thought the dwarf, may pull Rabia out of her gloomy mood.
“When did you come back, Signor?”
“Last night.”
“May Allah make you live long! I have heard of your loss,” said the dwarf, repeating the traditional sentence
of Moslem condolence.
Peregrini’s response, or rather lack of response, puzzled him. The man hardly listened, neither did he speak of
his journey or his mother’s death. On such occasions the Italian might be expected to become expansive or to
philosophize. He did neither. His face seemed almost haggard, but in his eyes burnt the fire of deliverance and the
unmistakable look of one who has reached a momentous decision.
“Could I see Rabia Hanim at once?”
“Of course. You go upstairs and knock at the kitchen door. Auntie is busy washing; no need to announce you. It
will do her good. She was in one of her unbearable tantrums.”
Rakim heard the Italian go hurriedly up the stairs. He himself was soon busy serving a customer.
“Re, sol, la, si, la, sol," Rabia sang in the room. She was writing a simple air for her Palace pupils, sitting by
the brazier, a sheet of music paper on her lifted knee. She wetted her pencil and drew her shawl round her
shoulders.
“Re, sol, la, si, la, sol … oh come in, Uncle …”
She turned to scold Rakim for disturbing her, but she started to her feet, pulling her shawl over her head.
Peregrini, standing at the door with a grave face, smiled at her childish gesture.
“But I’ve seen your hair so many times, you absurd little lady!”
“That was because I couldn’t keep my veil on before the Prince.” Damn the Prince, he thought; but aloud he
said,
“I must talk to you, Rabia, on very serious business.”
“Must you? Pray take a seat on the divan, there by the window.”
It was when she herself had taken a seat at a considerable distance from him on the divan that she remembered
his bereavement.
“May Allah make you live long!” She repeated the phrases as lugubriously as was proper, though her blood
was racing with joy through her veins. This was the moment of the final solution of her life’s problem.
“I am all alone in the world.”
He stopped for a long moment; perhaps he was paying his last filial homage to the memory of the dead.
“May Allah give you patience!”
She again gave the conventional answer with the proper measure of gravity, but the golden eyes watched his
face with a furtive glitter behind the long brown fringe of silky lashes.
“I’ve come to ask you to be my wife. I—I can’t live without you.”
She looked at him with eyes that had no trace of shame. Their honesty and sincerity confounded him.
“I also cannot live without you, Signor. But how can we marry? We belong to two different Faiths.”
“We could go away to a place where such things don’t matter. You can stick to your faith. I have none.”
She looked away from him. The color was fading from her cheeks. She had the air of one who had thought out
things carefully and had come to definite conclusions. Fate had struck her its last blow. She had been
unconsciously expecting a different proposition. She knew that she could no more break the chains of custom than
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she could fly. Further, she could never leave her environment. She realized that it had even a stronger hold upon
her than her faith. It was a complete knockout.
Meanwhile he was not altogether unaware of her possible reaction to such an offer as his. Probably a part of
her bewitching personality was due to her being a well-rooted soul, one which could not be transplanted in alien
soil. He himself was a wanderer. He must leap over the barriers and accept such a life as she lived if he wished to
have her for his wife. No other way of having her was possible. How different from all his other infatuations, in
which no element but that of desire had reigned supreme! He was as full of consideration for her as he had been
for his mother. He realized the great earnestness of purpose, the capacity for lasting attachment in the girl. Well,
against her simple background, values seemed more real than in his own changeable world. Although they were
so totally different, yet there seemed an intangible resemblance between his mother and this girl. His eyes were on
her face. But her lashes were veiling her eyes. Very slowly he saw two drops glistening on her lashes. They fell on
her cheeks, and she lifted her eyes to his. The agony, the despair in their depths burnt him.
“Baptism by fire!” he murmured; then, in a determined voice, he addressed Rabia.
“I see that I must become a Moslem and marry you. Will you be my wife then, Rabia?”
Her face had assumed a drawn look; it seemed as though an invisible hand were pulling her features towards
her temples. In her this was a sign of supreme inner concentration.
“I will be your wife, always,” she said with great simplicity. He was on his knees beside her, his hands
clutching hers.
“Twice we are brought into the world,” he said. “Once by our mother, and once by the woman we love.”
He rose immediately, and kissed her hand, carrying it to his forehead in expression of his veneration for her.
And she felt that it was not at random that the people of her land called the man a girl married “her Fate.” The
words were the truest expression of her feelings for this man. He was “her Fate.”
“I will go and see Vehbi Effendi now, about the formalities of conversion. How soon will you marry me,
Rabia?”
“The sooner the better.”
*
That evening, after the usual ritual of rising and kneeling and bowing her forehead to the floor, Rabia lifted her
hands and talked with her God.
“Lord,” she said: “He has said to me, ‘I will take you,’ and I have said to him, ‘I take you,’ and that in our faith
constitutes marriage. He is going to accept the true Faith, and be one of us. Bless us, O Lord!”
*
On Friday mornings the shop was fuller than on weekdays, for Rakim closed it at noon. That he did not attend
the Friday prayers was a known and generally accepted fact. But he could not lack in respect for such a communal
affair as the Friday prayers; so he had to pull down the shutters during the time of the service. He served the
customers and cracked more jokes with them than ever. This Friday he was in a jolly mood. Rabia had been a
little talkative the night before. She had even helped him to cut the colored paper festoons hung across the ceiling
of the shop. Rakim changed them every month. There were geese, ducks, and other creatures, and quaint boats,
alternating with rows of green cypresses. At intervals some shadow-play puppets in colored cardboard dangled
from the line.
What a humorous twist Rabia’s clever fingers had given to the noses of those cardboard rogues! He chuckled.
He had made such a success of that shop! And Rabia had become so much more popular than she had ever been!
Oh, they were earning a lot of money. The Sinekli-Bakkal was Rakim’s world, and Rakim’s grocery was the hub
of it.
“Uncle Rakim, an oke\fn{About one and a third quarts.} of soap.”
It was Muharrem, the young terror of the street, whom everyone called “the Sinekli-Bakkal Bastard.” Rakim
didn’t like the boy. The fellow mimicked him in public; further, his mother, a washerwoman and a foul-mouthed
virago, frightened him not a little.
“What a lot of soap you buy, Muharrem!”
“For mother’s washing. The time is coming when she won’t be washing the dirt of the rich,” the boy said
significantly.
“Have you by any chance inherited a fortune from your unknown father?”
“If I ever catch that swine of a father, I will defile his carcass!”
“Shuuuuuut, you filthy mouth! Tell me, on what are you going to feed yourself when your mother washes no
more for the rich?”
“I am apprenticed to Fehmi Effendi, the cobbler.”
“That is why you have a clean face. Let us celebrate it with a sugar cock. What color shall it be?”
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“A green one, Uncle,” said the boy, licking his lips. Though Rakim presented his well-behaved juvenile
customers with sugar cocks on sticks, this was the first time Muharrem had been given one. The boy lingered,
feeling that he was in favor, and becoming confidential.
“I wish you would tell Rabia Abla about my job. I will mend her shoes for nothing when I have a shop of my
own. You see, I once filched a piece of sugar years and years ago, and there was a row in front of the shop. I am
afraid she thinks of me as—”
Muharrem had no time to finish the sentence, for Vehbi Effendi’s tall figure stooped and entered the shop.
“I want to see Rabia Hanim.”
“Please go up to her room, sir. I will call her. She is at Granny Zehra’s across the street.”
As Rabia hurried across the street and the dwarf struggled to catch up with her, she leaned over him twice and
asked the same question,
“Does he look annoyed?” But she hardly listened to the answer he gave her:
“How should I know? He never shows his feelings on his face.”
Surely there was something unusual on foot! Here was Vehbi Effendi coming on a Friday, when he had to
direct such a solemn ceremony a few hours later! Rakim was eaten up with anxiety. He was very curious, too. He
must go up and listen at the door. Oh, when would the customers stop coming!
Rabia found Vehbi Effendi sitting on the divan with his usual detached air. She thought his face rather pale, but
his eyes had their habitual serenity and friendliness.
“Good morning, Effendim.”
“Good morning, my child.”
She squatted by the brazier, stirring the fire with the tongs. Framed in the colored kerchief wound about her
head, her face retained its composure. But he sensed her inner agitation from the almost imperceptible tremor of
her fingers, and the way in which she kept her eyes fixed on the fire, as though she was almost afraid to meet his
gaze.
“Shall I make you a cup of coffee, Effendim?”
“I don’t take coffee today.”
So he was fasting. The moment of silence which followed seemed interminable.
“I will marry Peregrini even if Vehbi Effendi does not approve,” she was saying to herself, but in some vague
manner she knew that she would be miserable without his full consent. Without realizing the strength of his hold
on her mind, she felt that she would be inconsolable if he withdrew that unobtrusive but all-pervading
protectiveness.
“Peregrini came to see me last night. He wants to become a Moslem and marry you.”
Her eyes flew to his, their depths filled with a dumb prayer. He smiled.
“Are you sure your attachment is not a passing fancy, Rabia?”
She shook her head. The mixture of fervent conviction and humor in her gesture amused Vehbi Effendi.
“I have always wanted to marry that infidel since I was that high. I would have remained single if he had not
asked me to be his wife.”
How mysterious are the designs of the supreme Artist! thought Vehbi Effendi. How queer and incongruous the
human material He mixes in His pictures! A little Qur’an-chanter in the back street of a Moslem city, and an exmonk and musician, a Christian aristocrat!
“No one may dare to question Thy Wisdom, O Lord!” he said to himself.
But he had meant to speak of the incompatibility of their characters, rooted in the difference of their worlds,
their cultures and the rest. Such things might have a greater hold on Peregrini’s mind than Rabia could imagine.
She might discover it when it was too late. The Past might stand between them, might wreck their life …
“You two belong to such different worlds, my child. He belongs to a different class and circle; Sinekli-Bakkal
may lose its romance for him.”
She smiled her crooked smile again. With a fatalistic gesture she shrugged her shoulders, and her forefinger
passed over her forehead.
“I shall have to read whatever is written there.”
“May it be a happy writing, Rabia.”
“In the absence of your father,” the Dervish continued, “I will make all the arrangements. You understand that
you cannot see your future husband before you are made man and wife. It will take a week to go through the
formalities of conversion in an official sense. He desires to be called Osman. Do you approve?”
She nodded her head. There was profound relief in her face. Vehbi Effendi was going to remain the friend and
the spiritual guide he had always been.
“How soon do you wish to be married, Rabia?”
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“The sooner the better, Effendim.”
Oh, the shameless hussy! She was calling herself every hard name now. But nothing mattered. She heard him,
as in a dream, say:
“I will write to Tewfik tonight. A brother Dervish is going to Damascus. You, too, can write a long letter to
your father.”
*
“Uncle, Uncle,” she called out as she unfastened the kerchief round her head.
“What is it you want, Rabia?”
“Were you at the door? You frightened me! Come in and sit by me. I have a tale to tell.”
“Let it be a short one and a gay one.”
“Surely. I have taken your advice, I am going to marry.”
“What, what? Whom are you going to marry?”
“A man called Osman,” she laughed.
“Is he one of the gentleman attendants of the Prince? You have been mighty queer since you started going to
the Palace.”
“This man is going to become a Moslem, to give up his own religion in order to marry me.”
Her face was radiant. The fact that Peregrini had really no convictions of a religious nature to change didn’t
matter at all.
“So it is Peregrini after all! The fellow takes a religion as a child takes a ticket to enter a show,” he growled.
“You are being nasty, spiteful!”
He grinned. He was not. He liked Peregrini well enough. The man understood him most wonderfully.
“I am glad, Rabia. Between ourselves, you were getting too old for anyone to ask you in marriage. What’s
more, I was afraid you would marry Vehbi Effendi. You were so upset when he called. He is not so cheery as the
other one.”
“For shame! Vehbi Effendi is a saint. I am not fit to wipe the very dirt under his shoes. You absurd Uncle! If I
married everyone I loved I should marry you too.”
“So you would, you faceless girl!”
He spat at his collar, invoking the unseen powers to guard him from such a fate.
“That poor innocent infidel knows not what is coming to him. I believe you would be marrying us all if custom
allowed so many husbands. Why, you are like a whirlpool, you are like a haunted well; anyone who falls in can
never be fished out!”
“Talking like a story book, are you?” The tears began to well out of her happy eyes, and she wiped them on her
sleeve as she sobbed:
“Oh, why isn’t Tewfik here with us?”
“There, there, wipe your eyes on my hanky, you messy girl. He will celebrate the wedding in Damascus.”
When Pembeh came in for lunch she found the dwarf in a boisterous and impish mood. He was turning
somersaults sideways in Rabia’s room—monkeyish somersaults—by way of rejoicing over Rabia’s engagement,
and Rabia sat on the divan laughing and beating time on her knees.
*
Sabiha Hanim gave the news to Selim Pasha. He shook his head.
“She is worth a change of faith. I hope he will stick to his new religion.”
“He may stick to Rabia at all events,” she laughed. “Has she consulted you by any chance?”
She laughed again. This was by far the most exciting event of the year.
“Years ago she asked me what would happen if a Moslem girl married a Christian. She had got so far, the
minx. Evidently she understood that the only way to marry a Christian was to make him turn Moslem.”
“Curious. She didn’t seem to care for such a comely lad as Bilal, and now marries that little man. Women are
hard to understand.”
Just then Rabia came in, followed by Bilal. They had evidently met outside and walked on together. She was
very gracious to him. She was in such a turmoil of emotion that she could have embraced the very Devil in those
days.
The Pasha now saw her for the first time since the painful episode in his office during Tewfik’s imprisonment.
She came up to him smiling, behaving as though there had never been any such episode. No half measures for this
wonderful creature!
“My congratulations, Rabia. I hear that you are bringing a new soul into the Moslem congregation of SinekliBakkal!” he said in his old quizzical tone.
“Who could think that the cruel, horrible man who ordered us out of his office as though we were dogs could
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be this same old darling? I suppose he leaves his heart outside the door of his office,” Rabia thought. But there
was not the slightest trace of resentment in her heart.
“Peregrini has turned Moslem for the sake of Rabia,” Sabiha Hanim was explaining to Bilal, who looked
perplexed, as he had not yet heard the news. “Perhaps they will marry even before you do, my son!”
“Oh, that man!” came the scornful, almost involuntary comment from Bilal.
“What do you mean by ‘oh, that man?’” Rabia snapped. “He is the greatest musician alive!”
“Quite so,” Bilal hastened to assure her. “My congratulations. I suppose I better leave you; you may want to
talk things over.”
“You needn’t. I have only come to read my father’s letter to Hanim Effendi. I have to hurry back as fast as I
can after that.”
Bilal brought a chair for her, and she at once took the letter from her bosom and began to read it. She was
obviously choosing the passages which would interest Sabiha Hanim, for she stopped now and then, scanning the
sheets in her hand, and putting some of them back into her bosom without reading them.
Tewfik had given her a vivid description of Hilmi’s life. It sounded as though Hilmi had experienced a
complete revision of values since he had left Istanbul. Who could think of him as a man toiling to make both ends
meet, actually working in the garden to grow vegetables for that purpose, and above all, who could imagine his
pretty and elegant wife slaving in the house?
“He has grown a beard, and wears the native costume. The governor allows him to move about and receive
friends. The exiles here have the greatest respect for him. He is a great comfort and an example of courage to us
all. There is nothing in the world I wouldn’t do for him.”
Rabia folded the sheets. Selim Pasha’s cool, clear gray eyes were slightly dimmed. There was a vagueness and
a warmth in their expression which seemed alien to the man. Sabiha Hanim gazed at the letter in Rabia’s hands
rather hungrily.
“Do read us some more, something about Tewfik himself,” she begged.
Rabia began to read again. Tewfik was telling stories in the bazaars to earn a living until he received the leather
set of shadow-play figures from Istanbul. Then he would hire a shop and start giving his proper show. As it was he
had become quite a popular figure. His Arabic was not fluent enough, but he could always pretend to talk a
language with its proper intonation, accent, and inner rhythm. That always kept his listeners guessing for a time.
But his mimicry of animals and his dialogues in which he made them talk like human beings were a great success.
So far his specialty had been the street dogs in Istanbul. Now he had taken up the camels. He had invented a scene
in which a group of caravan camels discussed the numbers of strange pilgrims whom they carried to Mecca on
pilgrimage.
“I am happy enough living with Hilmi Bey. The evenings give me the illusion of being still in my native city.
But during the day there are moments when I cry like a child. I am generally surrounded by a number of exiles, of
course by the derelict and destitute ones. They loaf on the benches or beg in the street. They have lost all account
of the years. Most of them do not know why they have been exiled. Their homesickness, their dire poverty, are
heartbreaking. I try to cheer them up, and feed them with tripe soup on Fridays when I earn a few extra coppers.”
Rabia stopped and hastily folded the letter. The rest of it must be kept from Selim Pasha. She looked at him
furtively. His color had heightened. He was wondering about the numbers of the men whom he had dispersed to
the four corners of the Empire during the last twenty years. Thousands probably. And most of them to much more
uninhabitable places than Damascus. He had never thought of them as individuals. Rabia’s tact in skipping over
the rest of the sufferings of those poor devils whetted his imagination.
Well, he had been nothing but the handle of a huge soulless machine. He had to turn and turn. He had had no
qualms of conscience over the rights or wrongs of his official actions. But now, thinking as an individual, he was
finding it all a little painful.
“Listen, Rabia, in August it is the thirty-second anniversary of the Sultan’s accession to the throne. There will
be an amnesty of a sort. I’ll try to get as many of the Damascus exiles as I can on the list.”
He followed Rabia into the corridor.
“Sorry I couldn’t get your father back before your marriage, my child. When is it really going to be?”
“In April, Pasha. Thank you all the same.”
*
Rabia’s coming marriage had become the event of the year in the Sinekli-Bakkal. The place hummed and
buzzed with gossip. The cobbler’s wife, a woman who rarely indulged in idle talk, had become quite talkative,
discussing Rabia’s marriage while her man drank the customary hollyhock tisane\fn{ Medicinal tea.} before going to
bed. The women at the fountain and the men in the coffee house fell on the news and enlarged upon it.
But it was a bit of a shock to the youthful element round Mr. Big Brother. They had the feeling of having
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missed something. Who could think of Rabia as an ordinary girl, falling in love and marrying! And marrying such
a middle-aged man, in such romantic circumstances! When Mr. Big Brother spat backwards, wiped his mustache
on his sleeve, and eyed them, saying, “We will call her husband Uncle Osman,” his word became law. They
would fetch and carry for the husband as they had done for Rabia Abla.
They discussed at some length the wedding present which they would offer. It was to be a toy pump, the model
of the one which the local squadron owned. They would have their local yell engraved on a metal placard to be
fastened on the pump:
“The raiser of dust, the burner of hearts!”
*
The preparations for the wedding were in the hands of the Princess Nejat. As Sabiha Hanim believed that she
had a prior right to meddle in Rabia’s life, the younger woman came often to the Konak to discuss matters with
her old mistress. The house, including the shop, was being whitewashed and repaired. Because of Osman’s mode
of life the Princess wanted to have the rooms furnished in European style. Sabiha Hanim was all for preserving
the native aspect of the place. Rabia backed the older woman, so a compromise was arrived at. In Rabia’s room
over the kitchen Osman’s piano was to be placed. He played at all sorts of hours. It wouldn’t be suitable to have
music at any hour in a room over the street. Rabia accepted a table and armchairs, but she grumbled at a bedstead.
It would make her dizzy to sleep at such a height.
“He is giving up habits of forty years’ standing, Rabia. Aren’t you ashamed to be so selfish?” scolded the
Princess.
But Rabia remained adamant in the matter of pictures. She wouldn’t have images in a room where she prayed.
Let Osman hang as many pictures as he wished on the walls of the room over the shop. The attic was turned into a
room for the dwarf, and the room which he had occupied previously would be Pembeh’s. The dining room would
still be the kitchen. It was spacious and pleasant. A table and chairs—instead of stools and a tray on a low stand—
were accepted by popular vote.
The next difficult problem was Rabia’s bridal dress. The Princess was for white. She wanted to make a modern
bride of Rabia. Sabiha Hanim insisted on purple velvet with silver lotuses embroidered all over it.
“We could hire it,” Rabia proposed rather timidly.
But it was no concern of hers. Sabiha Hanim, Selim Pasha, and the Princess were paying all expenses. Unable
to restrict their lavishness, Rabia left them to their own devices. She would have no feasting, no wedding
ceremony in her house, beyond the religious ritual which would make her a wife in the eyes of the world.
*
The preparations lasted two months, and during that time Rabia was as busy as ever. Her calmness and matterof-fact bearing surprised Pembeh. But that was only during the day. At night she lay awake, thinking of the life
she would live with Osman. And he, on his side, continued his daily round of lessons, but at night he paced up and
down in his lodgings, dreaming of Rabia, devising extraordinary schemes of life in the Sinekli-Bakkal.
“Strange that I should accept a new creed? But am I accepting it really? Islam to me is not a religion, it is a
way of living, a mere label and a code of human relationship. I can’t enter the Sinekli-Bakkal as an inhabitant
without that label pinned on my coat. I shall still have my back garden, the preserve of my private life and
thoughts. I shall pass under the purple wistaria every day, joking with the women at the fountain. We will let
Rakim carryon with the shop. Damn it, why can’t I see my future wife and talk things over with her before the
marriage ceremony? Well, it is going to be a happy life, good days following good nights, when we will sleep
together and wake up together to begin it all over again. She may bear me sons, sons to play with, to teach, to
scold. In the month of Ramadan we may give shadow plays for the street children when our bambini are big
enough! One of the boys must be like his grandfather—a great clown! Oh, it is going to be as fascinating as a
circus!” …
108.75 The Son Of The Carpenter: A Folktale\fn{told by Kdadir Büküs (1887Turkey (M) 9

)}

Balâkaza, Ankara Province,

There was once a sultan who had everything in this world except children. Whenever he grieved about his
childlessness, he would go into his garden and pray that Allah might still grant him an heir. One day a dervish\fn
{A member of a Muslim religious comparable in some respects to a Christian monk .} saw him weeping and praying in the
garden, and this dervish asked him,
“What is the matter, Your Majesty?”
“Since you are perceptive enough to recognize me as sultan even though 1 am not wearing my royal robes, you
may also know the answer to the question you ask,” said the sultan.
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“No, but tell me what your trouble is.”
“Allah has not granted me any children.”
“Grieve no longer,” said the dervish. “You will have a son, but you must not name him. I shall return in due
time and give him his name.”
This dervish was a carpenter by trade. When the time approached for the sultana to deliver her son, he made a
cradle for the child and started to the palace with it. On the way, however, he came upon a newly born child lying
on the side of the road and sucking its thumb. The dervish said to himself,
“I was expecting one child, but Allah has provided two. I had better make a cradle for this boy too.”
Taking the child with him, he returned to his home and hurriedly constructed a second cradle. By the time the
dervish reached the palace with the two cradles and the foundling, the sultana had given birth to her child. The
dervish said,
“Your Majesty, I found this baby along the way.”
“Where did you find him?” asked the sultan.
“By the side of the road near the forest. There was no sign anywhere of its father or mother, and so I brought
him along to you.” The sultan thought for a moment and then he said to his wife,
“You will give your right breast to this child and your left breast to that one. You will feed this baby and then
your own. You will never let him go hungry and cry, for if you do, I shall punish you.”
Thus the two children, both boys, were nursed together, and they began to grow up together in the palace of the
sultan. Through most of their childhood they remained nameless, but by the time they had become fifteen years of
age, names seemed a necessity. Accordingly, a special day was set aside for the naming of the boys, and many
guests were invited to a feast at the palace, during which appropriate names were to be selected.
As the time of the naming ceremony drew near, there was still no sign of the dervish, but as soon as the feast
began, he entered the banquet hall and took a place at the table. As he did so, all of the guests rose in respect. The
dervish ate nothing at first, but after a few moments he addressed the child borne by the sultana, saying,
“Ahmet the Handsome, I am hungry. Bring me some food.”
In this way he named the sultan’s own son “Ahmet the Handsome.” After he had eaten, the dervish then
addressed the other boy, saying,
“Son of the Carpenter, go and turn my shoes.”\fn{ Cleanliness in most Turkish homes preempts the wearing of street shoes
inside the house; and because many shoes are sandals or clogs, they can be easily stepped out of as one enters. They must be reversed,
however if one is to step back into them easily; and at some time during a guest’s stay, somebody in the household must go to the door and
turn them around.} In this way he also named the second child. When the Son of the Carpenter returned from having

turned the shoes, the dervish stroked his back three times.
Then the dervish left the banquet hall, and after he had slipped his shoes on, he just seemed to disappear.
When they had reached the age of eighteen, the boys decided they wished to marry. When they mentioned their
wish to their mother, she said,
“You must ask your father about this matter, and there would be no better time than when he returns from the
Friday noon service at the mosque.”\fn{ Sunday is the official day of rest in Turkey; Sabbath is celebrated on Friday, and the
spiritual high-point of the week is the Friday noon prayer service at the mosque. Sultans often made a considerable show of their
attendance at that particular service, often distributing alms to the poor waiting outside the mosque; and thus the sultana would know that
her husband might well be more charitably disposed then to his sons’ request .} Following this advice, the boys approached their

father on that occasion and said,
“O Sultan Father, is it not now time that we were married?”
“My sons, it is! Come with me.”
Saying this, the sultan took them to the royal treasury and ordered the chief treasurer to supply them with
whatever money they might need to get suitable brides. While they were at the treasury, the boys noticed a room
at the end of the building that was locked. When they asked the chief treasurer for the key to that room, he said,
“That is the one room here for which I do not have the key.”
“You will give me that key, or I shall wring your neck!” shouted the Son of the Carpenter.
“I do not have the key to that room,” the chief treasurer repeated. “It is kept hidden in your mother’s hair.”
Ahmet the Handsome went to his mother and requested the key to the locked room in the treasury. She refused
to give it to him, and Ahmet did not dare to take it from her by force. When he reported this to his brother, the Son
of the Carpenter went at once to the sultana and demanded the key. When she refused to surrender it, he knocked
her down on her back and took the key away from her. When the boys returned to the treasury building and
opened the locked door, they discovered that it contained nothing but the picture of a girl. That girl was so
extremely beautiful, however, that when Ahmet the Handsome took one look at her picture, he immediately fell in
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love with her and fainted. When the Son of the Carpenter helped Ahmet the Handsome to his feet, he asked his
brother,
“What is the matter with you? Have you never seen a girl before as beautiful as this?”
“No, by Allah, I have not! This girl has all but destroyed me!”
When they left the treasury, the two young men went to their father. The Son of the Carpenter said to him,
“Father, I want to find the girl whose picture hangs in the locked room at the treasury. When I have done so, I
shall bring her back for Ahmet the Handsome, who has fallen in love with her.” The sultan said to them,
“I have spent many years and much gold in quest of that girl. I have fought many battles to possess the girl
whose picture hangs in that room, but I have always failed. I advise you to abandon such a plan and forget that
girl.”
But his sons did not take this advice. Instead, they filled their saddlebags with gold and started out in search of
the beautiful girl.
After sunset they reached the edge of a town, and they decided to camp there in a cemetery for the night. The
Son of the Carpenter said to Ahmet the Handsome,
“You stay here with the horses while I go into this town and buy some bread.”
When he returned a short time later with the bread, the Son of the Carpenter could not at first locate his
brother. As he was searching for him, the Son of the Carpenter suddenly came face to face with the dervish who
had named the two boys.
“Greetings, Son of the Carpenter! What are you doing?” asked the dervish. But before the young man could
answer, the dervish continued,
“Never mind! I already know what you are doing. Listen to me carefully. The girl you are seeking is the
daughter of one of the lords of Britain. She has seven brothers who protect her and refuse to give her to the
various princes who come seeking her hand. In order to guard her more securely, they have left the city and live
on a fortified farm in a desolate part of the country.”
“What must we do to get her?”
“To reach Britain, you will have to cross a wide body of water that is like a small sea. When you reach the sea,
camp there for the night. On the following morning perform the first prayers of the day. After doing this, you will
find two whips lying on the shore, one green and the other red. Let Ahmet the Handsome take the red ship, and
you take the green one. Then by beating the surface of the sea with those whips, you will cause the waters to part
so that you can ride across to Britain without even getting your horses’ feet wet. After you have crossed, throw the
whips as far out into the water as you can.”
Having given these instructions, the dervish disappeared.
After the Son of the Carpenter found his brother, they ate their bread and spent the night there in the cemetery.
In the morning they renewed their journey and traveled many days before they reached the sea that blocked their
way to Britain. Following the directions of the dervish, they camped there for the night. In the morning they arose,
took their ablutions, and said their prayers. Then, taking the red and green whips from the shore, they struck the
surface of the sea until its waters parted. After riding across the bottom of the sea, they threw their whips into the
water and continued their way along a road that led inland from the sea.
The countryside through which they passed was so barren that it was almost like a desert, but after traveling
through that wilderness for two days, they came to a magnificent mansion circled by a high wall with an iron gate.
“This must be the place where they live,” said the Son of the Carpenter.
“But how can we get into that mansion?” asked Ahmet the Handsome.
“I know what we can do,” said his brother. “You pretend that you are ill. I shall carry you on my shoulder and
lead the horses.”
They did as the Son of the Carpenter suggested, and when they reached the front of the mansion, they pounded
on the gate. The girl looked down from the seventh floor of the building and called,
“Hey, brothers, who are you? What do you want?”
“We are just two of Allah’s creatures. This brother of mine is very ill. For the sake of Allah, let us in so that he
may at least die comfortably.”
As soon as the girl took a look at Ahmet the Handsome, she fell in love with him, and when Ahmet saw the
actual girl, not just a picture, he really lost consciousness. The girl came down, opened the gate, and took their
horses to one of the farthest stables so that none of the servants would notice them. She then took the two young
men to the thirty-ninth room of the mansion, a room which no one had used for a long while.
That evening when her infidel brothers returned home from hunting, they entered the mansion and at once sat
down to their dinner. After they had finished eating and drinking, the brothers strolled about in the courtyard.
Seeing a light coming from the window of the thirty-ninth room, one of them called,
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“Hey, Sister, why is there a light in the thirty-ninth room?” She answered,
“Oh, it concerns something that you may not like, and so I did not mention it to you. Two strangers arrived
here today. Because one of them was ill, I took pity on them and let them in. The sick man may be dead by now,
but if not, he does not have long to live. When last I saw them, his brother was praying at his side.”
“You should have told me of this the moment I returned, you untrustworthy girl!” said the oldest of the seven
brothers. “Go now and ask the healthy brother to come here and talk with us.”
The Son of the Carpenter came and took a place at the end of the table around which the seven brothers were
seated. Each of them took a turn sitting closest to the stranger so that each would have an opportunity to talk with
him. They became quite friendly toward him, and when their conversation was almost finished, they invited him
to go hunting with them on the following day.
“I am sorry, but I cannot go with you,” said the Son of the Carpenter, “because my brother is so very ill. I want
to sit by him and pray so that he will not die without being reminded of his faith.”
“Very well,” they said. “As you wish.”
On the following day after the seven brothers had gone hunting, the Son of the Carpenter went to the girl’s
room. Looking up at the ceiling, he saw a golden chair suspended from a beam. He took down that chair and sat
upon it.
“What are you doing, Son of the Carpenter?” asked the girl. "That is my signal chair, for anyone who sits in it
has come to ask for my hand for some other person.”\fn{ To a certain extent in Turkish life, there are means of secret nonverbal communication—the way flowers are arranged in a vase, or sweetmeats upon a tray, types of spices used in cooking, types of fruits
served, colors of threads woven into clothing. The choice of chairs here is part of that same signaling system .}

“That is right,” said the Son of the Carpenter. “I have come to ask for your hand for my sick brother.”
“But can you fulfill the conditions necessary for securing my hand?”
“I shall try,” said the young man. “I shall either succeed in doing so or give my head in the attempt.”
“I shall test your ability to fulfill the conditions which my brothers will require of you,” said the girl. “First we
shall have a horse race.”
Mounting their horses they raced to a large rock that was a distance of two hours from the mansion,\fn{ Distance
in Turkey is usually described in terms of the amount of time it takes to walk between various places .} and then they raced back
again. The Son of the Carpenter won the race.
“Now we shall wrestle,” said the girl, as she put on a pair of trousers and a hat and smeared her body with
olive oil.\fn{To make her body more difficult to grasp; this “greased wrestling” is common in Turkey and parts of the Balkans and the
Middle East.}
“How can you possibly wrestle with me?” asked the Son of the Carpenter.
“Come on and see,” said the girl. “If you can beat me, then you will also be able to defeat my brothers.”
The Son of the Carpenter struggled against this girl until noon. Then he threw her to the ground, and sitting
upon her belly, he said to her,
“Accept my faith or I shall cut your throat!”
The girl accepted his faith and became a Moslem.\fn{ Conversion to Islam may not necessarily involved any ritual; indeed,
it may be limited to a statement affirming strict monotheism, the Oneness of God .}
“There is one more way in which my brothers will test you,” said the girl. “Here is a thick book made of seven
layers of very heavy felt. Can you cut this book in half with one stroke of your finger?”
“I cannot know that without trying,” said the young man. “Let me take it.” When he tried to cut the book in the
way she had described, he failed.
“This must be a magic book. There must, therefore, be a trick by which it can be cut, and if that is so, then you
know the trick.” Upon hearing this, the girl pulled a long hair from her head and wrapped it around the stranger’s
finger.
“Strike the book now!” she said. This time when he tried, he cut the book in half quite easily.
“Take good care of that hair,” the girl said to him.
That evening when the seven brothers returned from hunting, they gave the game they had killed to the cook
and had it prepared for dinner. When the meal was ready, they invited the Son of the Carpenter to dine with them.
Afterward they again engaged him in a lengthy conversation.
The next morning when the brothers were having breakfast just before it was time to depart for the daily hunt,
the Son of the Carpenter brought the golden chair, placed it alongside the table, and sat down in it. Before he
uttered a single word, the brothers knew that he was going to ask for the hand of their sister.
“We know what you want,” one of them said.
“Yes, I have come to ask for the hand of your sister for my brother, Ahmet the Handsome.”
“Well, then, bring that felt book over here,” said the oldest brother.
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Each of the seven brothers tried to cut the felt book with his finger, and each one failed. Then the Son of the
Carpenter secretly wound around his finger the hair from the girl’s head, and he cut the book in two with one
blow of that finger.
“Very well done,” said the oldest brother. “Now you must have a horse race with us.”
Again the race was to the rock two hours’ distance away, and again the Son of the Carpenter won the contest.
Then the brothers said,
“Now you must wrestle with us.”
“Shall I wrestle with you one at a time or all together?”
“One at a time,” they said.
“No, no!” he replied. “If you come one by one, it will take too much time. All of you come at the same time.”
The oldest brother said to the others,
“Here is our opportunity! Let us grab him and kill him.”
As the seven brothers came at him, the Son of the Carpenter grabbed the first and slammed him to the ground.
Then he grabbed the second and slammed him down on top of the first, and the third on top of the second. When
they were stacked seven high, he climbed up and sat on the chest of the seventh. The oldest was on the ground at
the bottom of the heap, and he was crying loudly. The Son of the Carpenter then shouted,
“You will all accept my faith or I shall kill all of you!”
“Please do not kill us!” they all begged.
“Yes, if you do not all become Moslems, I shall kill you! I already have your sister for my brother, for she has
accepted the faith. Now it is your turn.”
“All right! We accept your faith!” the brothers said.
In this way they all became Moslems. They arose and performed a Moslem prayer service, which the Son of
the Carpenter conducted.
After that their sister was married to Ahmet the Handsome, and thereafter the newlyweds stayed at the mansion
together every day while the seven brothers and the Son of the Carpenter went hunting. This went on for two or
three weeks, but at the end of that time, Ahmet the Handsome grew tired of the girl.
“Where would you ever find better entertainment than I can provide for you?” she asked. “But, anyway, I shall
tell my brothers about this when they return.” That evening when her brothers returned to the mansion, the girl
went to them and said,
“Your brother-in-law has grown tired of me and wants some new form of entertainment.”
“That son of a donkey\fn{A deep insult in Turkey.} must have lost his mind!” they said. “Where in the world could
he ever find anyone more entertaining than you are?”
The Son of the Carpenter overheard this conversation, but he said nothing. After a few minutes had passed, the
oldest of the seven brothers said to his sister,
“Well, all right! We shall provide him with more entertainment. Give him the keys to all the rooms in the
mansion except the very last room. Let him go and open all of the other doors and see what he can find behind
them to entertain himself.”
The next day Ahmet began opening door after door in the seven-story mansion. Rooms that might have excited
other people, however, did not often stir his interest. Many of the rooms were filled with gold, silver, gems, and
elegant clothing. But Ahmet the Handsome was the son of a sultan, and he had often seen such riches in his
father’s treasury. He said to the girl,
“I have seen much of these kinds of things before. Give me the key to the fortieth door.”
“No,” she said. “That would bring no good to you.”
“Why? What is in that room?” asked Ahmet.
“There is a seven-headed giant held captive in that room. Do not open that door, for if you do, he will smash
you against a wall and carry me off again.”
“Come, come! I am not afraid of such a creature. I want to see what he looks like,” insisted Ahmet.
Finally the girl grew tired of his pleading. She gave him the key to the fortieth room and fled, locking door
after door behind her until the first thirty-nine doors were all locked. When the fortieth door was opened, the
seven-headed giant cried,
“Oh, Ahmet the Handsome, your brothers-in-law imprisoned me here, and they are slowly starving me to
death. Sometimes they throw me the bones of the game they have killed, and at other times they give me nothing
at all. Sooner or later I shall surely starve to death. Please help me get out of here and escape.”
“How can I do that?” Ahmet asked.
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“Do you see that large pot over there? It is filled with a special strong wine. If you poured that over me, it
would cause the links of my chains to rust away. Then I should be able to shake myself loose and get away from
here. I would then no longer be a burden on these people.”
Ahmet the Handsome did as he was directed by the giant. After the wine was poured over him, a terrible
clattering of chains was heard. The giant freed himself from the chains, struck Ahmet on the head with one of
them, and then smashed him against the wall, where he stuck like mud. The giant next smashed down all the
locked doors that stood between him and the girl. He then seized the girl and ran away with her. At that very
moment, one of the seven brothers hunting in the forest said to the others,
“I have just had a bad daydream. Hand me the telescope so that I can view the mansion and see what is going
on there.”
Looking through the telescope, he saw that the doors of the mansion were all broken open and that his sister
was nowhere to be seen. When they were informed of this, the brothers all realized what Ahmet the Handsome
had done. They knew that he must have released the giant in the fortieth room.
“Let us go and cut his throat,” several of them said.
Taking with them one deer, the only game they had killed so far that day, the seven brothers returned to the
mansion. There they found Ahmet in a very bad condition as he lay unconscious with his mouth foaming. He was
still alive, however, and so they set about trying to revive him. As they did so, they discussed the possible means
by which they might rescue their sister. At that point the Son of the Carpenter spoke up and said,
“If you will allow me forty days to do so, I shall accomplish that task for you. If I have not brought your sister
back to you in that time, you may kill Ahmet the Handsome.”
After the brothers agreed to this arrangement, the Son of the Carpenter set out in search of the giant and the
girl he had carried off. After he had traveled some distance, he met a one-eyed giant whom he asked,
“Have you seen a seven-headed giant passing this way?”
“Yes, I have. He was carrying a human girl. They went that way,” he said, pointing off to the left.
The Son of the Carpenter took the one-eyed giant with him and traveled in that direction. After a while they
encountered a lame giant whom they asked,
“Have you seen a seven-headed giant pass this way?”
“Yes, I have. He was carrying a human girl to his home in the valley of caves.”
“Come and join us,” said the Son of the Carpenter. “You must show us in which cave he lives.”
When they had reached the cave of the seven-headed giant, they gathered a large quantity of wood. With this
they built a fire before the mouth of the cave. Shortly afterward two of the heads of the giant appeared at the
mouth of the cave. The Son of the Carpenter quickly cut off these heads. When two more appeared, he cut them
off too. Then it was not long before a third set of heads appeared and were disposed of in the same way. When the
seventh head came to the mouth of the cave, it said,
“Go ahead and strike once more!”
“No! No more!” said the Son of the Carpenter.\fn{ In supernatural lore, with six heads cut off, the giant bleeds to death, but
cut off the seventh, it would be revitalized and given seven knew ones .}
One of the six heads that the Son of the Carpenter had cut from the giant continued rolling about after it had
struck the ground. After rolling this way and that way, it finally rolled into a well.
“That must be where the girl is,” said the Son of the Carpenter.
Looking down into that well, he saw the girl clinging to a branch of a tree that grew from the side of the well.
The whole well was now beginning to fill with the smoke that poured from the giant’s head. The Son of the
Carpenter lowered the lame giant into the well to rescue the girl, but this giant was unable to stand the heat and
the smoke in the well. He shouted,
“Too hot, too hot! I’m burning! Pull me up!” When he pulled up the lame giant and lowered the one-eyed
giant, the result was the same. He too shouted,
“I am burning! Pull me up!” The Son of the Carpenter then ordered the two giants to lower him into the well.
“Continue lowering me, even if I say, ‘Too hot, too hot! I’m burning!’”
They did as he directed, and he was lowered to the bottom of the well. On the way down he had taken the girl
from the tree branch and carried her down with him.
“Who is at the top of the well?” asked the girl.
“There are two giants. One is lame and the other is one-eyed.”
“Oh, that is bad!” she said. “If you send me up first, those two giants will fight with each other to decide which
of them will have me, for they will not be able to share me. After a while they will give up their fighting, and they
will probably throw me back down here again and cover up the mouth of this well.”
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But the Son of the Carpenter refused to go up first himself and leave the girl in the well. When he insisted upon
sending her up first, the girl said,
“They will leave you down here after they have pulled me out. Now listen closely to what I say. Every Friday
two huge birds come here, one white and the other black. Mount the back of the white bird, and it will carry you
out of here. Be very careful not to mount the black bird, for if you do that, you will be carried downward even
deeper into this underworld.”
As the girl had predicted, the two giants at the mouth of the well abandoned the Son of the Carpenter after they
had pulled out the girl.
After several days had passed, it was Friday, and two huge birds appeared. As he tried to mount the white bird,
the black bird forced itself between his legs and carried him off, descending into the Land of Darkness. There was
no sunshine there, and the only light was that provided by lamps.
In the Land of Darkness, the Son of the Carpenter was accepted as a guest in the home of an old woman. When
he asked this old woman for some water to drink, she had not a drop of fresh water in her house. She therefore
urinated in a cup and gave that to him.
“What kind of sour water is this?” he asked her. “Have you no fresh water to drink in this village?”
“There is a fountain here but it is controlled by a seven-headed giant. He allows the water to flow forth only
after he has been given a human being to eat. Otherwise, we have no water at all.”
In the morning the Son of the Carpenter asked the old woman, “Will you show me where the village fountain
is located?”
“Do you see that tree across the meadow from here? The fountain is on the other side of that tree.”
Taking leave of the old woman, the Son of the Carpenter went to a blacksmith shop and ordered the
construction of a steel bow with steel-tipped arrows, a sword, and a shield. When these weapons were ready, he
took them and went to the tree that stood near the village fountain. When he arrived there, he found a girl tied to
that tree.
“What are you doing here?” he asked. “Who are you?”
“I am the daughter of the king of this land,” she said. “It is now the turn of our family to provide a meal for the
giant who controls the village fountain so that the people may have water. Since I am the only child in the family,
I am to become food for the giant. That giant will soon appear here. Please go away and let him eat me.”
“I shall save you from the giant,” said the young man.
“No, no! My father would be angry if you did that.”
But in spite of this, the Son of the Carpenter released the princess and sent her back to her father. When the
king saw her coming, he asked,
“Why have you returned?”
“A stranger appeared at the well and saved me,” she said.
“Go back to where you were taken, and let the giant eat both you and the stranger,” said her father.
The girl returned to the fountain where the Son of the Carpenter awaited the arrival of the giant. She said to the
young man,
“It is my father’s order that the giant be allowed to eat both of us.”
“All right! Let him eat us, then,” said the young man.
He fell asleep by the fountain with his head in the girl’s lap. While they were resting in this way, the giant
approached, very pleased at the prospect of receiving two human beings for his meal this time. The girl began to
cry, and the tears that rolled off her cheeks fell on the face of the Son of the Carpenter and awakened him. The
young man rushed toward the giant saying,
“I am going to butt you!”
When the giant heard this, he returned to his den and got a huge club which weighed a thousand batmans.\fn{A
weight which has varied over the years from 2½ to 10 pounds; it was in general use before the introduction of the metric system .}
Holding his shield before him, the Son of the Carpenter began thrusting with his sword. As he was doing this, the
blows of the giant’s club were bouncing steadily off his shield.
When the giant saw that his huge club was ineffective against this enemy, he threw the club aside and
surrendered. Right at that point the young man shouted,
“Accept my faith!” The giant replied,
“I have lived for a thousand years without saying, ‘There is but one God.’ Are you going to make me say such
a thing now?” The Son of the Carpenter then cut off six of the giant’s heads.
“You might as well cut off the last head too,” said the giant.
“No, I shall not do that.”
212

“If you had cut off my last head, all of the others would have grown again, and I should have had renewed
strength. I might then have destroyed the whole world! But what does that matter now?”
Having said that, the giant collapsed and died.
The king’s daughter dipped her hand into the giant’s blood and pressed it against the back of the Son of the
Carpenter, leaving her imprint there. She then returned to her father’s palace and told him what had happened.
The Son of the Carpenter returned to the home of the old woman and said to his hostess, “Go now to the
fountain and get some fresh water.”
“I am afraid to go to the fountain, for the giant might eat me.”
“No, no,” said the young man. “I have killed him.”
So the old woman went to the fountain and brought back a jar of fresh water. A little while later a man came
from the village and said to the Son of the Carpenter,
“Why are you hiding yourself in this old woman’s house? The king wishes to see you.”
The Son of the Carpenter became very angry at the arrogance of the messenger, and he slapped him so hard
that the man fell to the ground dead. When the king sent a second messenger, the young man treated him the same
way. One day shortly after that, however, the Son of the Carpenter was taking a walk when he was recognized by
the daughter of the king.
“That is the man!” she shouted. “He has on his back a mark that I placed there!”
The king’s men seized the stranger, and it was quickly revealed that he bore upon his back the imprint of the
five fingers of the princess. The girl then went to him and said,
“If my father offers me to you in marriage, do not accept me. Instead, ask for his horse, a marvelous creature
that speaks prophetically every Thursday, and his sword, a magic weapon that can stretch to more than forty
fathoms. Ask him for these things.”
The king of the land invited the young stranger to his palace. When the Son of the Carpenter was shown into
his presence, the king said,
“You have saved us from the persecution of the giant. Ask from us whatever you wish, and it will be given to
you.”
“Your Majesty, I wish only for your good health.”
“No, no,” said the king. “You must wish for something for yourself.”
“Very well, then,” said the young man. “I should like to have your horse and your sword.”
“You have asked for two extremely valuable objects, but I shall nevertheless give them to you,” said the king,
and the two gifts were brought to the guest.
Wearing his very special sword, the Son of the Carpenter mounted his very special horse and left that village.
He traveled many days through this Land of Darkness, wondering all the while why there was no light. On
Thursday the horse began speaking, and in his remarks he answered the question that his rider had been asking
himself.
“Once there was daylight in this land. But the people offended Allah and the emerald-green anka bird was sent
to spread its wings against the sun and keep the land in perpetual darkness.”
“Is there anything that can be done to save the land?” The horse answered,
“When we are right beneath the darkened sun, you should ride me so fast that I begin to fly. Then when I fly
close enough to the bird, you should swing your magic sword at it and kill it. But take great care just how you do
this, for if that enormous bird should fall upon us, we should both be crushed to death by its great weight.”
The Son of the Carpenter followed his horse’s directions. When they got close enough to the bird, he swung his
magic sword and killed it. As the bird fell to the ground, the sun once again began to shine over the land. Its light
enabled the young man to find his way back to the well, and his marvelous horse carried him upward to the mouth
of the well. There he found the lame giant and the one-eyed giant still fighting to determine which would have the
wife of Ahmet the Handsome.
“I shall have her!” the lame giant shouted.
“No, I shall have her!” his one-eyed rival shouted.
Drawing his magic sword, the Son of the Carpenter cut off the heads of the two giants. He then took the girl up
on his horse behind him and rode away.
This was the thirty-ninth day since the Son of the Carpenter had left the mansion of the seven brothers. When
the fortieth day arrived, the youngest of the brothers was still tending the injured Ahmet the Handsome, even
though some of his elder brothers said,
“Let us kill him! Our sister has not been brought back in the time allowed for her rescue!”
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But the Son of the Carpenter and the girl were now drawing near the mansion. When they were close enough
to see the upper stories of the building, the Son of the Carpenter shouted, “There it is!” so loudly that the seven
brothers all heard his voice.
After the Son of the Carpenter had delivered the girl safely to her seven brothers, he and Ahmet the Handsome
prepared to take their leave together. But the oldest brother said to them,
“Do not leave in this way. We want you to take our sister with you, and we also want to give you some
mementos of your stay here.”
He gave them various gifts, and he gave a fine horse to his sister. Then the three of them rode away.
After riding for many days, they finally drew near their own country. The Son of the Carpenter sent a message
ahead to the sultan, telling him the good news that his sons were returning and that Ahmet the Handsome was
bringing the girl he had sought.
When the sultan received this information, he was astounded that his son had acquired the girl whom he
himself had been unable to win in his seven years of effort to do so. The more he thought about this, the more
disturbed and angry he became.
“I lost so many men in my several attempts to win that girl! But look now! My son has her!”
He gave orders to have his sons destroyed:
“Put poison in all of the food and tea that you serve them! Put a seven-headed giant behind the curtain in
Ahmet’s room! Send my falcon to tear out the eyes of the Son of the Carpenter! Then I shall have the girl
myself!”
It was again Thursday when the travelers arrived home, and at that time the marvelous horse began speaking
again.
“Son of the Carpenter, your father’s mad falcon is coming to tear out your eyes. Watch out for it!”
The horse had no sooner uttered those words than the falcon appeared above them. Drawing his magic sword,
the Son of the Carpenter reached upward and killed the bird. The horse then said,
“Son of the Carpenter, do not eat the food or drink tea that is served to you in the palace today. Your father has
had it all poisoned.”
When the young man heard this, he went throughout the palace overturning all of the cauldrons of food and tea
that had been prepared. Then the horse spoke to him a third time.
“Your father has ordered that a seven-headed giant be placed behind the curtain in Ahmet’s room.”
The young man went immediately to Ahmet’s room and saw that there was something large behind the curtain.
“If this giant does not play some trick on us, we shall be all right,” he said to himself.
When Ahmet the Handsome and his wife went to bed, he hid in their room with his sword in his hand waiting
for the giant to come out from behind the curtain. When the giant put forth a head to see whether his prey was at
hand, the Son of the Carpenter began to strike off its heads. Once again, he chopped off all but one of the giant’s
seven heads.
In the morning when the sultan’s men came into the room, they found the swollen body of the giant lying there
in its own blood. The sultan guessed that it was the Son of the Carpenter who had done this, and that it was he
who would try to prevent him from having the girl. He therefore called the young man to his presence and put a
curse upon him. He said,
“I sent a falcon to tear out your eyes, but you killed that bird. I had all of the foods poisoned, but you did not
eat any of them. I sent a seven-headed giant to destroy Ahmet the Handsome, but you killed that giant too. May
Allah turn you into stone from the crown of your head right down to the bottoms of your heels!”
As soon as the sultan had uttered this curse, the young man turned into stone and fell right where he was.
“Take him and throw him into the garden,” the sultan said to his men.
Shortly after this the wife of Ahmet the Handsome gave birth to twin sons. This made the sultan so jealous that
he had his son killed and took the girl for himself.
While all of this was going on, the Son of the Carpenter lay in the garden as a stone statue. Every day the girl,
who was now the sultan’s wife, went to the garden and wept over the stone body. One day as she was doing this, a
bird alighted on a branch of a pine tree in the garden. The bird said to her,
“This young man lies here like this because he has been cursed by his father. He remains quite healthy, but he
cannot move. He will be able to arise again if someone takes this waistcoat, kills two babies over it, and then
smears his body with the bloody garment.”
Returning to the palace at once, the girl got her twin sons and took them into the garden, where she killed them
over the waistcoat. Then she smeared the stone body with the bloody coat. Immediately the Son of the Carpenter
arose and asked,
“What happened to me?”
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“You died, but now you have been revived,” the girl said to him. Then she told him about the curse that had
been placed upon him.
Determined now to kill the sultan, the young man went and stood straight in his presence instead of bowing or
prostrating himself. He said to the viziers,
“You come here also and listen to what I have to say.” When the viziers were all gathered around him, he asked
the grand vizier,
“What should be the punishment for a father who sends a mad falcon to tear out the eyes of his son?” The
vizier so addressed said,
“Put this question to that man,” pointing to another vizier. The Son of the Carpenter then turned to a third
vizier and asked,
“What should be the punishment for a father who has poisoned all of the food in the palace in order to take the
wife of his other son?” The vizier to whom that question was directed said, “Ask that man for the answer,”
pointing to still another vizier. The Son of the Carpenter then turned to a different vizier and asked,
“What should be the punishment for a father who sets a seven-headed giant to kill his son?”
Again the vizier who was addressed said nothing but pointed to someone else. Finally, the Son of the Carpenter
asked yet another vizier present,
“What should be the punishment for a father who has his other son turned into stone and thrown into the
garden?”
Like those before him, the vizier who was questioned passed the responsibility for an answer to someone else.
By this time there remained but one vizier who had not been asked a question or had one transferred to him.
Looking directly at that last vizier, the Son of the Carpenter asked,
“What should be the punishment for a father who has done, in turn, all of these evil things?” Having no one
left to whom he could pass this question, that vizier answered,
“Such a father should be tied to the tail of a mad horse in a cemetery. The cemetery gates should then be
locked, and the horse should be whipped.”
“Let us do just that!” said the young man.
He had the sultan bound and taken to a cemetery. There he had him tied to the tail of a mad horse. When the
horse was struck on the rump with a whip, it plunged about wildly in the cemetery, and the sultan was dashed to
pieces against the gravestones.
The Son of the Carpenter then married the sister of the seven brothers and became sultan himself. The two of
them lived together happily after that.
118.23 The Smart Brother And the Crazy Brother: A Folktale\fn{by Mrs. Zeyjan Basgöz (1889Province, Turkey (F) 3

)}

Çubuk, Ankara

Once upon a time, when creatures of God abounded, when camels were town criers and roosters were barbers,
a father had two sons. One son was smart and one son was crazy. The father was not very rich (like us, they lived
from meal to meal). They had a barn and a few animals inside: a pair of oxen, a cow, a water buffalo, and one or
two other animals. (But even if we live a thousand years, our end is death, is it not? May God not part us from our
faith before then.)
The father got sick and died. The two sons said to each other:
“Come, let us divide up our property.” (You know, property makes enemies of brothers.) Before the father’s
death, they had built a new barn. The crazy brother said:
“My brother, when we bring the animals from the water, let’s turn them loose. Those who enter the new barn
shall be mine, and those who enter the old barn shall be yours.” (Apparently a board is missing in the head of this
son as in mine. Would any animal enter the new barn? Naturally, all of them will go into the old barn that they’re
used to,)
The smart brother approved, and one morning when they brought the animals from the water, they let them
loose. All the animals went and entered the old barn, except one old ox that went into the new barn. The crazy
brother said:
“Oh, what will I do? What bad luck this is! What can I do with a single ox? It can’t be harnessed in the yoke. It
can’t pull a cart. As soon as it is morning I will take this ox and sell it.”
When it was morning the crazy brother got up and with a staff in hand led the ox along a mountain road. He
went uphill and downhill, he went for six months and an autumn, and when he turned around and looked behind,
he had traveled only the length of a grain of barley. He carne up a mountain and saw a tree. A hoopoe on the tree
was singing:
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“Hoopoopoo ibibik! Hoopoopoo ibibik!” The crazy son said:
“All right, I will sell my ox to this hoopoe bird. Hoopoe, I am selling an ox. Will you buy it?”
(What does the hoopoe understand? All he does is: “Hoopoopoo ibibik!”) The crazy one thought the hoopoe
said: “I’ll buy it,” so he tied the ox to a tree and said to the bird:
“If you don't have the money now, I will come tomorrow and get it, all right?” Again the hoopoe sang:
“Hoopoopoo ibibik! Hoopoopoo ibibik!”
“All right,” said the crazy son, “agreed. Good-bye. I’ll come early tomorrow and get my money.”
The next day the crazy son got up early in the day, took his ax in hand, and went along the mountain road. He
came beneath the tree, where the hoopoe was once again singing on a branch.
“Hoopoopoo ibibik, hey! Where is my ox money?”
“Hoopoopoo ibibik.”
“I want my money. Where is the money for my ox?”
“Hoopoopoo ibibik.”
“Since you won’t give me the money for my ox, I’ll. cut down the tree you’re perching on.”
The crazy brother began cutting down the tree where the hoopoe slept. He gave one blow with the ax, then
another, and another. Soon, the hoopoe began to speak, and said:
“Please stop! Don’t cut down my tree, and I will give you a donkey. Take him and go! But take care while
you’re on the road and don’t say: ‘Whoa, donkey, whoa.’ All right?”
The crazy brother said all right, and took the donkey. While returning home, he got curious. (He, too, was
apparently an impatient person, like me.) Somewhere along the road he said to the animal:
“Whoa, donkey, whoa.”
As soon as the donkey heard this, he stopped in the middle of the road, lifted his tail, and began to relieve
himself. The crazy brother looked, and what did he see? The donkey had relieved himself of a handful of gold
pieces. Immediately, he took the gold pieces and filled his pocket. Keeping on the road to home, his feet were
kicking his rear for joy, so fast did he go. He came and knocked on his brother’s door. (Oh, crazy one, you’ve
found a nice way to make your living. Why don’t you sit down and be quiet? No, he won’t stop babbling.)
“Look, brother,” he said, “I exchanged my ox for a donkey.” His brother said:
“Shut up, you crazy coward! What will you do with a donkey in the city?” The crazy one said:
“Wait, my donkey has a talent.” And when he said, “Whoa, donkey, whoa,” the donkey lifted its tail and
dropped a handful of gold pieces. His brother’s eyes opened this wide with surprise. He warned the crazy brother
over and over again:
“Please, don’t tell anyone about this, or they will take it away from you.”
That night, joy kept sleep from entering the eyes of the crazy son. The next day he got up early and, after
getting a handful of gold pieces from the donkey again, said to himself:
“Hey, this donkey doesn't have any shoes on its feet. I’ll take it to the blacksmith and have it shod.”
He took the donkey and came to the blacksmith’s shop. He said to the blacksmith:
“Usta,\fn{Master.} will you shoe my donkey?” The blacksmith said, “Of course,” and the crazy one said,
“But take care after I’m gone that you don’t say ‘Whoa, donkey, whoa.’ All right?”
The blacksmith laughed. (Why shouldn’t he say “whoa” to the donkey? Animals don’t understand other
languages. You have to say “whoa” for it to stop.) The crazy one left the donkey and came home. While shoeing
the animal, the blacksmith thinks:
“Why don’t I say ‘Whoa, donkey, whoa,’ and see what happens?”
And as soon as he said, “Whoa, donkey, whoa,” the donkey spread his legs and left a handful of gold pieces in
front of the blacksmith. The blacksmith didn’t believe his eyes. He looked, he took it in his hand, he looked again.
It was really gold.
Immediately he took the donkey and brought him to his own barn, and took another donkey from there, shod
him, and got him ready. Then he tied him to the shop. The next day the crazy brother came.
“Usta, is the donkey ready?”
“He’s ready, my boy, he’s tied over there. Go and get him.” The crazy son took the donkey, pulled him over to
the side of the road, and said in his ear,
“Whoa, donkey, whoa.” No action at all in the donkey. When he repeated, “Whoa, donkey, whoa,” the donkey
lifted his tail and deposited a huge pile of dung in front of him. The crazy one was sick at heart. He said:
“Usta, this donkey is not mine. My donkey relieved himself of gold pieces.” The blacksmith began to laugh:
“My child, it’s obvious why they call you crazy, because you say such incoherent things. Who in the world
ever saw your donkey dropping gold pieces? Get out of here. I have not time to trouble with crazy ones.”
With a kick to the crazy brother’s rear, he threw him out of his shop.
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The crazy brother came home and passed that night with dark thoughts. The next day, he took his ax in hand
and went again to the mountaintop. He found the tree where the hoopoe slept, and started asking:
“Hoopoopoo ibibik, hey! Where’s my ox money?” The answer again:
“Hoopoopoo ibibik.”
“If you don’t give the money for my ox, I’ll cut down your tree.” He started cutting down the tree with his ax,
thud-thud, and very shortly the hoopoe began to speak again. He said:
“Please don’t cut down my tree. I’ll give you a tablecloth. But take care that you don’t say ‘Open, tablecloth,
open, and be spread with all sorts of food.’”
The crazy one took the tablecloth under his arm. While going along the road, he said, “Open tablecloth, open,
and be spread with all sorts of food,” and the tablecloth opened up. And inside (let me tell you, gentlemen, it was
worthy of your mouths), it was spread with forty meat dishes, forty milk dishes, forty wheat dishes, and forty
sweet dishes. The crazy one sat down and ate what he could eat, and filled his breast pocket with what he couldn’t
eat, and came home. He found his brother there.
“O, my brother,” he said, “I exchanged the donkey for a tablecloth.”
“Damn you, brother,” he answered the crazy one, “you exchanged a donkey that relieves himself of gold pieces
for a piece of linen?” The crazy one:
“But my tablecloth is talented.” And the minute he said again, “Open, tablecloth, open, and be spread with all
sorts of food,” the tablecloth opened and was spread with every sort and variety of food, even some that are not
cooked in the sultan’s kitchen.\fn{Turkey at this time was not a republic, but ruled by a Sultan The smart brother
said:
“O, brother, be careful that you don’t talk about this with anyone. Sit down and live comfortably until the end
of your life.” The crazy one said:
“No, I’m going to invite the Padishah to a feast. Let him come with his whole army and be my guest for
dinner.” He sent this invitation to the Padishah:
“My Padishah, this is what I would say to you. May you come with your whole army and be my guest one
evening.”
The Padishah, thinking there must be some reason behind this invitation, mobilized his soldiers and came to
the son’s as guests. (I might say 50,000 soldiers, you might say 100,000 soldiers. Anyway, they came and camped
on our threshing field.) The crazy son was inside a tent, and as long as he ordered the tablecloth to open, the food
kept flowing out. The soldiers could not finish filling their plates. Everyone ate and filled their stomach. The
remaining food they gave to beggars and the poor, and they too filled their stomachs. The Padishah was curious:
“How does this poor crazy son make so much food?”
He sent a man to look over the situation and learned that the talent was in the tablecloth. At once, he sent word
to the crazy son:
“Either you will give me the tablecloth, or your head is gone.” (Iron is breakable, the Padishah’s order is not.)
They took the tablecloth and left the crazy son’s. Once more our crazy one was left without.
The next day, taking his ax in hand, he came to the mountaintop. At the foot of the tree he began calling the
bird again:
“Hoopoopoo ibibik, hey! Where’s my ox money?”
“Hoopoopoo ibibik.”
“If you don’t give me the money for my ox, I’ll cut down your tree.”
He began cutting down the tree again. In a few moments the hoopoe said:
“Stop! Don’t cut it down, and I will give you a pumpkin. But take care while you’re on the road that you don’t
say, ‘Come out of that pumpkin and hit so-and-so’s head.’”
The crazy son took the pumpkin under his arm. On the way back home he said:
“Come out of that pumpkin and hit so-and-so’s head.”
Well, he was used to having all sorts of good things come out. This time forty very tiny men came out of the
pumpkin, with sticks in their hands, and made a concerted attack on the crazy son’s head. They hit him until he
couldn’t bear any more. The crazy son said:
“Please! Go back in, go back in!”
And all of them went back into the pumpkin again. The crazy one ran to his house and said to his brother,
“My brother, I exchanged the tablecloth for a pumpkin.”
“Damn you, you bum! What’s this pumpkin worth?” The crazy brother said:
“You will see in just a minute. Come out of that pumpkin and hit my brother’s head.”
Forty dwarfs came out of the pumpkin with sticks in their hands and cudgeled the smart brother’s head. A
worse beating would be impossible to imagine. He began to implore him:
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“Please, my brother, you are right. But don’t do as I have done. Save me from their hands.”
The crazy brother said, “Go back in, go back in,” and the dwarfs went back into the pumpkin. Then he took the
pumpkin and went straight to the blacksmith’s shop.
“Usta, why won’t you give me my donkey?”
“Get out, you crazy coward, what donkey?”
“Usta, are you going to give me my donkey or not?”
“Get out, you crazy coward, what donkey?”
“In that case, the fault is not on me, Usta. Come out of that pumpkin and hit that Usta’s head.”
Gentlemen, the dwarfs came out of the pumpkin and began to thrash Usta until he couldn’t stand it anymore. (I
would wish such a beating on the head of my enemy.)
“Please, crazy one, stop it! In my barn is your donkey. Take it, it’s yours, and save my soul.” Usta brought the
donkey and the crazy son said, “Go back in, go back in,” and the dwarfs returned to the pumpkin. He took the
donkey, laughing and playing, and came to the Padishah’s palace. He went inside:
“My Padishah, will you give me that tablecloth of mine or not?” The Padishah said,
“You crazy coward, get out of here before I chop up your soul!” The crazy son said,
“Come out of that pumpkin and hit the Padishah’s head.”
Gentlemen, the dwarfs surrounded the Padishah and beat him until he couldn’t take any more. (Would you dare
do such an injustice?) They began to give the fellow such a beating, that if he didn’t return the tablecloth, he
would surely die. At once, he called to his men and they brought the tablecloth and gave it to the crazy son. The
crazy son draped the tablecloth over his arm, put his pumpkin under his arm, settled himself comfortably on his
donkey, and you would have thought that he was a Kurd with five goats.\fn{ A note reads: The Kurds are generally so poor
that when they have five goats they think themselves wealthy. There is a Turkish saying: “Beş keçili Kürd gibi kurulmak,” “To be proud as
a Kurd with five goats,” i.e., “To give oneself airs.”}

When he said “Whoa,” the donkey poured out gold pieces. When he said “Open, tablecloth,” a thousand and
one kinds of food appeared. It was enough for the crazy son, and for the smart son, and for you, and for me. Thus
did the brother attain his desires.
36.10 The Guest Of God\fn{by Resat Nurı Günetekin (1889-1956)} Instanbul, Istanbul Province, Turkey (M) 8
As they were drinking their evening coffee beside the charcoal brazier the street doorbell started to ring
urgently. Hadji Ali Efendi smiled with pleasure.
“That’s our tenant’s ring. He must have brought money.”
His mother-in-law pursed her lips. If in her wildest dreams, the tenant had brought money before the 20 th of the
month she would have ascribed it to an ill omen.
Müzeyyen, leaning against the lattice of the bay window, was trying to see who it was who was ringing.
“Father, he seems to be a man wearing a turban,” she said.
Hadji Ali Efendi was surprised.
“Who could a man wearing a turban be, I wonder? I hope it’s not a beggar. Go and tell Elif abla.”
Elif abla was the cook. Since she was rather deaf she always had to be told from upstairs when the doorbell
rang.
At the door there ensued a long argument. Whoever it was had not, it seemed, been able to explain to Elif abla
what he wanted. Hadji Ali Efendi put on his slippers and went to the head of the stairs, calling:
“Who is it Elif abla? What’s going on? You’ve been chatting at the door for the last hour!”
“It’s a man looking like a religious zealot,” she replied.
“Hadji Hafiz he says, or something like that—I can’t understand!”
“Be quiet, don’t shout … may Allah give you your just deserts. The fellow will hear,” exclaimed Hadji Efendi,
and he went downstairs.
The man who had just arrived was a religious zealot with a puffy face, a squint, a thin, sparse beard and thin
bandy legs. On his back he wore a yellow robe, and there was a saddle-bag on his shoulder.
“Hullo there mullah: who are you looking for?”
The holy man gave no answer. He merely with a deprecatory expression took Hadji Ali Efendi’s hand, kissed it
twice and put it to his forehead.
“Mullah, who are you? I don’t know you.”
The holy man grinned bashfully.
“Your spiritual child, your adopted son in the place of a real son, your humble servant, Hanz Ilyas.”
Hadji Ali Efendi scratched his head; he could by no means recall having such a spiritual son. The holy man,
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biting his fingers in his embarrassment, was attempting to explain:
“You remember you had a humble well-wisher, Hadji Hafız Yunus, in Muğla. The one who passed away last
year!”
“I remember Hadji Hafiz from Muğla. He was a holy man. But it is almost five or six years since he died.
Maybe more …”
“Well maybe so. Those are past days. 1 don’t remember exactly. Well you see your well-wisher was thus more
or less, as 1 was saying, for that reason, sir, my benefactor.”
Hadji Ali Efendi raised his thick eyebrows.
“I don’t understand anything of this deduction hanz! Because Hadji hanz died why do I become your adopted
father?”
“Well because your humble servant is his son, Hanz Ilyas.”
Ali Efendi’s expression suddenly cleared and he said with pleasure:
“Ah, in that respect … The deceased always used to mention his son Ilyas. So you are Ilyas Efendi! I’m very
pleased. Come along. Come along in, hanz.”
Hanz Ilyas took off his shoes outside the door, and left his saddle-bag and his umbrella behind the door. In the
wake of his host, timidly, he entered the adjoining guest room. While Hadji Ali Efendi was ordering a brazier,
coffee and tobacco in a 1oud voice from the bottom of the stairs, Hanz Efendi was gazing in wonder at the mirror
and console tables, at the calligraphic inscriptions and the postcards hanging on the wall, at the shelves with crenelated edges made from colored paper and decorated with carvings, and at the cuckoo clock, and as though
frightened by all this splendor and embellishment was looking for a comer in which to hide himself.
In spite of Hadji Ali’s insistence he couldn’t muster the courage to sit on the couch with the yellow woven
cover. Kneeling down on a mattress beside the door, he said:
“Humility is a sign of grace. You see we are men who studied in religious seminaries.”
Hadji Ali Efendi remembered the words spoken against professors of theology two days ago at the municipal
council meeting. Since those in opposition, the most prominent members, were the boldest and most talkative, he
had there been able to find no answer to give.
“Damned fellows. You know how to throw one leg over the other and chirrup in front of men the age of your
grandfathers! Come and see with your own eyes. Which of you has the manners of a man educated at a religious
seminary?”
Hadji Ali Efendi was a member of one of Bursa’s oldest and largest families. In his childhood his father’s
house was conducted like a government palace. At every Ramadan eight or ten religious teachers were guests of
the house, and in the kitchen pairs of big cauldrons boiled night and day. Hadji Ali Efendi had known Hadji Hanz
from that time. He had held a very important position in the house. He used to come every year before Ramadan
and after Kurban Bayram he would return to his own home. After the death of Hadji Ali Efendi’s father the
household was dispersed. Nevertheless those were still good days. With a small amount of money it was possible
to live like a sultan. Thus Hadji Ali Efendi’s door still remained open to this old friend of his father’s.
Hadji Hafiz was a holy man. His breath had strong powers of healing. Indeed there were many people in Bursa
who even believed that he had miraculous powers. As a result of being paralyzed ten years previously he had been
unable to leave Mugta, and had died some six or seven years ago. This Hanz Ilyas, then, was the worthy son
whom he had never ceased talking about.
On learning who it was who had come, the mother-in-law, Kudsiye Hamm. donned her mantle and descended
the stairs. At seeing a woman the hanz was more embarrased than ever. His puffy face changed color, and sitting
as though at prayer, with his hands on his knees and his eyes in front of him, without moving his head, he made
unintelligible replies full of such words as:
“Well, as though … as the saying goes … by the grace of power … by the hand of God!”
Kudsiye hamm leant forward and murmured in her son- in-law’s ear:
“Upon my word, we don’t see such modesty even in our girls these days. I really said pardon.”
The thing that Kudsiye hamm wanted to find out was whether Hadji Hanz had passed on his healing breath to
his son before he died. She inquired with interest:
The hanz affirmed this with a movement of his head.
“Well you see my late blessed father—was it three days before his decease, or one month? Well, as though he
knew that he was going to depart this life, he seated your humble servant in front of him. Then the old man spat
three times into my mouth and gave me his breath. So supposedly in his place I have his power of “breath.”
“I am pleased Hanz efendi, my son. Now, although it may be some trouble for you, you can heal my
rheumatism with your breath,” remarked Kudsiye hamm.
Hadji Ali Efendi, after obtaining considerable information concerning how Hadji Hanz had spent his last years,
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his death, and how after he died divine light had descended in showers upon him, inquired:
“Well and where are you going to, like this, hanz?”
In Mugla, it seemed, the cost of living had increased a great deal, and he was going to Istanbul to find work.
Only he was very much ashamed that he had not been able to visit his benefactor for so many years. Therefore on
his way to Istanbul he had wanted to kiss his hand and obtain a prayer for his good fortune. Munificence and
miracles both came from the same source. Therefore his benefactor must look with indulgence on his faithlessness.
Hadji Ali Efendi knew this. Only he could not at all understand how Bursa could reasonably be a calling-place
between Mugla and Istanbul.
On the road Hafiz Ilyas had, it seemed, experienced much trouble and, fasting as he was, had spent a full three
hours searching for his benefactor’s hourse at Setba~I.
On hearing the word “fasting” Hadji Ali Efendi shot up:
“Is this true, what you are saying, hanz, what fasting is this?” he asked.
“You see my late father as it were, laid this command upon me: ‘If you don’t fast two days a week, well then
may my ten fingers be on your throat,’” was the reply.
*
The next morning at prayertime the household was awakened by the sound of a penetrating voice. Underneath
the trellis in the garden, seated on a piece of rug which had been fol1gotten outside, Hanz Ilyas was chanting from
the Qu’ran.
In her bed Kudsiye hamm smiled with pleasure.
“Oh!” said she. “Today I understood that I was a Moslem. One feels oneself to be at the Kaba in Mecca.”
But Müzeyyen, who slept in the same room as her grandmother, was cross. This round, lazy young lady loved
to sleep. Sulky and sleepy, rubbing her eyes, she started to complain:
“Yes, but grandmother he’s ruined my sleep. Besides, my goodness, what an ugly voice! Like the voice of a
buffalo!”
Kudsiye hamm was shocked.
“Be quiet! Ask forgiveness, you silly girl … fancy saying such a thing of the Qu’ran!”
That morning not only the members of the household but the neighbors too were awakened by this sharp voice.
In the neighboring house an elderly retired major who had come there for his summer holiday could not at once
make out where the voice came from. Pushing open the window he shouted:
“Who is this beggar at this hour of the morning? Did your throat’s cock crow, you confounded fellow!”
That day the hanz didn’t get up until evening from under the trellis; he sat, stretched out, lay down, slept, got
up again, knelt, squatted. But save only for when he prayed he never once rose to his feet. Since the pump was
some distance away he probably thought it permissable to make his ablutions without water.
Hanz Ilyas ate four meals that day. Because of his bashfulness he did not ask openly for food.
“Be sure to let no one see. Let me get my rucksack. You see there’s some dry bread inside it.”
In that way he explained his purpose by insinuation.
In the house of a man of such illustrious descent as Hadji Ali a visitor was not, surely, going to eat his own
bread. Kudsiye hamm prepared trays for Hanz Efendi with her own hands.
*
Two days, five days, a week passed. No sign was seen of any preparation on the part of the hanz. The name
Istanbul was never mentioned by him now, and he had completely settled himself in the garden. Again he slept,
prayed and ate every day underneath the trellis. The neighborhood was awakened at an unearthly hour by his
sharp voice that had never known malaria. Hadji Ali Efendi was angered by this, but he couldn’t bring himself to
say anything against the word of God.
The hanz had now begun to chant by day. He passed from the Qu’ran to canticles, from canticles to odes.
Finally he got as far as the song Your black eyes will kill me. There was only one way to ma,ke him be quiet. That
was for one of the household to go out into the garden. Then he would immediately become embarrassed and
would get red in the face. He would sink on his knees on the straw mat in his socks so hardened by dirt that they
resembled leather, and lower his squinting eyes.
There was never any lack of visitors and guests now. There were ill-dressed religious zealots who came to see
him. Worse still, it had got about that Hadji Hanz was inheritor of the healing breath. Every day from near and far
a few sick people would be brought for him to breathe on.
His standing in the house had fallen considerably. His bed had been moved down from the guest room to the
space outside the bathroom.
Hadji Ali Efendi now seldom had any conversation with him. In order not to hurt his feelings, not to make a
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cutting remark, he tried to refrain from looking at him. But every time he spoke to him he made some pointed
remark about the difficulty of making ends meet or about his relatives who were shortly going to arrive from
abroad.
While listening to these words the hanz would meekly bow his head and would bring his host to the point of
regretting what he had said and what he was going to say.
Each time Hadji Ali Efendi would say with a feeling of relief, “This time he understood. Tomorrow he’ll
leave,” but the following day, on seeing no signs of preparation on the part of the hanz, he would start to seek for
fresh measures.
*
One day the following conversation passed between them.
Hadji Ali: “Hanz, you suffer from seasickness, do you not? On Sunday the ship Nilüfer is leaving for Istanbul.
She’s very comfortable. A voyage on the other ships is terrible. May God forbid!”
“You mean the one that goes every Sunday …”
“After this Sunday they’re going to withdraw her for repairs. The newspaper wrote it …”
“Well a day will come certainly. Repairs come to an end. With God’s permission …”
His host without answering a word, angrily mounted the stairs. His mother-in-law, who was standing at the top
of the stairs, reproached him:
“My son, you are openly throwing him out, God’s poor lonely one.”
“Leave off, mother. Don’t you upset me too.”
“Is it fitting for a man who comes from a noble family such as yours? He sought refuge at your door … he
called you father!”
“Mother, believe me, it’s not that I don’t feel sorry for him. When he bows his head like that I feel sorry for
him too, but … it’s not lilke the old times … a person is unable to look after his own wife and children … just
show a little understanding of the case, my dear … it’s really hard on me …”
“Really, my son … the amount that a man like that eats isn’t going to ruin you!”
“What are you talking about, mother! There’s a famous proverb: ‘Four bullocks don’t eat as much as one religious zealot.’ There was a command of his father’s, you remember: ‘Fast two days a week!’ Don’t talk to me about
him for heaven’s sake! You’ll make me commit a sin … even if he was a man’s own son he’d be insupportable.”
“But a man’s own son would not. have held his father in such esteem. Think, a grown, bearded man … he even
refrained from smoking in your presence.”
“I’ve started to get particularly angry with him. Wherever he finds tobacco in the house he simply helps
himself to it. The room where he sleeps reeks like a stovepipe. Then when I go into the room he hides his
cigarette. The other day he threw one behind his pillow. He was nearly going to burn my house down. I’ve had
enough of this sort of respect and veneration … all the nonsense he stirs up in the kitchen.”
In fact for some little time it hadn’t done to leave the kitchen empty. Hanz Ilyas’ hands were in everything,
down to the basin of washing-up water. On the other hand the fault was not his. The cook would pretend not to
understand what he was hinting at in great detail, and would push his bag in front of him. Was it fitting to behave
thus to a guest of God?
*
Hadji Ali Efendi liked very much to work in his garden. But apart from the Friday holiday he had no other day
for this. In one part of the garden he sometimes used to grow choice lettuces with his own hand.
One Friday morning as he was going there with his watering can in his hand he stopped stock still in
amazement and horror. That part of the garden looked as though a storm had passed over it. He at once called Elif
abla. Pointing with his finger to a broken place in the fence he began to shout:
“Elif abla, the neighbor’s cattle have been here! Were you blind?”
“Sir, how could cattle get through a little place like that? The visitor must have eaten them.”
“My God, you don’t say so! It’s not possible!”
“Well cattle certainly didn’t climb the trees.”
Hadji Ali Efendi lifted his head. Of the unripe fruit on the trees not one remained. His host advanced upon the
hanz. But he, sensing the storm, immediately fell to his prayers. Hadji Ali Efendi could not say anything to a man
whose face was turned toward the grace of God. But unable to overcome his rage he shouted at the top of his
voice:
“Were you blind, woman? Cattle break into the garden and you are not aware of it? Just let me catch tbat beast.
By God I’ll knock his teeth out one by one with a stick!”
That day Hadji Ali circled round Hanz for hours. But Hanz Ilyas, obeying who knows what command of his
father, peformed the act of prayer hundreds of times without ever giving the final salutation.
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Hadji Ali could no longer remain in the house. Putting on his fur cloalk over his gown, he waited to rush out
into the street. But he could in no way put his rubbers on over his shoes. Taking the rubber into his hand the
owner of the house examined the inside. An enormous piece of paper had been stuffed inside the toe. In
astonishment he opened the paper. On it, in atrocious writing and with spelling which was even worse, like an ant
prayer, something quite incomprehensible was written.
While Hadji Ali Efendi put on his spectacles and endeavoured to read it the women cried:
“Without doubt it must be a spell!”
Kudsiye hamm, shaking her head portentously, remarked:
“It was done deliberately, my son-in-law has become so irascible. He is continually trying to send the guest of
God away.”
The paper was not a spell, it was a petition from the hanz to his benefactor. After a long, incomprehensible
prayer, he requested money for the barber and the public baths.
“This is a divine jest. It’s a mystery,” muttered his host, and extended two quarters to his mother-in-law. Then
he went out, muttering to himself.
“Well of course it would be like that. When he’s taken everything we have why should one refuse him bath
money?
*
Of late the hanz had developed another bad habit. He would silently roam round the house prying into one
thing after another. Indeed one day Elif abla saw him watching Müzeyyen through the keyhole. This occurrence
really left a very unpleasant taste. Müzeyyen started to scream.
“I swear to goodness my life isn’t safe! I’ll run away!”
Kudsiye hamm calmed her down with words such as:
“Look, those types of men are simple innocents. My dear girl, if he’d known you were in the room would he
ever have done such a thing? A grown-up, bearded man! If you went beside him even there’d be nothing to worry
about. Are you going to make me throw out the guest of God and put us to shame before everyone?”
Three days after this event, at evening prayertime, the wife of the district Imam came. Hayriye hamm appeared
upset and angry.
“Look has Hadji Ali Efendi gone into his dotage, has he gone out of his mind. What is this? Isn’t it a shame for
such a lovely girl?!” she cried.
“Why, hallo—what happened?” demanded Kudsiye hamm. “You frightened us as well?”
“What indeed! He’s going to give my adopted daughter to that zealot!”
“No, Müzeyyen? May heaven preserve me!”
“Only just now the zealot came to talk to my husband. I listened from the door. ‘Hadji Efendi is going to give
his daughter to me. I heard it the other night with my own ears. For the love of God act as my father. Talk with
Hadji Efendi,’ he was begging my husband.”
A wailing broke out in the house as though there was a funeral.
“Wretch! Now he’s got.his eye on my little daughter!” shrieked Sahure hamm.
“Wait, for heaven’s sake, let’s wait and see! Is there truth in it or not?” Kudsiye hamm was protesting.
Müzcyyen had turned purple. The tears flowed from her eyes like rain, and while her fat body rolled on the floor,
she tore her hair.
“Oh what a shame! I’ll take a job as a servant and not stay in this house. My pride is hurt. I’m degraded! What
a shame for my laces, my embroidery frames, my lute—”
“Goodness me, how could such a thing be? Besides, a thousand people want one girl,” Kudsiye hamm started
to say. The mother and daughter turned fiercely on the grandmother.
“Are you still talking? You who were the cause of everything! You’ve put us to shame!” they started to scream.
The fact of the matter was this.
One evening a quarrel had taken place between Kudsiye hamm and her son-in-law about Hanz Ilyas. Hadji
Efendi had grumbled: “Since you set such store by this bigot we might as well give the girl to him too!”
How was it that the hanz, who remained completely deaf to the storms that broke out in the house and to the
harsh words which Hadji Ali Efendi shouted at the top of his voice, had heard this conversation?
The ladies assuaged their excitement with the minted drinks which Elif abla brought. Then, in a calmer frame
of mind, they began to think what was to be done. If they were to inform Hadji Ali Efendi about this matter, there
could be no doubt that he would throw the guest of God out into the street with a good beating. The reputation of
a noble family would have been tarnished all because of the stupid behavior of a zealot. But henceforth it was
impossible to keep him in the house. They decided to find a means, very dexterously, of getting rid of him.
*
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That day the Imam sent the hanz off with a flea in his ear; but the visitor refused to give up hope with respect
to the daughter of the house. The entire day he spent under the trellis reading strange odes, and couplets taken
from the stories of Arzu and Kamber, Kofoglu and Ayvaz. Indeed he sometimes went so far as to write and read
poems on the lines of:
Oh sharp-browed, hazel-eyed beauty
Let me annoint your throat with sweet ointments.

One day he tried to present his benefactor’s daughter with a packet of sweets made with chick-peas, another
day with a greenbound copy of Ferhad and Shirin. But his presents came back to him. This refusal did not cause
the hanz to lose hope.
“The girls of today are like that. It should be something pertaining to adornment,” he thought.
Two days later he sent a green ribbon. But Müzeyyen hanlill threw this back at him too. That evening one of
the neighbors gave the following piece of news:
“Yesterday at the funeral of Huriye hamm’s daughter your guest Hanz was also reading verses from the Qu’ran.
Aftee the burial he took all the ribbons that had been on the coffin!”
*
One evening the women informed Hadji Ali Efendi in great trepidation that the hanz had a visitor in the
garden. That day he had brought an ill and hungry zealot whom he had found in the street.
Hadji Ali Efendi neither grew angry nor shouted. He merely opened his hands and raising his eyes to heaven
with a martyred air exclaimed:
“Oh most merciful God! You must surely be testing my patience like the prophet Job?”
Then he called Kudsiye hamm to him:
“Mother I have found work for the hanz in Istanbul. I shall receive a definite reply tomorrow. Until today I
have put up with everything. Let’s be patient for another three days. Patience conquers all. Let us not put
ourselves to shame in the eyes of Bursa. But I utterly refuse to accept a stranger in my house. Give them these
three coins. They can stay at an inn or at the public baths or wherever they please.
Five minutes later the door opened and closed. Just as the owner of the house was saying, “Thanks be to God,”
Elif appeared. She announced that Hanz Ilyas had sent away his visitor but that he was downstairs.
The hanz had put the money in his pocket and then saying, “Come along my friend; you find your own
solution! It can’t be helped. My benefactor doesn’t want you,” had turned him out of doors. Kudsiye hamm, from
the top of the stairs, called to him:
“Why Hanz! What have you done with the sick man?”
“Well you see I couldn’t leave my patron for a stranger.”
“You could have given him the money at least!”
“It would be a sin to give money to a stranger when my master has his own poor dependent. The Almighty
would not look with favor on such an action.”
*
Three days later Hanz was due to set out. Upon Hadji Ali Efendi’s insistence the deputy for Bursa had found
him work in Istanbul. His host, in order to see his happiness with his own eyes, accompanied him as far as
Demirtas station. He bought the train and boat tickets with his own hand. He filled Hanz’ satchel with bread and
fruit.
Hanz was not happy aloout this job. But of course he could not go against his benefactor’s command. A great
weight had been lifted off Ali Efendi. Counting that day as one of rejoicing, he did not go to work. He had a good
nap in his house.
But his troubles were not yet over. From a neighbor who returned by the evening service from Mudanya he
received a terrible piece of news. The neighbor had seen Hanz at the landing-stage. Shouting at the top of his
voice he had been trying to sell his boat ticket.
“Come, children, get ready,” said Hadji Ali Efendi. “We’re going to Aziz Efendi hot springs at Gekirge. And if
that damned fellow comes back he can just give up hope and go to hell!”
Early next morning they gave Elif strict instructions. They warned her that if Hanc should come she was on no
account to open the door, but was to say that her master and mistresses had gone away to Karacabey. Then,
loading their bundles into the carriage they set off for Gekirge.
Evening prayers had been said and the nightwatchmen had started to patrol the streets. The hanz had been
ringing the doorbell for the past three hours, placing his lips to the keyhole and imploring:
“Elif abla! Let me love your eyes—let me lick the soles of your feet—let me lie on one corner of the stone
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floor downstairs. Tomorrow morning I’ll leave and go!”
He prayed beggars’ prayers interspersed with words in Arabic. The woman had a bold face but she was quite
soft-hearted. Moreover she had a son who was a hanz too and who existed who knows where, living in poverty at
whose door. For this reason she could hold out no longer and having made him swear that he would leave next
morning, she opened the door.
Elif abla was mending beside the night-lamp down in the basement. She seated him opposite her. In return for
the goodness which she had done him, she made him quietly sing a few hymns. She made him listen to some of
her former grievances.
While Elif abla was recounting these in heavy tones, the hanz was regarding her with an intent expression in
his squinting eyes. Then, without saying a word, he suddenly hurled himself at the woman’s throat. They both
rolled over. Elif didn’t understand what had happened to her. She thought the hanz had suddenly gone mad and
was going to strangle her and she wanted to scream.
But no—he, with the appetite of a hungry donkey which breaks into a field of clover, was gnawing at the
woman’s cheeks and face and was tearing her flesh with his fingers. Elif, however, was a strong, powerful
woman. She too caught hold of the hanz. As though she were beating washing on the banks of the stream, she
rained blows on his face with her big hands and made his shaven head sing.
For a time they rolled on the floor, now one on top and now the other. The basement furniture was in
confusion, the lamps were overturned and went out. In the darkness—the heat of the battle gained in ferocity with
every passing minute. The sound of blows was mingled with threats like:
“You crazy fool—I’ll rip your bowels for you!”
and at times lovelorn entreaties:
“Oh my milk pudding throat, my pie-face … have pity on a poor wanderer!”
The hanz possessed an unexpected strength in his spindly body. Whereas Elif albla, apart from the hanz, was
struggling with a secret enemy which caused het heart to melt and her strength to ebb away. At last the sound of
kisses overwhelmed the sound of blows. In the darkness Elif abla’s intermittent voice gradually ceased entirely:
*
“Why what chance! I thought you were at Karacabey.”
“No we have been at Gekirge for four days. We’re just resting for a while. Where did you hear that we were at
Karacabey?
“I called at your house the other day for something. The door was opened by a hanz—”
“What! A hanz opened the door? The door of my house? There must be a mistake.”
“Allah, Allah! Whatever next. As if I didn’t know your house!”
“Why, the villain—the scoundrel!”
“Well, really!”
“I beg your pardon … I’m not referring to you.”
Choking with rage Hadji Ali Efendi hurried to his room. He dressed, scattering foul curses and mixing up his
belongings, while his wife and mother-in-law endeavored to soothe him and dissuade him from his intention. But
this was impossible. They dared not let Hadji Efendi go alone in that distraught state. Kudsiye hamm, hurriedly
donning her wrap, followed behind him.
By the time they reached Setba~l it was quite dark.
“Mother, let us not openly ring the doorbell. Let us enter the garden through the wooden fence.”
“Goodness my son. I’m terrified lest you cause some accident.”
“What accident? I’m going to throw the zealot out. And Elif likewise. Let her learn what it means to be
disobedient to me!”
Coming round by a back street they entered the garden. From the open window of one of the upper rooms a
bright light flooded down into the garden. Drawing themselves back into a dark corner they started to wait. Two
minutes had not gone by when they heard Hanz’ voice:
“Let me love your eyes, my honey cheeks! Make a grapejuice drink and bring it. Let us drink to the souls of
the dead.”
A little later the garden gate opened. Elif, with a nightlamp in one hand and a bowl in the other, went into the
kitchen. Hanz now started an ode interpolated with words like: “Grape, pomegranate, olive, smell, to bite.” This
was a good opportunity. Hadji Ali, signing to his mother-in-law not to make a sound, slipped unseen through the
door which Elif had left open. At every couplet the hanz stopped, and leaning from the window called down to the
kitchen:
“Oh my apple-cheeked one! Why are you so long? Do you want to ravage my heart? Let me be your sacrifice!”
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From time to time he called to Elif with lovelorn entreaties, to which she from the kitchen replied:
“Don’t burst! Crazy one.”
While just starting a new couplet, which began: “Oh my beloved—” the time and rhythm of the voice suddenly
changed. “Oh my beloved” was followed by a terrible “Oh Allah!” Kudsiye hamm suddenly heard the cracking of
vines in the trellis. Subsequently, behind the hanz, she saw Hadji Ali’s pink fox fur fall to the ground like a bundle
of rags.
The neighborhood remained in a state of excitement and alarm until morning. As the hanz was being carried on
a stretcher to the police station, on all sides from the windows could be heard the cracked voices of old women
uttering condemnation and curses:
“My God, what we have lived to see! Is this the way to behave to a guest of God? He’s not a hadji, he’s a
curse! A cursed priest!”
After turning Elif out into the street with her bundle, Hadji Ali Efendi locked the door. Then he went back to
Çekirge.
Early the following morning the women returned home. Hadji Ali Efendi that morning refused to get out of.
bed, and when the women insisted:
“I swear to God that I will this moment throw you one by one out of the window!” he threatened.
Towards noon there was a commotion in the street. 1n the centre of a huge crowd a stretcher was being
brought. In front were a big, moustached policeman and the local imam. The imam rang Hadji Ali Efendi’s door
and called the first lady of the bouse.
“Sister Kudsiye hamm, last night the master’s hand was the cause of an accident. The hanz’ leg was broken
and this is going to cause you a lot of trouble. We have lived here like brothers for forty years. Neighbor means
brother. Heaven forbid that this business get into the law courts. I went to the police station together with all the
neighbors. I interceded on behalf of Hadji Efendi. The hanz is not going to take the matter to court. The police
will take no further proceedings. But this poor fellow is left with a broken leg. He needs treatment. According to
the saying: ‘He who kills a dog must drag it away,’ Hadji Efendi should look after him. Open the door and let us
put the hanz inside.”
Kudsiye hamm did her best to argue. But there was nothing else to do d@ne. Inevitably they opened the door
and took the hanz into the house.
*
A letter from Hadji Ali Efendi to Sahure hamm:
My beloved wife,
I have heard that the hanz has been brought to the house for treatment. I am leaving tomorrow, in the morning, for
Bandlrma. There is a municipal accountantship vacant there.
If the post has not been filled, God willing, I shall apply for it.
As to the causes of my not returning home, first of all we have ruined the reputation which my family has held for
so many years. How am I to face the neighborhood?
Secondly, when I see that traitor in my house I shall see red again and commit some other rash action. In other
words I shall either break some part of him that cannot be mended and they will make me support him and feed him for
the rest of my life, or else I will kill him. I shall be rejected and a villain in the eyes of God and man. I shall have no
place either in this world or the next.
Thirdly; this I cannot bring myself to say. I wish that God had laid both you and me on the benches where they wash
bodies rather than that such a thing should befall us. But what is done cannot be undone and there’s no help for it. Oh,
my beloved wife of thirty-five years—may you be blessed by God and by man. Never have I seen anything but good in
you. But last night, after what happened, in my anger these words escape me:
“If this fellow enters my house again—my wife and I are divorced”—I said.
From the minute when the zealot entered our house you are considered as my divorced wife. God willing, when you
follow me to Bandlrma, it will be necessary to undergo a re-marriage. You will, of course, be as sorry as I am that such
a thing should happen to us after all these years. But supposing, God forbid, that an even more serious vow had escaped
my lips. Supposing that I had said, “an irrevocable divorce,” as the condition. Would I, at this age, have had to hand
you over to a paid husband? I am sure that that wretch who has destroyed my hearth and home would not have been
sorry when he heard it. Lowering those confounded squinting eyes of his to the ground he would even have said: “Well
why search for a paid husband and spend your money for nothing—I would do anything for my benefactor.”
Now, to come to the belongings which you will send me, they are in the top drawer of our green trunk.

115.59 The Flax Plant: A Folktale\fn{by Mrs.Takoohi Papazian (1892-

)}

Istanbul, Istanbul Province, Turkey (F) -1

Once upon a time there was a poor widow who lived alone with her son. She worked for many years to support
her son and make a comfortable and happy home for him.
As time passed he grew to manhood and had a desire to marry. He met a girl of a fine respectable family. They
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were married and lived with his mother.
Soon the bride wished to get rid of her mother-in-law. When she told her husband of this he would not listen to
her. But she became so persistent that he consented. So one day he led his mother into the woods, placed her upon
a table, and stated a fire beneath it.
After his mother’s body was burned he scattered the ashes and left the woods. But on his way home he
stumbled over a rock and fell. His mother seeing this cried out,
“O, my dear son, are you hurt?”
He felt a spirit upon him and realized that his mother meant more to him than any wife could ever mean to
him. As he was crying over his terrible deed he prayed that he would be punished and that he should never return
to his wife.
His prayer was answered and he was transformed into a flax plant. This plant is what the women pick and beat
upon rocks to make linen. In this way the punishment for the killing of a mother was accomplished.\fn{ Mrs.
Papazian explained that flax when it is beaten gives forth a peculiar sound suggestive of the moaning or crying of a man.}
108.84 1. Behlül Dane And The Worshipers At The Mosque 2. Azrail Delayed Two Years By The Will Of Allah:
Two Folktales\fn{told by Sadik Erol (c.1895?- )} Pazar, Bolu Province, Turkey (M) 2
1
One day Harun Resit said to Behlül Dane,
“Behlül, a son was born to me today, and I wish to give a banquet in his honor. I want you to go to the mosque
and bring back all the faithful praying there.” A great feast was prepared.
Behlül Dane went to the mosque at prayer time, but he saw that most of the people were already leaving. Of
those remaining in the mosque, only one was praying seriously. (Behlül knew this because he could read minds.)
When this one worshiper arose and slowly began to leave, Behlül stopped him.
“What is the matter, Behlül?” asked the man. (This man knew that Behlül was somewhat odd.) Behlül replied,
“You are wanted by Harun Resit. He has prepared a great banquet.”
“What does he want of me at a banquet?” asked the man. “I am only a poor old man.”
“No, no, he wants you,” answered Behlül, and he took the man along with him, the two walking together.
Harun Resit awaited the guests for the banquet, expecting that Behlül Dane would bring the entire
congregation. But now he saw that Behlül was bringing only one man to the palace, and he thought,
“This fool has again done something stupid! Here he comes again with but one man when I asked him to bring
the whole congregation.” Then to Behlul he said, “What is this?” when Behlül reached the palace.
“Do not be angry,” said Behlül Dane.
“What did I tell you to do?” demanded Harun.
“I have done what you told me to do.”
“But what was it that I told you to do?” insisted Harun.
“Did you not tell me to bring from the mosque all the faithful who were praying there?”
“Yes, and where are the others?” asked Harun.
“The rest were not praying as the faithful should. This man was the only one doing that. The others had their
thoughts elsewhere.”
Harun Resit accepted this explanation of his brother and said that he was right.
2
Once there was a man who was so poor that his life was filled with nothing but misery. One day his wife said
to him,
“How long will this miserable way of living continue? We are always half hungry, half satisfied. How long can
we endure this?” Her husband replied,
“What can I do? I keep trying harder and harder and I keep praising Allah, but neither of these efforts brings
any good result.”
“If that is the case,” said the wife, “then why don’t you try your luck elsewhere? Travel from place to place,
seeing the world, and demand subsistence from Allah as you go.”
His wife was a shrewd woman. Taking his wife’s advice, the poor man set out from home on the following day.
He had not traveled very far before he met a stranger to whom he said,
“Selamunaleykum.”
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“Aleykumselam,”\fn{“May peace be unto you./And may peace be unto you too;” a standard exchange, especially between Muslims
not previously acquainted—which, if not responded to, immediately places the greeter on his guard. } answered the stranger. “Where
are you going?”
“I am not really going anywhere. I am simply traveling in search of better fortune in life than I had at home. I
am so poor that I implore Allah every day for my subsistence.”
“I am doing the same,” said the stranger. “Do you happen to know how to read and write?”\fn{ The literacy rate in
Turkey in 2000AD was reported to be 82%.}
“Yes, I do.”
“Well, in such and such a country there is a widespread epidemic of illness which is carrying off hundreds of
people every day. Let us go to that land, for if you can read and write, you can read to them from the Qur’an, and
I can do my part. I have the ability to be visible only to those I choose. You can see me right now, but others
cannot. I also have the ability to identify those people who will live and those who will die.”
“You are very talented,” said the poor man. The stranger then said,
“Let us become friends and business partners in order to practice our skills together. I shall indicate to you
which patients will live and which will die. You can read a prayer to those who will survive, and then later you
can claim a fee for having saved them.”
“That sounds like a very good plan,” said the poor man.
They then went to the land where the epidemic was in progress, though by this time the number of deaths it
was causing had decreased somewhat. The disease had lost some of its force. Everywhere they went, the poor
man announced,
“I can cure patients by reading to them certain prayers from the Qur’an.”
The stranger was always with him, but because he was invisible to all but his partner, people saw only the poor
man. The partners had a set of signals. If the stranger went and stood at the foot of the sick person’s bed, it meant
that the patient would live. If he stood at the head of the bed, it meant that the patient would die.
Using this method, the poor man claimed to have cured many people. They collected numerous fees there, and
then they moved to some other place to which the epidemic had spread. The poor man would refuse to pray for a
patient if he saw his partner standing at the head of that person’s bed. He would say to those attending the patient,
“No, I cannot pray for him, for he is incurable.” But if the partner stood at the foot of the bed, the poor man
would say,
“Yes, I can cure him by praying for him.”
The partner of this poor man was actually Azrail,\fn{ The Angel of Death.} who knew, of course, who would live
and who would die. It would be some time later, however, before the poor man knew that he was working with
Azrail.
As a result of their combined efforts, the two of them earned a great amount of money. When they had
accumulated enough to live on for a long time, they decided to end their partnership. After they had made this
decision, they walked on until they reached a roadside fountain. There they took their ablutions\fn{ These are ritual
ablutions, and all mosque yards have water taps—usually called “fountains—for that purpose. Hands, elbows, face, mouth, nose, ears, and
feet must be washed three times before religious cleanliness is attained .} and said their prayers. Then they began to divide the

money between them. Azrail gave one piece of money to his friend and then took one for himself. He continued
doing this until only one coin was left. This he handed to the formerly poor man, saying,
“Friend, you take this extra one, for it was you who read the prayer from the Qur’an that supposedly brought
about the cure. This should belong to you.” But the other protested, saying,
“No! It was you who told me which patients would recover. They would have gotten well whether I had prayed
or not. That piece of money belongs to you.”
They argued so long about this that their conflict almost became a fight.
“I was simply a kind of assistant to you,” said Azrail. “You were a poor man, and Almighty Allah sent me to
assist you, for he saw your miserable living conditions. I am a helper and an angel.”
“What angel?”
“I am Azrail.”
“Allah, Allah! Is that how you knew who would die and who would live?”
“Yes, that is how I knew, and because I did know, you were able to earn all this money. I really have no right to
any of it, for I merely assisted you.”
“No, no! You must take some of it.”
“But I am an angel! What use would I have for money?”
Azrail then handed all of the money to the man. When they were about to part company, the man said,
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“Inasmuch as you are Azrail, you might be willing to tell me in advance the day upon which I am going to die.
If I know that ahead of time, I shall then be able to make appropriate disposal of my property.”
“I shall agree to that,” said Azrail. “But for now, good-bye.”
The man took all of the money and returned to his home, where he now began to live very comfortably. One
morning, however, he felt quite ill and remained in his bed. When he woke up, he saw Azrail standing at the head
of his bed.
“Well,” said the angel, “this is the time! So get ready!”
“What do you mean, ‘Get ready!’?” asked the man.
“I mean that I have come for you.”
“But we had an agreement about this,” said the man indignantly. “You were to come and warn me before I was
actually to die so that I could make preparations. I have at this time made no preparations.”
“I have given you ample warning already,” said Azrail.
“When did you do that?”
“Well, your father died, your mother died, your son died, and all your other relatives died. Since the day on
which we made our agreement, hundreds have died—in fact, hundreds of thousands have died. Were not these
deaths warnings to you? This is the way I warn and inform people. You also had headaches, toothaches, and other
pains, which should also have served as warnings to you.”
“Well, if that is the case, then I failed to understand them. What am I to do now?”
“You could make a petition to Allah,” said the angel.
“Well, then, you go and tell Allah that I shall take ablutions, repeat the Kulbuvallahi\fn{Perhaps the “Declaration of
God’s Unity” prayer is meant, found in chapter 112 of the Qur’an .} prayer three times and perform three rekats.\fn{A rekat is a
series of physical movements and gestures carried out during prayers, the number of which vary with the particular service of which they
are a part, and during which a considerable amount of energy is expended .} Then let Him take my life.”

Azrail left and reported this appeal to Allah, who granted the man’s request. Returning, Azrail said,
“Your request has been granted. Now take your ablutions, perform your rekats, and repeat the Kulhuvallahi
three times.”
The man went to the fountain and took his ablutions. He then performed three rekats and followed the required
procedure for repenting of one’s sins. He then began to pray, saying, “Kulbuvallabi abad …”\fn{A note reads: “This
is the Arabic given by the narrator.}
“Go on! Why don’t you say the rest of it?” said Azrail.
“Did not Allah permit me to repeat this prayer to the end?”
“Yes, He did,” said Azrail, “and He would not change His mind.”
“Very well, then,” said the man.
He departed from Azrail and lived for another year. On exactly the same day of the following year, Azrail
appeared again.
“Come on! Get up!” he said to the man.
“All right,” said the man. He arose, took his ablutions, performed three rekats, and expressed repentance for
his sins. Then he uttered the rest of the first line of the Kulhuvallahi prayer: “Allahu samed.”
“What about the rest of the prayer?”
“I shall repeat that later. That was permitted by Allah, and He will not change His mind.”
“All right,” said Azrail, and he left.
Precisely a year later the angel appeared again and said, “Come on!”
Exactly as in the two previous visits of Azrail, the man took his ablutions, performed three rekats, and stated
his repentance. Then he repeated the prayer:
“Emyelid ve lem yuled ve lem yekunlehu kuhuven ahad.”
Although the man tried hard to stop somewhere in this last sentence of the prayer, he could not do so. Allah did
not permit him to do so, for now his time had ended. Azrail said,
“Almighty Allah allowed you an extension of two years. I thought that I could take your life the first time I
appeared to you here, but He extended it. One’s life cannot be taken until the exact time—in fact, the exact hour—
has arrived. Your time to die has now arrived.”
“I surrender myself,” the man said.
Azrail then took that man's soul, and thus the angel performed his duty.
108.87 The Hot Feet Of Harun Resit: A Folktale\fn{told by Idris Okan (c.1895?Province, Turkey (M) -1
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)}

Belekçe Han Kavagi, Yozgat

One day Harun said to his brother,
“Come, let us divide all of this property. We have enough goods.”
“Let us have a rehearsal about all these goods before I take any of them,” said Behlül. “Let us divide them
after that.”
There was a large pile of wood before the house. He lighted the pile of wood and placed a saç\fn{A large piece of
sheet iron, slightly convex, a griddle upon which yufka (a thin, unleavened bread) is baked.} over the flames. Then he said to his
brother,
“You stand on that iron barefoot and then enumerate all your belongings by name, saying, ‘My ox, my goat,
my sheep, my cattle.’” Harun ar-Rashid answered,
“Brother, how can one enumerate all these things? It has become red-hot.” Behlül said,
“This was washed in forty degel,\fn{An unknown word; but what is to be understood is that the iron has been fortified against
evil by being washed, rinsed, or otherwise acted upon 40 times, “forty” being a magic number .} and this fire was cooled in the
Kevser River.\fn{One of the rivers of Paradise .} The fire of hell is more fearsome than this one. How will you be able
to enumerate your property there? Then there will also be questions about each thing and punishments declared
for each sin. There will also be discussed the matter of those you let go hungry and of those whom you have
beaten. You must also answer for these things. How are you going to do all of that there?” After he had said that,
Behlül added,
“I do not want any goods. I give them all to you.”
90.78 Rain\fn{by Hamasdegh aka Hambardzoum Gelenian (1895- )} “in a village near Harpoot,” Elizag Province,
Turkey (M) 8
Each time the clouds would pass overhead and the wind would blow dried leaves down from the rooftops and
the waters in St. Ohan’s Lake would be churned back and forth, I would remember the face of Gandzak Parsam
upon which there was a storm. That was the reason why his forehead was always so lined and his nose wrinkled
as if ready to sneeze but never sneezing. His eyelids hung so low that they seemed to be the crude work of some
goldsmith.
People used to say that he was so rich he had enough gold to fill up the ears of a couple of donkeys. They used
to say also that his grandfather had crossed all of the Black Sea to come to this section and had shown such
unusual architectural ability at the time St. Bartholomew’s Church was being built that the people had marveled at
him.
Gandzak Parsam used to insist that the reason the echoes in that church were so deep, so resonant, was due to
nothing more than the building ability of his grandfather—he had hidden some mysterious things in the walls …
Perhaps that was why there was such a light city air in the home of Gandzak Parsam. Besides a fireplace and a
kitchen, he had also a parlor where, instead of offering wines or raki to his guests, he would offer them coffee in
blue cups. He used to tie a very thin and long turban around his hat. He liked salads prepared with olive oil.
They said that the first one to open a store in the village was he. That had been long before Master Zakar had
opened his carpenter’s shop. Parsam had brought a few boxes of matches, some salt, a few cakes of soap, some
rope, a few spades, some kerosene, nails, tobacco, such school supplies as chalk, blackboards, pens and fishshaped pen points, and so on and so on, and had started in business in a store that was part of his house and was
located in that part of the village where the roads to the fields began.
Gandzak Parsam was very fond of playing checkers, especially with Thorik Ghoukas. Every morning while the
village awoke with its pleasant noises and the villagers set out for the fields with their oxen, Ganazak Parsam
would open the shutters of his store, would bring a small pitcher of water from the nearby brook, would arrange
the goods in the store, and would remember that, while playing checkers with Ghoukas on the previous day, he
had let him have two men on one occasion, instead of only one.
Some girl would come into the shop by that time With a kerosene can in her hand.
“Mother said she will pay you tomorrow,” she would say.
“How is your mother?” he would ask her while filling the can. “Do you get any letters? It’s all of fifteen days
you haven’t bought any kerosene. What were you using all that time? Slow now. Hold it from top so you won’t
spill any.” He would accompany his little customer to the door.
“Ask your mother what she does with all the money that comes from America,” he would joke, sending the
little girl on her way.
In the meantime, the village would empty little by little. You’d then see the shoemaker coming out of his shop
weaving some thread. He would wander around for a while, and would then approach Gandzak Parsam’s store.
“Did you go to the city yesterday? What was grain selling at?” he would ask.
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“You can’t get near it, Parsekh. Grain’s as dear as blood. The coins hidden in the days of Sultan Selim are
coming out now.”
The shoemaker would rub honey wax on the thread in his hands; Gandzak Parsam would chase away the flies;
from far off would be heard the sawing of Master Zakar—khuzz, khuzz, khuzz ….
The sun would rise; the shadows would shorten; some dog passing by the store would stretch its snout toward
it its boredom; Gandzak Parsam would take down the store book, would put on his glasses, would look through
his charge accounts, and, moving the pen very slowly and with a handwriting that looked like the tentacles of an
insect, would put down another item:
“One cake of soap—Ago’s Yeghsik—40 paras.”
It would then be that time of the day when the seventy-five year old Garo Tato, his trembling body bent over
his walking-stick, would come out into the sun under the wall of Gandzak Parsam’s store.
*
“Wherever Ghookas is, he’ll be coming here soon. No, you shouldn’t have taken that piece yesterday.”
“No, it was a mistake,” would say the old man, filling his pipe with his trembling hands.
Every time Gandzak Parsam and Thorik Ghoukas would sit down to a game of checkers, the old man would sit
down beside them and would watch the progress of the game with his mouth wide open, but in complete silence.
Sometimes, he would burst out into a hearty laughter when he would see that one of the players was about to lose
a man, or would soon fall into a trap, or had picked up the wrong piece. But he would say nothing then; he would
talk about it only on the following day.
“No, no, you shouldn’t have picked up that piece.”
Gandzak Parsam and Thorik Ghoukas were excellent friends. Not a day would pass by without their coming
together to enjoy a game of checkers. Thorik Ghoukas was proud that he had a friend like Gandzak Parsam. He
was not as busy as the other peasants and didn’t have to turn night into day. He had three small fields, two oxen, a
wife and one eye—these were all his possessions. While working in the fields, he would visualize the cool shade
in Gandzak Parsam’s store, and he would see the checkerboard there, upon which, he would feel, the pieces had
come to life and were calling him back. Thorik Ghoukas would then wipe the sweat off his face, shoulder the
spade, and set out for the village.
The village would be sunk into complete silence at that time. Only the sawing of Zakar and the crowing of the
roosters would be heard now and then. The checker players would also be silent, with the old man’s soft laughter
occasionally breaking that tense silence.
Just then, as likely as not, Khatounik Baji, the village washer-woman, would blow in, her sleeves rolled up and
her face reddened with the sweat.
“What men are you!” she would say. “With all the work in the village and in the fields, you’ve sat down to
play checkers! Come on, give me a cake of soap—it’s getting cloudy and I’ve got to finish my wash before it
begins to rain.”
Gandzak Parsam, still preoccupied with his game, would give her the cake of soap; Khatounik would blow out
of the shop as she had blown into it; the old man Garo would look for a moment at the solid back of the
disappearing woman, and then would again turn his attention back to the players and their game.
“Take this man.”
“Right you are.”
“And now: one, two, three; and this is king!”
*
It was the first days of spring. The village was in great commotion. The green horizon of the fields would
expand within the great and long-lashed eyes of the oxen and of the water buffaloes. The work in the fields had
just begun; the sun would rise and set within those great eyes—so early would they be led to the fields and so late
would they be brought back home.
In those days; Thorik Ghoukas also took out his two oxen, Toghan and Tikko.
Toghan was an ash-colored, big ox, with short horns and with the end of one of his ears cut. He had come from
a herd upon the Garatja mountains, bought for five lire. Although Toghan was heavy and voracious, he was also a
great worker. Thorik Ghoukas would often complain that Toghan ate all the hay in the barn. Whenever he entered
the barn with a bag of hay, Toghan would at once get up on his feet and turn and look at him. And as soon as the
hay was placed in front of him, Toghan would shove his snout into it and wouldn’t take it out any more.
“Oh, well, that’s all right,” Thorik Ghoukas would often mutter to himself. “He works for it; let him enjoy it.”
What worried Ghoukas was not Toghan, but Tikko, that had become all the more lubberly through that winter
and could with difficulty get up on his legs. He’d barely eat a manger full of hay in three days; his bones were
sticking out; his eyes had dimmed, as if the haze that comes over the fields after sunset had come over them as
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well. Whenever he’d get to his feet, he’d rock back and forth and wouldn’t have the energy left in him to look
back.
Thorik Ghoukas knew that Tikko had aged greatly. But what could he do in those trying days? He had had to
sell the cotton very cheap the year before and had to spend three lire to fix the wall in his home which had been in
danger of crumbling. If he hadn’t been so hard-pressed, he would have bought an ox that year.
But he waited until spring, hoping that perhaps Tikko would be in better condition when the new sun came and
the fields turned green and the green cleared up the haze in Tikko’s eyes. If he could have but finished that year’s
work with the help of Tikko, God would be merciful for the next year. Thorik would sell the grain and the cotton
at better prices and would buy another ox and would leave Tikko to his own fate.
In those first days of spring, Thorik Ghoukas also took out the plough. He saw that it was loose here and there
and fixed and strengthened it again and scraped the rust from the blade. Then he went into the barn to take out the
oxen. All his attention was centered on Tikko: how would he move about, or hold up his head, or place his feet?
But when Tikko was coming out of the barn, his feet caught at the threshold and he almost tumbled to the ground.
Standing in the middle of the street, Tikko seemed, with his dark yellow color, just as if he was made of wood,
just as if he was the handwork of Master Zakar.
On all sides, the villagers were out to yoke their oxen and were shouting at each other. They felt happy, very
happy. Only the heart of Thorik Ghoukas was dark, like the eyes of that old beast of his. If he could only finish the
work that year …
“Mako, hey Mako?” he called to his wife. “What are you waiting for now? Do you want the sun to be right up
at noontime? It’s three hours now that you’ve been getting that lunch ready.”
“Three hours indeed! What are you talking about? You haven’t yoked the oxen yet!” complained his wife,
giving him the bundle.
“Hold your tongue, you! With all these worries, do I have to listen to you now?”
Not to give cause for a scene and for more shouting and cursing, the wife shut her mouth. She would have died
of shame if their neighbors had heard them quarreling.
Thorik Ghoukas drove his oxen out to plough one of his fields. The sun hadn’t yet risen, but there seemed to be
a great conflagration out on the eastern horizon, as if great stacks of wheat had caught on fire. He could already
see laborers and their oxen on the bluish slopes of the mountains, and he knew that the men were fixing the
ploughs and were testing their blades so as to get to work before sunrise.
The sun was gradually coming up and was changing the colors of the landscape. Thorik Ghoukas was still on
the road to the fields with his Toghan and Tikko. When the sun arose, it cast a fantastic shadow from Tikko out
toward the horizon. How awful was the shadow, big as a mountain, with the poor creature’s bones sticking out
like poles!
Spring was everywhere. But on the field of Thorik Ghoukas there was a feeling rather of autumn. With a “The
Lord be with us!” he pressed the blade of the plough into the earth. Toghan began to pull and Tikko followed, and
they went from one end of the field to, the other.
The sun had risen the width of. a furrow. Bluish flies buzzed Around the ears of the oxen and flew away.
Thorik Ghoukas noticed that Tikko was gradually slowing down, letting the whole weight of the plough fall on
Toghan. He struck at the ox a couple of times, but Tikko slowed down even more. Thorik Ghoukas brought the
plough and the oxen to a stop. Tikko began to rock back and forth like a mountain above an earthquake. Ghoukas
took out his pipe and went and sat down on a hillock, sunk in deep thought.
The other people had already ploughed a whole field, while he had barely finished eight furrows. But what
could he do in his poverty? If he could only yoke a young ox with Toghan …
Thorik Ghoukas wanted to try once more. He pressed lightly on the plough: let the field be ploughed, he
thought, even if the furrows have to be shallow. But as soon as he had put the plough in place, Tikko fell down
and spread right out on the newly turned furrows.
Thorik Ghoukas was convulsed with fear. He at once unyoked the poor creature and tried to make him get up
to go drink some water and rest in the shade of some tree, but in vain: the breathing of Tikko became more and
more difficult.
Thorik Ghoukas shouldered the plough and set out for the village with his one ox, leaving Tikko in the halfploughed field. On the way, he thought he’d tell his misfortune to his friend Parsam.
“Hello, Ghoukas. Why so early?”
“Ask me what a mess I’m in now,” answered Thorik, taking the plough down and setting it upright against the
wall. “Tikko, the big ox, fell under the plough today. Well, what’s to be done now—with spring here and so much
work ahead? What’s to be done with one ox? If I only had a donkey, I’d yoke him with Toghan. God would be
merciful after harvest time.”
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“Don’t worry too much, Ghoukas, as long as you’ve got your health. Come on, let’s play a game of checkers.”
Thorik Ghoukas didn’t have the heart to play checkers or to go home. Gandzak Parsam was already arranging
the pieces.
Thorik Ghoukas wanted to speak with Parsam before the old man came.
“Pick up that piece, Ghoukas. And now: one, two …”
“Parsam,” said Ghoukas finally, “if I don’t tell it to you, to whom then can I tell? You see my condition.
Nothing came out of the cotton last year.”
Parsam was looking at the board and was figuring things out, at the same time with an ear bent toward Thorik
Ghoukas.
“If you can, Parsam, give me a hand now so I can buy a young ox. If you can lend me five lire now, I’ll repay
it with good interest after the harvest.”
Thorik Ghoukas was serious about this. That was the reason why Gandzak Parsam’s face suddenly broke out
into stormy lines, why his thick eyelids rose up with his heavy eye brows, and why his hand stopped dead upon
the board. He raised his head and thought for a moment that Thorik Ghoukas was not the sort of man who would
stay in debt and that he, Parsam, could now lend five lire at a good interest. In any case, he knew that Karmoutj
field was in Thorik’s name, and so he could have him sell either that or the oxen to pay him back his loan.
“It can be arranged, Ghoukas. If I don’t help a friend like you, then whom am I going to help1 I’ll lend you
five lire to help you tide over. And let me tell you something—I trust you. But one has to be careful. Man has fed
on raw milk, so who knows what’ll happen and what won’t? And it isn’t easy to make money either. You’ve just
about got to risk your life to take it out of the serpent’s jaws. So let’s close the deal in the presence of two
witnesses, and let the interest be at the rate of one hundred paras for each lira, no more, no less. After the harvest,
you’ll sell your grain and pay me back.”
“That’s a friend, Parsam! We’ll write and close it with three witnesses, if you like. Even if Thorik Ghoukas has
to work like an ass, he’ll pay back your money with the interest. I’m sure on that score, Parsam. I’ll sow wheat in
the Karmoutj and the Hoghdar fields, and cotton in the Markhon field. But I won’t leave your share for the cotton.
I’ll pay you back from the wheat.”
On the following day, the transaction was written, signed and closed in the presence of three witnesses.
Gandzak Parsam said that, instead of writing “Thorik Ghoukas” under the paper, there should be written “Thorik
Lazar’s son, Ghoukas Thorikian.” He also asked that the witnesses too sign with their fathers’ names. And after all
these were done, Gandzak Parsam counted the money into Thorik Ghoukas’s palm, stressing each individual
number as he dropped the coin:
“One, two, three, four and five,” he said, pronouncing the last one the loudest. Then it passed through the
minds of the witnesses that these were only five pieces out of all that money of which Parsam had enough to fill a
couple of donkey’s ears.
On the following day, Thorik Ghoukas set out for the Garatja mountains to buy a young ox. The place was two
days’ travel, so it was on the fifth day that Gandzak Parsam saw Thorik Ghoukas entering the village with the new
ox.
“Hello, Ghoukas! Is this your new ox? God give you lots of luck with him,” said Parsam, coming out of his
store.
The shoemaker and Master Zakar also came out to see the ox.
The new ox was not as big as Tikko; his horns were shaped like the new moon; he was all brown except for a
small white mark on his forehead; the tail was unusually long, reminding one of those oxen carved on the walls of
ancient castles. Thorik Ghoukas waited to hear the opinions of the others, or rather, he waited for them to praise
his new ox.
“What did you pay for him Ghoukas?” asked Zakar, in the meantime opening the mouth of the ox and
examining his teeth.
“Four and a half sound lire, and with what difficulties!”
“He’s a fine ox, Ghoukas, and he’s young too. You can yoke him to the cart as well as to the plough. Good luck
to you.”
The shoemaker looked at the length of the tail and at the toes.
“When you take him home, Ghoukas,” said the old man, “don’t forget to break a newly-laid egg on his
forehead, and make him step across the threshold with his right leg.” He bent over to look at the eyes. “Light red
eyes are a bad sign,” he said. “But he’s got big black eyes, the color of olives. The blackness in the eyes of an ox
is a sign of good and plentiful years.”
“What are you going to name him?”
“Tikko,” said Ghoukas.
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But the creature was standing there calm and unconcerned, unaware of his new name. Sometimes only he
shook his head and swung his tail to drive away the mosquitoes that had come with him all the way from the
mountains.
Thorik Ghoukas at once set himself to work with his new ox and Toghan. He ploughed and sowed two fields
with wheat, and he planted cotton in the third one. His work always lessened considerably after the sowing. But
then, he would shoulder his spade every morning and set out for the fields to water or weed them, to fix the
furrows, to kill the rats. And sometimes he would visit the aged Tikko.
After he had returned from the mountains with the new ox, Thorik Ghoukas’s first task had been to, bring the
aged Tikko to the threshing place from the fields, and now he was there day and night and was left to his own fate.
Ghoukas would sometimes take him some hay and sometime, some straw. But the hens from the nearby houses
would go and scatter these all over the place. The passersby would often see hens perched on the back of the aged
ox, or a rooster standing on his head and loudly crowing the noonday hour for the wayfarers.
*
It was the middle of May. All of a sudden, the weather became unnaturally hot. It was over a week that no rain
had fallen, and that was the time when the wheat begins to form in the husks which break through and come out
into the sunlight. Thorik Ghokas had already noticed this, and had felt the great need for rain. But it was long past
the time when it should have come, and yet there was no hope of early rain. The faces of the peasants became
contorted. From day to day they waited anxiously for rain, but there was no rain, no rain.
Among all the villagers, Thorik Ghoukas was the most worried. How could he help it? To plough, to sow, to
buy a new ox, to work, to sweat—with his debt and his IOU always in his mind—and after all these, to have his
sole hope for a harvest, for a plentiful harvest, diminish! It was unjust! Thorik Ghoukas’s eyes strained out into
the skies, searching in vain for a patch of cloud.
Thorik Ghoukas noticed that the swarms of the mosquitoes around the aged Tikko had increased unexpectedly;
that the storks were flying very high during those days; that the water buffaloes were continuously wallowing in
the muddy waters of the marshes, seeking relief from the heat; and that the sun was drying the mud on them as
soon as they came out.
Early one day, as was his custom, Thorik Ghoukaa again shaded his eyes with his hands and searched the skies
for a patch of cloud and saw a small piece of it, not bigger than a handkerchief, over Markar’s willow trees. From
his own field, his neighbor Agob also was watching that same piece of cloud. Shouldering his spade, Thorik
Ghoukas went over to his neighbor.
“It’s a long time that cloud’s been hovering over there.”
“I too saw it a while ago.”
“If those storks would only come down once …”
The two peasants kept watching that gray piece of cloud, which gradually took on the shape of a squirrel. They
saw its tail separate; they saw it being cut in two; then it vanished, vanished …
The two peasants looked down hopelessly.
“Miller Navo had closed his water mill today and has gone away.”
“Of course. You can neither turn the mill with that little streamlet, nor water the fields. There’s so little water
flowing through that by the time you get the head to your field, it gets to be some one else’s turn.”
“Matho and Humil Minas yesterday almost broke each other’s head with their spades.”
“Why?”
“In my presence, they divided the water into two equal parts, with neither having more than the other. Their
time was two hours. Then first thing you know, Matho had come and placed a stone in the other channel right at
the place where the water separated in two. So they drew their spades. If we hadn’t been there, God knows what
they’d have done to each other.”
“It can’t go on like this, Agob. I can’t look at the field, can’t bear to come here. Let’s all come together once,
all the villagers, and go to the source of the millstream. Maybe, we can dig and dig and bring some more water
out of the ground.”
“I think maybe we’d all better come together and pray, all, both young and old.”
The two peasants talked like this, and then set out for the village. The lizards scurried here and there on the
road as they approached. It was evening by that time; the storks were descending; the sun was setting behind
them.
Thereafter, Thorik Ghoukas disliked meeting Gandzak Parsam. He had noticed that the storm on Parsam’s face
was getting worse from day to day; that he was unexpectedly interested in the condition of the wheat; that there
was an unnatural restlessness in him. The other day, thought Ghoukas, there had been something Parsam had
wanted to say but hadn’t said. Nevertheless, he had asked him about the wheat.
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“How’s the wheat, Ghoukas?” he had said, without changing the sour look on his face.
“For a whole week, I’ve been working myself to death to get some water to the field. By the time I had got it
there yesterday, my turn was up and it was cut off. What can you do with just two hours of that trickling water?”
he had said.
A little boy had just then come in with a kerosene can, and Parsam had gone in to fill it up. Thorik Ghoukas
had taken this as his chance to go away. How could he help it? He knew the words under Parsam’s tongue and had
been expecting them every day. For over a week, he had noticed that Parsam neither suggested that they play
checkers, nor ever got the board ready. And he had come to the conclusion that Parsam had changed. Eh, well,
what could he do? All the peasants were in the same condition.
Upon an evening, when Thorik Ghoukas had just finished with a few spoonsful of soup and was getting ready
to go out near Dzet Rock to meet the other villagers and suggest that they all come together and pray for some
rain, he saw Gandzak Parsam coming into his hut.
“Oh, hello, Parsam. Come in, sit down, brother, come right in. Wife, it’s Parsam. Fix a place. Light the lamp.”
The wife fixed a place on the porch and they all went there.
“Wife, make an omelette, bring some raki, make some salad. Parsam, if I had the things, we’d play a game of
checkers. It’s a long time we haven’t played any.”
Ghoukas and Parsam were silent for a while. The, neighbor’s black cat jumped down from the roof in front of
them.
“I was just about to go out to Dzet Rock to see if the villagers wouldn’t come together once to pray for rain.
Nothing else can help us. Each time I look at the wheat, I feel like crying.”
In the meantime, his wife set the table and brought out a bottle of raki and a few slices of cheese, then she left
them. She was angry: why did he shout at her in front of a visitor? Bring this, bring that, do this, do that! Had he
brought anything home with him? It didn’t happen once or twice. That was one of her chief complaints.
Thorik Ghoukas himself got angry at her. If there hadn’t been a guest in his home, he’d have known what to
do.
“Ghoukas,” Parsam finally said, “if you look at a cow, you can tell if she’ll give milk or not. If things go on
like this, there won’t be any harvest this year. We lent you money; we closed the deal in the presence of witnesses.
And now the crop’s in danger. So you’d better start thinking how you’re going to pay back that money. Listen to
my advice. I’m talking to you as a friend.”
“Parsam, how can I pay you now? Where can I get the money? If the crop is ruined this year, the good Lord
will open up something else for us. Even if Thorik Ghoukas should lose his soul, he’ll still pay you back that
money.”
“If you don’t plan now on paying it back, don’t say later that Gandzak Parsam is a hard man. There’s your
IOU, there’re witnesses, there’re courts of law. It’s useless to think of the harvest. Sell your oxen, Ghoukas, sell
your plough and things, sell the Karmoutj field. You can do it—it’s in your name. Do what you want. Only pay
back Gandzak Parsam’s money. Ha, listen to me: I’m talking to you as a friend.”
Gandzak Parsam neither drank any raki, nor ate a piece of the cheese. He said what he had long decided to say.
First of all, he wanted to make sure of his money. Who knew what the future held in store for them? It was a
whole month not a drop of rain had fallen. The waters in the streams disappeared; the mills closed; day and night
the villagers were fighting each other for their share of the water. Yes, Gandzak Parsam wanted to make sure of
his money first of all. He cut his words short and left Ghoukas and went on his way.
Then it was that Ghoukas finally had the chance to vent his anger upon his wife.
“Why, damn it!” he shouted at her. “I told you to make an omelette, to make some salad. If you didn’t have
tomatoes or eggs, couldn’t you cut up an onion and some parsley and pour on some vinegar to make a salad?”
“How could I when there is neither vinegar nor parsley in the house?”
“You brought me to this condition by always saying there isn’t this and there isn’t that in the house! I’ve told
you a thousand times never to say ‘there isn’t.’ It's bad luck for the house. Gandzak Parsam had never come here
before. I don’t want my friends to think Thorik Ghoukas goes hungry.”
“What sort of friend is he that he wants you to sell your oxen and your field to pay him back his money?”
She was right, thought Ghoukas. He shouldn’t have given her the occasion to say that. Gandzak Parsam’s
words had made him feel all the worse.
Yes, she was right—that was the reason why he had to bear up under her accusations without flaring up more.
On his way back from the church on a Sunday, Gandzak Parsam noticed that Thorik Ghoukas’s wife had a new
kerchief on her head. He looked at her from head to foot and muttered to himself:
“He doesn’t look after his debts and buys his wife new things. Where is that money to come from now? And
it’s an expensive kerchief too, worth at least four ghuroushes.”
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He went right on to Thorik Ghoukas’ home. He saw that the table was set for supper, with a kettle of boiled
knuckles spiced with garlic on it.
“Oh, hello, Parsam. Come in and sit down. I was thinking of inviting you to have some boiled knuckles with us
tonight. Wife, get some salad ready. It’s Parsam.”
“No, no, I have to go, Ghoukas. Seems to me you’re not trying to find a way to pay me back my money. I gave
you five lire, Ghoukas. There are witnesses, there’s your IOU, there’re the courts.”
“Well, Parsam, I don’t deny my debt. If I had the money, I wouldn’t wait for the harvest. Ha, yes, if there’s no
harvest this year, I’ll sell my house; I’ll do anything; and I’ll pay back your money.”
“There won’t be any harvest, Ghoukas. Without rain, without water, how can there be any harvest?”
Thorik Ghoukas had looked forward to the boiled knuckles that Sunday, but Parsam spoiled it, and he lost his
appetite. He was thinking of ways by which he could convince Parsam to wait a while more.
How could he sell his oxen? But he knew that Parsam was not one of those who could easily be convinced.
At noontime of a certain day following, there was a stifling calmness in the fields. There was not a breath of
wind; not a leaf was in motion; a scorching heat had spread over everything. The sun was getting yellower and
yellower, looking more and more like the color of the aged Tikko. The peasants called to each other: there was
going to be an eclipse. That was an evil sign, an evil sign. Makar, the deacon, looked in his almanac. It was
amazing! It said in the almanac:
“There will be peace among kings and plentiful rain in the fields.”
Thorik Ghoukas heard of this and ran straight to Gandzak Parsam’s store.
“Parsam! Parsam! The almanac says that today or tomorrow there’ll be plentiful rain!”
But that day went by and so did the next, and still there was no rain.
Ghoukas was sorely pressed and watched everything for a good omen. One day he noticed that their cat,
perched upon the roof of the house, was licking its paws. That surely was a sign of rain. It seemed so significant
to him that he wanted to run to Parsam and tell him that there would be rain because the cat was doing its
washing.
Gandzak Parsam had already seen the witnesses several times. He was expected to take the case to the courts.
What could Ghoukas do? How could he have Parsam wait a little more? Each time he met Parsam, it would
seem to Ghoukas that a wingless devil was standing there in front of him. The smile had completely vanished
from his face, like the waters of that spring which had flowed long ago near the shrine of St. Sarkis. His face had
such a sour look on it, was so wrinkled up, that not I even a fly would dare fly near it.
Eh, what fine days were those, Ghoukas used to think while working under the scorching sun in the fields,
when he would go into the cool shade of Parsam’s store and play a game of checkers with him. The smell of the
kerosene and the soap in the store seemed all the sweeter now, more so than even the incense burned in the
church. There seemed to be more wisdom in the way one of those checkers had to be moved than in the sermons
of the village priest. That was the reason why so often he would not go to church.
What fine days were those, Ghoukas used to think, when there was a smile on the face of Gandzak Parsam.
But now his face was hard, as hard as the great rust-colored boulders of the mountains. The sound of his steps
now had an ominous, a foreboding ring in it. Ghoukas would at once know it was Parsam from the way Parsam
knocked at his door whenever he came to speak once more about the money.
What else could they talk of now? Each time he came to see Ghoukas, he would put his hand deep into the
pocket under his elbow, would take out a big envelope, and, from a thousand and one bits of paper, would take out
the agreement signed and sealed by himself and by Ghoukas, and would threaten him with it, would threaten …
*
The mill-stream became smaller and smaller, and the sunlight became hotter and hotter. Khatounik Baji was
the only happy one in the village. And why not? She would do the wash and would spread the clothes out on the
roof; they’d dry white and clean in no time, and she’d fold them up and put them away happily.
When the soil in the fields began to crack up, all the villagers, both young and old, with the priest and the
deacon, with the Holy Bible and the incense burner, all of them went out together to pray for rain. The priest
blessed all four corners of the world and celebrated a High Mass.
With all his heart and soul, Thorik Ghoukas joined in the ceremony. A long time ago he had spoken to the
villagers about the need for all of them to come together and pray for rain. But only when just about all the water
in the millstream had vanished did they listen to him and agree with his suggestion.
On the following night, Thorik Ghoukas slept with a strong belief that there would soon be rain. In a dream
that night he saw that a piece of cloud the size of his hand was hovering over his field. You’d think it was the
blessed right hand of St. Bartholomew that had been wrapped up in cotton and was being kept in the Monastery of
the Ascension. Then that bit of cloud grew bigger until it was the size of their neighbor Manan’s apron. The cloud
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became snow white and turned into a square shape on which appeared some writings.
Thorik Ghoukas’s heart began to beat very violently when he saw the four stamps under the writings. He knew
at once that it was his IOU to Parsam he was looking at.
The villagers were gloomy and hopeless. They wouldn’t even go out to their fields. How could they? Whose
heart could bear to look at the wheat which seemed to be orphans abandoned to their sad fate? If the rain delayed
any more, the whole crop would be ruined, the village would be ruined, and Thorik Ghoukas would have to sell
his oxen.
It was one of the last days of May. The air was more stifling than ever before. But that day, there weren’t any
mosquitoes around the aged Tikko; the bees had gathered about their hives and wouldn’t go away; the hens were
listless, their wings hanging loosely from them. Thorik Ghoukas had taken his oxen out into the fields to feed
them. He saw that they were licking their sides all the time. Then, too, the storks were coming down more and
more.
As was his custom, Thorik Ghoukas looked up and saw a small piece of cloud over his Hoghdar field. It was a
dark cloud and had opened up like a large page of the Holy Book. He noticed that all the villagers in the fields
were also occupied with that bit of cloud.
Shortly thereafter, a sudden wind came up and, as if blowing up the thousands upon thousands of. pages of that
Holy Book, completely covered up the sky and the sun.
All these happened in a very short time. The sun began to shine in the hearts of the peasants. The women
hurried homeward with their bundles of hay. Thorik Ghoukas, beside himself with the agitation of the anticipated
rain, drove his oxen rapidly toward the village. He wanted to go to Gandzak Parsam’s shop; he wanted to see his
face once and to say to him that he had heard the thunder while passing by the cemetery.
All the villagers were happy now and were smiling. Some of them, their sleeves all rolled up, were going out
to the fields with their spades on their shoulders to enjoy the rainfall with the wheat, and to be drenched as they
knew their fields would be drenched. There was a festive air in the village and everybody was waiting for the rain
to begin pouring into their fields, on their roofs and against their houses.
Thorik Ghoukas led the oxen into his barn, and then hurried out again to find his friend Gandzak Parsam, to
see the smile come back on his face, and to play another game of checkers with him. Thorik Ghoukas became all
the happier when he felt two drops of rain, one on his hand and the other right on the tip of his nose.
When Ghoulcas arrived, Parsam was lowering the shutters of his shop lest the rain go into the store.
“Parsam, Parsam, here, three drops of rain fell on me! Look at them! Look at them! Two of them right on my
hands. You wouldn’t believe me when I said it’d rain! Look at the drops of rain on my hands. I won’t have to sell
my oxen now!”
Thorik Ghoukas had barely finished these words when large drops of rain began to fall against the wooden
shutters of the shop, running off from there into the gutter. They were such large drops of rain! Then came the
sound of rain falling on the sheet metal patch on the roof. The rain was pouring down with a soothing, invigorating and monotonous rhythm.
Some of the villagers hurried into Parsam’s shop so as not to be completely drenched in the downpour, and
began to watch the rain with happy amazement. Among them was the trembling old face of Garo Tato.
“Oh, my God! My wash’s still on the roof!”
It was Khatounik Baji, all right, running through the rain.
Thorik Ghoukas was ravenously watching the downpour. He wanted to go out and stay under it; he wanted to
tear off his clothes and stand naked under it. The rain fell with greater intensity. One would think the raindrops
were pearls, falling in countless numbers and striking the earth with dull and hollow sounds. The drain pipes,
stretching out into the street from the roof edges, threw streamlets of water downward with a gushing and happy
clatter.
“This rain’s worth its weight in gold,” said Gandzak Parsam.
“Sure, sure,” said Thorik Ghoukas. Then he turned his eyes from the rain to Gandzak Parsam: it was his old
friend standing there in front of him, his old friend with his old smile.
“Ghoukas,” said Parsam, “come on, let’s play a game of checkers. It’s a long time we haven’t played any.”
Parsam opened up the board and arranged the pieces. The two men sat facing each other; at their side sat also
the old man; the others stood around them and watched the game.
“Take this man.”
“Right you are.”
“One, two …”
“Run away with that one.”
“Sure, no danger there.”
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Outside, the rain was falling more heavily, in wide and long sheets; it was falling plenteously and peacefully; it
was falling over the fields, the roof-tops and the streets, over a dead cat and the aged Tikko.
“And now, one, two, three and this is king! …”
272.121 Quotations of Sabiha\fn{by Sabiha Zekeriya Sertel (1895-1968)} Salonika, Selanik Vilayet, Ottoman Empire
(F) -1
Go love whatever man you want, go live with whatever man you want—that is a right accorded to your heart,
desire, and will. We are giving you the same personal freedom that we give to men. But, mind you, you are a
person in society like a man, and like [any] person you are obliged to be productive in society … so, go to
whichever you want of our factories, commercial establishments, and workplaces, and work.
*
But in our country which does not have social organizations\fn{ I.e., a social safety net} the thoughts and feelings
… that make her\fn{The widow} rail against her husband, or the government, or the nation when she seeks the
responsible party, are exploding. But after focusing on all these forces, she is compelled to return to the basic
issue: because she has always been accustomed to depend on others for her livelihood, she cannot depend on her
arms.
*
Should Turkish women go out into life or not? That is a question that will be answered not by intellctuals but
directly by life itself. Is it not true that women have already entered the public sphere? The time for debating that
matter has passed. Whether or not they are enering the public sphere of their own volition—that is a matter that
could be discussed. … The obligation of a positive science is not debate, but to study and establish social facts.
The obligatgion of Turkish feminism is to study today’s women and establish [what] their needs are.
36.80 Excerpt from The Man In Search Of Water\fn{by Sevket Süreyya Aydemir (1897-1976)} Edirne, Edirne
Province, Turkey (M) 6
… My first childhood memories are of a fire.\fn {A note reads: The Man in Search of Water (Suyu Arayan Adam) is an
autobiographical novel that follows the entire life of Şevket Süreyya Aydemir, starting around the turn of the century. Throughout the novel,
the protagonist is searching for himself. This search unfolds in the novel through the metaphorical juxtaposition of fire and water. In the
open-ing chspter there is a destructive fire, symbolizing the horrors of the end of the last century, in which families were being uprooted
due to wars and the overall decline of the Otroman Empire, and more generally, symbolizing that which is counterproductive in life. The
allusions to fire and water continue throughout the novel, and it is clear that the search for water, for meaning in life, is not easy.
The book begins with a quote from Rama Krishna: “There was once a man. He was looking for water. He dug down three fathoms, five
fathoms, and still couldn’t find water. Then, in the depths, he came upon a layer of black stone. He fell inro despair, his strength was gone
and he lost all hope of finding water. Then he heard a voice: ‘Dig deeper, dig deeper,’ it said. He dug deeper and found water.” Aydemir
begins his final chapter with another quote: “The greatest gift one can receive from God is to find in oneself in possession of strengths that
were before unrealized, and unknown. I wonder if it is impossible to attain this water we seek, this strength that is within us but whose
existence is unknown ro us. Why shouldn’t it be possible?”
The novel was and remains a popular work (it is currently in its eighth printing) and is important philosophically, politically and historically as well as being beautifully written in a clear, descriptive style. The section translated below, a portion of the first chapter, describes
the early years of the protagonist’s life in Edirne. It is a vivid description of the instability of the times brought on by mass migrations of
Turks from the Balkans back inro Turkey. Aydemir’s description of life in the mahalle and the interaction between ethnic groups is
especially riveting given the situation in the former Yugoslavia rodsy, and portrays a very complicated, and old system of relationships .}
Perhaps I was still not yet walking, or perhaps I was just walking. At any rate, I was probably very young,
because I have no earlier memories than this. It is as if my eyes were opened in this fire, that my life began in fire.
I was born in a border city,\fn{ Edirne.} and our house was in a neighborhood at its outskirts. From this
neighborhood, we could see across to a village on the mountain ridges that extended eastward from the city. The
fire was in this village.
Evening was falling. Smoke engulfed the horizon like waves. Then flames began to appear and mix with these
clouds of smoke. Finally with the onset of night’s darkness, the reddish-black glow settled on the horizon and
over the village.
As I got older I witnessed a good many such fires. It might even be said that my childhood was spent in the
glow of these fires.
*
My birth, moreover, occurred during a wartime year.\fn{ The 1897 Greco-Turkish War.} As it was, these were not
peaceful years. These were the final years of a bloody, puzzling century. A century was coming to a close. A new
century was about to begin—this fantastic twentieth century which was full of promise!
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It was in the twentieth century that I was really to begin to spread my wings in earnest. It meant that my
destiny and the unfolding of the century were to be intertwined, as it was for all children [of this century]. And I,
accepting my own lot in the great adventure of our century as one of its countless, unnamed children, lived
according to my destiny, traveling along one of the countless small roads that fate spread out in front of me.
So it is that now, in this book, as one of those countless, nameless ones, I will try to tell one of the countless
small stories of our century.
The fire that opened my eyes onto life, just like those many, many fires that I was to later see, was not
accidental. This fire was one of the hundreds and thousands of fires that encircled European Turkey during those
days.
Just as in the European Turkey of those days, and in all of Rumelia,\fn{ A note reads: The words Rum and Rumelia, are
used, in the colloquial Turkish of this period, to refer to ethnic Greeks and to that area of Turkey that included predominately Greeks, i.e,
the Balkans. The word Rum is derived from Rome, and referred, originally, to the Byzantines, the Eastern Roman Empire .} so also

around our border city of Edirne numerous bands and secret revolutionary societies were forming. These bands
were half-brigand and half-political. They were Greek bands, or, even better, Bulgarian bands and Bulgarians.
These bands would occasionally raid the villages and farms, and would set the threshing floors and sheepfolds on
fire. They would kidnap men up into the mountains—and raids and fighting would ensue. They would even come
down into the city.
Our neighborhood, on the outskirts of the city, was particularly affected, and was in a state of fear and confusion. As it was, the city was a military center. It had the air of a military encampment.
If, from afar, some smoke appeared or if a series of gunshots was heard from somewhere, our neighborhood
streets would immediately be emptied. We would cut our play short. During these hours, the men who were
returning from their work in apparent ease were, in reality, lost in heavy thought and anxiety. When they
encountered one another in the narrow, twisted streets they would exchange silent greetings. When they arrived at
their doorsteps they would slowly and quietly enter their homes through silently opened doors.
*
After the image of the fire’s blaze which fixed itself in the deep recesses of my mind as my first childhood
memory, the first actual scene that I am able to remember is that of the confusion of a crowded funeral procession.
Perhaps I was not yet walking. Perhaps I was already walking. The scene that stays in my memory of this
confusion is of a wide and flowery garden. In the middle of this garden, a very colorful place in my childhood,
there was a large pool. Purple wisteria and China roses would drop their petals into the water of this pool.
Reflecting off the mirror-like water were great trees which covered the pool like a dome, along with the dark and
quivering shadows of the rows of flowerpots filled with carnations, geraniums and fuchsias which encircled the
pool.
This was an estate garden. Between the broad and green estate garden and the high wall that bordered the
outside street there was a courtyard for the estate horses and cars. The double-paneled, wide, high gates to the
street opened onto this courtyard. In Rumeli Turkish, these large gates are called Portas.
One day these gates suddenly swung wide open. A madly disorganized crowd made up of police, soldiers and
gendarmes filled the courtyard. At the front of the crowd a coffin was carried over their heads. My most enduring
memory of this scene is the blackish-green cloth that was draped over this coffin. There was probably some writing and embroidery on this cover. It was just at this point that a black maid grabbed me up from on top of the
straw mat that was spread out in the shade at the top of the pool and on which I had been rolling, She took me into
the mansion.
This estate belonged to the richest bey\fn{A note reads: A landed, country gentleman.} in Edirne. My father looked
after the estate gardens. This bey owned large farmlands extending from the outskirts of Edirne all the way to the
Bulgarian border, he had unlimited amounts of land. On these farms and at their borders there were Bulgarian
villages. The funeral was for the bey’s only adult son. I later learned, from various stories, that some of these
villagers had attacked one of the bey’s farms and had abducted his son who was staying on the farm. The rest of
the story is still sung in these parts of Rumelia in folksongs created in those days:
The bandits demanded a big ransom for the bey's son whom they had abducted to the mountains. The bey
appealed to the government. In addition to the gendarmes, the infantry, cavalry and artillery got involved in the
matter. The lands between the Edirne fortress and the border became, essentially, a war zone. Villages were raided and there were ambushes. Those who resisted fell to the sword. But, in the end, the bey’s son was found dead
in a ditch.
The funeral procession that came to the estate was his. The whole country listened to the story and to
tilrkils\fn{A note reads: A type of Turkish folksong.} telling of his death, not only in my childhood days but for years to
come. My memories of this young master are of his slightly narrow, olive-skinned, smiling face, and his longish,
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drooping moustache. When he was a young man his father had married him off, and had taken him on a
pilgrimage to Mecca. But I guess there hadn’t been enough time for him to have a child because he loved and
spoiled me in place of his awaited child. Perhaps because of the color of my eyes he gave me the name
yaklr.\fn{A note reads: A bluish-gray color.} After he died they always called me yam at the estate.
I still remember portions of the tilrkil that people sang about this young bey. The tilrkil described the young
bey: it spoke of his unfulfilled life, of the blood that flowed from his body, of the glow of the lights from the
farms, of his mother and father crying at his bedside. The tilrkil ends with the lines:
“How tragic it was for Hac\fn{A note reads: One who has made the Haj, the pilgrimage to Mecca.} Nuri Bey. There was
no one who could find a cure for this wound.”
After this death, his father was called Dertli [The sorrowful one]. From then on, Dertli Mustafa Bey remained
closed up in his house until his death. Because of Nuri Bey’s death many of the Bulgarian peasants who lived on
his land were also killed. The whole incident was really a struggle for land. But, whatever the reason, the brigands
and komitaczs\fn{A note reads: Those involved in secret, revolutionary societies .} were up in arms. The battle continued. As
for this young bey’s death, it was neither the first nor the last in Rumelia.
Our out-of-the-way neighborhood was a squat, dumpy little neighborhood. The narrow streets that were dusty
in the summer and muddy in the winter twisted and wound in between the low garden walls until they all
converged at one dead end. These walls were either made out of thickets or out of stones or mud bricks. Our
house was one of the rare houses whose garden was encircled by a brick wall. Even if it was broken down, there
still was no other house in the neighborhood with garden walls that were covered with local black tiles.
These tiny, white-washed, single-story houses and huts were lost behind the small, tree-filled gardens. Their
roofs were either made of stones or tile, covered with moss from the rain, or were made of thatch. Ours was one
of these tiny houses. There were two and a half small rooms and a separate, dark, earthen kitchen. Ours was the
biggest house, or rather, hut, in this neighborhood.
Because my father looked after each tree as if it were a sacred object, and because everyone in our house loved
flowers, the trees in our courtyard were nicer than everyone else’s. Every spring and summer my mother and I
would plant flowers of all colors, either around the well in our small courtyard or around the stone-paved area that
was in the shadow of a large mulberry tree. On summer evenings we would eat our meals on straw mats we had
spread on top of this paved area. When I got a bit older one of my favorite things to do was to gather whole
clumps of sod from around the meadows that were outside the city near where the old Edirne castle had been
built. These I would plant around the flower bed in our yard, water and try to grow. I would load as many of these
clumps of sod as I could carry on my back, carrying them in an old bath towel. Then I’d bring them home.
Worrying over whether or not this sod would take, or about whether or not it would turn brown, would cause me
to have nightmares.
We even had a type of lily amongst our flower garden, and my mother and I were consumed with making sure
it grew, flourished, formed buds and flowered. Finally, on the day that it opened its first white petals, we would
decorate it from top to bottom with “bride ribbons.”\fn{ A note reads: Silver and gold strands used ro decorate a bride’s hair .}
This was a [family] custom.
Every winter these bride ribbons would be put away. On the day the lily bloomed and was decorated, I would
wait along the roadside for my father. Either that or my mother and I would greet him at the door. That evening at
our house there would be a big celebration.
The women in our neighborhood got together every night at a different house. And in all these neighborhood
homes, and at all these evening gatherings, the stories of brigands and komitas were told.
By day, the small windows of the squat, tiny rooms allowed some light to shine in. At night, faded, cambric
curtains that were cinched tight with cords to the upper edges of the windows were drawn. The floors were covered with straw mats and pieces of kilims. And, just as in almost all of the homes in our neighborhood, these kilim
pieces were those variegated pieces that were put together from scraps and woven by immigrant women.\fn{ A note
reads: The reference is ambiguous. It may refer ro nomadic women or ro women who emigrated from the European Ottoman lands .}
In the better-off homes there would be floor cushions along the wall, covered with calico, cloth or remnants of
kilims. In some homes there might also be cloth-covered straw cushions. However, not one house in our
neighborhood had such things as tables and chairs. They were so rare that when I had my big adventure at the
town barbershop and I was plopped down on a straw chair to have my tooth removed, it caused a great
commotion amongst the neighborhood kids:
“He sat on a chair!”
The rooms of our homes would be hung with ears of corn and bunches of red peppers to dry. Squash would be
set aside on the shelves. Bunches of grapes would be hung in remote and cool places. In this way, when, on winter
evenings, someone brought out an earthenware pot or a copper serving dish with some grapes on it, it would look
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as if they were blackened, dried and covered with a thick layer of dust.
We’d put a number five gas lamp on top of a painted wooden stool, or hang it from a nail on the wall. A water
jug with a copper mug hanging from the opening always stood next to the door.
When the women guests first arrived, they’d start with small talk and gossip. But very shortly thereafter,
they’d move on to telling stories about brigands and komitas. Every night, the most proficient story-teller would
tell new versions of these stories, all of them scary and mysterious.
In amongst the groups of women who filled the tiny rooms of these neighborhood houses we children listened,
with fear in our eyes and with transfixed gazes, to the stories, sitting tight on our mothers’ knees and burying
ourselves in their skirts. One day they’d tell the story of how a village was raided, the next day how a bridge was
blown up, or how a depot or ammunition dump was blown up. We couldn’t even begin to think how much of this
was true and how much was exaggeration. But, these stories, these tales would continue one after the other.
According to the stories, these brigands could be seen in any place, in any disguise. For example, one day in a
village mosque a dervish with a beautiful voice was reading from the Qu’ran before the moruing ezan.\fn{A note
reads: The call to prayer; the time of prayer .} The congregation, sitting in orderly rows with their heads bowed, was
listening to the Qu’ran. Then, when the müezzin’s\fn{A note reads: The one who calls the congregation to prayer.} voice
rang out, the congregation began namaz.\fn{The praying itself.}The beautiful-voiced dervish then closed his Qu’ran,
placed it on the pulpit and joined the congregation.
Just a little while after this, however, a bomb went off from under this lectern. The mosque was ruined. The
dead and the wounded were piled up one on top of the other. But, of course, the dervish was nowhere to be found.
He had fled. He was one of those brigands.
As the evening progressed, the children, their imaginations tired from the weight of these stories, would mix
together all the images of demolished mosques, shots fired, dervishes, priests and brigands, and their eyes would
gradually get heavy with sleep. At this point, in order to shake them from their drowsiness, or, more to the point,
to scare them, they’d start in with all sorts of admonitions:
“Hey kids, when you go to the water fountain to fetch water, if you see a gold coin in the trough you are not to
reach out and grab it because it’s a trap. For sure under that coin the brigands have put a bomb. As soon as you
touch it with your hand the bomb will go off and you’ll be blown to bits. Then, if some stranger is coming down
the street and says: ‘My child, look, I’ve brought you some candy,’ be sure not to put out your hand! That piece of
candy is dynamite. It will explode in your mouth and you’ll be thrown into the air.”
As these admonitions went on, we, the kids who were listening to them, whose mouths were once gaping in
fear, gradually became distracted, and started getting sleepy. We’d sink deeper and deeper into our mothers’ laps
and knees and later fall asleep this way.
But our imaginations didn’t stop working when we fell asleep. Now the brigands and komitas began to control
the realm of our dreams. I would dream of fires. Floods, ambushes and attacks all mixed up together. Sometimes
the brigand, dressed in a white angel costume would sweetly call me to sit on his lap. But then a gigantic
kalpak\fn{A note reads: Large, fur headgear worn by mountain men .} would suddenly appear on this angel’s head. Under
this his bloodshot eyes, stiff moustache and beard would all get mixed together. Sometimes I’d become a brigand
myself. I’d strap daggers and bombs to my waist, or I’d brandish my sword and fight with the enemies.
In short, in those days of my childhood, my empty imagination which, like that of all children, was trying to
put together all the bits of infonnation it was receiving, was interwoven with fears and struggles. The komitas,
voi-vodes,\fn{A note reads: A kind of mayor or governor .} soldiers, gazis,\fn{A note reads: One who fights on behalf of Islam.
General-ized, in Ottoman, to mean Ottoman soldiers who fought at the front .} and şehits\fn{A note reads: A Muslim who dies for Islam.
Later it also took on the meaning of a Muslim who died for his country/empire .} would, without being understood properly,
wander mysteriously and haphazardly around the empty cells of my young mind. Then they’d settle down.
I would see in my dreams the young bey who was murdered at the farm of the land-owner for whom my father
worked. At our house he was simply referred to as the “little bey.” Almost every night my mother would tell the
stories of the “little bey’s” life and death. Sometimes all the neighbors, in one voice, would sing his sad song.
In my dreams I would see the little bey’s sweet, olive-skinned face and his thin, long moustache the tips of
which drooped slightly downward. Sometimes he would take me into his lap. He would smile at me. Sometimes,
though, his hands, face and clothes would be covered in blood. I remember waking up crying at those times. My
mother, as if understanding what I had dreamt, would run up and take me in her arms to try to console me and get
me back to sleep.
*
At the first light of day, the children of our neighborhood, whose dreams were filled with the bloody
adventures that were told at the evening gatherings, would jump out of their beds and run into the streets. Into the
narrow, tangled streets that were dusty in summer, muddy in winter. These streets wound amongst the tangled,
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short mud walls on which there weren’t even any red roof tiles, or amongst the thorny, reed fences. Not a single
household paid much attention to the lives of the children who went out into the streets. As it was, none of the
homes had windows that looked out over the street. The small windows of the rooms of these homes looked out
onto the small gardens that surrounded each house, or onto a courtyard. Some of these windows had, instead of
glass, dirty pieces of paper affixed to their rough frames.
The day-to-day life in the streets of our neighborhood passed as if it were a continuation of the stories that the
children listened to, piled one on top of the other in the low-ceilinged rooms in which the evening gatherings took
place, or those stories that they lived in their dreams. Our games were comprised, more than anything else, of
fights, raids and battles.
My mother wouldn’t often leave me on my own in the streets. But, I would [given the opportunity]
immediately join in all of these games.
The first and foremost of the games we played were those involving brigands and komitas. First off the
captains and voivodes had to be chosen. These were the names given to the leaders of the Rum and Bulgarian
leaders.
We would chose the captains and voivodes from the strongest and most daring in our midst. These would then
divide us up into a few teams. Those who were playing would immediately turn up the edges of their fezes to
make them look like the kalpaks of the leaders of the Rums and Bulgarians. Then they’d call each other by names
like “Yanko captain” and “Petko voivode.” They’d talk to each other in some sort of made up “Rum” or
“Bulgarian.” Then we’d begin to arm ourselves. In place of knives and guns, we’d stick twigs and pieces of wood
into our belts. We’d fill our pockets and waistbands with stones instead of bombs. Sometimes we might also put a
stick between our legs and ride it like a horse.
My brigand uniform was a lot better looking than those of the other boys’. That was because ours was the only
house in the neighborhood with a sewing machine. To use this old thing we had to set it on top of a gas container
that had been laid on its side. Mother would sometimes do sewing and mending for us or for the neighbors, and
she would give the empty spools to me. I’d collect and save them. Then I’d string these together into hoops and
wear these diagonally across my chest or I’d wrap them around my waist. These were my bandoliers. It was only
much later that I realized that these bandoliers made all of the other street boys jealous. And, when I gave my
extras to someone to wear, he would immediately be made a captain in the game. But I wasn’t often chosen. For
some reason they didn’t see me fit enough for this role.
The whole point of the game of brigand was to take a good position, a good hiding place, without the other
side’s knowledge, and to surround the enemy. Then, when the captain gave the signal, it was necessary to fall
upon the enemy band unexpectedly, with all the noise and shouting as could be mustered up, and to come out on
top after hand-to-hand battle. All energy was devoted to this operation. Fences, ditches, back sides of walls, tree
branches were all used to this end. But, in spite of all this, the raids were never successful and always ended up in
a chase. In these chases each child was on his own in terms of his actions. These chases and battles sometimes
lasted a long time. Sometimes you could see a fight start in the of corner of the neighborhood and spread into
another neighborhood. When this happened new forces from both sides would enter into the battle. Supposedly
there would be dead, wounded and prisoners. Sometimes these prisoners would be rescued in a raid. Finally, when
the game ended with one or the other side as the victor, all of tlie players would gather together, covered in sweat
and blood. They’d fix the edges of their fezes.\fn{ I.e., return them back to their original position .} They’d throw away the
stones and sticks and begin to analyze and discuss the game. But there was not always agreement on the outcome
of the battle, and, at those times, this pretend game would turn into a real fight.
The most intense of these brigand games were those that took place between the kids in our neighborhood and
those in the adjacent Christian neighborhood. These really were like guerilla battles. They’d flare up at the most
unexpected times. They’d be heard immediately. In fact, these were no longer games. These were fights between
neighborhoods on the outskirts of town. All of these kids were citizens of the same country, but these fights were
preparing us for the bloody battles we would fight to settle the score of hundreds of years of animosity between
ethnic groups.
These kinds of fights would start with a Moslem kid’s being stoned in a Greek or Bulgarian neighborhood or a
Christian kid going into a Moslem neighborhood and getting beaten up. Both sides had famous ringleaders and
brave fighters. These ringleaders would collect the local school children into teams and send them out. They
would rush them to the edge of town and send them into battle. There were large Muslim and Christian cemeteries
on the mountain ridges outside of town. Both sides would try to keep their own neighborhood and their own
cemeteries at their backs.
The first course of action was to take control of key points along the road. We would gather together, piling up
stones and making trenches and barricades. Sentries and advanced guards would take their places. Scouts were
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sent out. Here and there skirmishes would flare up. Soon we’d hear yells, kids shouting “Allah! Allah!,” imitation
trumpeter sounds, and even the “boom! boom!” sounds of imitation cannon balls that were made by the round
gravestones on top of the trenches and fortifications which were rolled down towards the enemy.
For some reason, when we played these brigand raiding games amongst ourselves we would shout in
unintelligible gibberish as if we were talking Greek or Bulgarian. But, in these battles between neighborhoods, we
would only speak Turkish, yelling out: ‘
“Allah! Allah! Charge!”
When the noise from one of these fights reached the houses of the big kids, if their mothers and fathers did not
rush to the graveyard, then, in the midst of screaming and swearing, it would turn into a full blown battle. Stones
fell like rain and sticks were hurled. Hand to hand combat would ensue. But, if the matter went on too long, help
would arrive on both sides. By that time, however, it was difficult to tear the two sides apart.
One time, those who had come to break up the fighting in fact began fighting each other. Knives were drawn,
men were wounded. In the approaching darkness of night, while the police who had just arrived were dragging the
opposing sides to their own neighborhoods, quite a few shots rang out from the left and right. That night, both the
Moslem and Christian neighborhoods resounded with the sounds of gun shots until morning.
It was as if this unexpected spark prompted both sides to get mixed up in this inevitable conflict.
*
Our neighborhood was one of immigrants. The rising wave of immigrants from the Crimea, from Dobruja and
from the banks of the Danube, who had torn away from the killings and the bombings and the intermittent battles
would, together with the [Turkish] army which had been consistently defeated for the last one hundred and fifty to
two hundred years, follow the ever receding border and be driven, inch-by-inch, step-by-step to our parts.
At one time Edirne had been the capital of the empire, of the great Ottoman state, but now, it was just a border
outpost. Strongholds and redoubts were lined up everywhere in the hilly vineyards. Looking north towards the
horizon from the city one could see the new borders of the old empire stretching out from east to west along the
low mountains.
But, even though the Padishah had ruled half of the world—from Germany to Iran, to the Indian Ocean, from
Poland and the Ukraine to Ethiopia—from his palace in Edirne when it had been a state capital, the ruins of this
palace, which were right across from our neighborhood, were now lying amongst the trees and shrubs that had
grown between two streams in a dried up river.
Each of the families in our immigrant neighborhood, each one coming from a different place, had a different
story about how they had come to their new home. As the days passed, the size of our neighborhood increased
with the new immigrants who were trickling in across the borders. After leaving their homes and fields behind in
the lands of their birth, these newcomers would grab whatever they could in the way of provisions, pots and pans,
mattresses, and bedding, hook up their two oxen to the cart and start off on their way, with the women and
children loaded on top of the carts.
These wretched bands were the returning children, the survivors of the victors of previous occupying [Turkish]
forces that settled and built villages, cities and fortresses in the Balkans, along the Danube and beyond. These
children, whose forefathers had ridden into Europe on war horses, now were returning with their creaky carts
overloaded with sacks and pots, carrying only these pathetic remnants from a period of domination that had lasted
hundreds of years.
At any rate, upon crossing over the nearby borders onto our side, the immigrant bands united and camped in
the meadow that surrounded our outlying neighborhood. It was these very meadows that had been, in the past, the
fields on which the grandfathers of those now returning had gathered their forces, arranged the ranks and established the route before starting out on their campaigns abroad, to the Balkans, to the Danube and beyond. From
the streets of our out-of-the-way neighborhood one would occasionally hear, “Hey, everyone, the immigrants have
come!” and the neighborhood kids would run to the meadow all together.
This meadow had been, for the past hundred or hundred and fifty years, a stopping place for travelers and
immigrants. The carts would all be arranged here in circles, with the oxen and water buffalo settling down
amongst them. Small rooms were made by fastening the ends of kilims and sheets to the sides of the carts. Beds
were spread out. Pots boiled in the open fires.
The kids from our outlying neighborhood and the newly arrived immigrant kids would immediately start up
friendships because we had already heard the names of the small towns and villages that they talked about;
because we found that we had had the same countrymen and neighbors; because our families had also been torn
away from those areas in the past and had traveled down the same roads, had camped in the same meadow in
which they were now camped.
On the very day after their arrival the new immigrants, some of them visiting the local leaders, some of them
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going to the caravansaries and coffee houses, would start inquiring about the whereabouts of their countrymen
who had come before them; into which town or village they had settled down. After that the band would start to
disintegrate, a portion taking off for places nearby, a portion setting off on the road again, and the remainder settling in in our neighborhood, increasing the population of the neighborhood even more. In order to move in, black
bushes, bramble or thornbushes from the open fields and reeds from the marshy areas had to be brought in. Then
in the middle of a courtyard that was enclosed by a fence, they would make a small hut either out of branches or
out of clay bricks, and cover it with reeds. In this way, in a few days a new family would establish itself in our
neighborhood: its smoke mixing with that of the rest of the neighborhood, the kids of that house joining up with
the neighborhood kids.
I was also an immigrant kid. The story of this migration begins on the banks of the Danube and ends in this
outlying neighborhood. The story is rather simple. But even though it happened as much as thirty years ago, my
father still vividly maintains the memory of it.
Almost thirty years ago, in 1877, when the Russians crossed the Danube, they also surrounded Deli Orman.
We were from Deli Orman. My father was from a very big family. This family lived on a farm that could be
turned into a small fortress when the night gates were closed. The houses, stables and haylofts were arranged
around a large courtyard. Dogs would guard the farm at night, and life would begin in the half-light of morning.
Inside the courtyard oxen, cows, geese, sheep and goats roamed. From this we know that we had a lot of land.
When war broke out on the Danube, however, and the Cossack forces that had crossed the Danube were seen
at the borders of this land, the farm was abandoned. The Cossacks’ horses were swifter than the immigrants’ oxen.
One day the fleeing band was raided and broken up. And, just like the immigrants who were able to make it this
far during my childhood, my father had also set up camp next to our neighborhood and, when he did so, had
found that out of the more than forty people in his family, only his old mother in the cart remained with him. The
traces of those who were lost, and what happened to them, has never been cleared up.
The story of my mother’s migration is a bit shorter. Her parents lived in a village in a mountainous region in
Wester Thrace that had become part of Bulgaria. When we lost that area, like all the other Turks in the region,
they began to slowly leave their country behind.
Later, the stories of our relatives and of those families with whom we had relations got mixed up with our
family stories. For example, one family lived in a mountain pass in the Balkans that split Bulgaria into two parts.
Before the Russians who had crossed the Danube had even reached this village, the resident Bulgarians staged a
revolt. They rang the bells in the church. The militia, that had been assembled secretly in advance, was now out in
the open. Privates, sergeants and officers appeared. First the rebels took the police station and raised their own
flag on the fortress. The sack of the village was easy. They didn’t touch the women, but they eliminated the
village notables one by one.
The relative who told us this story explained how her own father had turned down the collar of his fur coat so
there wouldn’t be any difficulty cutting off his head, and how he gave himself up to the rebels who came to get
him.
During this period the rebels eliminated a lot of people. Not long afterwards, however, a patrol of Turkish
soldiers rescued the village and those who had remained behind began to leave, heading out for the out-of-theway roads amidst attacks and raids. Finally, those who were still in one piece arrived at the edge of our
neighborhood after a long adventure …
272.94 Excerpt from Bir Çerkes Prensesinin Harem Hatiralari\fn{by Princess Leyla Gülefshan Açba (1898-1931)}
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108.86 Behlül Dane Teaches God’s Time Versus Human Time: A Folktale\fn{told by Haci Mehmet Sivri (1898Kurukol, Erzincan Province, Turkey (M) 1

)}

One day while Harun ar-Rashid\fn{ Apparently Harun ar-Rashid (766-809, fifth caliph (786-809) of the Abbasid Dynasty of
Baghdad, is meant I have changed the name in the text from its spelling (“Harun Rasit” in the text before me, in this story and in others)
because it makes use of a character (an “s” with a tail on it, like the “ç” character); and though that character is available to me, it may not
appear on those computers available to others who may view this text. There are many other such character which appear in the texts, and
which I have on my machine, but fear that others may not have on theirs, and so must insert some approximation which to a native-speaker
will be incorrect; but one may do only the best one may do, given the circumstances of ones time and productive condition. I humbly beg
the pardon of my readers.} was caliph of all Islam, Behlül Dane was talking to some of his friends as they all walked
down the street together. Behlül kept saying to them,
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“I have a God whose one hour is equivalent to a thousand of our hours.”
He was still saying that as he and the group walked past the palace of the caliph. Harun ar-Rashid was annoyed
by this and said to his attendants,
“That fellow has memorized something which he keeps repeating, and as often as he repeats it, his friends keep
saying, ‘Yes, yes.’ Call him here.” When Behlül Dane and his friends were brought before the caliph, that ruler
said to Behlül,
“What point are you trying to make in that remark that you keep repeating over and over as you walk along?
The things that you say are not logical. Do such things like that ever really happen?” Behlü1 answered,
“Our creative God can do anything. For Him everything is easy. Yes, things like that have happened, and
things like that will happen again.” When Harun ar-Rashid asked Behlül to prove his statement, Behlül Dane
began to pray:
“O God, my great God, who can make an hour of your time seem like a thousand of our hours, show yourself
to this caliph. He does not believe me when I say this, and he does not believe in your ability to do this.”
One day soon after this, Harun ar-Rashid spent some time enjoying the company of one of his slave girls.
When he was finished doing this, he asked the girl for a kettle of water which he could take with him to the toilet.
When she brought the water, he took the kettle and headed for the toilet.
When Harun ar-Rashid entered that room, he had a vision. The first thing that he noticed was that his clothes
had become the clothes of a woman. Then he realized that he was among a number of shepherds with their flocks
of sheep. The many sheep dogs which pressed around him made him feel almost suffocated. The shepherds ran to
the place where the dogs had gathered, thinking that the disturbance had been caused either by a wolf or by a thief
trying to get some sheep. When they came and saw a person in woman’s clothes, one of them asked,
“Who are you? Are you a jinn or some other supernatural being?”
“I am neither a jinn nor any other supernatural creature but a child of human beings.”
“Woman, what family connections do you have in this area?”
“I don’t have any such connections around here. Won’t you take me with you?”
“Very well,” said the shepherd.
When evening came, the shepherd took Harun ar-Rashid home with him. Harun ar-Rashid in his new form
became this shepherd’s woman, and they were soon married. As time went on, year after year, they had three or
five children.\fn{The phrase used is a common Turkish expression, meaning a couple, two or three, or a few .} (It was, of course,
the Lord, who can make one of his hours seem like a thousand of ours, who was doing all this.)
When he blinked his eyes and looked around him, Harun ar-Rashid discovered that he was still in the toilet.
The shepherd, their children., and the sheep had all disappeared. Taking his kettle with him, he returned to his
own quarters in the palace, but he was gravely disturbed. His wife asked him,
“What is wrong, my caliph? You were in the toilet for some time. Are you in some way ill?”
“Don’t ask me, my wife; don’t ask me. I do not have time to talk about it.”
They went to bed, but Harun ar-Rashid slept little, for he kept thinking about the shepherd he had married,
about the children they had had, and he remembered the names of these children very clearly. In the morning, he
went to his court chamber and sat upon his throne as usual.
Behlül Dane knew all about what had happened to Harun ar-Rashid in his vision. Behlül was very
knowledgeable about all of the spiritual matters of the community. That morning Behlül said to his friends,
“Let us again stroll past the palace. I shall repeat my former words about a thousand hours, and you can again
say, ‘Yes, yes’ to those words.” Walking past the palace, Behliil turned to his left and said,
“My God is so great that he can make one of his hours seem like a thousand to us.” His friends said,
“Yes, yes.” Then turning to his right, Behlül again said,
“My God is so great that he can make one of his hours seem like a thousand of ours.” Again his friends said,
“Yes, yes.” At that point Harun ar-Rashid started crying from the palace balcony,
“Yes, it is true! Yes, it is true!” Behlül then said,
“You didn’t believe it when I told you this before you had become the wife to a shepherd for seven years. You
didn’t believe in God’s ability to do such things before that. But now you say, ‘Yes, yes!’”
Saying no more than that, Behlül departed.
291.26 1. Arz-ı Hâl 2. Bayrak Merasiminde 3. Bir Çocuk Vardı 4. Duyuşlar 5. Erzurum 6. Gel Bahar 7. Git Bahar
8. İnsanlar 9. Kum Saati 10. Mucize 11. Sevmek 12. Yakarış 13. Yalnız 14. Yayla Türküsü: Fourteen Poems\fn{by
Halidé Nusret Zorlutuna (1901-1983)} Constantinople (now Istanbul, Istanbul Province, Turkey (F) 6
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Gecenin bir saatinde
Eşiğine varan bendim
Kuşlar yuvada, kurt inde
Karanlığı yaran bendim
*
Sabahları erken erken
Yürek hasretle yanarken
Firkatin bahçelerinden
Vuslat gülü deren bendim
*
Bendim semada dolanan
Bendim oraya ney çalan
Parmakların uçlarından
Nuru alıp veren bendim \
*
Hayır! Hiçbiri değildim
Hepsi benim hayallerim...
Dolaşarak iklim iklim
Doğru yolu soran bendim
*
Seni buldum şahım seni
Tut elinden üftâdeni
Koma karanlıkta beni
Mevlana! Aman efendim
2
“Hazırol!” emri... Selam... Sonra yürekler çarpar;
Genç göğüsler kabarır, ruhları kaplar da bahar.
Şafak üstünde gülerken güzelim “nazlı hilal”
Yükselir bir heyecan dalgası... yüzler al al.
*
“Korkma sönmez bu şafaklarda yüzen al sancak
Sönmeden yurdumun üstünde tüten en son ocak.
O benim milletimin yıldızıdır parlayacak,
O benimdir, o benim milletimdir ancak!”
*
Her çocuk bir koca arslan “o benimdir!” derken,
Ona can vermeğe hazır bir işaret etsen'
Her yürek aşkına tutkundur ezelden ebede:
Şu küçük yavru, bu genç kız, o beyaz saçlı dede.
*
Onun aşkıyla erir kalbleri örten kara yas;
Bu kızıl gül dedemizden, atamızdan miras.
Ona gül rengini vermiş dökülen kanlarımız:
Sönmesin, ey yüce Tanrım, budur ancak varımız!
3
Yıllar yıllar öncesi..
Bir tatlı çocuk vardı:
Bülbül sesiydi sesi,
Gülüşleri bahardı!
*
Ümitti, emeldi o
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Her şeyden güzeldi o
Dünyaya bedeldi o
Ve dünya ona dardı!
*
Derken bir koca dünya parçalandı birden
Dağılıverdi ortalığa
Yalandan dünyacıklar
Ortaklık darmaduman
Ortalık perperişan
Ortalık kırık dökük, yamru yumru, düğüm düğüm..
*
Nerde benim tatlı küçüğüm?
Hangi yalandan dünyada kaldı,
Hangi yalancı rüyaya daldı?..
4
I
Yolda yuvarlanan bir taş
Karşıki yapıya doğru.
Ne taşıdır?... Anlamak zor .!
Hiç Anadolu kokmuyor.
*
Bu taş benim taşım değil
*
Önümde tabak tabak aş,
Bardakta renkli renkli su,
Kim pişirmiş, Kim kotarmış?
İçinde acep ne varmış?...
*
Bu aş benim aşım değil !
*
Bazı gözlerden akar yaş,
Benimsiyemem doğrusu!
Belli yürekten akmıyor,
Benim içimi yakmıyor...
*
Bu yaş benim yaşım değil
II
Tövbe ! Yanılmışım meğer
Üstünde izim, serteser.
Çocuğum, sen postunu ser
Bu yer Türk'ün öz vatanı.
*
Atalarım, kapısını
Açmış, yapmış yapısını,
Mühürlemiş tapusunu .
Bu yer Türk'ün öz vatanı
*
Kanla çizilmiştir sınır
Uzanan eli hemen kır!
Hak, hakikin yardımcısıdır.
Bu yer Türk’ün öz vatanı
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5
Senden ayrı, gurbet elde yıllardır,
Hasretini çekip durdum Erzurum.
Bir damla suyunda bin şifa vardır,
Ana yurdum, baba yurdum Erzurum.
*
Zorlu dedelerim kükrer sesinde,
Ninemin gülüşü, güler sesinde,
Tarihimin karanlık devresinde,
Hançerdin düşmana, vurdun Erzurum.
*
Gönülde sevgisin, damarda kansın,
Çileli, fedakâr, aziz vatansın,
Cümle güzel şehirlere sultansın,
Tahtını kalbime kurdun Erzurum.
6
Gel bahar, erit bu yolun karını,
Geçen seneleri anmayalım hiç
Dinle bülbüllerin şarkılarını
Güllerin kıpkızıl şarabını iç.
Bu dünya bir büyük meyhanedir, gel!
*
Gel bahar, gel bahar, yakınlarda gül!
Denize renginden armağan bırak
Ufuklarda gezin, semaya süzül
Sonra yavaş yavaş in, içime ak!
Gönlüm hasretinle divanedir, gel!
7
Çekil bu gölgeli yolda gezinme,
Bahar bakişlarin yine pek sarhoş.
Yanilip gönlüme misafir inme.
Kapisi kilitli, mihrabi bomboş
*
Mabettir orasi, meyhane degil...
*
Işiklar, kokular, sesler, çiçekler...
Ömrünün her günü bir başka dügün,
Bülbüller koynunda açti çiçekler
Güller dökülürler gögsüne bütün!..
*
Gerçekten güzelsin, efsane degil:
*
Altinli başinda papatya niçin?
Sari saçlarina pembe gül takin
Git bahar...Gönlümde ibadet için,
Diz çöken kizlari ürkütme sakin,
*
Kalbime girme, o kaşane degil!..
*
Git bahar, git bahar ! Uzaklarda gül,
275

Denize renginden birak hediye,
Ufuklarda gezin, semaya süzül...
Kalbime sokulma “Peymane!” diye,
*
Gördüklerin kandil, peymane degil!
8
Seviyorum insanları zaman zaman
Bakıyorum yüreği güneş dolu alnı ak
Biri var;
Ne dilinde iğne ne avucunda taşlar
Ne gözlerinde yalan
Gerçekten insan!
Gülüşleri gözyaşları sıcak
Canımdan yakın, yıldızdan uzak
Biri var... böyle biri var
Ne güzel bu inanış, bu kutlu an!
Seviyorum insanları ben her zaman.
9
Bir kum saatinde erimiş gibi,
Zaman parça, an parça parça.
Hangi zalim oktur delen bu kalbi?
Göğsümden dökülen kan parça parça.
*
Benim değil artık, yaşamıyor dün.
Doğar mı doğmaz mı beklediğim gün?...
Bu yalan dünyada ne var ki bütün,
Huzur parça parça, can parça parça.
*
Yaşanmamış ömre yan parça parça!...
10
Büyük kudretine pek çok inandım,
Seni ta içimden sevdim ben, Tanrım!
Gönlüme tecelli eyledin sandım;
Yavrumu bağrıma basarken, Tanrım!
*
Yüzü gülden pembe, güneşten parlak,
Gözlerinin nuru sendedir mutlak,
Onun çehresinde sana tapınmak
Eğer bir günahsa affet sen, Tanrım!
*
Gönlüme taktım da neşeden kanat,
Gözlerime doldu göklerin kat kat...
Her eserin güzel ve yüksek, fakat
Bu çocuk en büyük mucizen Tanrım!
11
Sevmek...Delicesine, deliler gibi sevmek!
Kuş uçar gibi sevmek, gök gürler gibi sevmek.
*
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Bir çocuk inanciyla inanarak, kanarak
Ve bir günahkar fani azabiyla yanarak,
*
Hep onu arayarak baharda, yazda, kişta;
Nihayet Büyük Sir’ra ulaşmak bir bakişta.
*
O bakişta okumak aşkin büyük adini,
Hep o büyük bakişta bulmak var olmanin tadini.
*
Sevmek: Hasta anneyi, altin başli yavruyu,
Bahari, yildizlari, gögü, güneşi, suyu...
*
Yürekten kopan ince bir ahi, sever gibi,
Sevmek...Topragi sever, Allah’i sever gibi!
12
Şüpheyle tereddütle yürek yandığı anlar
Mahkûm ederim suçlu görüp kendimi kendim
Âlemlere şâmil keremin, mağrifetin var,
Sen affını çok görme benim Rabb'im Efendim.
*
Ruhum süzülür nur olarak göklere bazen,
Bazen yedi kat yerlere batmış gibidir can.
Bir korkulu humma gibi kavrar beni isyan
Sen affını çok görme benim Rabb'im Efendim
*
Kurtar bizi zulmetten İlâhi bol ışık ver,
Kahrolsun, uzaklaşsın o şeytan denen ejder.
Rabb'im sana ermek dileriz yolları göster,
Sen lûtfunu çok eyle benim Rabb’im Efendim
13
İncecikten bir kar yağar
Tozar Elif Elif diye
Karacaoğlan
*
Esen boz rüzgâr mıdır?
İncecikten bir kar mıdır?...
Elifimi hatırlattı bana birden
*
Elif akla gelir de öbürleri dururlar mı?
Sevgililer
Geldiler
Birer birer:
Bânu’m, Çağrı’m, Yağmur’um, Emrah’ım
Kuşattılar çevremi,
Kiminin kolları boynumda,
Kimi tırmanır dizlerime.
Birbirinden güzel, birbirinden tatlı.
*
Kim demiş ki yalnızım?...
Camların ardındaki rüzgâr mı, kar mı ?..
Kim bakar artık!
Güneşler doldu bomboş evime,
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Gönlüm güneşe doğru kanatlı.
Sana sonsuz şükürler Allah'ım!...
14
Bingöl yaylasında bin renktir bahar,
O güzel adına kurban yaylalar!
Bir yudum suyunda bin bir şifa var,
*
Sarmaşır güneşle, öpüşür ayla,
“Yaylalar içinde Erzurum yayla”
*
Gülüne başka gül uyar mı ola?
Türküsünü Tanrım duyar mı ola?
Düşümde gördüğüm bu yar mı ola?
*
Sarmaşır güneşle, öpüşür ayla,
“Yaylalar içinde Erzurum yayla”
*
Damarında akan Türkün kanıdır.
Göğsünü kabartan Türkün şanıdır;
Yayla Türkün canı, öz vatanıdır,
*
Sarmaşır güneşle, öpüşür ayla,
“Yaylalar içinde Erzurum yayla”
105.87 The Card Player In Paradise: A Folktale\fn{told by M. Nicolaidou (1906/07Province, Turkey (F) -1

)} Argyroupolis, Trabzon

Once Christ went into a cardplayer’s house and told his wife that He would come that evening to dinner. The
cardplayer made ready and brought in fish for three persons—himself, his wife, and his guest. But that evening,
Christ came with his twelve Disciples.
The man and his wife up and said they doubted they could feed so many, but Christ blessed the food, they all
ate, and there was food left over. When Christ was leaving, He revealed Himself and asked the cardplayer what
He could do for him in return. He thought, and said,
“Let me always win at cards, for it is my work, and when I die, take me into Paradise.”
“It is well,” said Christ, and disappeared.
All his life, the cardplayer beat everyone at cards. The time came for him to die, and before he went to the next
world, he told his wife to put the playing cards inside his coffin. He died, and was saved.
The road to Paradise first ran through Hell. When he arrived outside Hell, the Devil called him inside. The
cardplayer agreed to play cards with him, and if he lost, to go to Hell, but if he won, to take away one of the
damned with him. They began to play, and at the end the cardplayer found himself the winner of twelve of the
damned.
At last, they set off for Paradise. The cardplayer found Saint Peter’s gate and bade him call Christ. Christ came
and was told that there were thirteen people there at the gate.
“I told you,” Christ said, “I would take only you into Paradise, and you have brought twelve more.”
“I beg Your pardon,” the cardplayer said, “but You said You would come to my house on Your own, yet You
brought me twelve more to feed.”
What could Christ do, but let in the twelve?
1920
95.252 An Episode Of Two\fn{by Sait Faik Abasiyanik (1906-1954)} Adapazari, Adapazari Province, Turkey (M) 3
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Dialogues between the lame seagull and the fisherman have been witnessed if not actually heard. I’ll bet my
life that it was the seagull who first started the conversation. I can’t tell what the seagull really said, but it’s out of
the question that it might have been the other way around. I mean, it’s impossible that the fisherman addressed the
seagull first.
Now, let’s forget about what the seagull said to the fisherman. Instead, let’s make the fisherman talk.
The seagull said: “…”
The fisherman said: “You gonna shut up, you lame thing you? Yak-yak at this hour of the mornin’ … Patience
ain’t gonna kill you, you know! We haven’t even got the seamark yet. For heaven’s sake, hold your tongue! Look,
if you keep quiet, we’re gonna get there sooner. What am I supposed to do—keep up with your chatter or row?
Now, wait—just a minute. I’m gonna cut up a mackerel for you. Now, stop screamin’, sonny! That’s enough, my
boy! Look, you’re goin’ too far! Damn it, with all this gabble, you’re makin’ my head swell!”
He flung toward the seagull the bones of a mackerel, stripped from its flesh from the head down, with its tail
limp, almost quivering. Then he grabbed the oars. In a short while, the Oxia Isles, veiled in the fog, came into
sight. The gull was now quiet. With a couple of flutters of its wings, it overtook the boat—and with seven flutters,
itr disappeared, past the fisherman, toward the coast of the Oxia Isles. Then, it came back and perched on the calm
motionless sea. They no longer talked.
It was then that the fisherman turned to me: “Whenever I go out to the sea, he spots my boat and follows me.
And the way he brings me luck—it’s somethin’.”
“Why do you call him lame, Pop?”
“He’s lame, that’s why. Take a good look: he’s missin’ a leg.”
“Whatever happened to that leg?”
“I don’t know. Maybe a dragon sneaked out of the water and bit the leg off. Maybe he was born that way. Or
maybe when he was a baby, he fell into the hands of some little boy. Who knows?”
We stopped talking. The wind carried the smell of the land. I sensed the stench of watermelons turning sour.
“Gosh, look at that,” said the fisherman. “Whaddaya know! Just like a human bein’! He went and percned
right on the seamark.”
We came to a halt where the bird was perched. The gull flew, then lighted about five fathoms or so from us. It
screamed joyfully, thrusting its head forward.
As the fisherman pulled out his knife to cut up bait, it took off into the air and flew away till it was no longer in
sight.
“He got away, Pop,” I said.
“He’ll be back in a minute,” said the fisherman. “Guess he’s gonna find o;ut if there’s other guys fishin’ around
the Spiked Isle.”
“Why’s that? Does he have to find o;ut?”
“Not for himself. I gotta know, that’s why.” Then the fisherman paused.
Neither of us liked to talk much. In fact he seemed to regret that we had already talked sdo much. One could
say that a fisherman is a man who talks to himself, but this description may be incorrect. Fact is, the fisherman’s
lot is not talkative. I’ve never run into a talkative fisherman. Personally, I reached this conclusion: If a man is a
fisherman, he is taciturn. If he is garrulous, then he is no fisherman. But a fisherman must be able to talk when
necessary.
“See the tip of Prote Island?”
“I see it.”
“On top, there’s supposed to be a white strip of land. Right above the tip—near thoses round-shapoed trees on
top—do you see that?”
“No.”
He pulled the oars a couple of times.
“Now?”
“Now I see it.”
He paused again. From the blue universe, a deafening sound emerged. A sound unlike all familiar sounds—
human or animal voices, sound of whistles, machinery, wood, wind, wires, trees, insects—a sound unlike all the
sounds of the earth. I heard this sound from the depths, from the fathomless depths the voice of the blue universe
breathing and panting. Just like ants (which sense not our total being, but an infinitesimal portion of our
existence), I kept hearing a tiny but (reduced billions of times) of the deep deafening resonance of one part of that
enormous and vibrant and magnificent creature: the Sea. My temples throbbed, and my ears whirred. On the sea,
far away from land, I have always feared this voice—unruffled and deep and inaudible. Suddenly, an urge to
speak gripped me, a yearning to scream so that I could drown the voice of the sea. Deep down, I wished I could
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swim to the Spiked Isle (which we were now approaching) and set foot there on the land and sing a song at the top
of the my voice.
“Pop,” I said, “tell me, for heaven’s sake, why does this gull fly to the Spiked Isle to find out about other
fishermen and fly back?”
He lifted his eyes—the edges of his eyelashes were red—and looked into my face. He had sensed that I was
frightened by the sea and the silence and the inexhaustible deep voice of the sea. Before giving me an answer, he
glanced at me. He smiled and said: “If there’s some other guy there, that guy may come over here to my spot. I
get mad at that, and I move elsewhere. But all day long, I’m mad as hell; and he’s scared I’m gonna give him no
fish to eat. Other guys don’t know nothin’ about this: they think I run away so that they won’t find my seamark.
Cross my heart, it ain’t that! Has nothin’ to do with it. God provides food for all His creatures. There’s plenty of
spots around here for me to fish. Look, I know the bottom of this sea by heart, inside out. I could give a submarine
its whole log. It’s just that I enjoy fishin’ all alone, that’s all. Get me?”
Now the fisherman turned to the gull: “This gentleman wants to find out about somethin’: How come you
know I like fishin’ alone? Go, answer him, damn it!”
The gull said nothing any more. Its circular, unblinking eyes with red rings around them were fixed on the
boat. It looked lily-white and immaculate. Its onion-colored beak kept opening and closing.
“Go on, lame gull, answer! Tell him. Say no dice for you if other fishermen come over here. Say you get all
peeved and take off. Then you’re a nasty guy all day. And I suffer because of that. Say you turn into a pig. You try
to scare me with that oar. Say you even begrudge me one measly fish head.”
The gull stared, kept quiet. The fisherman said to me: “Throw those heads to the gull.”
The way the gull gobbled up those heads was a sight to see. Just as there are gluttonous men, there are
gluttonous gulls, too. It’s nauseating to see it. I personally like to see people eat their meals unobtrusively. I like
those people who sit under the shadow of a tree, open a little package, and eat without being noticed by anyone.
Maybe they smack their lips. Maybe they even have a big appetite, too. Yet, if someone happens to pass by, they
feel embarrassed or ashamed, as though they were caught doing some mischief.
“He’s greedy as hell,” said the fisherman. “I don’t like that habit of his. But what are you gonna do? He’s only
a gull, after all. These creature are never fed up, never.”
“Like human beings,” I said.
“No,” he retorted. “Don’t malign human beings. There are all sorts of people. Some people ain’t greedy at all.”
“But there aren’t too many like that.”
“There’s plenty,” he said.
He pointed toward Mt. Olympus, whose crest was still covered with the snow that had not melted away.
“Over thataway,” he said.
We slipped our angles into the water. Now the fisherman talked incessantly. He seemed to be trying to disprove
my dictum that if a man is garrulous, he is not a fisherman.
“I’ve seen many a peasant blush while eatin’. As if eatin’ was a shameful thing. I also saw high-class guys
gulping their lobster without openin’ their mouths, real graceful-like, but—I’m tellin’ you—faster than any gull I
ever saw. They ate elegant enough. Without smackin’ their lips., Just movin’ their jaws. But you’d get scared just
lookin’ at those jaws. Man, they were dreadful things. Not like jaws, like machines. Not like machines, either; like
a treadmill.”
The lame gull kept circling overhead, all around us.
“I bet this gull has got other friendly boats, too? What do you say, Pop?”
“Sure enough.”
“I guess he knows what each one likes, too.”
“Of course he does.”
“That’s a lot of politics for a seagull.”
The fisherman showed his decayed teeth. I almost saw his uvula.
“Stomach … Food …” he said.
We hushed again. He was gently weighing his angle. Again I was overcome by the feeling that the hook sank
together with me—first bit by bit, then swiftly—till I plunged breathless into the fathomless depths. My mind
clamored to escape the torment of this blue creature and to die breathing freely on land. No matter how much he
enjoys keeping quiet and just waiting for his catch, the fisherman began to talk with a halfhearted loquaciousness
that betrayed that he did not always think of himself alone and that he remembered my presence.
“It’s getting’ rough,” he said. “And you turn sick fast. We’re gonna go back in a short while, don’t worry.”
No sooner than he said this, he started talking in a different vein. “Odd,” he said. “I’ve grown accustomed to
that lame thing. Those days when he ain’t around I’m like a guy who knows he lost somethin’ but doesn’t know
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what—and yet keeps lookin’ for it. I can’t get used to people, but I’ve sure grown fond of this bird. Look, if I
could get used to people, I'’ marry. I just can'’ do it. Bein’ under the same roof, in the same bed with someone all
night long, would drive me out of my mind.”
I thought of the fisherman’s ground-floor room. He would seldom stay there. He kept his nets in that room, and
usually slept in a corner of the coffeehouse or in his boat.
“Pop Moonsheen,” I said, “you just don’t care for a home.”
“You said it. I just don’t. I can’t stand a home. My mother died when I was an infant. Father never stayed
around the house. I used to spend all my summers on the beach, swimmin’. In the evenings I used to wait for my
father’s return from fishin’, and I would cuddle up to the boat’s prow. Father used to grumble and head for our
chicken coop, where he would sleep on the fishin’ nets. Early in the mornings, he used to come to the boat and
wake me up. If he wasn’t mad at what he’d dreamed, he took me along to fish. If the sea looked a bit rough, he
used to grunt and say: “Go on, you go play at the marketplace.” With a lump in my heart, I used to go away.”
*
“Going fishing, Pop Moonsheen?”
“That’s right. So what?”
“Why don’t you take me along?”
He didn’t answer. He didn’t even look at me. Yet he knew that the tips I always gave him (although I don’t
even catch any fish) were nothing to sneer at. After all, Pop Moonsheen had a lot of practical need in this world.
So it’s no wonder that he took me along to fish once again.
“But,” he cautioned, “I ain’t gonna go back even if you die in that boat.”
“That day, I got sick.”
“You’re goon a be sick again. Never mind. Anyhow, you’re so high-strung that one of these days you ain’t
gonna relax on land, either. Listen, nothin’s gonna happen out there on the sea. Besides, what if you die? When
death comes, what difference does it make if you’re on land or at sea?”
“Why is it that out on the sea one has an odd feeling—like the fear of death?”
“That’s no fear of death. That’s a fear of the mind.”
“Now, what does that mean, Pop?”
“Mind works different at sea than it does on land. When your feet are on the ground, with a snap of your
fingers you can find some help, some cure. But in a boat you’re helpless, you hands are tied. If you feel sick,
there’s no doctor. If you die, no priest, no imam. Not that they help any. If you turn blind, there’s nobody to hold
you by the hand. No morphine if you go berserk. Best thing is to get a bottle of booze. Hey! Sonny, go get us a
large bottle, eh.”
I jumped into the boat. Suddenly, I noticed a bit of black ribbon on Pop Moonsheen’s lapel—the kind that
mourners wear.”
“Who died in the family, Pop?”
“Some distant relative.”
This time we didn’t talk at all in the boat. When we got to the seamark, he said: “Do you see the tip of
Leandros?”
“I see it.”
“Do you see the red soil, too?”
“I do.”
“There’s supposed to be a white house there on the beach. Is it right over the rocks there?”
“That’s right.”
“I put the bait on the hook and let the line drop into the water. Just then, I remembered the seagull and said:
“Where’s the lame gull?”
He said: “He died.”
“What? How?”
“I don’t know how. One mornin’, when I got to the seamark, his tiny body was floatin’ right on the seamark—
dead.”
“Do you think he came and died on the seamark so that you could find him there?”
He didn’t reply. It suddenly occurred to me that perhaps he put that black ribbon on his lapel because his gull
was dead. I smiled.
He said: “What are you smiling about?”
“Nothing,” I answered, “Maybe that distant relative was the lame gull?”
He fixed his eyes on my face.
“Today,” he said, “your mind sorks as if you’re on lanbd. No fear in that head of yours! That’s the way it
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oughta be. Your mind oughta work at sea just the way it works on land. There’s no cure, no solution for anythin’
on the ground, either. We just figure solutions and cures are under your nose. That’s wrong! It ain’t true! This
world is a helpless world.”
“It isn’t so, Moonsheen,” I replied. “There are solutions in the world. Men will always find solutions in the
world.”
“Wow, you sure made it, sonny boy! Now, that’s the way one thinks on ground. One oughta think, the same
way at sea, too. You’re wrong, but who cares! One oughta think this way all the time!”
I was about to say something when he raised his hand, his fingers holding a cigarette. He made a signal to me
to keep quiet. I held my breath. He pulled his line and caught a gurnard weighing twelve or fifteen pounds. I felt
he was thinking that this fish would be worth about ten bucks. He took the scoop and dumped the fish into the
stern. He put fresh bait on the hook. Then he looked at me expecting me to speak.
“Ehh,” I mumbled. “What was I saying? Maybe you’re mourning the lame gull?”
He pointed to his head and said: “The mind ages, grows old—it even dies before the body dies.”
Then he pointed to his heart. “What doesn’t grow old or get smaller is right here.”
He paused. This old man, cursed with a fiery temper, disliked and dreaded by the whole village, said: “I wept
when I found his dead body there. remember, last time we came out fishin’, you turned sick in the stomach. I got
sick exact same way. I went back without catchin’; anything. My bones ached all over. I went home to bed. When
I got up in the mornin’, there was a bitter taste in my mouth—like poison. I turned the cupboards and chests inside
out as if I was lookin’ for medicine. Then I found this ribbon and put it on.”
With his hook-like fingers, he ripped the black ribbon off his lapel and threw it into the water.
“This,” he said, “is another sort of madness. I guess it’s the sea that makes us this way. Open that bottle.”
We poured liquor into the cup. A tear rolled down his cheeks and dropped into the limpid, pungent water. With
his clenched fist, he struck his chest.
“This heart,” he said, “this heart of ours is the heart of a crackbrain.”
90.91 Dreamers\fn{by Albert Isaac Bezzerides (1908-

)}

Samsoun, Samsoun Province,Turkey (M) 2

One quiet, sleepy Sunday afternoon, my father walked down the porch steps to the path. The tall, brick
chimney of the brewery sent a lazy wisp of gray smoke twisting into the sky and the subdued sounds of kids
shouting came from the playground across the tracks.
“Where you going, pop?” I said.
“To Hajji’s house,” my father said. “I’ll be back pretty soon.”
“Can I go too?”
“Well, why not?” my father said. “Come on then.”
I jumped to the lawn and my father took my hand as we went down the street and cut across the empty lot to
the Santa Fe tracks.
Hajji was an old Armenian who lived near California Field. He was such a vicious, unfriendly man that I
wanted to see what he looked like at close range.
“Now when we get there, sit still and don’t open your mouth,” my father said. “You know how Hajji is?”
I nodded.
We walked along the embankment on which the tracks ran, to M Street and there turned left to a small whitewashed house surrounded with Chinaberry trees. I could hear chickens in the high-fenced yard and a rooster
chukking to his hens.
“All right, here we are,” my father said.
We went up the steps to the porch and he knocked. There was a stretch of silence, then a soft sound of slippers
and the door swung open. Ahna, Hajji’s wife, stood in the opening. She was a skinny, dark woman with black,
friendly eyes and she wore a woolen shawl over her wrinkled, ape’s head.
“Eh,” she said in Turkish, “is it you?” and she smiled at me with her puckered mouth. “Come in, come in;” and
she stooped forward and led us into the house.
Hajji, a solid chunk of a man in his late nineties, sat on the mindaar with his legs folded under him and his
tasseled fez on his head. A narghileh nipple was in his mouth and a quiet smile was on his face. He looked at my
father and said, “Did you come?” Then he looked at me, puffed twice on the tube, received a bubbling answer
from the jar, patted my head with a heavy hand and said, “You came too.”
I was surprised that he did not remember me as one of the boys who annoyed him and I was relieved when my
father hoisted me up to the top of the high mindaar and sat down between me and the patriarch. Hajji puffed again
and said,
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“Good, I’m glad you came.”
I had expected some great conversation when we got into the room, in the manner of people from the old
country, such as:
“Eh, how are you, Bahrone Boghos?”
“I am well, and how are you, Hajji-Agha?”
“Ahk, thanks to God, I too am well. It is a good day today.”
“Yes, it is a good day today.”
“Yesterday was a good day too.”
“Yes, yesterday was a good day too.”
“Tomorrow will also be a good day.”
I had visited a number of men with my father and this is how the conversation usually ran, eventually getting
to a discussion of crops, last year’s, this year’s and next year’s. But this time I sat on the mindaar and waited and
waited and nothing happened.
Time gradually stood still. A bee buzzed against the window pane, Ahna’s slippers shuffled from room to
room, and these sounds were remote, as if coming from another world. Sunlight glinted on the Chinaberry leaves
and in the yard a rooster crew. Occasionally Hajji sucked on the narghileh, gurgling the water in the jar, and
exhaled, filling the room with smoke.
A tin of tobacco covered with the crooks and elbows of Turkish words stood on the low coffee table and beside
it lay a tiny book of cigarette paper, the leaves flirted open. My father leaned forward, gathered tin and booklet
into his hands, sat back and rolled a cigarette, placed it between his lips and lighted it. Soon he too was inhaling,
holding his breath, then exhaling, Ahhhh, in a full, vaporous sigh.
We sat quietly, not saying a word. I wondered how long this silence was going to last. A cold, tingly sensation
crept up my legs and I grew restless on my bottom and shifted from side to side. I tried to sit still, but my whole
body itched to move. I turned my head and rolled my eyes.
On the floor, on the sofa where we sat, even on the walls were Turkish rugs in a profusion of color and design.
Brass pots and tarnished vases stood on the tables and shelves. A photograph of a girl, her face barely discernible,
gazed quietly at us from the wall.
Gradually I noticed a strange odor in the room, not the choking smell of tobacco nor of anything namable, but
simply an odor of the old country. Such an odor my grand Aunt had brought with her when she had come from
Turkey. It was in her clothes, in her bundles, even in her face when she bent down to kiss me. The odor made me
think of all the old country people that I had ever known, boys and girls, men and women; and I tried to remember
what had happened to them.
Outside the Summer sky glowed and the Summer sun flashed and here; we were, in the United States, in
Fresno, and this was a new time, a new place, but in this room, my father and Hajji were far away, thinking of the
old country, trying to remember old happenings, living again an old 1ife. Even I felt myself drifting away to a
strange land.
They were dreamers lost in their thoughts, wrapped in the veil of their past. They blinked their eyes, stroked
their mustaches and sighed. And they sat they did not exchange one word, though Hajji looked at my father and
my father looked at Hajji, each without being conscious of the glance.
But dreams must come to an end. A long time had passed, when my father shook his head and said,
“Ahk, those days.” And Hajji said,
“They are gone, all dead, and one day we will be dead too.”
This thought held them for another moment; then Hajji called out in a voice sharp as a whip,
“Ahna! O’Sahna!”
The spell was broken and I moved around on the seat.
Ahna came and Hajji said, “Gaiffa,” and she shuffled away to return soon with two tiny cups of coffee not
much larger than thimbles. The odor of the thick, black Turkish coffee dispelled the other odor. And she brought a
big, red apple for me.
I listened to the ritualistic drinking of the coffee.
Siiiip, my father said.
Siiiip, Hajji said, then alternately they said, Ahhhhh, cooling their scalded mouths, for the coffee was very hot.
Even now they did not send a word back and forth in the shape of conversation.
Though the cups were small, it seemed to me that an eternity had passed before they were done with sipping
and ahhing and the cups were turned over in order to tell their fortunes. A moment upside down and the cups were
righted again, inspected, exchanged and carefully inspected once more.
Outside the sky was growing dark. My father arose and I slipped down from the sofa.
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“We must go,” my father said.
“Don’t go, don’t go,” Hajji said. “You just came, what is your hurry, it’s still early, sit down. Sit down and let
us talk some more.”
“It’s getting late,” my father said, and he pointed outside where the shapes of houses were blocked in shadow
and red was gathering in the sky. We walked to the door where Ahna was waiting.
“Eh, come again,” Hajji said. And though my father knew that Hajji never visited anyone, my father said,
“Hai-yah, and you come too.”
We walked down the steps and behind us Ahna quietly shut the door, sealing in the past, preserving it for
another time. We walked in the cool evening down the tracks. A mile away the lights of the city glowed in the sky.
At home my mother said,
“Where have you two been all this time?”
“At Hajji’s house,” my father said.
“What do you find to do at Hajji’s house?”
My father stroked his mustache, the way he always did when he was thinking. Then he looked at my mother
with brooding eyes.
“We talk,” he said.
36.24 The Big Family\fn{by Samet Agaoglu (1909-

)}

Istanbul, Istanbul Province, Turkey (M) 18

As soon as grandfather Hadji Giyas died, a few years before the constitution was declared, the four sons made
haste to sell their land and houses in the Niksar district of Tokat and migrated to Istanbul with their entire fortune.
In this manner they fulfilled the dream which they had cherished of one day living permanently in the city to
which they came and went from time to time for the purpose of trade, and which was renowned for its size,
beauty, and entertainments.
Hadji Giyas had for a long time sensed that his sons were burning with the longing to escape from Niksar’s
small, closed, dark and bigoted surroundings, to the city. In fact they had tried by devious means to persuade their
father to make this decision. But Hadji Giyas knew how this city, like a huge light, to whose attraction were
drawn thousands of people from the towns of Anatolia, burnt them like moths to ashes. As long as he remained
alive he would never allow such an action. But Hadji Giyas was positive that when he died his sons would
immediately make the decision to move to Istanbul. It was for this reason that he wished to live until the fire in
their hearts had turned to ashes, while on the other hand he saw clearly that they longed for their father to die as
quickly as possible.
Hadji Giyas, on the one hand with the aim of preventing his sons from fulfilling their wish by forming strong
ties in Niksar, and on the other in order to preserve the family’s wealth, according to ancestral tradition married
his sons to the four daughters of his brother. They all lived in the same house in Niksar. Hadji Giyas, like a huge
eagle, collected his sons, his daughters-in-law and his grandchildren beneath his open wings. It was impossible for
anyone of them to slip out from beneath the shadow of these wings. Like wild animals put forcibly into a cage
they grumbled beneath these wings, but they had not the courage to make the slightest movement to break out or
to escape.
Afterwards this duty passed to the eldest son. In Istanbul they formed the same life beneath his rule; they
bought a big house with large gardens on a hill above the Bosphorus and all settled down there together; meanwhile they rented an entire commercial building in Mahmutpas’ha and set themselves up in business.
The names of the four brothers, starting from the eldest, were Ferhat, Abdülmuttalib, Ya’kub and Musa, and
the women’s names, taken in the same order, were Sadiye, Mesude, Müveddet, and Müllire.
The system of family order established by Hadji Giyas lapsed a short time after they came from Niksar. With
the exception of Ferhat, the brothers saw no harm in ceasing to observe the age-difference between them; while as
for the women Sadiye, the wife of Ferhat, was only able to maintain her personal authority over her sisters, while
the others lost no time amongst themselves in following their husbands’examples.
But the other brothers and their wives, unable to endure the oppressive authority of Ferhat on the one hand and
of his wife Sadiye on the other, wished to leave Ferhat’s house. Ferhat was in any case thinking along the same
lines. This course of action was necessary if he was not to become overfamiliar with his brothers. It was above all
with this thought in mind that he bought a spacious property in Kadiköy and moved there.
The sons of Hadji Giyas adjusted themselves rapidly to life in Istanbul; their wealth, their prodigality, and the
face, speech, and actions of each one of them became known immediately.
During the First World War almost all the poor folk of the areas where they lived, on the Bosphorus and at
Kadiköy, and for some distance around, had eaten plentifully, at least five or ten times, of the food cooked in the
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kitchens of these houses. Indeed in the immediate vicinity of each of the ,houses a regular Hilâl-i Aihmer, to give
it the name used in those days, that is to say a Red Crescent soup kitchen, was opened. Alongside these displays
of charity they were distinguished, both as a family and as each separate individual, by unimaginable extravagances and affectations. For one thing they engaged pretty governesses, who were usually Greek, for all the children,
both girls and boys. Again, when the children passed the age of six, whether girls or boys they were all entered for
the American Colleges. But with the exception of Ferhat’s sons Hüseyin and Hasan and his daughter Dilara not
one of them was able to finish school, and after remaining for several years in each class they were talken away
from college with the formula:
“He (or she) has learnt excellent English, what need is there to finish the school?”
The most expensive dressmakers in Istanbul worked for these women, and all the latest fashions were seen first
on them. But how odd they looked! When they went out everyone was astonished at the ludicrous appearance
which these up to the minute clothes assumed when worn by these women, and used to stand and stare at them.
They for their part attributed this interest on people’s part to admiration, and congratulated and praised each other
without ceasing.
The crowded parties which were held several nights a week and lasted until morning were famous. The city’s
well-known men and women players and singers, the performers of Karagoz, conjurors and public story tellers, all
were there. Many people would come from the most distant parts of Istanbul to watch these entertainments, and
would stand in rows around the garden whilst sellers of soda pop, and hazel and pistachio nuts came and went
amongst them, so that the place resembled a kind of open air theatre, or rather a fairground.
Sometimes the entire family would reserve all the cabins of a ship and go for a cruise on the Black Sea,
sometimes, again the entire family would travel by sleeping car on the Simplon Express to enjoy themselves in
Europe. They would recount these European trips to all their acquaintances at great length and with considerable
exaggeration. They would tell of how they had been admired in Berlin, Vienna and Budapest, of how it was
always at them that people looked in theatres and restaurants. Then, “Ah,” they would sigh, “we should have lived
there. But God ordained that we should live here,” and starting with the way everybody sat, spoke, ate and drank,
they criticized all their actions without ceasing, and did not even hesitate to call the people they disliked “filthy
Anatolians.”
In the midst of all this rejoicing, this tumult, this life of confusion, their fortune did not grow less; in the trade
circles of Istanbul their names were mentioned amongst the famous profiteers of the time, and added to the gossip
were a number of stories about smuggling and trade in railway cars. It was said that some of the great, politically
influential people of the time were protecting the family. And it is true that some of these influential men were
usually to be seen at the entertainments at the villa. In addition to this Ferhat and Abdülmuttalib lent money freely
to these politicians and to high government officials, in return for promissory notes which they would never make
public or use against the writers.
Thanks on the one hand to the skill with which they took these precautions and on the other to the widest
possible manifestations of charity, the effects of all the unfavourable gossip which surrounded the sons of Hadji
Giyas was almost completely lost. On this both their friends and their enemies were unanimous.
In an Istanbul where poverty was gradually increasing there was nobody who gave as much help to the needy
as this family. Yes, they themselves ate, drank and amused themselves, but at least several hundred poor people
benefited from the leftovers of this dissipation.
With the exception of Ferhat, the brothers followed the same policy within their :homes and to their women. In
the house the women were supreme. The men did not interfere with what they did; in fact they did not. concern
themselves with the children’s schools or with their future. On this subject, and only on this point they had
reached a common decision: they too would follow tradition and marry the girls of the family to the boys. They
continuously inculcated this into the children, saying to the boys:
“Go and call your fiancee,” and to the girls, “Where did your husband go?”
So that as a result the children in fact regarded each other as husband and wife.
In return for the dominion of the women in the house, outside the home the men were completely free. The
three sisters, that is Mesude, Müveddet and Münire set the limits of this freedom, leaving their menfolk free to
enjoy themselves as much as .they pleased with other women and closing their eyes even to affairs with the
children’s governesses so long as these were conducted outside the house. So much so that the ladies were fond of
joking with the governesses about their own husbands.
The reason for the tolerance which the women showed their husbands in the field of love was the general lack
of good looks which the family shared. All of them stammered in one way or another; the faces of all of them,
whether dark or medium clored, were pitted with holes as though they had suffered from small-pox. In addition to
this a thin, long nose and thin lips which looked as though they bad been cut with a knife gave a comical
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appearance to these faces.
The ugliness of their faces and speech appeared only after a certain age. Until this age one could have sworn
that the children did not belong to these parents, so goodlooking and charming were they with their big green
eyes, white skin and shining, curly black or brown hair that one could not tire of looking at them and caressing
them. But after the age of twelve a sudden change would occur in these faces, the color would fade till it took on a
dirty appearance, the hair lose its curliness and the eyelashes fall out, the eyes would lose their brightness of expression, the rapid manner of speech, swallowing their words as they talked, which had been pleasing when they
were small, turned into an unintelligible, high-pitched screech.
From the pictures in the bouses it was evident their parents had been as pretty as they when they were children.
If the gods who created beauty and ugliness had been two separate deities one might have said that both of them
had chosen this family in order to show their skill at its best. First of all the god of beauty commenced, and
created his work of art. Then the god of ugliness, with a few strokes, easily mined this work. For some strange
reason Ferhat’s children had escaped this common fate, and this constituted a source of jealousy in the family. If
they had had the courage Sadiye’s sisters would have said that they had doubts about the children’s father.
Of the children, Abdülmuttalib’s daughter Zeynep had been overtaken by another disaster.
When she was still very small she had fallen onto the taillings which surrounded the pool in the corner where
she was playing, and both her eyes had been pierced with sharp gashes. After difficult operations and a long
period of treatment it had been possible to save her eyes. But as part of the lids of both eyes had been cut, when
she slept they were obliged to remain always open, thus altogether disfiguring her face.
Hadji Giyas’ eldest son Ferhat was crippled in one arm and one leg. According to rumor, this was the result of
an accident which he had suffered when still a young man. But whenever either he or his brothers were questioned about this accident they would try to avoid answering, and search for a pretext to change the subject.
According to another rumor, on the other hand, Ferhat had been like this since birth. However it may have been,
this crippled arm and leg gave Ferhat a certain dignity, not only towards his brothers, but which also increased his
authority amongst all who knew him.
Ferhat could be looked upon as a bridge, from the point of view of mind and character, between his father
Hadji Giyas and his brothers. The only son who was capable of continuing Hadji Giyas’ serious, levelheaded way
of life, with its strict adherence to religious principles, was Ferhat. But the religious beliefs of his father, which
were based on reason, had in Ferhat evolved into a mystical state of mind, in the growth of which a major factor
had been the fact that after finishing primary school he had for a while studied at a religious seminary. Hadji
Giyas had taken great pains with this son and had wanted to make him a real man of religion. For tihis reason,
while he deemed it sufficient for the other brothers to complete primary school, he had wanted Ferhat to continue
at the seminary. But the dry subjects, most of which required memorizing by heart, which left unanswered the
questions posed by intelligence and an inquiring mind and which demanded absolute obedience, when joined
together with the strictness, indeed harshness of those who taught them, were sufficient to make Ferhat hate the
seminary. When he left it, with his head full of a confused mass of infonnation and beset by queries, a mystical
state of mind which was inclined to accept life as the preordained manifestation of a rather idle fate, took
possession of Ferhat and was never to leave him.
Ferhat also, like his brothers, was deeply aware of the pleasures of life. But this passion of his was never
apparent. This was a question of Ferhat’s personality. He knew very well that his brothers were obliged to accept
the authority which his moral appearance ensured. He also knew very well that it is over familiarity and being
excessively free and easy which destroys respect and makes it impossible to maintain a distance between people.
That being the case he would taste the pleasures of life secretly from his brothers and from everybody, and would
never join in the common entertainments and dissipation which would bring him to the same level as others. And
after all it was only in this way that the crippled limbs which condemned him to a permanent grief could be saved
from being a ridiculous flaw and used as a means to increase his authority.
When his father told him that he was to marry his uncle’s eldest daughter Sadiye, he agreed without protest,
although knowing that he would never love this ill-tempered, calculating, shrewish woman. As for Sadiye, it was
impossible to resist the will of her uncle. But the feeling of resentment which she had that a lame and crippled
husband should have been deemed fitting for her was deep and she proceeded to make use of this. Since this
crippled husband was to be her destiny, in that case, as mistress of her fate she must utterly dominate Ferhat. It did
not ta,ke long for Ferhat’s intelligence to be aware of these thoughts of his wife. In order to give Sadiye no
opportunity to break his own authority the first condition was always to behave well towards her. Ferhat acted
thus, with the result that while on the one hand he obliged his wife, just lilke his brothers, to accept his
personality, Sadiye was able to occupy a place in the family peculiar to herself as a woman respected by her
husband.
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Abdülmuttalib was sly and dishonest. When still a child he used to cause fights by bearing tales about one of
the brothers to the others, and when the quarrel began he would retire to a corner and would laugh without letting
anybody see him. Sometimes he would secretly inform Hadji when the brothers acted in a way that would annoy
their father, and he took a deep delight when they were beaten. As he grew up this characteristic became more
obvious. Sometimes Hadji Giyas would joke:
“Whatever you do don’t believe what Abdülmuttalib says,” he would say, “he’s full of lies.”
Yakub was a colorless person. He spoke little. As long as his own interests were not involved he would do
everything which his elder brothers said, but when his interests were touched on he did not hesitate to attack in all
directions, like a wild beast. Consequently his elder brothers would placate him before all else, and on this
condition he would do whatever they told him, and found his comfort and his peace of mind in this submission.
As for Musa, he was utterly lazy. He did not tire himself over any job or any matter at all, but always tried to
derive the benefits from something which had been done by others.
Thus by these characters leaning against one another the four sons of Hadji Giyas formed a family tent. The
centre pole of the tent was Ferhat.
After Ferhat had separated from his brothers the Bosphorus and Kadilkoy family households began to take on
different characters. The villa at Kadilkoy was imposing, peaceful, clean and dignified. The residence on the
Bosphorus was drowned in continuous noise from morning till night from visitors, hangers-on, governesses,
servants, dressmakers, poor people, drivers and porters.
*
The sons of Hadji Giyas continued to live in this way until the end of the First World War. After this date a
sudden change began in the life of the Kadilkoy branch of the family.
First of all Ferhat’s coming and going to the house lost its regularity. Although up till that time he had seemed
to talke great care not even to eat out, now he was frequently late, and sometimes for days he did not even ask
after his family’s health.
Sadiye immediately sensed this change in her husband. Several times she asked:
“There’s something the matter with you, are you ill?”
To these questions Ferhat always contented himself with replying with a sulky expression:
“No, there’s nothing the matter.”
At first Sadiye was afraid that something had gone wrong with Ferhat’s business. But she immediately learnt
that nothing of this sort had occurred. In that case she must search elsewhere for the causes of the change in her
husband. Without making Ferhat or the children in any way aware of it she started investigations. She searched
her husband’s pockets and minutely examined his underware. She could find nothing. Eventually her nose caught
the faint aloma of a scent which was not used in the house. This opened her eyes. The very thought of finding
herself lowered to the same status as her sisters drove Sadiye mad. If there was an affair with another woman she
would never allow any opportunity for this and in this way she would have saved her pride. Sadiye started to keep
her husband under careful observation. A little while after Ferhat had left the house Sadiye would also set out, and
would follow her husband from a distance, either on foot or in a carriage. Within the space of a few days she
established the fact that once or twice a week in the afternoons Ferhat left the shop and got into the same carriage
which, as though following instructions, and with a speed which made it impossible to overtake, then disappeared
in the direction of Beyazrt.
It was difficult to discover where her husband went. But eventually by following the carriage again and again
her suspicions became focused on a two-storey wooden house in one of the backstreets behind the university in
Beyazrt. Again by careful questioning she ascertained that this house had been empty until two months
previously. At that time it had been rented and a young woman who was scarcely more than a child had settled in
the house with an old servant. From time to time, in the afternoon, a rather stout man with a crippled leg used to
come to visit her in a smart carriage.
Sadiye did not make any investigations as to whether this woman was pretty or not, nor did she wish to see her.
Since she herself was not pretty there was no comparison to make with her rival. Had she attempted to see her she
might have upset herself, with very bad consequences. The truth had been discovered. There was another woman
between herself and her husband. What was she to do now?
If she were to publicize the fact that her husband was unfaithful to her and that he loved another woman she
would achieve nothing, indeed she would have lost a great deal. She knew Ferhat’s character. Scandal would
enrage him and might even make him instantly decide to divorce her. And especially if it was known by everybody that a crippled, ugly, elderly man had lost his heart to a young woman, this would have created such comic
gossip that her husband’s wounded self-respect might have given rise to much more dangerous consequences.
Whereas Sadiye was accustomed to the rich life which she lived. The fear of being deprived of that alarmed
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her as much as Ferhat’s betrayal. This being the case it was necessary both to take her revenge on Ferhat and to
take other precautions not to upset the magnificence of her life. Sadiye thought for a long time and eventually she
made her plan.
Sadiye began to look as though she had given up nagging Ferhat. She no longer asked him anything. In this
way while preventing any suspicion on his part, at the same time by assuming a more gentle attitude than
formerly she induced in her husband a feeling of complete security. But at the same time she gradually persuaded
the children that their father was ill.
According to what Sadiye told them their father had started to behave in a peculiar way. By the use of his willpower he was trying not to make this behavior apparent. But as the days went by his abnormal behavior was
becoming more obvious. For instance at night he would wait for her to go to sleep and when he thought she was
asleep he would begin to laugh to himself and sometimes he would strip stark naked and look at his body in the
mirror for a long time.
As Sadiye told it, there were other things too. Ferhat used to mutter strange words in his sleep, saying that he
was the Mahdi and that soon he would appear to lead the faithful to salvation.
While on the one hand, with her made-up stories Sadiye was inculcating into the children the idea that their
father had perhaps started to go mad, on the other she warned them on no account to tell anybody about this, and
in this way she wished first of all to ensure that her husband’s illness should be accepted as an indisputable fact in
his own surroundings. At the same time she continually related and enlarged upon Ferhat’s abnormal behavior.
Her husband, she declared, now said that he remained only as a spirit, and he announced that his father Hadji
Giyas was now playing the role of Satan in the other world and that soon he was going to drive him from God’s
side. Amongst the things which Sadiye told she also mentioned that Ferhat had acquired certain new habits. For
weeks he had not answered the call of nature.
The children, noticing that their father had lost all his good spirits a:nd had become completely silent and
taciturn, entirely believed what their mother told them.
Having achieved this result Sadiye now somewhat widened her field of innuendo. She now carried them as far
as Ferhat’s brothers and to them, apart from what she had told the children, she also whispered that her husband
had decided to distribute all his wealth to the poor. Whether Ferhat should go mad or not, this brought a terrible
possibility to the minds of Abdülmuttalib, Yakub and Musa. They lost no time in making up their minds that since
this news came from Sadiye, and not from a stranger, “in that case it must undoubtedly be true.” A short time
afterwards the entire family were regarding Ferhat as a man who had started to go mad.
In the middle of one night shrieks arose from the husband and wife’s bedroom. The children and servants who
came running to the scene were met by the sight of Sadiye, half-naked, as she rushed from the room, pursued by
Ferhat who was completely naked and was armed with a chair. The woman was screaming, “Help, he’s gone mad,
he’s out of his mind!” while Ferhat cried, “I’ll eat you, I’m going to eat you!” as he ran.
At first the whole household gazed in horror at this spectacle, then siezing hold of Ferhat they endeavoured to
pacify him. After a lengthy struggle Ferhat gave in and immediately fell asleep. The next morning he rose very
early and went to work.
Apart from warning the household to say nothing to anybody about the affair of the night before Sadiye told
them nothing. This silence on her part was an obvious command. She did not want the matter spoken of. Nobody
said anything and Ferhat came and went as usual. A week later at the same time the same screams were heard. On
this occasion too the children and the servants saw a stark naked Ferhat pursuing a half-naked Sadiye. Again there
ensued a long struggle. Again Ferhat calmed down. Again Sadiye enjoined silence. The same occurrence was
repeated three days later.
But this time Ferhat did not calm down. Treating him very roughly, and even beating him, they tied his hands
and feet. The doctors who were at once called diagnosed a severe nervous crisis, and within a few days there
followed his departure to hospital, strict examinations, and the evidence given by the children and all the relatives,
under the influence of the campaign of suggestion which Sadiye had been carrying out for months. Ferhat was
sent to Toptaşi with a report which wrote that he was “subject to a very dangerous disturbance of the mind:” and
again within two days the management of his money was by court decision bestowed on Sadiye.
What seemed strange to everybody was this: his brothers appeared to believe that Ferhat had gone out of his
mind and did not feel the necessity of making the slightest objections to Sadiye’s actions. In truth, while
influenced by the stories which Sadiye related they partly believed in Ferhat’s madness, at the same time they
were delighted that his fortune was saved and that Ferhat’s authority over it no longer existed.
Ferhat complained to everyone in the hospital. Dragging his lame leg behind him and waving his crippled arm
in the air he rushed from the doctors to the nurses, from the nurses to the visitors, and from the visitors to the
other patients, trying to explain, now crying and now shouting, that he was not mad. But such strange words came
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from his lips, meaningless, inexplicable, some horrifying, some revolting, some comical, that everything he said
only served as further proof that he was out of his mind. Ferhat declared that it was really his wife who had gone
mad. Sadiye had started to do things which she had never done in all the twenty years which they had lived
together, forcing him to strip naked and making to him all sorts of “shameless, disgraceful” suggestions, and
leaning towards him and shouting into his ear “oaths which you would not hear from the most common whore, let
alone an honest married woman.” Ferhat made more serious accusations. His wife, so he declared, had wanted to
give him his own daughter, saying:
“You brought her up, enjoy her!”
All this was so ridiculous to anyone who knew Sadiye, and so far removed from the truth that their only result
was to convince people even more that he had gone mad, and his own children, his brothers, his nephews and
nieces and his sisters-in-law made it all apear even more ludicrous with their stammering speech. Only Sadiye
never on any account joined in this laughter and as soon as the subject of her husband was raised started to weep.
In order to pray for his recovery she went from one holy tomb to another, starting from Eyüp Sultan and going as
far as Tezverendede to make her votive offerings.
After a while Ferhat ceased trying to explain his troubles. Only from time to time, especially at night, he would
withdraw into a corner and sob bitterly, his voice echoing through the hospital corridors and causing a shudder to
all who heard it. At last this too came to an end. He too was convinced that he was a kind of madman, or that at
least he had gone through a period of madness. He now began to pray unceasingly from morning till night and to
fast four days a week. Within him there was a doubt:
“O why had Sadiye played this trick?”
He thought it improbable that his wife had learned about the other woman. That was impossible. Because had
that been the case Sadiye would certainly have exposed what she knew and would have put pressure on him by
some other means than sending him to a lunatic asylum.
This being so, his wife must have become the instrument of divine punishment. God was punishing him at the
hands of his wife and children for the sins which he had committed. During the war years, when the whole
country was suffering poverty, had he not been a profiteer? Had he not closed his eyes to the various dissipations
or his brothers? In spite of his grown-up children had he not attempted to buy with money the love of a woman so
much younger than himself?
Apart from these and far above them all his greatest mista:ke had been to deny the soil where he was born. In
spite of his father’s warnings he had despised Tokat, Niksar, this mother earth to whose bounty he was indebted
for every particle of his fortune. Why had he attempted to separate his destiny from that of the people who lived
on this soil? In the midst of privations, procrastination and contempt, these people who, thanks to their faith were
able to withstand the heavy weariness of life’s battle, with their ignorance and their simplicity had surrendered
themselves just as they were with trustful resignation, were attached to Hadji Giyas and his family and respected
them. Why had he not known the worth and value of this? Why had he not wished to remain amongst them and
spend his fortune for their good, their comfort and happiness?
Ferhat remained in the asylum until the end of the armistice, and when he came out his beard reached to his
chest and his hair to his shoulders. With the exception of Sadiye and her sons and daughter the whole family—his
brothers and his nephews and nieces—came to fetch him in a great convoy. He looked at them for a while without
saying anything. Then:
“I shall not return home,” he began, “may He be praised, God has given me back my right mind. I am no
longer mad. In return for God’s grace I am devoting myself to Him. I am going to enter a dervish lodge at Eyüp
Sultan.”
This decision of Ferhat’s suited the entire family. He was for them a person already dead; his return to life
would have upset the repose and peace of both houses.
After she had had her husband thrown into the lunatic asylum there began for Sadiye a period of happiness
which continued for several years. The rooms of the villa at Kadiköy, its reception rooms and spacious garden,
were full to overflowing with innumerable memories of these happy years, full of entertainment, pleasure and
enjoyment.
For Sadiye there was one thing which cast a shadow on these bright years, and that was the apparition of
Ferhat which from time to time came to life. This apparition would mingle amongst the crowds, dragging its
wooden leg, would sinik into one corner of the cheerful dining-tables and the hand of his crippled arm, with the
finger drawn back, wandered over the woman’s back.
Sadiye, who always viewed this vexatious ghost with fear, thought that one day it might become a fact, and she
realized that she was capable of anything not to see her husband in the house again, at her side again.
Sadiye was also under the influence of another impression. As the children grew up their manner towards her
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became reserved. In their obedience there was fear rather than gentleness and love. When the subject of their
father arose they became thoughtful, and then moved away from their mother’s side. This subject was for the
children unpleasant, upsetting, even frightening.
Sadiye noticed this too.
As soon as Ferhat’s name was mentioned the children’s faces grew pale, and the light of anger, directed against
some hidden object, shone in their eyes. Sadiye felt that this anger was not against their father, but possibly their
uncles, possibly herself, but probably someone other than Ferhat.
As Ferhat’s children grew older Sadiye realized that this idea had come between them in the form of a feeling,
but also that there were no steps she would not ta!ke to prevent this and to bind the children to her with all their
love.
Thus the years passed. Ferhat’s eldest son Hüseyin finished college and started to work with his uncles in his
father’s place. His daughter Dilara emerged as the only possessor of a pretty face among the women of the family.
His youngest son Hasan, having graduated from the Law Faculty, went to Germany to do his doctorate.
Before he left Hasan wanted to see his father. They had not even once seen each other during the years
following that day when Ferhat had been taken from the house to hospital with his arms and legs tied.
During their childhood he had quiokly been able to forget the longing which he felt from time to time. But for
several years the desire which he had felt to see his father had been continuous and powerful. But he was afraid of
his mother, and thinking that Sadiye might prevent him he had been unable to disclose his wish. Now however he
was going to a distant country. Perhaps he would not return for many years, and during this time death might
forever remove the possibility of seeing his father.
Three days before he left he said to his mother:
“It would be a good thing for me to see my father. If you allow me I’ll go to Eyüp.”
Sadiye thought for a while without answering. She could find no justification for not allowing her son to see
his father. But during a visit the secret which she had succeeded in hiding from everybody and above all from the
children might come out.
The things which Ferhat told his son might be accepted as truth, now that he was no longer in the lunatic
asylum, and his words would not be taken as the ravings of a lunatic. Therefore this meeting should on no account
take place.
Sadiye embraced her son.
“No,” she said, “your father does not exist for us. I am afraid that the things he may say to you, and possibly
the insults he may inflict on you will hurt you, and just when you are starting on a happy journey cast you into
despair. For my sake, give up this idea.”
Hasan saw the nervous tremor on his mother’s face.
“All right, all right,” he said, “I’ll give it up.”
During the first months letters came frequently from Hasan to his family and friends. Letters full of hope and
happiness. He spoke of his ideas, and wrote that he well understood now how backward was his own country. He
explained the means he had thought of by which Turkey should be raised as quickly as possible to the level of the
western countries.
One day these letters suddenly ceased.
After waiting for two months Sadiye at last learned through the inquiries which she had made that her son was
not in Germany. Then a week after hearing this came the news of a terrible disaster. In Warsaw station at the
switch point where three trains passed one after the other at one minute intervals, Hasan had thrown himself on
the rails and was crushed and killed. Amongst Hasan’s belongings, which were sent a few days later, was a small
notebook. More than half the notebodk was filled with notes lelating to his lessons, a number of addresses, and
things he had written concerning various people whom he knew. After these began pages filled with his thoughts
and with sad, melancholy yearnings:
My father believed in God. He found his peace of mind in the dervish lodge at Eyüp Sultan, but where shall I find
mine? My God, save me at once from this confusion, this terrible uproar, this vain, idle struggle!
Last night I dreamed I saw my father. He raised his crippled hand, stretched out his lame leg, and looking into my
eyes he laughed out loud. This is a sign. I am going to meet what has been fore-ordained.
Ah, if I were in Istanbul now, in our house beneath the pine tree—if I could lie stretched out for hours, for days
without a care within me or a thought in my head, watching the play of the sun through the leaves.
What business do I have here? What did I come to look for, to find? Everything here, every creature, even the air,
the water, the color of the sky are strange to me! I hate everything which I see here. That tolling of bells, that terrible
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moaning makes me tremble! But some force in me prevents me from returning, a whisper in my ears says “Do not go,
do not go.”

In the notebook there were also pages about a young man whom he had met in Germany and a girl who was
engaged to someone else. Thanks to this girl, obviously, the crisis which he was going through, or rather which
had just begun, was relieved for a while.
I was with her yesterday. Her fiance was with her too. This man Iknows that I love her, indeed he talks to me aoout
my love. “You’re right, my fiancee is a girl who deserves to be loved by everybody, she’s an angel,” he says.
It is exactly two months since I met her. But it is as though I’d been together with her for years. She is so close to
me. Sometimes she strokes my hair and says, “Hasan, you and I belong to different worlds; we cannot live long
together, our religions, our creeds, our views are different. And then, although I love you very much I chose my fiance
first, I love him like a husband.”
And then I ask: “And how do you love me?” She laughs and takes my hand: “As a friend. Perhaps a little more. If I
had known you before him I should certainly have loved you!”
Yesterday I told her about our home life, my mother, my brother and sister, our whole family, and how my father
was mad. She listened carefully. For a while she didn’t speak at all. Then suddenly:
“Hasan,” she said, “did your father really go mad?”
I was astonished.
“Of course he went mad. And in front of all of us.”
“Hasan, maybe he wasn’t. Perhaps it suited your mother’s purpose to show him as mad. That is the conclusion I
reach from what you have told me.”
My mother appeared before my eyes. That face, those looks, that proud carriage! Yes, my mother may have wished
to be free of my father. I know she had never loved my father. But in spite of this my father really went mad.

There were a number of pages in the notebook which had been completely obliterated after writing, and
crossed out to such an extent that they could not be read. After these began the ravings created by a mind in
tumult and delirium:
I am surrounded by monsters. I am as though in a forest where snakes are ready to attack me at any moment.
I have started to see the devil. Every day he comes onto my table. He is just as big as one’s finger. But his body is
perfectly proportioned. His horns, which appear at the tip of his slanting eyebrows, shine like silver. He laughs
continually in his thin little voice, “You belong to me now,” he says. No, I do not belong to you, and I never shall.
Is that which is reality for me the same for others? Is it possible for me to be glad that I have found the truth? If a
truth which I have reached brings me happiness or pain should if not give the same feeling to others? If it is not so, if
the truth which overwhelms me with sorrow intoxicates others with joy, delight and happiness, is there any reality left?
Or is there no such thing as reality, and like all our conceptions does it consist of the invention of our imagination?

And finally these pages occurred in the notebodk:
I have decided to bring this situation to an end. And that without ever losing the hope of being saved.
Yesterday I went to the station and fixed the place. In an hour’s time, at exactly five past three, Ferhat’s son Hasan
of the family of Hadji Giyas from the Niksar district of Tokat will return to the place of the unborn.
Hüseyin and his uncles went to Eyüp to give the news of Hasan’s death. As soon as Ferhat saw them, and
without giving them any opportunity to speak he said to his son:
“You come to me for the first time for years, and that to bring me news of disaster, of the death of your brother,
but I knew it before you did. It was fated that this should be. Now go.”
*
The star of the Hadji Giyas family began to wane after the Struggle for Independence.\fn{ 1918-1923.} Business
was not going well and losses following one upon the other began gradually to erode the family capital. But in
spite of this they did not cut down expenses and continued with their former way of life.
The colorful, attractive, seductive atmosphere of Istanbul had easily induced them to leave the decent life they
had led in the secluded society of Niksar beneath the careful management of Hadji Giyas. But now, let alone a
return to the conditions of Niksar, it was difficult for them, and most of all for the women, to make the smallest
sacrifice in the habitsto which they had become accustomed in Istanbul. So thatwhen from time to time the
husbands, faced by their gradually diminishing business, wished to cut down on expenses, the women resisted
fiercely, saying:
“First start to cut down expenses on your own mistresses.”
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The men, however, and those of the boys who had grown up, could not give up these mistresses. As a result the
household’s established way of life continued, but the corrosion which would one day suddenly cause this way of
life to collapse was continuously spreading.
The first blows in this respect, as a result of the change in their fortunes, were felt by the Kadlkoy branch of
the family. As the money belonging to Sadiye’s husband which she drew from his brothers became reduced, so
did the household belongings; today a valuable carpet, tomorrow a diamond ring, and the next day a rare vase
would be sold.
Dilara, having refused several offers, had not married. As for Hüseyin, he was working with his uncles, but he
was unable to be of any help in the improvement of business. In fact his uncles attached no importance to him and
from time to time they would hint that he should withdraw from them and find himself a job. According to them,
his crippled father’s share in the family fortune was almost finished. In fact Ferhat had not been seen to have
made much effort in the accummulation of this fortune, but had lived on his brothers. Had it not been for their
respect for their father’s memory they would have been within their rights to have separated from him shortly
after coming to Istanbul.
The young man made no answer to these insinuations but he repeated them to his mother. Sadiye guessed the
aim of her brothers-in-law. They were taking advantage of the fact that her will had weakened following the death
of Hasan. She no longer had the strength to fight with them. As for Hüseyin it was impossible for him to struggle
with those cunning uncles. Thus there was nothing to do but wait and take whatever they gave.
A year after Hasan’s death Sadiye began to notice several strange things about the behavior of her daughter.
She avoided everybody, even her mother, and would either withdraw to her room where after looking the door she
would spend hours lying stretched on her bed, or else she would go off by herself for walks along deserted roads
amongst the hills. Apart from that she seemed almost afraid to see her school friends and her relatives and when
they came to the house she would not appear, or when she met them in the street would immediately change her
direction. The only creature with her and that she enjoyed having with her was her big, well-fed dog which had
been taken into the house when it was still a very small puppy and which never left the girl’s side.
At the same time as this change in Dilara’s character she started to become physically delicate. Bad headaches,
frequent chills and continuous rises in temperature were weakening her constitution. Sadiye forced her to see
doctors. They all said that there was nothing dangerous the matter but that she needed good care. But the girl was
revolted by any type of food, and only under her mother’s pressure did she eat, with great unwillingness, and
reducing the amount a little each day.
It was then that an idea, a thought occurred to trouble Sadiye:
“Could it be that God was going to avenge Ferhat in this way? Was he going to punish her by killing her
children one by one while they were still young? They had told her that her husband continually called down
curses on her. Could it be that these curses, these maledictions had been found acceptable by God?”
She decided to go and see her husband and ask him to desist hereafter from these curses.
But Ferhat would not accept his wife’s wish. Each time anyone suggested it he drove them away with stern
reproaches. Now Sadiye started again to go from one holy tomb to another, to make vows and promise sacrifices
for her daughter, for her daughter’s health and happiness and preservation from illness. The great difference
between her prayers on this occasion to the divine powers, the saints and holy men, and the entreaties which she
had made in order to deceive people after having Ferhat thrown into the lunatic asylum caused Sadiye added pain.
Now the tears which she shed were genuine; it was with genuine belief that she besought the spirits for help.
Whereas at that time she had both deceived those around her and sought to deceive the holy men and saints.
When Sadiye thought of this she despaired of help from these holy spirits and indeed she feared their wrath.
When she saw that nothing was of any avail and that her daughter continuously grew thinner and seemed to be
melting away this fear became as it were a nightmare.
It was at this time that something happened that left Sadiye in a state of terror.
In the middle of one night she heard shrieks from Dilara’s room. She ran to the room and on entering found the
girl standing in the middle of the floor. Her feet were bare, her hair tousled and wild. Her eyes were starting out of
her head and her face was chalk white. As soon as she saw her mother, she cried:
“Mother, Mother, my father came, he’s in the house now. Don’t let him in here whatever happens!”
Sadiye tried to take Dilara in her arms:
“No my child, no. Your father didn’t come. He’s not here.”
The girl gave her mother a push:
“He is here, he is. I know it. Just now he shouted to me from beneath the window, saying, ‘You’ll go to the
same place that Hasan went.’ Yes, from beneath that window.”
Dilara ran to the window:
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“There, there, from that very place! I don’t want him, make him go away, make him go away!”
Gradually, caressing her and kissing her, Sadiye comforted her and put her to bed. After a little while Dilara
fell asleep. Sadiye looked then at her daughter’s frail, thin face. Those sunken cheeks, those too dry lips, the
straining nostrils and ashen countenance seemed to her like silent portents that soon, very soon, a new disaster
would overtake her.
There was something that Sadiye noticed:
Neither her son Hüseyin, nor her sisters, nor yet their husbands nor her nephews and nieces, nobody was
concerned about Dilara’s condition. They all greeted the girl’s behavior and her illness as thoogh these were
normal, as though there was nothing the matter, behaving as though there was no young human being who was
gradually or rapidly approaching her death. Sadiye wondered how she could have behaved had these disasters
occurred to one of them. She realized that thelr blood was the same, that she too would have remained cold and
disinterested towards them. The strict, stern authority which had reigned in the house at Niksar where she had
lived as a young girl had allowed no freedom of development to the personalities of herself, her sisters or her
brothers-in-law, or for their ideas and minds to mature freely.
They had all grown up as people who stifled their ideas and their dreams within them. With all of them, these
secret inner lives of theirs were far removed from the lives which they actually lived. They were like spheres put
side by side, turning on their own axis and in opposite directions to each other. Not one of them had loved, or
been capable of loving the other in the true meaning. And then she had been forced to become the wife of one of
her uncle’s sons, a lame and crippled man whose defects she had made fun of since her childhood. And this was
another factor which had all but entirely killed in her the power of loving. And finally they were all lacking in
beauty, which is perhaps the strongest source of the power to love. And so there was no doubt that had these
disasters overtaken the others she too would not have cared, she too would have remained like a stranger.
This realization of Sadiye’s was of some comfort to her and she decided not to speak to any of her relations
again of her troubles and her worries.
Several months passed.
One cold morning in January Dilara left the house taking with her a small suitcase. Taking a carriage, she went
to the place where the sea baths were at Fenerbaçe. There she dismissed the carriage. She looked around her; there
was no one about. Going into one of tile cabins she swiftly undressed, put on her bathing suit and entered the
water. She swam for an hour, until she was exhausted from weariness and cold. When she came out of the water
her body was quite blue. She returned home, again by carriage, and trying to let nobody see her she went up to her
room. Just when she was about to lie down on her bed her mother entered. Dilara, trying not to show her face,
said:
“I’m going to sleep.”
“Sleep. But where were you? You look as though you’re shivering.”
“Yes, I’m a little cold.”
Sadiye opened the suitcase which had been thrown on a chair and took the wet bathing suit in her hands:
“What have you done, child, what have you done?”
Dilara laughed:
“I went into the sea.”
“You went into the sea? In this weather, at this time of year? My God!”
Dilara began to grow irritable:
“Yes mother. I went into the sea! And what of it? Leave me alone, I’m going to sleep, I tell you.”
From that day onwards Dilara, at first with pneumonia and after it with galloping consumption, began rapidly
to approach her death. She refused to take the medicines which she was given, she poured away her food. There
were many nights when Sadiye found the bedroom windows wide open. Entreaties and tears were of not the
slightest use, on the contrary they only served to make Dilara extremely irritated and left her in a state of crisis.
During her last days the girl did not want to allow anybody near her except her dog, and remained completely
alone. To her mother, who from time to time went in to see how she was, or to give her medicine or food, she
purposely said things to provoke her, as though she wished to drive her out of her mind from grief:
“Mother, I must get used to death now. Close all the curtains. Let there not be any light from anywhere. Death
is a world composed of darkness. If one can get used to the darkness then there’s nothing left to worry about.”
As she spoke these words she looked mockingly into her mother’s face. Sadiye was quick to notice the malice
which gleamed in her eyes at these times.
“Mother, I don’t want anyone to go with me to my death except this dog. If it’s possible I’ll kill him at the
same time. For I love none of you more than I love him!”
Sadiye bent her head, and her heart was beating as though she knew what would come next:
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“But if my father had been here I would have loved him more than all else!”
Sadiye was trying softly to leave the room.
“Wait, where are you going. Look what I just thought of; how my father went mad, mother. How he chased
you, stark naked!”
The girl laughed, laughed, then she choked and for minutes on end she coughed without stopping.
Exactly two months after the day when she had gone into the sea they found Dilara dead one morning with her
arms wound tightly round her dog’s neck as though she wished: to strangle him.
Sadiye hardly cried at all. For others, her daughter had died of consumption. But she knew the truth and knew
very well that Dilara, like Hasan, had committed suicide.
To his brothers, who went to the dervish lodge to tell him of his daughter’s death, Ferhat again said calmly as
soon as they opened the door:
“I know, I know, Dilara too is dead. I know everything, before you, before it happens.”
Business went from bad to worse. Leaving the big building where they did business the sons of Hadji Giyas
took refuge in a smaller place. And a short time later they told Ferhat’s son Hüseyin that none of his father’s share
remained, that they were in any case on the point of bankruptcy and that from now on they could give him no
more money.
This situation obliged Sadiye and her son to rent the big villa and move into a two-roomed house in the garden,
where the gardeners had once lived. Hüseyin searched for ways to work and earn money on his own but being a
young man who was accustomed to live well without almost ever getting tired, he was somehow unable to
manage it. Now the mother and son lived like shadows, with the last remnants of the old bright days, the crowded
memories. Neither neighbors nor relatives, nobody wanted to come to them, and they too hid themselves from
everybody. Sadiye, thinking of her life since she had come from Niksar, found her only peace and comfort in
shutting herself up with her memories. She seemed always to see Hadji Giyas before her.
“I know,” he had said, “after I am dead you will go to Istanbul. But don’t do it. It is not the place for us. You
will be ruined.”
Sadiye again asked a few times to see her husband. But nothing would make Ferhat consent.
“I do not want to see Sadiye. She is a memory of the times when I ran in the wake of common, immoral and
wretched desires. Let her leave me alone!” he said.
After telling his mother what his father had said Hüseyin asked:
“I didn’t understand anything that my father was talking albout, Mother. What did he mean?”
Sadiye took her son’s hand:
“Your father is still ill. That is why he talks so.”
Hüseyin shook his head and replied in a trembling voice:
“No, no! He’s not ill now. There must have been something that happened between you of which I know
nothing.”
Sadiye became suddenly frightened. Hüseyin continued:
“I have a suspicion which for a long time I have not had the courage to mention to you. This is gnawing at my
heart. My father’s illness, that he went mad there can be no doubt. But what was the reason? You know, but you
didn’t tell us.”
Sadiye remembered how Dilara, a few days before she died, had looked at her with eyes full of mockery and
contempt and had questioned her. Had she too not asked frequently during her last days how her father had gone
mad? So it meant the children had had suspicions. Yes, in Hasan’s diary too there were pages written which hinted
at this.
Sadiye looked at her son’s face. Hüseyin was trembling. She suddenly felt a boundless longing to confess
everything, to tell her son the secret which nobody had learned until this day. But just at that moment Ferhat
appeared in front of her eyes. As much as her own pride she ought to defend her husband’s character in his son’s
eyes. The other children had gone without knowing anything. What need was there for Hüseyin to learn that his
father had been the victim of a love bought with money.
Sadiye caressed her son’s face as she answered:
“There was nothing between your father and me. Fate decreed it and that was the way it happened.”
One night Hüseyin said to his mother, “I want to get some air,” and went out
Sadiye waited for her son until midnight and then went to bed. As soon as she awoke in the morning she
looked in his room, but Hüseyin was not there; the bed had not been slept in. She was conscious then of a slight
feeling of worry. Where could her son have gone?
Hüseyin was not to be seen that day either. Sadiye ran from the window to the door, from the door to the
window. He too—yes he too … Oh, she didn’t want even to consider that possibility.
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For three days, with hope gradually dying, and at last suffocated with grief, but without telling anything to
anyone, for three days she waited. But alas, Hüseyin was still nowhere to be seen.
And then Sadiye realized that, whether dead or alive, he had gone never to return. She told her relations what
had happened, and informed the police. To those who wished to comfort her by saying that Hüseyin would turn up
somewhere she would shake her head and answer:
“I know, the same thing happened to him as to the others.”
A month later the waves threw Hüseyin's body, half eaten by fishes, on the shore of Kınalı Island.
*
When from time to time Sadiye was able to free herself from her tears, from the grip of sorrow which wracked
her mind, she asked herself why her children, one after the other and in almost the same way, had rushed to meet
death, without making any complaint, without saying farewell. What was it that had silently driven them to this
decision? They had left the world as though they were guests returning from a visit. Or could it have been that the
children acted in this way because, knowing the crime which she had committed against their father, without
disclosing it they nursed in their hearts a secret malice towards her. Could they not endure living near her any
longer? If this were so they could have left her and gone somewhere else. Why sacrifice their lives?
Now Sadiye had but one single desire left:
She wanted to see Ferhat, to fall at his feet and say, “Enough, it’s enough now. Is your revenge not finished?
Deal your last blow and take my life!”
Yes all these disasters were brought about by his prayers and curses.
“My sin is great. I drove him insane, I had him shut up in the lunatic asylum, I disgraced him and made him an
object of scorn in the eyes of the world. And my punishment has been a terrible one!”
After Hüseyin's death Ferhat consented to see his wife.
When Sadiye entered Ferhat’s room in the dervish lodge at Eyüp she was trembling. It was exactly ten years
since she had seen him. Now she was to come face to face with this man who for a long time had been in her heart
and in her memory like one dead. She looked at the old man who had withdrawn into a shadowy comer of the
room.
So this person with the long hair and the long beard, dressed in a long gown, was her husband, was Ferhat.
Could it be?
“Come in lady,” said Ferhat, “sit down.”
But Sadiye remained standing, trembling as she stood, and unable to speak a word.
“Sit down, sit down,” Ferhat repeated. Immediately he added:
“You have aged greatly.”
Sadiye moved her lips in an effort to speak. But the crippled arm which Ferhat extended left her with the words
unsaid:
“Do not say anything. What is the need? The children are well. They are all together. I talk with them every
day.”
Sadiye grew pale.
Ferhat went on:
“And they are not too angry with you.”
Sadiye reeled:
“They are not too angry with me?”
Ferhat took a step towards his wife:
“You wished to see me. You insisted on it. Well, you have seen me. Now go, we will meet again on the other
side, together with the children!”
Sadiye glanced at her husband’s face. Ferhat’s eyes shone with a mixture of hate and pity. His lips were drawn
down mockingly, insulting, full of contempt.
*
The Bosphorus branch of the family met the disasters which one after the other overtook the villa at Kadilkoy
always with the same coolness, the same indifference. As the trade of the three brothers dwindled and their
business grew worse they withdrew into their own shells and preferred to lead a hotel existence in the house with
their wives and children. With time the common kitchen was abandoned, the perpetual guests scattered, and apart
from a few of the oldest poor folk of the neighborhood no one remained of that mass of former beneficiaries. The
butcher, the grocer, the greengrocer, who had grown rich with the family’s money, were not willing now to give
credit for longer than a week, and they turned their heads so as not to see the members of the family to whom at
one time they had bowed down to the ground. The grown-up boys and girls felt the bitterness of this poverty a
thousand times more when compared with the happy memories of former years, and sought opportunities to leave
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the house and go elsewhere at the first opportunity. The governesses and servants had gone long since, each one
of them stealing some valuable object from the house to take with them. The family was doomed to
disintegration; independently, each of t:he three brothers was thinking about this, and found their sole solution in
remaining entirely on their own. But none of them had the courage to take the first step.
The breakup began not with the brothers but with the children; one day Abdülmuttalib’s eldest son Aziz, that
spoilt, quarrelsome, spendthrift young man, said to his father:
“I'm going. I’m sick of you, and of this house, and of this place, and in fact of this country. I’m going to try my
luck somewhere else. Give me a little money and that’s all.”
Abdülmuttalib glanced at his son’s face. There was an expression on this dark, sulky, tautly lined face that
brooked no opposition.
“Very well go. But whenever you’re in trouble come. And don’t neglect to write letters. I have grown old. One
day it may fall to you to look after your brothers and sisters and your mother.”
Aziz gave a roar of laughter that rent Abdülmuttalib’s heart:
“The money which you spent on your filthy mistresses would have been enough for my mother and my
brothers and sisters too until the end of their lives. God grant that I never set eyes on you or this place again.”
A very short time after Aziz’ departure Abdülmuttalib's daughter Zeynep started gradually to go blind. The
doctors said that the nerves of the eyes which had been damaged in the accident she had suffered when small were
becoming paralyzed, that her eyes would become completely blind and that treatment was impossible. This news
was a terrible blow to Abdülmuttalib and his wife Mesude. One night Abdülmuttalib said in a low, frightened
voice to his wife:
“It is he who is shutting those eyes.”
“Who is he?”
In a hoarse voice Abdülmuttalib answered:
“Ferhat is taking his revenge! All these things are his doing!”
Together with the ending of their days of wealth and comfort there began in Abdülmuttalib’s conscience a time
of reckoning. He thought of every sphere of his life and all the events which had taken place, right from his
childhood, he remembered how he had tried to deceive his father, his brothers, his relatives, everyone with whom
he had had either practical or moral dealings, how, quite the opposite to Yakub, he had always pursued his own
advantage by sly, deceitful means. The best and at the same time the most terrible example of this capacity for
cunning which had governed his actions throughout his life was his behavior when, appearing to believe Sadiye’s
story although he knew that it was largely untrue, he had thrown Ferhat amongst the lunatics. After wasting the
most vital years of his childhood and youth under the authority of Hadji Giyas, who would brook no tolerance,
Ferhat’s personality had begun to crush him. For this reason he would have been prepared to agree at once to
anything, to any means by which to save himself. His elder brother’s decision to leave the house which they
shared and settle at Kadlkoy had brought him much less than he had hoped for Ferhat, with his crippled arm and
lame leg, still weighed heavily upon him. No sooner did he hear Sadiye’s story about his beginning to go mad and
his intention to distribute his entire fortune here and there than he accepted its truth and condemned Ferhat
without hesitation. In this way the constraint which had first of all been shut up in the lunatic asylum, and then
had retired to a cell of the lodge at Eyüp was lost to sight amongst waves of wealth, entertainment, comfort and
happiness. But as soon as these waves disintegrated it appeared again to make its presence felt. Only this time its
weight was directly crushing Abdülmuttalib’s conscience, it was attacking him with the fearful lashes of a man
who has suffered great cruelty and who one day comers his tormentor. These blows were closing the eyes of his
daughter and had provoked his son to revolt against him.
Zeynep had become like a shadow in the house. She hardly spoke to anybody, and sometimes when they were
searching for her she would stay for hours in some place where she would not easily be found, either in a far
comer of the garden, or lying stretched on the floor or on a couch in the boxrooms. From time to time she would
go and stand in front of the mirror and look at her face for a long time. At these times she would mutter to herself.
But nobody heard nor understood what she said. Eventually she became completely blind. In this total darkness,
at first for a few months the girl was bewildered, and had difficulty in discerning objects, the stairs, in finding her
way about, then she suddenly changed as though she had passed down a dark corridor and emerged into another
world, a valley full of shining lights. Now she walked more freely and her surroundings rang with her merry
laughter; she told bawdy stories and made fun of her mother and father and her brothers and sisters. Her words of
mockery were like so many poisoned arrows to Abdülmuttalrb, Mesude, and her brothers and sisters.
Gesticulating with her hands, Zeynep would tell how at one time her father had made love to her own governess:
“You spent a lot of money on her, but she really was a beautiful woman. Only do you know, my brother Aziz
went to bed with her too!”
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As Aibdülmuttalib, with an ashen face, was leaving the room, Zeynep shouted, laughing:
“Only Aziz? Uncle Yakub and Uncle Musa too!”
One day the girl wanted to see Ferhat.
“Take me to my uncle. He was the only honest person amongst you. You pretended that he was mad. And now
he is ruining all of you!” she said.
They did not wish to take Zeynep to Ferhat. But she insisted so much, and made such a fuss that they agreed.
As soon as Ferhat saw Zeynep:
“My own daughter is on the other side now, my girl,” he said. “You were friends. Then what do you want
here?”
Zeynep suddenly broke into sobs:
“Uncle, uncle, I don’t want to go there. I want to stay here and enjoy myself. Help me!”
Ferhat touched his lips to the young girls’s eyes, then, slowly stroking her forehead, her hair, he answered:
“You and I are innocent human beings. Whatever you do will never be counted as a sin, no matter what others,
and above all that father of yours and your other uncles may say.”
After she had talked to Ferhat, Zeynep started to lead a wild life and to brook no opposition to any of her
wishes. Often she would disappear for the entire day, returning late in the evening, sometimes she came home in
the early hours of the morning, half drunk, like a she cat exhausted by the rough treatment she had received.
Where did she go, what did she do? Although Abdülmuttalib did not follow his daughter, he guessed. In the streets
of that district and of the greas beyond were a number of vagrant, rootless, out-of-work individuals. For them,
love consisted of one minute’s trembling. Pretty—ugly, young—old, blind—lame, let her be female and anyone
was acceptable to these people.
Finally the police interfered. Abdülmuttalib begged the officers to keep the scandal secret:
“Understand me,” he said, “I’m a father. I can’t kill her. Let no one hear about it”
He rented a house a long way off and installed Zeynep there. He sent her a certain amount of money every
month and at long intervals he went to see her.
This condition of Zeynep’s did not arouse any emotion in her mother Mesude. When Abdülmuttalib told her
what was going on she listened calmly with a peculiar smile on her lips. And when this subject was discussed in
the house she would shake her head, saying, “Oh the poor wretch, the poor wretch,” as though she were listening
to stories about a stranger. Indeed in all Mesude’s actions there was the same air of indifference. Just like a person
without any memory, she could remember nothing, she never spoke unless somebody asked her something, she
merely ate and slept continuously. It did not take Abdülmuttalib long to realize that his wife was entering her
dotage.
The three brothers decided to separate completely. They sold the villa, divided up the furniture, and each of
them rented a house and moved to parts of Istanbul which were far distant from one another.
The big family of Hadji Giyas was now split up. Each brother would proceed according to his own destiny. All
three of them were separating with the resolve never to meet again. All three of them were both angry with each
other and at the same time ashamed. Living as they did with the memory of the years of the life which they had
shared together in a false show of unity empty of affection and relying only on self-interest, they could not have
remained face to face or continued to lodk each other in the eye. Each of them would have held the other
responsible for the evils which had befallen them and had they remained in the same house they would have
attacked each other continually, like wolves shut up in a cage. That being the case it was necessary to separate,
and to separate never to meet again.
*
Musa and his wife Münire soon finshed the share which had fallen to them from the sale of the villa. At length,
the last few pennies which remained to them spurred Musa’s lazy nerves and sluggish mind into action. It was
impossible for them to remain in Istanbul. They could only make their living by returning to Niksar, and there,
with the help of their old friends and distant relatives, obtaining and cultivating a piece of land. In his heart he did
not in the least want to take this course which his mind advocated, and his wife Münire especially, in spite of
everything, was insistant on staying in Istanbul, even in poverty. With the instinct of her sex the woman sensed
with what scorn, and even with what insults, the people of Niksar would meet the youngest son of Hadji Giyas
and his wife. From there they had come to Istanbul, and in Istanbul, both when they were rich and when they were
poor, they had remained ridiculous. Now they were going to return to Niksar. That meant that for one thing they
would be ridiculous in Niksar too. But she was obliged to conform to her husband’s decision. Musa and his wife
bade farewell to their brothers and sisters. This consisted of no more than a last, wordless meeting of a few
seconds. The day before their departure they went to Eyüp to see Ferhat.
“You are doing a sensible thing,” Ferhat told Musa. “In Niksar you will be comfortable. As soon as you get
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there go to my father’s grave and after having the Qu’ran read, stay there alone, bend down to the earth and say
‘Father, Ferhat greets you, and he has a request to make, for you frequently appear in his dreams, laughing and
saying—Did I not tell you? Did I not tell you?—Yes, we did not listen to your words, we came here, we were
ruined, we went mad, we became penniless. But do not reproach me with this any longer. Do not appear in my
dreams again, nor say those words to me!’”
Musa glanced fearfully at his brother's face:
“Shall I say this to the grave?”
Ferhat took his brother by the collar and shook him.
“Yes, to the grave! And you’re to tell it pressing your lips to the earth and shouting! He will hear!”
In the small two-roomed house, between his wife Mesude, who was gradually losing her mind and who more
and more talked meaningless nonsense, and the quarrels, insults and nervous sobs of his youngest daughter Ay§e,
Abdülmuttalib was suffocating in the gloominess, dreariness and airlessness of a prison cell. In order to earn
enough money to live on, he struggled from the early hours of the morning until late in the evening, taking on
petty commission agent jobs and every kind of brokerage, doing jobs such as carrying prayer rugs on his back and
selling cloth, coming home in the evening in a state of exhaustion and despair, and after hurriedly swallowing a
few mouthfuls of food lying down on his bed in order not to see his daughter’s sulky face or to hear the nonsense
talked by his wife.
Abdülmuttalib could have withstood the poverty in which he found himself. After that long span of wealth he
was, after all, adjusting himself to these conditions which were near to destitution. Indeed, who knows, starting
from this point he might have again reached at least a moderate degree of comfort. But he lacked the peace of
mind which was the one essential condition necessary for this. Inwardly he was not at ease. This unhappiness
sprang from the moral vacuum which surrounded him.
Tremblingly, Abdülmuttalib understood one truth. He did not believe in God.
This he never had the courage to admit, but he saw that his heart and his thoughts were never inclined in that
direction. He had continued, afterwards, the religious practices which had been observed in his father’s house
when he was a child. But only as an imitation of those of his childhood. On religious holidays, at memorial
services, on Fridays, and at funerals he prayed, and during Ramadan he fasted. All these things he did out of habit.
But from the time when they had sold the villa on the Bosphorus he had forgotten these habits too.
Whereas Ferhat was happy now. It must be his faith which allowed him to accept with such calmness all the
misfortunes which had overtaken him! The thing which most irritated Abdülmuttalib now was Mesude’s
remembering the old days which had long since turned to a dream. The woman would sit as though she were in
the villa on the Bosphorus, and give orders to imaginary servants, governesses and men-servants, calling them by
name, counting various types of food and asking whether or not they were cooked, and ordering clothes of the
latest fashion from the dressmakers.
Abdülmuttalib endeavored to avoid his old acquaintances and those with whom he had been familiar in the
days of fortune, happiness and wealth. They and everybody else had long since forgotten him and his family.
Many of those who had formerly started in business by means of the small acts of assistance which he had given
them were now the richest men in the city. Their ostentatious way of life was a legend. As Abdülmuttalib listened
to the accounts of them he was thinking that one day they might be exactly like himself and there arose in him a
desire to run and warn them, pointing out the Hadji Giyas family as an example.
In spite of his exhaustion, Abdülmuttalib was barely able to make ends meet, as he went from street to street,
from market place to market place—his clothes shabby, every day failing a little more in strength, carrying on his
back prayer rugs, cloth and clothes.
One day as he was obliged to pass hurriedly down Mahmutpara, trying not to let anybody see him, a hand
touched his shoulder. He turned, and there in front of him was his brother Yakub, whom for a long time he had not
set eyes on. His face was sullen and stern.
“I was looking for you,” Yakub began. “I’m in need, give me some money!”
Abdülmuttalilb smiled and indicated his shabby clothing:
“Money? Don’t you see what state I’m in?”
“Don’t talk any more,” repeated his brother. “Give me some money, I’m in need of it, I tell you. And besides
you know very well you often tricked us. You often took my share especially!”
Abdülmuttalib took Yakub’s arm as he retorted in a low voice:
“Brother I assure you that I have no money. If I had I would most certainly give it to you without your
demanding your rights and so on!”
These words had no effect on Yakub. Giving his elder brother a powerful shove he shouted:
“Scoundrels! You, and the others too, all of you took advantage of my simplicity. You are lying—I know very
298

well you have money, and plenty of it too. You show yourself like this on purpose. You were a cheat ever since
your childhood, and you’re still cheating!”
“Don’t shout, don’t shout,” pleaded Abdülmuttalib, “look, everyone is watching us.”
He tried to move away.
Yakub caught his brother by the arm, drawing him towards himself and pushing his face up close to
Abdülmuttalib
“Didn’t you ta:ke Ferhat’s share? Why did you close your eyes to it when he was shut up in the lunatic
asylum? Don’t make me say too much, don’t infuriate me, give me the money.”
“They were now the centre of a circle made up of a number of people. Everyone was looking at them, awaiting
the outcome with interest. He took a few steps, wanting to escape at once, to get away from the crowd. But Yakub
had now reached the state of a man who did not know what he was doing. Siezing Abdiilmuttalib by the collar he
turned to the bystanders:
“Everybody look! This man is one of the most unprincipled people in the world! He’s an accursed war
profiteer. He has in his stomach the stolen bread of thousands of innocents. This is a father who made his blind
daughter a whore!”
Abdülmuttalib went deathy pale. The goods that he was carrying on his shoulders fell to the ground. Tremblingly, he stretched out his arm towards Yakub. He wanted to say something but he was unable to. Suddenly
Yakub, with all his force, dealt his brother a blow in the face, then, cutting his way through the crowd, he hurriedly made his departure.
Partly in anger, partly in mockery the bystanders stared at Abdülmuttalib, who remained alone, and the
children and the young salesmen made remarks and threw him insulting looks. Abdülmuttalib bent down, picked
up the spilled goods and moved on. Five or ten children followed behind him for a while, laughing and clapping
their hands. Abdülmuttalib, like a man blind and deaf, paid no attention to these insults, but went unsteadily on his
way. He reached his house. There was a pain in his heart and in his back. As he entered his room he saw his wife.
Mesude fixed her eyes on her husband’s face and laughed.
“Why are you late, the guests are waiting,” she said; then in a voice which grated on the ear she called to
imaginary servants:
“The master came, make haste and prepare the table!”
Abdülmuttalib took a step towards his wife. Just at that moment he was aware of violent pressure on his heart
and of a pain in his back which stabbed like a :knife wound, his hand went to his chest and he collapsed.
Yakub, who from his childhood had cared only for his own advantage, and who as long as this was not affected
had submitted to the rule of his elder brothers, had not known what to do when left alone with the small amount of
money which fell to his share from the sale of the villa. All the things which had become necessary to him during
his years of wealth, squandering, dissipation and happiness were boiling in his flesh and in his blood like an
addict left without his alcohol, his cigarettes, or his morphine, and in the hell which his life had become without
these things at times he swore at his brothers and at times he attacked his wife Müveddet, and having worked off
his feelings by beating the woman almost to death he achieved a calm which continued for a few days.
In spite of the failure of their business and the beginning, indeed the increase of the troubles of life, as long as
they lived in the house on the Bosphorus he had certain hopes which still remained alive. Memories of the happy
years spent in this villa, like the shining patches of sky on the horizon of days which were covered with blaok
clouds, made him think that the old days might return again. Then when they decided to sell the villa and separate,
he had not expected that the money which he received would be so little. In which case was there not a likelihood
that Abdülmuttalib, who had managed the business after Ferhat, had put aside a considerable amount of money?
When Yakub saw that only a small fraction remained from that magnificent fortune which he had thought
would never finish, he started to remember words and events indicating the truth of this probability which had
occurred to his mind. Abdülmuttalib had always spoken of the need to save a little money for a rainy day; he had
repeatedly mentioned the money put aside for the girls’ trousseaus, and that which was to be given to the boys as
their first capital when they grew up. In fact this money had been drawn out of the bank from time to time and
then replaced with more added to it. And after all Abdülmuttalib, as the one in charge of their common business,
should certainly have acted with foresight. And there was no proof that he had not done so.
Yalkub pondered that the amounts owing on the bills of payment for money lent to some of the influential men
of the time had never been seen. These bills must be with Abdülmuttalib, and perhaps he was now collecting them
one by one. But at the time when accounts were being squared and in the months which followed Abdülmuttalib
had never mentioned either the hidden money or the bills. For Yakub, not knowing which way to turn and passing
the days only with his own dark thoughts, since he lacked the courage to attempt any kind of work, the idea that
Abdülmuttalib had money belonging to all the brothers became at first a saving force. One day, in any case, his
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elder brother would come and give him some of the money, quite a lot of it too, and in this way it would be
possible for him to continue life with some respectable job.
Yakub preferred that Abdülmuttalib should open this subject of the hidden money himself. Because if he
himself were to speak of it it would be an open accusation against his brother of having to all intents and purposes
stolen some of their common fortune by showing them wrong accounts, and of not giving them any news of it for
a long time. In which case in order to save his self-respect he might deny everything. Apart from this, Yakub
wanted this money to be divided only between his elder brother and himself and for nothing to be given to the
other brothers.
Yakub was so carried away by the idea of Abdülmuttalib’s hidden money that he now attached his entire future
to it, and he fancied how with this money his business would suddenly develop, and in a very short time the good
old days would come back, he would re-buy the villa on the Bosphorus and he would live again that crowded,
happy, noisy life. Indeed with these thoughts running through his mind, on several occasions he walked round the
villa, endeavouring not to be seen by anyone; and fixing his eyes on the windows he decided down to the smallest
detail which rooms would be used for what purpose, how he would furnish the house, and how he would put the
garden in order.
But alas! Although days, weeks and months went by, there was no news either of Albdülmuttalib or of the
money.
As the time went by waiting for this imaginary money began to get on Yakub’s nerves. As the days drained
away, so did his patience, and terrible scenes of poverty took the place of his pleasant daydreams, dreams wherein
he was compelled to beg, and even one day to die of hunger on some street corner, or in the dark, gutted ruins left
by a fire.
At last he made up his mind.
Since his brother had not come to him to open the subject of the hidden money, he would in that case go
himself to Abdülmuttalib and demand what was due to him.
The uncontrollable rage which had taken hold of Yakub when he came face to face with his brother
disappeared and dissolved into feelings akin to remorse the moment he left the scene. He wore himself out trying
to justify the reasons for his action in his own conscience, and he found the reason for his present distress in the
carelessness and lack of foresight of Ferhat and Abdülmuttalib and the manner in which they had squandered their
money on enjoyment and dissipation. He himself had never interfered in the management of the business. He had
believed his elder brothers and had followed all their decisions. Clearly, only they were responsible for the state of
affairs today. His idea about the hidden money had been incorrect. The strongest proof that Abdülmuttalib had not
put aside any money in this way was, surely, the carelessness and improvidence which he had shown all his life,
and the way in which he had squandered money. Why hadn’t he thought of this before? Then how poor and
shabby his brother’s clothes were! He had grown thinner and he was very pale. It was impossible that anybody
who had money, especially anybody who had formerly lived well for many years, who had seen good times and
spent a large fortune, even if he had grown old and fallen on bad times, would go about in those clothes in a
market place, a place where many people would recognize him. In which case he had been unfair to his brother
and had heaped the worst possible insults on him for nothing, in front of everybody. And Abdülmuttalib had made
no answer to these insults, he had merely pointed to his clothes and said that he had no money.
Thinking these thoughts Yakub reached his house; there he shut himself in his room and after hours of being
racked by waves of remorse, despair and sorrow he slept.
He was awa:kened by somebody shaking him. Standing beside his bed was Abdülmuttalib’s youngest daughter
Ay§e. Wondering what was the matter he sat up. The girl threw herself into her uncle’s arms:
“My father, my father!”
She was unable to continue. Her sobs were chdking her.
In a flash Yakub understood everything. He took his niece’s hand:
“When? Tell me, when?”
“Yesterday evening. I wasn’t at home. He came, and as soon as he got inside the door he fell.”
Yakub reeled. But immediately collecting himself he told Ay§e:
“Bring your mother and come here, we’ll live together.”
Then he left the house and made arrangements for his brother’s funeral. He came away alone from the
cemetery where they had buried Abdülmuttalib, his coffin carried on the shoulders of four porters. Deep in
thought, he started to walk in the direction of the Bosphorus. In a corner of his mind now was an unformed idea,
and somewhere in his heart there was a frightened feeling which was trying to make contact with this idea. Was it
possible that had he not insulted him in that way his elder brother would not have died? This question was
growing in his mind like a tumor.
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He could have given the answer to this at once:
“Yes,” he could have said, “it was I who killed him, it is I who was the cause of his death.”
But like the murderer who seeks to conceal his guilt before the examining magistrate, he feared to confess to
his own conscience, and as though he feared that if he accepted the truth something terrible would follow, he
remained rooted in his own fears.
Suddenly he saw that he was at the bottom of the road which led up to the villa on the Bosphorus. How had he
come here without being tired, in fact without even being aware that he was walking? For a moment Yakub forgot
everything and began to walk swiftly, with the anticipation of being in time for the dinner table, just like any
evening of the old days. There were the familiar faces from the neighbors’ windows, there were the happy voices
of children, there on the brightly lit balcony were his elder brothers, his nephews and nieces, all together!
Out of breath, actually running, he climbed the steps to the garden gate and stopped.
The gate was shut. On it hung a great padlock. The house was sunk in darkness; the balcony was quite empty.
Only a shadow, which resembled Abdülmuttalib, a shadow of mist which would at once dissolve and disappear,
was coming towards him. Yakub fixed his eyes upon the shadow and after drawing a deep breath he muttered:
“Yes, I killed him, if I hadn’t insulted him he would not have died.”
This confession, at last made to his conscience, gave Yakub a deep sense of relief. Now he wanted to cry, the
sobs were choking his throat, then his tears began to flow.
After he had accepted himself as Abdülmuttalib’s murderer a new question took shape in Yakub’s mind.
Why had all these things happened? Why had that great family disintegrated? Why was it that each individual
was destroyed by a succession of different disasters, poverty and wretchedness?
In his mind Yakub carefully went over each of the various events which had occurred since the day they came
from Niksar; and he saw that at the time when the wild extravagance, entertainment, pleasure and enjoyment, the
unceasing lust for making money had reached their highest peak, when Ferhat suddenly went out of his mind,
there began for the family an entirely new phase. All their misfortunes had their beginnings here; at this point
disaster had overtaken first Ferhat’s own family and then his brothers, one ofter another.
Yakub had never entirely believed in Ferhat’s madness, only he had been unable to understand how his eldest
brother, that strong and dominating personality, could have become in the space of a few days such a poor and
helpless creature. Now, as he remembered all these events down to the smallest detail, he understood clearly that
the moment when Ferhat went mad marked a turning-point of ill-omen. And then he thought of how his brother,
in the dervish lodge, had known everything that happened to the family beforehand and how on each occasion
when they went to tell him about the death of his children, before anyone had said a word he had met them with
the remark, “He—or she—is dead, I know, I know everything,” and finally the indifference which he maintained
in the face of this succession of disasters, as though there was nothing the matter, as though nothing had happened.
In which case there was a link between Ferhat losing his mind and his subsequent behavior, and these
disasters. This link did not only consist of a starting-point. From around Ferhat there flowed towards his family a
continuous stream of ill-omen, death and suffering. Ferhat was the source of this river.
For Yakub no connection remained any longer between the long-haired, long-bearded mystic in the lodge at
Eyüp and Hadji Giyas’ eldest son Ferhat. From the day when Ferhat had gone mad he had died, he had only left
his body and his appearance to a spirit of ill-omen. He was nothing but this spirit and a ghost which had arisen
from the grave.
The thought of Ferhat being a ghost pursued Yakub night and day until it became a fixed idea in his mind. This
thought gave rise to horrible suppositions and imaginings, in which he would see his brother with two sharp teeth
protruding from the comers of his lips, with saliva dripping from his mouth, and heavily breathing nostrils, just as
the novels and the legends described and the cinema brought to life, always beside him, with his arms outstretched in order to sieze Yakubs throat with his long-nailed fingers, and he grew terrified of being alone, of the
dark, of silence.
The only way of escape which Yaikub could see from this nightmare in which he struggled was the death of
Ferhat. As long as Ferhat was still alive there would be no end to disasters either to himself or to the other members of the family. The idea of a ghost, which in his imagination took on gradually more and more horrible forms,
only left his mind for a little when he thought of the possibility of Ferhat’s death, but when he remembered that
his brother was still alive he was again assailed by fear even greater that before.
Every day Yakub began to feel a little more strongly that in order that he himself might live, Ferhat’s death had
become an unavoidable condition. Either Ferhat or him! They could not both any longer remain in this world
together. In any case anybody who wanted his death so much could only be the devil, who had taken Ferhat’s
form.
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Yes, Ferhat must die.
But how?
In spite of his advancing years he was in good health. There was not the slightest sign of his dying. For all
anybody knew he was going to wait until all the Hadji Giyas family were dead and only then would he leave the
world.
When Yakub thought of how distant was Ferhat’s death if he lived out his normal span of life, he tried to drive
from his mind the thought “In that case to kill him” which had begun to take shape in the fonn of conjecture, but
which, growing every day a little more, showed its capacity to take the fonn of the most absolute decision.
And Yakub then saw that his conscience and his mind had discovered a number of reasons for killing Ferhat.
He was tbe cause of all their ills. Their sufferings sprang from him. Apart from that Yakub, who believed that by
killing Abdülmuttalib with his insults he had become his murderer, reflected that it was only Ferhat who could
have driven him to this action and told himself:
“By killing him I can atone for the crime I committed against Abdülmuttalib."
Yakub noticed that with the thought of killing Ferhat his nightmares gradually grew less. As this idea grew
stronger so his suffering grew less, and he waited with excitement for the day when the deed would take place, as
though the darkness would suddenly be wiped away and he would be as though newly born in a world of light.
Yaikub awoke a little after midnight; he dressed hurriedly and by means of a piece of string from his shoulder,
placed beneath his arm the small axe which he had bought the previous week. And then, trying not to make the
slightest sound, he left the house. When he reached the lodge at Eyüp it was just getting light. He entered the
lodge yard. On his right, a dervish was washing his face before the fountain. On hearing footsteps he turned his
head, straightened up and walked towards Yakub:
“What do you want?”
Yakub was suffocating with emotion. Summoning all his will power he answered in a low voice:
“I want to see my elder brother Ferhat. I have something very important and urgent to tell him.”
The dervish looked Yakub up and down.
“He is sleeping at this hour,” he said.
“I’ll wake him up. I’m his youngest brother.”
With his hand the dervish indicated one of the rooms which adjoined each other, then continued to wash his
face.
Yakub pushed Ferhat’s door softly. It was open. He went inside and closed it behind him.
Ferhat was lying face down on a bed spread out .on the floor beside the wall in the corner on the left, and only
the bald top of his head could be seen. Murmuring to himself, “Thank God, I shall not see his face,” he
approached the bed. He took the axe in his hand, raised it, and after remaining thus for a second, brought it down
with all his force on Ferhat’s head.
106.84 The Adventures Of Hâtemi Tey: A Folktale\fn{told by Behçet Mahir (1909-1988)} Erzurum, Erzurum Province,
Turkey (M) 22
Hatemi Tey\fn{A legendary figure of the late 6th-early 7th centuries, just prior to the birth of Islam, and usually cited as a Yemini .}
was a ruler, a padishah. He had a practice of giving a hundred liras to anyone who asked for alms. One day a
dervish came to his palace, said, “In the name of Allah,” and extended the palm of his hand.
Hatemi Tey commanded,
“Give this man also one hundred liras.”
Drawing up a voucher, he had a servant go to the treasury and bring back that amount of money for the
dervish.
This dervish was a brave and intelligent man. He had glanced at the voucher and its signature4 as that
document was being written, and in the afternoon, he drew up a similar voucher. Taking it to the treasury, he
received for it another hundred liras. Neither Hatemi Tey nor his viziers were aware of this. Without being
detected, the dervish repeated his deception still another time before sunset. In this way he took three hundred
liras from the padishah’s treasury that day, and he continued to do this every day for a year.
After a year Hatemi Tey gathered his council, and among other matters he asked for an accounting of the funds
in the treasury. When this accounting was given, it was discovered that the treasury was lacking a great amount of
money. The padishah asked the treasurer,
“Where is that money?” In response, the treasurer placed before Hatemi Tey all the vouchers for which he had
dispensed funds and said,
“I don’t know where it is. When I receive a voucher with your signature on it, all that I can do is to pay the
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amount indicated on that document.”
When Hatemi Tey and his aides examined the vouchers and the signatures on them, they were astonished. The
padishah said,
“What kind of hand is it that can imitate my writing and my signature so perfectly? It must be the hand of that
dervish, for all of these forgeries followed our giving him one hundred liras.” He ordered that the matter be
investigated and the dervish found, but no one was able to find the culprit.
Now the dervish was actually wandering about in the very city where he was being sought, and only Allah and
he himself knew why he could not be found. Those who had been sent out to capture him reported back to the
padishah,
“Your Majesty, he is nowhere in this city. We have searched everywhere without finding him.” Hatemi Tey
said to his council,
“I am sorry that this man has not been found. He may be a learned as well as an ingenious man.”
Everywhere there are those who are quick-witted, and as soon as the padishah had finished speaking, someone
in his council rose and said,
“Your Majesty, this man could not have left the country in the twenty-four hours since he wrote the last
voucher. If you should forgive his crime, he would probably come before you.”
“Is that likely?”
“Yes. As things stand now, he must be very frightened. He is probably mingling quietly among the people,
hoping to avoid detection.” The padishah had the town crier make this announcement:
“Whoever has been taking three hundred liras a day from my treasury has now been pardoned. He is requested
to come forward and identify himself at my court.”
As soon as the dervish heard this proclamation, he immediately stepped out of a crowd and said “I” to the crier,
who then took him into the presence of Hatemi Tey. The padishah looked closely at this man, and indeed it was
the dervish to whom he had given alms a year earlier.
“Father!” said the padishah.
“Your Majesty!”
“You asked for alms here a year ago, and I had one hundred liras given to you. Why did you take more? How
did you manage to imitate so exactly my own handwriting?”
“Your Majesty, they say that the cunning of the hand may be the most mysterious thing found in all the land.
Do you not know this, sir?”
“Yes, but let me see you write my signature.”
Taking a pen in his hand, the dervish wrote not only Hatemi Tey’s signature but also the signature of his grand
vizier. When the ruler and his viziers looked at those signatures, the padishah said,
“Yes, the writing duplicates ours; the vouchers are identical with ours. I said that you had been pardoned, and I
shall not deny it now. You are forgiven.”
“Yes, sir.”
“I shall also allow you to keep the money that you have taken. Go now, but do not repeat such a deed.” As the
dervish was leaving the palace, Hatemi Tey said to his court,
“I have forgiven this really grievous crime. Is there anyone else in this world who is as generous and as
compassionate as I am?” A member of the court quickly stood up, praised Hatemi Tey, and then said,
“Yes, there is someone as generous and compassionate as you. Words handed down by our ancestors should
not be forgotten. Do not yet become too proud. There is, in fact, a ruler who is even greater than you in virtue.
Your generosity, your compassion, your justice are nothing in comparison with his. There is such goodness
elsewhere in this world. Do you know that the Emperor of the Land of Winter buys two slaves every week and
has one well married and the other freed? He gives a thousand liras to the slave he has freed. You should go to see
the Emperor of the Land of Winter, observe his good qualities, and only then speak of your virtue.”
Hatemi Tey was saddened by this man's reply.
“Is that so?” he asked. “I thought that there was no ruler as virtuous as I, but now you tell me that there is one.
I must go and see this Emperor of the Land of Winter.”
The padishah disguised himself as a dervish, appointed someone to rule during his absence, and started out on
the road to find the Winter Land Emperor. So well was he disguised that he supposed only Allah and he himself
would know that he was actually a padishah.
A story passes quickly in words, but years passed before the padishah finally reached the land of the Emperor
of Winter. There the many people who saw him believed him to be a dervish and did not question his identity.
Upon his inquiry, they showed him the Winter Emperor’s palace.
When he entered the ruler’s presence, Hatemi Tey bowed to the emperor and his court. Thereupon the emperor
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welcomed him and showed him to a place beside himself. As they were exchanging greetings, the emperor
thought,
“This man looks like a dervish, but his vocabulary, his manner of speaking, and his posture are those of a very
wise and distinguished leader. Listen to his way of speaking!” Then to his guest he said,
“Dervish father, although your attire suggests that you are a dervish, I find you very knowledgeable in the
ways of life. You are not really a dervish but have only disguised yourself as one. Why are you traveling in such a
remote land? Can you explain your reason to me? You are not a dervish!”
Hatemi Tey was very impressed by these remarks and thought, “What a perceptive emperor this is!” He made
the following response to the Winter Emperor:
“Would anyone willingly travel to such a distant land unless he felt compelled to do so?”
After hearing the dervish’s reply, the Winter Emperor bowed his head and thought with his heart. Then,
looking up, he said,
“I understand. You have answered the question that I asked, but will you tell me what weighed so heavily on
your mind that it forced you to come here?” Hatemi Tey said,
“Yes. I am the padishah Hatemi Tey. I disguised myself as a dervish so that no one would know who I was.
The people of the hills do not respect either shah or padishah, and so to protect myself, I traveled as a dervish.
Now at last I am finally here and conversing with you. Here is the reason for my coming. When I had pardoned a
man who had taken many thousands of liras from my treasury, I asked my court if there were any other ruler in
this world as generous as I. Immediately a man got up and praised me but also told me about a certain Winter
Emperor. He informed me that this Winter Emperor bought two slaves each week, had one of them married, and
freed the other. I was urged to go see that emperor’s benevolence and generosity and only then talk about myself.
Therefore, I left my own country and traveled from land to land. No one but himself can force a man to go so far
from his native region. Today I have finally come face to face with you, where I can satisfy my curiosity and end
my worry. Do you indeed buy two slaves each week, have one well married, and free the other? Do you truly
grant one thousand liras to the slave you have freed? If such reports are accurate, why do you do these things?
Your generosity surpasses mine, and my benevolence is nothing compared to yours. Now please tell me all about
this yourself.” The Winter Emperor replied,
“Very well. So you are the padishah Hatemi Tey?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Well, now that I understand your wish, I shall speak freely to you. In my land, on this soil, right here in my
own country, there was a period when at least twice a week theft and murder were being committed. The thieves
could not be found, the murderers could not be caught, and neither a solution nor an end to this continuing
calamity could be seen. My patrols searched day and night for the offenders but my commander, Arab Halil,
turned up nothing. Treachery swept through the land as robberies and killings grew increasingly common. I was
unable to prevent these crimes, no matter how hard I tried to do so. Finally one day a great merchant came to me
and said,
“‘O Emperor, my caravan was attacked last night, and all the goods it contained were stolen. Among the things
I lost was a set of coral prayer beads that was of very great value to me for personal reasons. If you could have
restored to me my coral beads, I would willingly give you all my other worldly goods!’
“I told the merchant that I was sorry, that many others had also reported having been robbed, and that if I could
find the thieves, I would have them torn apart. I was struggling to restore law and order, I told him, but I was
unable to prevent these robberies or the murders being committed in my city.
“While I was uttering these very words to the merchant, a dervish stepped forth (one dressed like you) and
asked for permission to speak to me. I told him to make his report, and I asked him what had been stolen from
him. The dervish said,
“‘No, nothing has been stolen from me, but I overheard the merchant’s complaint. I can solve your problem by
finding his coral beads, all the other goods stolen from him, and all the things stolen before that too. I need only
two things from you in order to do this. I ask you to allow me twenty-four hours to do this work. Second, I want
you to bring me a certain man. Just call him from across the street, and I shall find all of the stolen articles. If I do
not find everything within twenty-four hours, my neck is as thin as a needle, and you can have me executed.’
“I was amazed to hear the man’s words, but I asked, ‘Who is it that you want me to bring to you?’
“‘You have a well-known sheik in your country, sir. They call him The-One-Who-Would-Not-Step-On-Ants.’
“‘Yes, there is such a person.’
“‘You have the solution to your problem right there. He is the one responsible for all of the murders and
robberies.’
“‘Silence! Do not repeat what you have just said! You cannot say anything against such a pious man! If you do,
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you may cause a curse to fall upon you!’
“‘Sir, if I am to be cursed, let it happen now. You must give me twenty-four hours’ time.’
“So I said, ‘All right.’ Then, my dear padishah Hatemi Tey, I sent someone to get the man called The-One
Who-Would-Not-Step-On-Ants. When he came, I greeted him, had him sit beside me, and after the exchange of
salutations, I said,
“‘Sir, the wife of one of my viziers is ill and in dire straits. The local priest has prayed over her, but still she
continues to be badly afflicted. If you would send with your handkerchief a prayer you had written out for her, she
might find peace.’
“The sheik said, ‘All right,’ and took from his pocket a handkerchief with his seal on it. After writing out a
prayer on a piece of paper, he handed both items to me. ‘Tell the woman to wrap the written words in this
handkerchief.’
“I secretly gave the handkerchief to the dervish, who had told me how he intended to proceed, and I had
assigned two men to assist him. While I detained the sheik, the three of them went to his mansion. There the
dervish ordered his men to stand aside, saying then, ‘No matter what I do, do not interfere.’ He knocked on the
door of the mansion and told the maid who came to call the sheik’s wife. To her he said, ‘The sheik sent his
handkerchief and asked that you wrap in it the coral beads from among the goods that arrived yesterday.’
“The sheik’s wife took the handkerchief, examined it carefully, and then without further delay went inside the
house. When she returned to the door, she handed out the coral beads wrapped in the handkerchief, and as she did
so, she said to the dervish, ‘Be very careful not to open the handkerchief in front of anyone, and deliver it into the
sheik’s own hands.’ He answered that the sheik had given him the same instructions and that she should not
worry, that he knew what he was dealing with. The dervish then brought the handkerchief to my apartment in the
palace. Placing it on a table before me, he silently opened it up.
“When the sheik saw the coral beads, his face went white as a sheet. I had the merchant brought in, and he
recognized his set of prayer beads at once. He repeated that it had disappeared with all the other things that had
been plundered from his caravan. I had the sheik, who by now had become speechless, bound tightly hand and
foot. I said to him,
“‘Do you see that this is where evil has brought you? You are reaping only what you had sown. This is your
return for the harm you have done to many people.’
“That is the reason, my dear padishah Hatemi Tey, why I had not only the sheik but also the three hundred men
working for him captured at once. They were all condemned and then executed. Since that time, this city has not
had another murder or another robbery. I was most grateful to the dervish who had solved the long list of crimes,
but I could not imagine how he had done this. I said to him,
“‘I had been unable to solve this mystery for forty years. How did you manage to solve it in forty minutes?
Can you explain how you knew who the villain was when no one else even suspected him?’ And this is what he
answered.
“‘My wife began to shy away from our rooster. Yes, she did! I said to her, “Why do you put on your head scarf
and run away when the rooster comes near? He is just a rooster.”
“‘But she replied, “Isn’t he also a male? Sir, would it not be sinful to expose myself to any male except you?”
“‘From then on I started watching her more closely, for in most other respects she was not a very good
Moslem. Why should she be so concerned about a rooster? Finally one day I found her being intimate with
another man, and I killed her. For the seven years since that time, I have wandered about in this city. A few days
ago I saw the sheik for the first time. He had small bells attached to his feet as he walked down the street. I could
not understand why anyone would do that, and so I asked him, ‘Sir, what is this? Why do you wear bells on your
feet?’ He told me that he did not know what might be crawling on the ground and that he wore the bells to warn
off ants and other insects, to get them out of his path so that he would not accidentally crush them to death and
thus commit a sin. How delicate can one become? How very thoughtful of him—too thoughtful, for my liking! I
felt that it was an empty demonstration rather than true concern. After all, hadn’t my wife shied away from a
rooster and then committed adultery? Therefore I came to you, sir. I suspected him when I saw the bells on his
feet. I felt that he was probably trying to cover up some greater offense, because his gesture of piety somehow
resembled my wife’s avoidance of the rooster.’
“And that is the way it all happened, my dear padishah Hatemi Tey. You are now asking yourself, of course,
what all of this has to do with my buying two slaves weekly, having one married and freeing the other, the latter
receiving a gift of a thousand gold coins. However, there is a condition attached to my explaining this matter to
you. If you will comply with that condition, I shall tell you why I treat two slaves weekly as I do.”
Hatemi Tey stood up and asked, “What is your condition?”
“If you would go looking for him, you would find a certain black man who is blind in both eyes.”
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“Yes?”
“Well, this Arab goes to the marketplace early each morning, sits at the entrance, and cries out to the public,
‘Whoever administers a blow to the base of my neck and says, “You deserve it!” will receive forty akças\fn{Small
coins.} from me.’ He sits there all day long receiving blows and paying out good money for them. Now you are to
go and find this Arab and ask why he is willing to give out money and be beaten all day long without running out
of either money or patience. Then if you will return and tell me his story, I shall explain to you my weekly
behavior toward two slaves.”
Hatemi Tey bade his host farewell and departed immediately. He traveled day and night until he reached the
land where the blind Arab lived. In these tales of the past there are so many strange incidents that occur! It might
well be said to the characters in such tales, “If you do not actually see a deed performed, don’t say that it
happened; if you do not actually hear something said with your own ears, don’t say that it was spoken; if you have
not actually filled your own belly, don’t consider it full.”
Hatemi Tey went to see the blind man with his own eyes and to hear his story with his own ears so that he
would know whether the emperor’s account was true. Early in the morning an Arab with both eyes apparently
blind came to the marketplace and sat on the ground at the entrance. Hatemi Tey watched the Arab as he called
out to passersby,
“Whosoever will administer a blow to the base of my neck and say, ‘You deserve it! Suffer until you die!’ will
receive forty akças.”
When Hatemi Tey moved closer, he verified the reports that the Arab was blind, that people stopped and struck
him, and that they received payment for doing so. At the end of the day when everyone else had left the
marketplace, the Arab shook himself, got up, and started to walk toward his house. Hatemi Tey touched and held
the Arab’s hand and said,
“May Allah be with you.” The Arab replied,
“And with you too, sir.”
“Do you know who I am?”
“No, sir, for my eyes are sightless.”
“I am the padishah Hatemi Tey.”
“Yes?”
“You sat all day receiving blows and paying good money for them. Can you tell me why?”
“Oh, padishah Hatemi Tey, I have a problem, and I cannot reveal that problem unless you can first solve
another problem for me.”
“What is that other problem for which you want an answer? Tell me!”
“If you travel far enough, you will find a very unusual jeweler.”
“Yes?”
“He goes to his shop early every morning and opens it for business.”
“So?”
“He offers a rare gem to be auctioned off, and an auctioneer begins to take bids for it. The bids usually begin at
a hundred liras and go to a thousand. When they reach that level, the jeweler tells the auctioneer to give him back
his gem, saying that he does not need anything for it. Then in front of the other jewelers and merchants, he
smashes that gem to pieces in a small mortar and blows the dust into their faces. Finally he pays the auctioneer his
fee and tells him to come back the following morning. Go find that jeweler; ask him why he pretends to auction
off a gem each day only to destroy it, thus throwing away more than a thousand liras. Bring me his answer, and I
shall tell you why I have myself beaten every day and pay very well for that beating.”
Again Hatemi Tey took to the road in quest of a piece of information. The story is short upon one’s tongue, but
meanwhile in real life years went by. When he finally reached the city where the jeweler lived, the padishah
observed him closely in the same way he had observed the blind Arab. Early in the morning the jeweler opened
his shop. An auctioneer began to take bids for one of his gems, and the price quickly rose from a hundred to a
thousand liras. The jeweler then called out to the auctioneer, “Bring it back, son! I am not in need of any money!”
Putting the gem in his mortar, he pounded it into dust and blew that dust into the faces of the onlooking jewelers
and merchants. Then he paid the auctioneer. Hatemi Tey watched all of this and mumbled to himself,
“The Arab’s story was accurate.” He therefore approached the jeweler and said,
“Peace be unto you.”
“And unto you too,” replied the jeweler.
“Your gem was being auctioned, and the price had risen from a hundred to a thousand liras. Why didn’t you
sell it? You pounded it to dust without receiving a single kurus for it, and then you blew the dust away. To
increase your loss, you still had to pay the auctioneer his fee. Can you tell me why you did this? What is your
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purpose?”
“Who are you?”
“The padishah Hatemi Tey.”
“My dear padishah Hatemi Tey, for a number of years I have sought a certain piece of information. I shall
reveal the reason for my own behavior only if you will secure this piece of information for me.”
“What is it that you want to know?”
“There is an odd muezzin\fn{The mosque official who ascends the minaret five times daily to sing and chant the ezan (the call to
prayer).} who lives in a faraway land. Before going up the minaret, he says, ‘There it is!’ and happily climbs to the
top. However, he afterward descends in tears. If you can find him and get an explanation for his sudden change
from joy to sorrow, I shall reveal to you my reason for acting as I do each morning at the jewel auction.”
Once again Hatemi Tey set forth to find an answer to someone else’s question. When he found the muezzin, he
watched this man carefully, just as he had watched the blind Arab and the jeweler. He saw the muezzin go happily
up the minaret, saying “There it is!” and later come down crying. From then until nightfall the muezzin did not
return either to the minaret or to his office. When he finally did return, he was approached by Hatemi Tey, who
said to him,
“Peace be unto you.”
“And unto you too.”
“Are you not weary by nighttime? In the morning you happily ascended the minaret saying, ‘There it is!’ but
you later came down weeping. You have apparently not rested since then. What is the reason for your behavior?”
“Who are you?”
“I am the padishah Hatemi Tey.”
“Sir, I can understand your curiosity, for I myself am consumed with curiosity about another matter. If you can
satisfy my curiosity about that other matter, I shall reveal to you what causes my alternate joy and grief.”
“About what are you so curious?”
“If you go to such and such a distant land, you will find there an old-clothes vendor.”
“Yes?”
“That old-clothes vendor cries from morning until noon but then laughs from noon to sunset. Go find out why
he alternately cries and laughs in this way, and I shall reveal my own secret to you.”
Hatemi Tey left that place at once and went on his way to such and such a land where the old-clothes vendor
lived, a faraway land—far away, that is, from the place where he was then. There he scrutinized carefully the
actions of the old-clothes man just as he had scrutinized the actions of the others he had visited. In the morning
the old man tied pieces of clothing to his belt, put blankets over his arm, and set his loaded clothing cart before
him, but he made no attempt to do any business, for he cried bitterly until noon. At noon, saying, “Thanks be to
Allah!” he became quite merry and proceeded to laugh all the rest of the day. Hatemi Tey watched him throughout
the day, and when at dusk the old-clothes man started to leave, the padishah approached him and said,
“Peace be unto you, old-clothes vendor.”
“And unto you too,” the old man replied.
“You wept from early morning until noon, but then you laughed from noon to sunset. What is the reason for
your doing this?”
“Who are you?”
“I am the padishah Hatemi Tey.”
“My dear padishah Hatemi Tey, I should willingly explain my changing moods if you could first enlighten me
about a strange situation that has troubled me for some time.”
“What is that strange situation?”
“If you will go some distance farther along this same road, you will find a prince who is cross at the world but
not at men.”
“So?”
“Go find out why he is cross at the world. What did the world ever do to him? Come back and tell me about
that, and I shall explain to you my own difficulty.”
Hatemi Tey continued his journey farther down that road and with some difficulty located the prince, who,
being cross at the world, had left more settled areas to live among wild beasts in the mountains and along the river
valleys. While Hatemi Tey was watching the prince, the padishah was suddenly attacked by wild animals. The
prince, however, called out to the animals and said,
“Wait! Leave him alone! He comes from the same origins as I do. He is a human being.”
Having thus saved the life of Hatemi Tey, the prince came forward to him, but he did not, of course, know who
the padishah was.
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“O prince who is cross at the world! Is that you?”
“Yes, it is.”
“What did this world do to you that makes you cross at it?”
“Who are you to ask me such a question?”
“I am the padishah Hatemi Tey.”
“Even if you are the padishah Hatemi Tey, do not ask that question of me! At the end of a three-day journey
east of here lives my sheik. Ask that question of him, not of me!”
And so our story has brought us to this point.
Think about it for a moment!
What do those who came into this world before us say about us? Do not sing your own praises, but let others
speak for you. Let others praise you! To the hawk his offspring may seem to be as small and as weak as a lark.
That is why Hatemi Tey went to the sheik’s garden—so that he could find out about the prince’s condition from
his older mentor.
From this point onward in the story almost everyone will be recollecting his past and revealing the difficulties
encountered in that past. You will hear of some strange things that have come to pass in this world, and who
knows what the future holds in store? Neither I nor possibly even Allah knows what is yet to come.
Hatemi Tey greeted the sheik and the wise men with him, but his gaze was more strongly drawn to a pool in
the garden nearby, a pool which seemed to be boiling. The water in that pool was agitated—not running, but
foaming and bubbling up. The forty wise men and their sheik were lost in deep thought, and their mental burden
seemed to be very heavy. They were unable to respond to Hatemi Tey’s greeting, and so he listened quietly for an
hour to the ideas they were discussing. It was only then when their deliberations were finished that the sheik
looked up and said,
“Greetings to you too, O padishah Hatemi Tey.”
“My dear sir, I gave that greeting to you an hour ago! Did it just reach your ears?”
“No, sir, I heard your greeting an hour ago, but we were struggling with a very heavy problem and were
troubled by it. Now that our study is completed, I give greetings to you too, O padishah Hatemi Tey.”
“But how do you know that I am the padishah Hatemi Tey?”
“Sir, to one who sees clearly there is nothing that can be hidden. Can secrecy be a barrier to those with keen
perception? There are those among the people of this world whose vision penetrates all things, but they are often
afraid to speak out for fear of being laughed at by those who are all but blind. But the wise may be burdened. Do
not our ancestors tell us never to look down on those with loads or saddles on their backs? One never knows what
mighty man may be struggling beneath a heavy load. Oh, yes, there are such men among us.”
“Very well, then. You knew who I was. Do you also know what ails the prince who is cross at the world?”
“Have you seen him?”
“Yes, I have seen him. It was he who sent me to you.”
“Please sit down, my padishah.”
Hatemi Tey knelt down first and then sat down on a mat on the ground. (These men who traveled far will
recount their tales, and I shall recite them just as they were told.)
“So, you have already spoken to the prince?”
“Yes.”
“He too is the son of a padishah. His family placed him with us to be educated and to acquire an awareness of
the wonders of this world. (This is like today’s parents’ placing a child in elementary school. Why do they place
him there? They do so in order to have him receive the start of an education that may lead to his becoming a man
of letters or possibly even a great leader. A well-taught man becomes an asset to his country and its people. What
good is an illiterate person? Does a dried-out tree have leaves? Does it provide shade? No, it does not. In the same
way, a man without knowledge, without an education, can be of little service to others.)
“When the prince arrived here, he took off his clothes and entered this pool to wash. We told him, ‘Son, this
pool is not like the lakes or other waters in which you bathe. This pool is the source of knowledge, and knowledge
is a marvel—something both bottomless and endless. No single mind can grasp it all, my son. You cannot remain
long in this pool without having your mind overwhelmed and thrown out of control.’ He promised to heed this
advice, but he did not keep his word. We guided him and attended to his education, but one day while we were
involved in one of our weighty deliberations, he removed his clothes, wrapped them around his head, and jumped
into the pool.
“Where did he throw himself! He threw himself into the pool, and in doing so, he also threw himself into a
deranged state of mind in which he saw himself in a garden with a beautiful female jinn\fn{A word which may refer to
two very different kinds of supernatural beings: the first, which live apart from humanity, but manifest some of the same characteristics as
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human beings, and may occasionally be seen by them; and the second class, referred to in Sufi theology and elsewhere, who often affect
mortal lives but remain completely invisible to them .} and her forty beautiful attendants, lost in pleasure. This vision lasted

all that day and night, and in the morning he woke up with his head resting in the jinn’s lap. But when he
awakened further, he found himself riding on the back of a wild beast. He searched for the garden, the jinn, the
other beauties in vain. They were not to be found. He cried in despair and searched on all day long. At night the
jinn took him back into the garden again. The same thing happened over and over again for thirty-nine days and
nights. On the fortieth night, however, the prince refused to lie in the jinn’s lap to sleep. Although she coaxed and
pleaded with him to do so, he refused, saying that when he awoke, he would lose her again, for she was deceiving
him. She told him that there was only one more night to endure, after which he would become a jinn himself and
remain in the garden forever. But he would not hear of this. Finally she declared that if he would but throw
himself into the pool for just a moment, he would become a jinn like her. He refused to do this and never entered
the pool again.
“There, padishah, is the pool, and this is the account of the prince’s experience. It began by his wrapping his
clothes about his head and jumping into the pool. We pulled him out as quickly as we could, but his delusion had
already begun. For thirty-nine nights he slept with the jinn, and for thirty-nine days he rode a wild beast in search
of her, her attendant beauties, and her garden. We kept asking him where these creatures and their garden were.
We kept urging him to come to his senses and view reality. There is only the present, we said, for the past has
gone, and the future has yet to come.
“That experience, my padishah, was the reason for his becoming cross at the world. Perhaps he learned a bitter
lesson and will hereafter be able to distinguish the world as it really is and the world as it sometimes appears to
be. This world confuses and betrays not only him, not only me, but also all humanity. The world is like a beautiful
woman who deceives us into believing that we shall not die. She promises all, if we will only work hard, do her
will, and endure. The prince, seeing that the promise of life is as illusory as being absorbed in this pool, has
become cross at the world and suffers the agony of his disillusionment apart from society, among the beasts of the
wilderness.”
Having heard the prince’s story from the sheik, the padishah Hatemi Tey retraced his steps and went back to
find the old-clothes vendor. When he had done so, he greeted that man, and the old-clothes dealer, recognizing
him at once, said,
“Greetings to you too, padishah Hatemi Tey. Have you returned?”
“Yes, I have.”
“Did you find the answer to my question?”
“I did.”
“What was the prince’s reason for being cross at the world? What had the world done to him?”
“Well, the prince discovered that the world was as deceptive as the mad fantasies one might have after dipping
one’s head into the waters of an enchanted pool.”
“Yes!”
“That is why he turned his back on the world, on ordinary life, and lives now among wild animals.”
“O my padishah Hatemi Tey, the prince’s conclusion is indeed correct. What is life? Nothing, nothing,
nothing! Yes, at the end it amounts to nothing. It is a deceiving world that lures one on to the end, and when it has
tucked one under its folds, it laughs. And now do sit down, padishah, and I shall disclose my own problem to
you.”
So the padishah knelt to sit and learn, for learning is a man’s need. Don’t agree too readily with that, for there
are those who think that they already know it all. But most of us feel the need to learn more so that we may catch
a glimpse of the answer to the puzzle of life. And so Hatemi Tey listened.
“I was born in the land of Yemen, where my father was a textile merchant. He was so successful that he had his
own ship, which sailed away several times a year richly loaded with goods to sell. After a while, he took as his
partner his brother, who was a poor man, but after he had worked for about fifteen years with my father, buying
and selling cloth, he too became a rich man. When my father later wished to dissolve the partnership and work
separately again, his brother became very angry at him and left Yemen for Baghdad. When he left, I was about
seven, but some fifteen years after that I had grown into a young man. In the meantime my father had become
anxious, and worried himself sick over the fact that he had no one but me left in this world. He finally died of
worry and left his entire estate to me.
“Neither emperor nor prince, neither wise man nor servant, had ever mishandled his fortune as badly as I did. I
went through my father’s great wealth in no time. I drank raki\fn{An anise-flavored distilled liquor.} I gambled away
large sums of money, and there soon came a time when I was in dire straits. I sold my father’s palace in order to
get more money, and then I drank and gambled that away too. When there was nothing left, I lived in old ruins
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and abandoned inns. Sometimes I went hungry; sometimes I found a morsel of food with which to feed myself.
Sometimes I was well; sometimes I was sick. I went on like this, my life wasting away in poverty.
“After staying in Baghdad for fifteen years, my uncle (my father’s brother) returned to Yemen with all of his
goods in a large caravan. He went straight to my father’s palace, not knowing that his brother had died and had
been buried in the earth for some time. No one had informed him of this. He questioned the people then living in
the palace, and they told him that the original owner had died and that the palace had been sold to them. ‘Who
sold it?’ he asked, and they said ‘His son.’ He asked, ‘Where is that son?’ and they answered, ‘He is an axe
without a handle. He is either at some inn or at the poorhouse. He is a man of the taverns, a drunkard.’
“While the young men of the neighborhood were gathering around him, the merchant asked the owners, ‘How
much did you pay for the palace and the other buildings?’ ‘One thousand gold pieces,’ they replied. He then
turned to the young men surrounding him and asked, ‘Do you know the son of the original owner of this palace?’
‘Yes,’ several of them responded. He said, ‘I shall give a gold piece to the one of you who finds him and brings
him here to me. Run and find him!’
“Eight young men set out to search the city for me. I did not know anything about this. There was no strength
left in me, and I had gone to an old ruin to meditate upon my miserable situation. When the young men came
along and looked into the ruin, they shouted, ‘Here he is! The man for whom we are searching is here!’ Four of
them grabbed me by the legs, four of them by the arms, and carried me to the merchant.
“Fifteen years had elapsed since I had seen this man. I did not recognize the merchant, and I could not imagine
what he wanted of me. The young men put me down and said, ‘This is the son.’
“The merchant, saying, ‘Oh, Allah!’ slipped off his coat and threw it over me. He then threw his arms around
me and sobbed. Not knowing who he was, I was confused by this. He said, ‘Oh, Allah, I would prefer to be blind
rather than to see you in this condition. Look at you, the son of a wealthy man!’ He then called to the owner of the
palace and said to him, ‘Here you are: two thousand gold pieces. Take away your belongings and give me the
keys.’ He bought with two thousand gold pieces what I had sold for one thousand. After having bought back the
property in this way, he took me to a barber, then to a bath; and then he dressed me in expensive new clothes. He
then went to the palace, which I had sold away, and engaged carpenters and decorators to refurbish the entire
building. Having done that, he turned to me and said,
“‘Son, here you are, back in your father’s world again.’
“I sat down in my father’s world, and my uncle sat across from me. He opened up a money chest and began to
count out gold coins. After he had counted out a small heap of them, he said,
“‘Son, look at this gold. I owe my fortune to your father, for he became more to me than just a brother. He put
up the money, while I contributed my labor, and Allah gave us good business. It was because of your father that I
came to have so much wealth. Can I now deny you whatever money you need? Of course I cannot! Son, this gold
is for you.’
“He set me up in business in a large store. He often stopped in at the store to talk with me and to give me
advice about buying and selling merchandise. As a result, I got along well in my business.
“After a while some of my older neighbors found a woman for me and had me married. One day after I had
been married for about a year, I was sitting in a coffeehouse where some of my elders questioned me about my
marriage. ‘We were the ones responsible for arranging your marriage. Tell us now whether you are satisfied with
the woman we found for you.’
“‘Yes, she is fine. I am satisfied with her even though she does have one habit that annoys me somewhat at
times. I don’t know, but perhaps your wives have it too.’
“‘What is it?’ they all asked.
“‘Well, we have been married for a year now, but she has never sat down to eat a meal with me—not even
once.’
“‘Why?’ they asked.
“‘She says that women are not supposed to eat with their husbands.’
“‘What kind of nonsense is that?’ they asked.
“‘I am not lying, brothers. She is at home right now, and you may go and ask her about it, if you wish. Aren’t
your wives like that too?’
“They looked at each other and laughed. Then one of them said, ‘You have just described something which we
have never heard the like of before.’
“‘Well, you have heard it now!’ I said.
“They went and got an old man named Haci Veli,\fn{ A haci is one who has made the pilgrimage to Mecca, enjoined by the
Qur’an upon every Muslim to undertake at least once in his lifetime; and the word is then prefixed so firmly and permanently to that
person’s name that it seems to be part of the name itself .} and they told him what I had asked about. This old man turned to
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me and said, ‘Come, son, and sit down across from me here. Don’t be proud. Just answer my questions truthfully.’
“So I sat down across from Haci Veli, and he repeated, ‘Now don’t be proud, son. Just answer my questions.’
“‘All right. If I know the answers, I shall answer your questions.’
“‘You have been married to this woman for a year?’
“‘Yes.’
“‘Have you slept in the same bed? And has she ever come to you with naked breasts?’
“‘We have slept in the same bed, but she has come to me with naked breasts only in my dreams, and each time
it happened, I woke up.’
“‘Aha, son, this woman is probably a witch—perhaps even a master witch.’
“‘That cannot be, Haci!’ I protested.
“‘Son, watch that woman closely. If you do not sooner or later catch her at witchcraft, you may then call me
any name you wish.’
“O padishah Hatemi Tey! I began to consider ways in which I might watch my wife more closely. Inasmuch as I
worked throughout the day and then slept at night, I had little opportunity to watch her. I called the watchmen of
my store to me and said to them, ‘From now on I shall do the buying for my business during the morning hours.
In the afternoon I shall lock myself in the back room and sleep there. Should I still be asleep there an hour before
nightfall, pound on the door and waken me.’ My plan was to sleep during the afternoon and thus be able to stay
awake all night to observe my wife’s activities.
“It was in this way, padishah Hatemi Tey, that I began taking precaution. Because I had slept all afternoon, I
would return home each day refreshed enough to remain watchful during the night. This went on day after day for
six months without my observing anything unusual in my wife’s behavior. Then one night after the woman had
gone to bed, she called out to me, but pretending to be deep in sleep, I did not answer her. She said to herself, ‘He
must be sound asleep.’ She arose, dressed, and went outside carrying with her a huge urn\fn{ Known as a küp, and
normally used throughout the Middle East to store water, olive oil, and other liquids, but also by Turkish witches to ride upon and to carry
stolen objects and abducted people.} from the house. I crept out after her to see what she would do. She climbed astride

the urn, as if it were a horse, and struck it once. I was amazed to see the urn rise slowly and begin to fly away. The
moon was shining brightly enough so that I could see the direction of her flight. Hunching down to stay within the
shadow of a wall, I ran along, following her in the best way I could. Her urn hovered over a cemetery and then,
descending slowly, settled beside a tombstone. Five or six other witches arrived on similar urns to meet her. After
she had counseled them for about fifteen minutes, she sent them off again in different directions. She herself dug
into the grave of a man buried that day, removed the body, and began eating its flesh. I watched in fear from a
short distance. Her teeth seemed to have grown to the size of spades, and her fingernails had grown unbelievably
long. Her face had turned dark, a terrifying sight to behold. Her entire appearance had somehow changed
drastically. My endurance came to an end. I thought, ‘If this woman sees me here, she may drag me to the tomb
alive and eat me!’ I fled back to my home, locked the door, and sat there shaking with dread.
“Hatemi Tey, after about an hour I heard her at the door. Climbing into bed, I pulled the blankets over my head
and pretended to be asleep. The woman entered the house and undressed in the dark. When she leaned against me,
her body felt stone cold. I then jumped out of bed, lighted lamps, and ordered the woman to get dressed again. I
stared at her and saw that she no longer looked as horrible as she had at the cemetery but had recovered her usual
appearance. She asked me what was the matter, and I told her that she would find out when she had dressed. After
she was fully clothed, I took a stick and, blocking the door, I said,
“‘Woman, tonight you got out of bed and left this house. Where did you go?’
“‘Husband, have you gone mad?’ she asked. ‘We have been in bed since last evening. Are you dreaming? What
is the matter? I have been in bed with you all night long.’
“‘Woman, are you trying to drive me crazy? You arose, got dressed, climbed onto your urn, and flew off.
Running along as fast as I could, I followed you. You went to a cemetery, stopped beside a grave, and dug out the
newly buried body it contained. I watched as you ate the flesh of that corpse. Aren’t you that same woman?’
“She stamped her foot on the floor and said, ‘You have discovered my secret!’ As she spoke, her face took on
an even more ghastly appearance than it had had at the graveyard, causing me to be completely dumbfounded.
She grabbed me by the arm, threw me out of a window,\fn{ Witches are believed to possess unusual strength, even to moving
huge boulders and lifting houses.} and said that if I returned, I should consider myself dead. She also told me that I
would not have gotten off so easily this time if we had not spent a year together.
“Knowing all of this, dear padishah, you will be able to understand my condition better. Each morning as I
think of all that I left behind—my business, my friends, my town—and as I realize that I am here away from
home and all else that was dear to me, I weep. My lamentation lasts until noon. At that time, as I think of having
escaped that witch unharmed in body and soul, I recognize that each day is a blessing. I grow joyful, thank Allah,
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and laugh, happy just to be alive.”
With satisfaction in his heart Hatemi Tey rushed off to the muezzin who went up the minaret laughing and
descended weeping. When he saw the muezzin, the padishah said,
“Peace be unto you.”
“And unto you too, Hatemi Tey. Have you returned from your travels?”
“I have.”
“Can you now satisfy my curiosity about the old-clothes vendor?”
“I can.”
“What is the reason for his morning sadness and his afternoon joy?”
Hatemi Tey told the muezzin that the old man cried because he had been driven from his country and all that he
loved by a witch, and that he laughed and was merry in the afternoon because he realized that he had escaped the
witch and was still alive.
“Oh, padishah Hatemi Tey, you have indeed satisfied my curiosity, and I shall now reveal to you what it is that
bothers me.”
Once again the padishah knelt down to sit across from the muezzin on the floor as that man told him his story.
“Hatemi Tey, my father was the priest of this mosque. One day my father told me that he was ill, gave me the
keys to the mosque, and told me to direct the morning prayers, to serve as the people’s priest and lead them in
their worship. After that, I was to lock the doors and return the keys to him. I told my father that I would do as he
bade. It was my custom to get up very early, while it was still dark, for it was my duty to climb the minaret and
sing out the call to prayer just before the sun came up\fn{ The first prayer service of the day is held at sunrise .} so that all of
the faithful would come to the mosque for prayers.
“When I went to the mosque it was pitch dark outside. After I had washed, as required before saying prayers, I
climbed the spiral staircase of the minaret. I raised up my hands to Allah as I was about to start the ezan, but
before I could say, ‘Praised be Allah,’ a huge bird, one as large as a camel, settled on the balcony of the minaret. I
looked at that bird and was afraid. The bird hooked its talons into my hands and started lifting me off the platform
of the minaret. I looked up and saw the sky; I looked down and again saw nothing but blue. Only the bird and
Allah know how far I was carried.
“When I came to my senses, I found myself lying in a wilderness. I got up and began to cry, for there was
nothing around me that I recognized. I climbed up on a rock, and I was then able to see a star shining over a
nearby city. The bird had brought me to the city of Itikat. I wandered into the city and after a short while found a
restaurant. When I ordered food, the cook looked at me and then told his helpers to give me a good stew, for I was
a stranger who had apparently come from a faraway land. I ate this stew with good appetite. When I was ready to
leave, I asked what I owed for the food and was told that in that land there was no exchange of money. I was told
simply to greet them and then return when I became hungry again. I said, ‘What a wonderful country,’ greeted
them twice, and left. Then I roamed around the city till noon and ate again. After that, I began to wonder where I
might find a place to spend the night. I asked a man in the street if there was an inn where I might stay. The man
asked if I were a stranger there, and I told him that I was. Telling me to follow him, he took me to the home of a
sheik and left me there.
“The sheik asked, ‘Son, who brought you here?’ and I told him that I had come on the wing of a great bird.
Saying to me, ‘All right, son,’ the sheik called out to the people there, ‘This stranger needs a place to sleep. Where
shall we place him? A more private matter: Who has a grown, unwed daughter?’
“Finally someone said, ‘Hasan has a grown, unwed daughter.’
“The sheik ordered them to bring Hasan to him, and when that man arrived, he said to him, ‘Hasan, this young
man is a stranger in our land who needs a place to stay. With the will of Allah, I ask for your daughter for him.’
“The girl’s father said, ‘If it is Allah’s will, what can I say?’
“Oh padishah, within an hour they had me married. They took me to an unoccupied house and showed me into
one of the rooms. An adorned and beautiful woman entered that room and said to me, ‘My husband, until the day
of death I am yours and you are mine.’
“O Hatemi Tey, that night … I do not recall how the morning came to be, but I was suddenly awakened by a
pounding on the door. The woman went and returned to tell me that the sheik who had married us the day before
had come to see me. She asked me to go out to find out what he had to say. I was annoyed and asked the woman,
“‘How can you ask me to go out early in the morning when it was only last night that I became your groom? Is
this a proper time to come to see anyone?’
“‘What can I say?’ she asked. ‘The poor man is waiting at the door.’
“So I told her to say that I was sleeping and that I would go to see him just as soon as I awakened. She looked
at me and asked, ‘Are you now asleep or awake?’
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“‘Well, I am in bed, and even though I am really awake, go and tell the one waiting at the door that I am
asleep.’
“‘Just because you are a liar, do you want me to become one too?’
“When I told her that she was my bride and that she would tell the lie for me, she went outside and summoned
some of the people. They tied my hands and took me to the sheik. When that man asked what had happened, they
told him that I was a liar and that I had tried to make a liar out of my wife too. The sheik said,
“‘Those who lie are bad for business and bad for the country. They are no good for either work or the welfare
of the land, and they should be cast out from among us.’
“Once again my hands were tied, and I was taken to the edge of the city, where they intended to execute me.
Before they could do this, however, the giant bird came to my rescue and carried me away from that place.
“I was not aware of how long it flew with me on its wing or where it was taking me, but when I woke up—
what an awakening!—I found myself in a wilderness again. There was no bird there then or anything else that I
could recognize. As I had done before, I climbed up onto a rock in order to get a better view of the area. Oh,
padishah, how glad I was to see another city in the distance! Twice now the giant bird had carried me to places
within walking distance of a city.
“I went as fast as I could to that city and walked around from street to street for some time. Although everyone
there seemed to be staring at me, not a single person bothered to speak to me. I did not understand the unfriendly
attitude of these people, and all that I could do was to stare back at them. Finally I approached a man and said, ‘I
am a stranger here. Is there no one in this town who is hospitable?’
“The man said, ‘Follow me,’ and, just as in my previous experience, I was taken to the home of a sheik. My
guide entered that building, and I went in after him. The old sheik inside greeted me, and I not only returned his
greeting with enthusiasm but also kissed his hands. The man who led me there then spoke up and said,
“‘This young man has come as a stranger to our land. He needs a place to stay, and he is looking for
hospitality.’ The old man turned to me and asked,
“‘Is that so?’
“‘Yes,’ I replied.
“The sheik then summoned some of his men and said to them, ‘Go ask around and find out who has an unwed
daughter who has reached the age of reason.’
“Those assistants of the sheik went out, searched for awhile, and returned with a man who said, ‘I do.’
“The sheik then said to this man, ‘This young man has come to our land as a stranger. Whoever gives
hospitality to him may feel intruded upon. However, we need to resolve this matter honorably. With Allah’s
blessing, will you give the hand of your daughter to this young man?’
“The other responded, ‘What can I say? If it is the will of Allah, how could I have any objection to receiving
His blessing?’
“It was in such away, padishah Hatemi Tey, that this second marriage was quickly arranged, and the wedding
ceremony followed at once. That very night I was given over to the consummation of the marital vows. I almost
forgot the first woman to whom I had been married, for this bride was kinder and more beautiful than the first.
She came to me saying, ‘You are mine and I am yours till the day of death,’ and, O padishah Hatemi Tey, I did not
know how morning came to be, so lost was I in pleasure.
“But the morning did come, and with it came the same kind of pounding on the door that I had heard after my
first marriage. My bride said to a servant, ‘Who is knocking on the door?’
“When the servant returned, she said, ‘The sheik who married you last night wishes to see the groom.’
“The bride said to me, ‘The one who had us married last night wants to see you at his house. Please go and
then return.’
“I did not repeat my earlier mistake of saying, ‘Tell him I am asleep,’ for I remembered all too well the
hardship that that had caused me. Instead, I quickly got up and said, ‘Of course! Right away!’ and I went at once
to the sheik’s house with the man who had been sent to fetch me.
“The sheik greeted me and said, ‘Now that we have had you married and found you a comfortable nest, we
must find work for you to do.’
“‘Yes, sir.’
“‘What kind of work can you do?’ he asked.
“And this is what I replied, O padishah Hatemi Tey: ‘Whatever work you think appropriate for me, whatever
work you order me to engage in, that will I do.’
“‘Could you be a cloth merchant?’
“‘Yes, sir.’
“The sheik then ordered, ‘Have the cloth merchants come here to confer with me.’
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“Hatemi Tey, a hundred cloth merchants came and sat around the sheik as he expressed his thoughts about my
situation. ‘This young man came to our city and our country as a stranger. We have had him married and have
provided a roof over his head. However, it still remains our responsibility to provide work for him to do. People
need to work for each other or they cannot enter heaven. What do you say to our opening a shop for him? He says
that he could be a cloth merchant. What would you think of his buying and selling among you?’
“All hundred merchants consented to this arrangement, saying such things as, ‘We have no objection,’ and ‘He
can buy and sell among us,’ and ‘He seems worthy of it.’ Having agreed upon this, they reopened for my use an
unoccupied shop among the hundred shops of their own. They invested eight hundred gold pieces in the business
they set up for me, and there was already there two hundred pieces’ worth of merchandise left by the previous
proprietor.
“They marked the price on every item for sale, and they gave me a list of all the merchandise. Then the sheik
said, ‘Son, because you are a stranger in our land, you have no way of knowing how to sell goods here. I shall
now tell you how you are to proceed.’
“‘Very well, sir,’ I said. ‘Your word is my command.’
“He continued, ‘What was bought for one kurus must be sold for one kurus—no more, no less. What was
bought for two must be sold for two and no more. No matter what the cost, the selling price should match it. We
have marked on each item of merchandise its value. Do not count the amount of your sales at the end of each day.
I shall give you a pouch into which you should throw the money from your sales. Take from that pouch whatever
amount you need to run your household. Do not be miserly with yourself but take whatever you need. At the end
of the year I shall come and examine your account. Be sure to do as I have directed, and the account will be all
right.’
“‘Yes, sir,’ I said.
“The other cloth merchants then arranged all my goods on shelves in the shop and handed the keys to me. Then
right in front of the shop they said prayers so that Allah would bless the business. Next, each of the hundred came
to me individually to wish me good luck, and in return I wished them a long and healthy life. After that they
excused themselves and left.
“So I measured and sold cloth bought at one kurus for the price of one kurus, at two for two, at three for three
—exactly as I had been told to do. The days went quickly in that pleasant life, and before I knew it, a year had
passed. Following the orders given me, I had not counted the money I put into the pouch, but I could not help
wondering just how many hundred liras’ worth of goods I had sold. The evening before my account was to be
examined, my wife greeted me with joy at the door as I returned from work. We ate and talked and made love
most of the night, and in the morning she saw me off, saying, ‘May Allah be with you! This is the day that your
financial account will be examined. Good luck to you!’
“As I walked toward the shop, I felt anxious, but when I remembered the cheerfulness and good will with
which my wife had sent me off, I was somewhat reassured. Having been there for a year now, I had not only
learned how to carry on my business in the accepted way, but I had also learned some of the customs of the
merchant class. For example, the first merchant to open his shop in the morning was greeted by all his fellowmerchants, ‘May Allah bless your business!’ Only after one had thus greeted the first to arrive in this manner did
one open his own shop. I gave such a greeting to one of my colleagues that morning and then proceeded to open
my own shop.
“They had another morning custom which I also learned to observe. If a merchant had already made his first
sale of the day and a second customer entered his shop, that merchant would say, ‘I have already made my earlymorning sale, but my neighbor down the street has not. Since he has the same goods to sell, will you please go to
his shop and make your purchase there?’\fn{ “Throughout much of the Middle East, as well as in the West, there are still
merchants who consider it auspicious (1) to sell something (at a reduced price, if necessary) to one’s first customer of the day and (2) to
have that transaction occur at an early hour. Declining a second sale to give a fellow merchant his lucky first sale is no mere fiction in
Turkey. We have witnessed its occurrence.”} This was one of the many ways in which the merchants helped each other.

“As I waited for the sheik to arrive, I could not help wondering how much money there was in my pouch.
Mentally I calculated that there must be four hundred liras there, for it seemed to me that I must have sold about
six hundred liras’ worth of cloth, and my household expenses must have been about two hundred liras.
“At last in mid-morning the sheik and the other merchants arrived. The sheik said, ‘Greetings to you, young
man.’
“‘Greetings to you too, sir,’ I said.
“‘This is the day of accounting. Come here,’ he said. Then turning to the other merchants, he asked, ‘How
much money was invested in this shop?’
“They answered, ‘One thousand gold pieces.’
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“‘Very well! Now open up the money pouch.’
“Mumbling ‘Bismillâh’,\fn{A shortened and convenient form of Bismillahirrahmanirrahim (“In the name of the most merciful
Allah”) which is used audibly or silently by many devout Muslims before starting any undertaking, great or small, and signifies that the
individual begins whatever act it is by mentioning God’s name as a sign of reverence; for it is widely believed that saying this contributes
to the likelihood of success, and that not to say it may doom a project .} I opened the pouch. When they counted the money,

they found that the pouch contained twelve hundred liras. I had expected there to be only four hundred liras, for I
had always sold a kurus’s worth for only a kurus, and I had added nothing more.
“The sheik asked the other merchants, ‘Has this man always dealt honestly?’
“The others said, ‘Yes, he has. He measured exactly, giving no less and no more than the right amount. The
money in the pouch testifies to his honesty.’ I was terribly excited, and my whole body was trembling.
“‘Son, these men say that you have done business honestly and that the amount of money in the purse proves
it. Your accounts are correct. Take one thousand liras, and I shall throw two hundred back into the purse. You
have two hundred pieces of gold in the shop, and that is for continuing the business. Now how much had you used
for household expenses?’
“‘Sir, I did as you had instructed me. I took from the purse what was needed, no more, no less.’
“‘All right, son. Let us assume that you took four hundred liras for personal expenses. As for all the rest of the
money, it is obvious that Allah gave you abundant profit.’ Handing me the thousand gold pieces and throwing the
other two hundred in the purse, he told me to use the two hundred liras’ worth of goods in the name of Allah.
“They took me along with them as the sheik carried out the same kind of accounting for the goods and the
money in each of the other hundred cloth stores. He asked the merchants whether each of those being examined
had dealt honestly, and all of us said, ‘Yes.’ I followed their example and did as they did. That whole day was
spent in accounting for the integrity of all those merchants in the cloth business, but by sunset the work was
completed, making it possible for the sheik to begin examining some other business on the morrow.
“At dusk all of us went to our homes with joy in our hearts. When I reached my own door, my wife was
waiting there for me, and she said, ‘I prayed to Allah that you would return today with joy upon your face.’
“‘That is your doing, woman! You sent me off this morning with joy in my heart, and I returned the same way.
It is your doing.’
“We ate and drank what Allah had provided, and the night passed quickly into dawn. That morning as I thought
of what had happened the day before, I laughed and laughed. When my wife asked me what I was laughing about,
I said, ‘Oh, it is nothing.’ But when she kept insisting on knowing, I finally told her. ‘I had expected there to be
about four hundred liras in the pouch, since I had sold about six hundred liras’ worth of goods. We had used about
two hundred for household expenses, leaving a four-hundred-lira balance for the year’s transactions. I cannot
understand how the purse could yield such a great amount of money.’
“I noticed that for some reason or another my wife no longer seemed to be listening to me. I laughed and said,
‘Some of that money in the purse must have bred with other money to cause such a great increase.’
“At that, my wife jumped up from her seat, rushed to the window, and shouted to people passing along the
street, ‘Come! Come! There is a man here who dares to question the ways of Allah!”
“Several men rushed in, grabbed me, tied my arms behind my back, and took me before the sheik.
“‘What have you done, young man?’ he asked. But before I could utter a sound, they told him what I had said
to my wife about the money in the purse. In this way they used my own words against me. Turning back to me,
the sheik said, ‘Son, business lies in the hands of Allah. How dare you question His ways? If we were to banish
you for your blasphemy, you might return to disrupt life in our land. One who has been beheaded can do no
further harm.’
“Thus, my dear padishah, I was once again delivered to the executioners, who took me, bound tightly, to the
city limits. There, however, the giant bird reappeared, tore me from their midst, and carried me away.
“O my padishah, once again as I was being carried by the bird I could see no ground below and only blue
above. For the third time the bird left me sleeping in a wilderness. For a third time I awoke, climbed upon a rock
to study the horizon, and discovered that I was near a city. For a while I wondered if perhaps the bird had returned
me to the same city, but, no, this was a different place, a city filled with lights.
“At the edge of the city I came to a fountain. Wetting my hands in the water, I began to wipe some of the dust
off my clothes, and as I did so, I felt the purse in my bosom. I was pleased to realize that I had escaped from my
last experience with both my life and the money that the sheik had given to me. To ease my excitement, I bent
over the pool of the fountain to wash my face, having first placed the purse on the curbing. But I forgot all about
the purse and left it there when I went. Wandering about for a while, I came to a crowded coffeehouse. Entering, I
greeted the people seated there and ordered a cup of coffee. The following proverb is especially appropriate here:
‘In a coffeehouse the soul yearns not so much for coffee as for company.’ As I drank my coffee, the other
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customers stared at me, and I at them. Nobody asked me where I was going or where I had come from, and I did
not offer such information.
“When the owner of the coffeehouse came to pick up my empty cup, I reached into my bosom to take a coin
from the purse to pay him, but the purse was not there. It was only then that I remembered having left it on the
edge of the fountain just before washing my face. I felt the blood draining from my face as I became aware of my
loss. Everyone in the coffeehouse was watching me with curiosity, and the owner of the shop asked me, ‘Young
man, why have you become so pale? What is the matter with you?”
“‘I have just remembered that I left my purse at the edge of a fountain where I washed. Will you allow me to
go and look for it? Otherwise, I shall have no money to pay for your coffee.’ He asked me how much the purse
contained, and I told him that there were a thousand gold pieces in it.
“‘Don’t worry about it, young man. Money does not disappear. Go and find it.’
“It had now been some time since I had left the purse near the edge of the city, and when I reached the
fountain, I was not surprised to find it gone. With a heavy heart I returned to the coffeehouse, where I reported to
the proprietor and the customers that my purse was missing. I told them that someone must have stolen it, but they
would not agree with that. They reassured me, saying, ‘In our city no one would take anything that did not
rightfully belong to him. Your purse will be returned to you!’ But my heart knew no consolation, for I felt that
what was gone was gone forever. Anyone who takes something like my purse is not likely to bring it back.
“After a while someone said to the owner of the shop, ‘This young man is really very worried. Let us have
someone take him to the office of lost objects to see if his purse has been delivered there yet.’
“The owner arranged to have a man take me to that office. When we reached that place, my escort said to the
elderly official sitting there, ‘This young man left his purse alongside a fountain earlier this morning. Has it
arrived here yet?’
“The old official asked, ‘How much money did it contain?’
“‘One thousand gold pieces,’ I said.
“Pointing to a cupboard, he said, ‘It may possibly have come. Would you recognize it if you saw it?’
“‘I would.’
“He then told me to look inside the cupboard and see if I could find it there. Opening the cupboard door, I saw
seven purses clustered together on the top shelf, but none was mine. Momentarily I wondered. if I should point to
one and claim that it was mine. But I knew that the official would then count the contents, and so I neither pointed
nor said a word.
“The official asked, ‘Is one of these purses yours?’
“‘No.’
“‘Very well, then, son. Go back to the coffeehouse and wait there. When your purse arrives, I shall send for
you.’
“I followed my escort back to the coffeehouse, and there everyone again tried to console me. ‘Don’t worry!
Your purse will soon appear. Believe us!’ The owner of the shop said, ‘Young man, if you are hungry, let me give
you some money so that you can go to a restaurant and eat. If you want more coffee, let me bring you another
cup.’
“‘Just let me wait for a while longer here. Perhaps my purse will arrive.’
“But while we were talking, a messenger entered the coffeehouse and said, ‘Come! Your money has arrived.’
“When I reached the old man’s office, I saw standing before him a younger man with my purse in his hand.
The official asked me, ‘Is this the purse that you lost?’
“‘Yes, it is.’
“‘Good! Now count your money so that I can release this other young man. How much did you have?’
“‘One thousand gold pieces.’
“‘Count it!’ After I had counted it and found all thousand coins there, he asked, ‘Is it all there?’
“‘Yes.’
“‘Then is it satisfactory to you that I release this man who found it?’
“‘Yes, of course it is.’
“But after he had been told he might leave, the young man remained. He said to the official, ‘There is one
thing that this stranger must do before I will go. When I found his purse, I was in the middle of an engagement
that I could not leave immediately. I had to delay bringing his money here, and he may have worried about it
during that time. I should like to hear him say that he forgives me for that delay.’
“Can you imagine that, my dear padishah? I embraced the young man, telling him that he was more than
forgiven and that I was grateful for his honesty. Then I bade him to depart in peace. I picked up my purse but I did
not leave at once.
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“‘Is there something else that you wish?’ the official asked.
“‘Yes, I should like to give something for the service I have received here.’
“He answered, ‘What has been lost and what has been found are determined by Allah, and there is nothing to
be given. Depart in peace.’ I kissed his hands and left.
“Returning to the coffeehouse, I handed the owner a gold piece and asked him to take the price of my coffee
from it. When he returned with my change, the owner said, ‘Young man, you were very worried. Do you
understand now that your concern was unnecessary? Didn’t we tell you that your money would be returned?’
“‘You are truly a wonderful nation,’ I said. ‘Not only was my purse found and returned, but the finder also
apologized for having been delayed in delivering it to the lost-objects office for two hours. Incredible! In my
native land, anyone finding such a purse would have said nothing about it and would have kept it for himself.’
“I had said that in order to flatter them, but as soon as they heard my remark, they all crowded around me and
asked, ‘Do you mean that most of your people would not return something they had found?’
“‘Yes. We would not return the money but spend it.’
“Hearing that, they grabbed me, tied my hands behind my back, and said, ‘You are so saturated with deceit that
you might corrupt our people if you were to stay here. Before we could remove all of the deceit from you, you
might destroy the morality of the whole country!’
“O padishah Hatemi Tey, here again a remark that I had made condemned me. My hands were securely tied
behind my back, and I was taken to the outskirts of the city for execution. But again the bird swooped down and
plucked me from among my captors. Again I lost consciousness as it flew through vast empty space, but this time
when I recovered my senses, I found myself crouching on the minaret balcony from which the bird had first taken
me. Padishah, he had brought me back to my own country! I climbed down the minaret but found the mosque
locked.
“After a short while a muezzin came and unlocked the mosque. When he saw me standing outside the door, he
embraced me and asked, ‘Where have you been all this time? We thought that we had lost you permanently!’
“My dear padishah Hatemi Tey, by the time I had been to Itikar, to Veba,\fn{ The second city.} and to the city of
the many lights, seven years had elapsed. During that time both my father and mother had departed from this
world. Everyone expressed condolences for the loss of my parents. After taking me to my father’s empty house
and giving me the keys, they asked me what had happened to me and where I had been. I told them in detail about
my experiences in the three very virtuous lands I had visited.
“This, then, was the great crisis from which I have never recovered, O Hatemi Tey. Sometimes when I look
into the sky, I see the giant bird approaching the minaret, and I rush happily to climb to its top. I become very
excited thinking that the bird may take me back again to one of the cities I had lived in briefly. But by the time I
reach the top of the minaret, the bird has disappeared, and I am up there alone. In disappointment, I descend in
tears. No one but me ever sees the bird, and so everyone thinks that I am mad. Now you know, O padishah
Hatemi Tey, why I ascend .the minaret with joy and descend in grief.”
Hatemi Tey had listened very carefully to the muezzin’s long recital. He thought to himself,
“Had I lived forty years seated on my throne, I should never have heard about these remarkable events. It is not
the one who lives longest that acquires the greatest knowledge about life but rather the one who travels the most.”
He now bade the muezzin good-bye and went on his way.
Now let us go back and find the blind Arab, for it was he who had led us to the muezzin. Hatemi Tey made his
way to the city of the blind Arab who paid forty akças to anyone who would strike him on the base of the neck
and say, “You deserve it!”
“Peace be unto you, O blind man,” said Hatemi Tey.
“And may peace be unto you also, padishah Hatemi Tey. Have you now returned?”
“I have.”
“Can you now explain the mysterious behavior of the muezzin? Do you now know why he goes up the minaret
happily but comes down sadly?”
“A giant bird picked up that muezzin from the minaret and carried him to three remarkable faraway lands
where he had strange adventures. The muezzin would like to return to one or another of those lands, and whenever
he sees the bird hovering over the minaret, he thinks that it has come for him. He happily rushes up the spiral
staircase of the minaret, but by the time he reaches the top, the bird has disappeared, and so he descends
weeping.”
Hatemi Tey then repeated all of the details of the muezzin’s experiences. When Hatemi Tey had finished the
long account of the sufferings of the muezzin, the blind Arab said,
“Well done, padishah! You have discovered what I have long wished to know. Please sit down now and hear
my story.”
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Kneeling first, Hatemi Tey then slid down into a sitting position and listened.
“My father was a muleteer, padishah, and I was the son of a muleteer. He owned seven animals with which he
worked in the transportation business. Usually he transported goods within the city limits, but occasionally he
made longer journeys.
“But for whom does this world stand still? After a time my father passed on to another world, and I inherited
his seven mules. Business was not very good just then, and both the mules and I remained idle. Strangers who
passed through our city would often say to me, ‘Young man, why do you stay idle? If there is no work to be had
here, there is much business activity in several nearby countries. Why don’t you take your animals to one of those
places for a few months?’
“After I had heard such remarks several times, I came to the realization that business abroad was much better
than business in my own country. Accordingly, I borrowed some money from a merchant, giving some of it to my
family for six months’ maintenance and keeping the rest for my own traveling expenses.
“The following morning I set out and traveled for about six hours. At the end of that time I came to a fountain
from which an ample stream of water flowed. As I let my animals drink and then graze nearby, I thought, ‘It must
have been some humanitarian who had this fountain constructed here. There may not be much water available
farther along, and so I’d better remain here for a while to let my mules drink plentifully and eat their fill of the
lush grass here.’
“While the animals grazed, I took my ablutions and said prayers. Then I took a small packet of food from my
supplies and began to eat some bread. As I was doing this, I saw an old dervish coming down the road toward the
fountain. As he came closer, he called out, ‘Hearty appetite!’
“I replied, ‘Thank you, dervish father. Please join me.’ I invited him to break bread with me.
“‘Good appetite to you, young man. I have no desire for food, but thank you for your invitation anyway.’
“‘Dervish, even if you are full, now that you have come so close to this bread, you should take some.’
“‘Young man, you are so kind that I already feel as if I had shared bread with you. Thank you for your offer,
but I am not hungry. I would eat if I were so disposed, and I would not stand on ceremony about it.’
“But I insisted, saying, ‘Dervish, even if a person is full, he can always eat a piece of bread. For the love of
Allah, do come and have a bit with me.’
“The dervish was obviously pleased by these words. He said, ‘Young man, you took refuge in a very great
authority! In the name of Allah, I shall eat some.’ After he had seated himself and taken a bite of bread, he said,
‘There now, young man, I hope that I have pleased you. If I were truly hungry, I would eat more. Eat, therefore,
without any further concern about me.’
“‘Dervish, I have already eaten plenty and feel full. If you wish to, please have some more.’
“As I was finishing my meal, the dervish asked, ‘Young man, where are you going?’
“‘I am going to a foreign land.’
“‘Why?’
“‘To earn money.’
“‘Are these animals yours?’
“‘Yes. They were left to me by my father when he died. They are mine. In my city, business is poor and there is
little work available. I am going for a few months to one of the neighboring countries where, I have been told,
business is better.’
“‘Exactly how long will you stay abroad?’
“‘It is difficult to say how long, but probably no more than six months.’
“‘Will you be satisfied with whatever you happen to make in six months?’ asked the dervish.
“‘Sir, I do not know the answer to that question. Only Allah knows what I shall be able to make in that time
and what the future will hold for me.’
“‘Well, if Allah should grant that you and your mules were steadily employed for six months, what would you
expect to earn during that time?’
“‘If Allah were to grant that, I might earn six hundred liras, which would be the equivalent of what I have
made in the past six years at home.’
“Persisting in his questions, the dervish asked, ‘Then that amount would satisfy you for six months’ work?’
“‘Yes.’
“For that same amount would you undertake just six hours of work for me? The work would be hauling one
mule load of gold.’
“I stared at the dervish in amazement. ‘Why are you looking at me that way?’
“‘Sir, not even a madman would say such a thing! Where would you ever get a whole mule load of gold?’
“‘Just answer my question. Would you accept that work?’
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“‘Why do you even ask, sir? Of course I would! Not only would I accept that work, but I would be most
grateful for it, so grateful that I would kiss your hands and feet.’
“‘All right, young man. Because of the piece of bread you insisted that I eat, I shall give you a fortune, not
merely six hundred liras.\fn{ “Firmly entrenched in Turkish tradition is the conviction that anyone who has eatenthe food of another
or slept beneath his roof is undeniably obligated to that benefactor.” } After your six hours of work for me, that mule load of
gold will be yours, and the six loads of jewels on your other six animals will be mine.’
“‘It sounds like a dream! If you should give me a mule load of gold, I should not only haul your six loads of
jewels but also give you the animals bearing those loads.’
“‘Do you then accept my proposal?’
“‘Yes, dervish, I accept. I should accept your proposal if I were to receive only one bag of gold.’
“‘No, son, you will have as much gold as a mule can carry.’
“‘All right,’ I said, and we shook hands to conclude our agreement.
“Tying the seven mules together, like a small caravan, I led them along the road behind the dervish. After a
short distance we left the road and continued traveling for some time toward a distant mountain. I began to doubt
that the dervish knew what he was doing. I called out for him to stop, and he did so.
“‘What is it, son?’ he asked.
“‘We came to an agreement at the fountain, dervish, but I do not understand what we are doing. We have left
the road and now travel into the wilderness. If we should wander about until evening and find nothing, I shall
require you to pay for the mules’ service and my own trouble.’
“But the dervish did not take this amiss. He said, ‘Come, young man, come! For the sake of a piece of bread I
shall make you a wealthy man. Come along!’
“I continued following him, pulling my little caravan along behind me. When we arrived at the foot of the
mountain, the dervish said, ‘From here on you must not speak a word aloud, not even to yourself. If you should
say anything, you, your mules, and even I would disappear.’
“‘And if I should not make any sound?’
“‘Then nothing harmful will happen, and we shall all remain safe.’
“‘Then who am I to break the silence? If I must be silent; I shall be silent. Go ahead and do whatever you
must.’
“As we started climbing the foothills of the mountain, we saw a beautiful girl walking along, completely
naked. She called out, ‘O son of mankind, look at me!’ but the dervish gestured to me not to do so. She was so
gorgeous that I longed to gaze at her, but fear kept me from doing so, and I looked the other way. She was
persistent, however, and when we were halfway up the slope, she called again, ‘Just look at me once!’ Again the
dervish signaled to me, and again I kept my eyes away from the girl.
“There could now be heard an odd rumbling noise which sounded as if it came from beneath the mountain,
perhaps from the very core of the earth. The dervish smiled and waved his hand at me, as if to indicate that I
should not be alarmed. All of a sudden, a cleft opened in the side of the mountain, and following more signs from
the dervish, we entered the opening. We came to a building, which the dervish entered, followed by me and my
mules.
“O padishah Hatemi Tey, as we entered that building, I noticed that there were huge millstones rotating above
our heads. I motioned to the dervish and pointed at the millstones, but he simply signaled not to look at them.
Behind an iron door I could hear all kinds of sounds. The dervish approached this door, and I could tell from his
motions that he was silently reciting a prayer. When the door opened, we entered the room and came first to six
steps, all made of gold and glittering with jewels, which led up to a throne. Standing beside that throne was a girl
who held a sword in one hand and who looked very menacing. The dervish mounted the first step to the throne
where he again recited an inaudible prayer. He then continued to climb, and when he reached the fifth step, the
girl uttered a deep sigh and fell over the throne. I thought she must have died. The dervish reached into her
bosom, removed a black box, and tucked it into his own bosom.
“Passing to the right side of the throne, we came to another iron door, where the dervish repeated his silent
prayer. We entered that door too—the dervish, I, and the seven mules.
“O my padishah, such a magnificent room lay behind that door that only Allah could estimate its contents. On
one side were heaps of crowns and other golden objects, and on the other side were heaps of gem-studded jewelry.
The treasure there was so great that my poor caravan of seven mules could not possibly carry away more than a
tiny part of it. It almost seemed that all the wealth of the universe must have been gathered there. The dervish then
signaled for me to lower the saddlebags. We were still communicating only in signals. After I had lowered the
saddlebags, we filled six of them with jewels for him and one with gold for me. He then motioned for me to fill
my pockets and my bosom with gold. How very greedy a person can be! No matter how I loaded myself with
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gold, my eyes lingered over more! Using gestures to each other, we got out of that building.
“I had thought that the girl at the throne had died, but she was standing there again, sword in hand, to menace
the dervish. Once again the dervish signaled to remind me not to look at the girl. I turned my eyes away as the girl
raised the sword and threatened the dervish. He was silently reciting prayers and blowing them toward the girl and
the throne. It must have been very effective, for it enabled us to get past the throne unharmed. When the mountain
reopened, we moved outside into the fresh air. Still using sign language, we descended the mountain and moved
into the foothills. As we were doing this, the beautiful naked girl walked before us, challenging us to look at her.
As a final precautionary act, the dervish signaled me still one more time to avoid looking at the girl. After that it
was but a short time before the dervish said,
“‘Young man, you may now speak!’
“I said, ‘Dervish, if I had known how dangerous this work was to be, I should not have agreed to do it! Inside
that mountain I almost lost my manhood!’
“‘Your trembling worried me, but otherwise I had no fear. You obeyed the rule of silence perfectly. Had you
spoken even once, we should all have perished—you, I, and the animals.’
“After traveling some distance farther, we reached the fountain where we had met. Six very long hours had
passed away from our lives. The dervish asked,
“‘Young man, are you satisfied?’
“‘Yes, sir.’ I had a mule loaded with gold and also all of the gold that I had been able to stuff into my clothing,
but the dervish had six muleloads of gems. The dervish said,
“‘In return for your kindness and for the sake of the shared bread, you now have a fortune. You were willing to
work six months abroad for only six hundred liras, but now you are wealthy. Go now. I shall take the six mules
carrying jewels.’ As he started leading away the six mules, I said,
“‘Please wait, dervish, until I have my say!’
“‘What is it, young man? Speak!’
“‘This is not fair to me, dervish.’
“‘What are you saying?’
“‘It is unfair for you to take six loads of treasure and for me to take only one.’
“‘But you received much more than you agreed would satisfy you.’
“‘I did agree to accept less, but at that time I did not know so much wealth existed. Inasmuch as the mules are
mine, give me one more muleload.’ When I insisted in this way, the dervish said,
“‘All right, son. I shall give you one load of jewels.’ When I saw how easily the old man gave in, I said,
“‘Dervish, that is still unfair! Give me two muleloads of jewels!’
“O padishah Hatemi Tey, when the dervish agreed to give me that second load of jewels, I thought to myself,
‘Why shouldn’t I have all seven loads? There is the mountain containing more gold and jewels than anyone could
ever carry out, and the dervish knows how to get it. Why should I not keep all this?’ After all, I was young and he
was old. So I said to him,
“‘Give me all of the treasure we have here. You can always go back and get whatever you want. In fact, I
intend to take it all, for the mules carrying it are mine. There is plenty of treasure left. Go blow your prayers and
get it. If you do not agree to this, I shall beat you!’ The dervish laughed and said,
“‘Son, I wonder if all the power on earth would be sufficient to beat me. But I ate a bite of your bread, and
because of that I shall not lift a hand against you. Take it all, son.’
“Saying this, the dervish started to leave, his face very sad and his head hanging down. But not even the seven
muleloads of treasure were now enough for me. I halted the dervish and said,
“‘Wait! The most valuable object of all may still be with you. What was that black box that you took from the
bosom of the girl at the throne?’
“‘Son, I have given you all of the treasure. What more could anyone possibly want?’
“‘I want the black box. Give it to me and then you may go wherever you like.’
“O Hatemi Tey, I was following a banner that Satan had waved, and there was no stopping me now! He kept
whispering to me. The dervish said,
“‘Son, you have acquired an endless fortune. I gave you six muleloads of jewels, and you already had a
muleload of gold, as well as several pockets full. Take that immense treasure, go your way, and leave me alone.’
“‘No. Unless you give me that black box, I shall not let you go.’
“‘Son, there is only an eyebrow pencil in that box. It is not anything that you need.’
“‘Open up the box! I want to see it! I think that you are lying!’
He opened up the box, and, as he had said, it contained an eyebrow pencil.
“‘Why is this eyebrow pencil of any special value?’ I asked.
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“‘If a human being darkens one eyebrow with this pencil, all of the underground treasure will become visible
to him.’
“I ordered him to darken my right eyebrow, and when he did, I was able to see buried objects. But this was
only with my right eye.
“‘Darken my left eyebrow too, so that I can see underground with both eyes,’ I ordered.
“The dervish refused because, he said, it would cause blindness in both eyes. But I did not believe him. I
reminded him of his having eaten my bread, and I told him that if he did not darken my left eyebrow, I would take
the pencil away from him and do it myself. I wanted to see all of the underground treasure, not just that which my
right eye could detect. The dervish begged me not to pencil my left eyebrow, but I would not listen to him. At last
he said,
“‘I have begged you not to do this, but you have paid no attention to my warning. Therefore, I shall not be
responsible for what happens under these circumstances. You alone will be responsible.’
“Taking the pencil then, he used it to darken my left eyebrow. As soon as he did this, Hatemi Tey, both of my
eyes went totally blind. When this happened, the dervish shouted, ‘O Allah!’ and delivered a blow to the base of
my neck. He then said,
“‘I have put a curse on you. Until the end of your days, you will receive blows on your neck and you will pay
money for each blow you receive.’
“He spun me around, and I found myself blind at—the edge of the fountain. Some people from my home town
who knew me came along and led me home. Along the way, they asked,
“‘What happened to you? You left with your mules for a foreign land to earn some money. What happened?’
“I did not answer their questions but begged them to take me to my home. My wife and children cried when
they saw me in that state, but I did not tell them either what had happened. All that I ever told anyone about my
misfortune was that I had brought it all upon myself. Since that time, I have gone to the marketplace every day
and given money to anyone who would strike me a blow and say, ‘You deserve it! This is your punishment!’ I
have never told anyone else all that befell me, Hatemi Tey. You are the first one to learn my whole story. The
dervish’s curse has come to pass.”
Hatemi Tey heaved a deep sigh and said, “Who would have believed that such things really happened? Had I
lived a hundred years seated on my throne, I should never have known of all these unusual events. The greatest
knowledge is acquired not through longevity but through travel.”
He then left the blind Arab and hurried away to the land of the jeweler who powdered a valuable gem daily and
then blew away the dust. When he arrived there, he went immediately to the jeweler’s shop and said,
“Peace be unto you, jeweler!”
“Peace be unto you too, Hatemi Tey. Have you returned from your journey?”
“I have.”
“Did you penetrate the mystery that lies behind the strange behavior of the blind Arab?”
“Yes.”
“Then please tell me the reason for his paying money every day to any passerby who will strike him a blow on
his neck.”
Hatemi Tey then recounted the story of the Arab’s having repaid generosity with evil, of the blindness that he
had brought upon himself, and of the lifelong curse that he now endured.
“O Hatemi Tey, you have explained well the reason for the Arab’s cursed existence. Now please sit down with
me while I tell you the background of my own distorted life.”
“Very well,” said Hatemi Tey, kneeling first to slide into a sitting position.
“O Hatemi Tey, the dervish that the blind Arab told you about was my father. You heard from the blind Arab
just what kind of dervish he was—did you not?”
“Yes.”
“One day my father called me and told me to listen carefully to his advice. I kissed his hands, sat across from
him, and said, ‘Yes, Father. I am your servant.’
“‘Son, when I die you shall go through my fortune in no time. A day will come when you will have nothing
left. You will watch those on horseback, but you will be afoot. You will not even find any bread to fill your belly,
and you may roam about hungry for weeks. No one will feel for you even though you are so impoverished that
you will go about barefoot and without proper clothing. You will be beaten and robbed, and you will run away.
What I have said will come to pass. This is my curse upon you.’
“Hearing these words of my father, I cried out and reached for his hand. ‘Father, I have never disobeyed you or
disgraced you, and I have always respected your wishes. Why are you placing such a curse upon me?’
“But his only response was, ‘May all that I have said about your future come true.’
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“To myself I said, ‘My father must be growing senile in his old age. I have never gone against his wishes.
Surely his curse will not take effect.’
“Within twenty-four hours after that time, my father died. He had apparently foreseen his own death. Those
who loved him were many, and we buried him with all due grief and respect.
“Despite what he had said in his curse, I had thought that there could not possibly be any end to the substantial
fortune which he had left to me. Well, my dear padishah Hatemi Tey, I ate it all. More accurately, fifteen of us ate
it all. My supposed friends led me astray from the right path. Eating, drinking, and enjoying ourselves, we
consumed in seven years the large fortune that had come so easily to me. These companions treated me like a
brother and pretended to love me, but in truth they loved only my money. In brief, I quickly went through my
father’s fortune, as he had predicted I would when he called me to his room the day before he died. That room,
incidentally, was all that was left to me now.
“As the Arab had predicted, my father spent most of his latter life hauling the vast treasure out of the mountain.
He put all of his gold into the family account, and it was from that that my inheritance had come. All his jewels he
placed in a hand-built dome above that room which was finally the only thing I had left. But I did not know this at
the time.
“Padishah, there were former companions of mine who had by now become jewelers and merchants with my
money, but they turned their backs on me in my need and laughed at me. I learned too late the fact that a wise man
takes good care of his belongings lest others prey upon him. The one person who tried to help me manage better
than I had was the cook who had been with me for seven years. He tried to make me face reality, warning me that
those who posed as my friends were really my enemies. But I refused to listen to this good man and told him to
tend to his own work.
“At last when I was completely without funds, my former friends who were now successful businessmen
would no longer even look at me. One of them hired my cook away from me, but it made little difference, for I no
longer had any food to be cooked. Nor did I have another father to make me another fortune with which I could
eat well, be merry, and enjoy myself for another seven years.
“O my dear padishah, at last I came to my senses, but it was—alas!—too late. My whole fortune had by then
disappeared. One day I was too weak from hunger to wander around, but found enough strength to walk to the
outskirts of town where I might ask strangers for some bread to eat—something I did not dare do within my own
town. I had had the bitter experience of being rebuffed for begging within the city by being told, ‘You deserve to
starve! You squandered part of your father’s great fortune and let others take the rest away from you!’
“As I watched people passing along the street, I saw emerge from the city a loaded cart attended by a man with
a white shirt. It was the cook who had worked for me for seven years, and I hoped that he would not recognize me
in my shabby condition, for I was ashamed of what had become of me. But as he drew nearer, he did recognize
me. He ran to me, threw his arms around me, and said,
“‘Oh, my prince, what has happened to you? I wish that I were blind and thus unable to see you in this fallen
state!’ Taking me by the hand, he said,
“‘Come with me, my prince, come! For seven years I told you to open your eyes, but you would not listen to
my advice. And now the cook who served you for seven years works for one of those who helped ruin you. That is
the way of the world! It can cause one to fall as easily as it can cause one to rise.’
“I agreed with him totally. ‘What you say is true, my cook, but I have recognized that fact too late.’
“He led me to a garden where other carts were arriving and where tents were being erected. He said, ‘You hide
here while I prepare some food for you.’ Kettles were set on a fire, and their contents soon started to boil. My
fourteen former companions, who by now had become fine gentlemen with my money, came to the tents to eat,
drink, and enjoy themselves. The cook hid me well, saying, ‘If they see you here, they may beat you.’
“After a while I noticed that two large chickens were being roasted. The cook had gone to the tents where belly
dancers were performing to entertain the gentlemen as they waited for their meal. I cut some slivers of meat off
these chickens and ate them secretly, but as I was doing this, some large birds swooped down and carried off the
chickens. The cook came running back and tried to catch the birds, but he was unable to do so. When the
gentlemen asked that the chickens be served, the cook told them what had happened. They then asked for the rest
of the food, which the cook promptly served. Unfortunately the food was much too salty. As I had stood over the
cooking food, I was so hungry that I could not resist eating small bits of it, but I did not want the cook to know
this, and so each time he came along I told him that I was just tasting the broth to determine how much salt should
be added. I added too much, and the food became unfit to eat. Whatever dish was served, it was sent back because
it was too salty.
“The gentlemen grew angry at the cook. When they came out of the tents and saw me there, they grew even
angrier. They shouted at the cook, ‘Why did you bring along this good-for-nothing fellow? You probably fed the
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chickens to him and then lied to us about birds’ having carried them off!’
“They then all fell upon me and began beating me. I tried to escape, but as I was running away, my bare feet
slipped on the rocks and I fell forward, smashing my nose and mouth against the ground. My face bled profusely.
My former companions left me there, saying, ‘You deserve it!’
“As I lay there on the ground, I thought, ‘My father’s prediction has come to pass.’
“As soon as I could find strength enough, I returned to the city. Getting a rope, I went with it to my room, the
room in which my father had spoken his final words to me. Standing upon a chair, I tied one end of the rope
around my neck and the other end around the central beam supporting the ceiling. I thought that when I jumped
from the chair, my neck would be broken and my life would quickly be ended. When I jumped, however, it was
not my neck that broke but the beam. When this happened, the whole ceiling collapsed, and a great quantity of
jewels began to pour down over me. The jewels which my father had been accumulating in the dome of that room
for years now began to fill the room itself, and I had to run into a corner to avoid being buried beneath them.
There I untied the rope from my neck, put a single large jewel in my pocket, and left the room, locking it behind
me. Then I came and bought this shop, located opposite the area where my fourteen former companions had their
businesses. I had a sign made for my store which read Jewelry Shop.
“Some sell gold, some sell rugs, but I sell jewelry. I filled my shop with jewels and jewelry. Every morning I
hand a very precious gem to an auctioneer to sell. Passersby and members of the businesses opposite me cannot
help admiring that gem, and my former companions, now my enemies, often covet it. After the bidding has gone
from a hundred to a thousand liras, I withdraw the gem from the auctioneer. I pound it to powder in a small
mortar, and then I blow the dust into the faces of my enemies.
“This so angers and frustrates these men that it has brought death to seven of them within five years. Some
killed themselves and others died in fits of greed and wrath. I then thought, ‘Never kill your enemies with your
own hands; instead, encourage them to kill themselves.’ Sooner or later they might all take their own lives in
despair, but it might take years, and I might have to destroy thousands of valuable jewels before the last of them
was dead.
“Thinking about this, I conceived of another plan to speed more of them on their way. I made it a point one day
to cross the path of one of my enemies. I said to him, ‘We were all once good friends, and now that seven of our
group have died, there are only eight of us left. Let us put aside the bad feelings we have had toward each other
and be friends again.’
“Having lured them back with these words, I invited them to a dinner at my home on a Friday night so that we
could eat, drink, and renew old friendships. I hired forty young men for the evening of the dinner and explained to
them what I wanted them to do. I gave one of them a broken sword and told him to enter the dining room with it
when my guests were eating. When I then asked him what had happened to his sword, he was to say that rats in
the equipment room had eaten away half of his sword. I would then retort, ‘How could rats eat something made of
iron?’ He was to answer that the sword had apparently been greasy, and that the rats eating the grease had also
eaten away the metal. I would then ask my guests if such a thing were possible. I continued then to lay out my
plan for what would follow.
“On Friday evening these forty young men came early to my house and concealed themselves. Then the seven
guests arrived, expecting to eat and drink as they had done at my expense in the past, but I served them nothing,
for they had already abused my hospitality past the point of endurance. Instead of providing food, I kept them
occupied with a steady flow of conversation. When the prearranged time arrived, the young man with the broken
sword entered the room, and we began the exchange which we had rehearsed.
“‘What happened to your sword?’ I shouted at him.
“‘Sir, rats in the equipment room ate away part of it.’
“‘Rats? How could rats eat something made of iron?’ I demanded. He said,
“‘Sir, the sword was greasy, and when the rats ate the grease, they also gnawed away half of the metal.’
Turning to my seven guests, I asked,
“‘What do you think about this? Is it possible?’ One of them said,
“‘Yes, rats will eat greasy metal.’ Another said,
“‘Rats consumed almost all of a greasy axe head at my house.’ Such grossly dishonest men!
“‘Rats eat greasy iron, eh?’
“Saying this, I signaled to my forty young men to take action. My guests were all thoroughly beaten. I then had
them thrown into the street. Only three of them were able to crawl away. The other four died right there. The three
survivors are still alive, and they continue to come to my daily auction. No matter how many gems it will now
take, I shall smash one every day and blow away the dust until I have buried the last of my enemies. Now you
know, O Hatemi Tey, why I do this.”
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When the padishah had heard the jeweler’s lengthy explanation, he mused about it for a moment or two. Then
he repeated to himself his former conclusion about the value of travel:
“Had I remained at home sitting on my throne, I should never have heard this story. Travel, not time, is the best
teacher.”
Leaving the jeweler, Hatemi Tey proceeded to the last stopping place on his way home, the Land of the Winter
Emperor. After greetings had been exchanged, the Winter Emperor asked,
“Can you now tell me why that jeweler powders a valuable gem every day and then blows away the dust?”
“Yes. It is a way he has of killing his enemies. They offer high prices for the gem, but he frustrates and
infuriates them by destroying it before their very faces. The effect is so damaging to their health that several have
died in fits of passion.” Well satisfied with the account of the jeweler given by Hatemi Tey, the Winter Emperor
said,
“Now it is time to finish my tale. Are you ready?”
“Yes. I am listening.”
“Well, after the dervish had discovered the man responsible for the numerous crimes that had devastated the
people of this country for so long, the culprit and his three hundred hirelings were all executed. Since then there
have been no murders or robberies.
“There remained a problem, however, concerning the disposal of the great quantity of valuable goods and the
vast amount of money that the villain had accumulated during his many years of banditry and plunder. Whenever
possible, we returned the stolen property to its rightful owners, but most of those who had been robbed had either
been killed at the time the crimes were being committed or had long since died—from other causes. What then
was to be done with the great hoard of illicit wealth?
“I decided to spend that money in charitable acts in memory of those who had been robbed and those who had
been murdered during the long and terrible period of crime. The charitable acts are carried out for the benefit of
the souls of those victims. It is with that money, not my own funds, that I buy two slaves each week, have one
well married, have the other freed, and give to the latter a thousand pieces of gold.”
Hatemi Tey bade farewell to the Emperor of the Land of Winter and returned to his own kingdom, where he
resumed the leadership of his people. He ruled for many years, passing on to his subjects the wisdom he had
acquired from his lengthy travels in foreign lands.
108.73 1. The Tired Olive 2. The Laz And The Minaret Seeds: Two Folktales\fn{told by Nilüfer Dereli (1911Isparta, Isparta Province, Turkey (F) 1

)}

1
Once there was and once there was not a man who lived in a small village. Inasmuch as he had been born and
reared in that village, he knew nothing about life in a city. He had, however, always dreamed about some day
going to visit a city. He used to say to all his friends,
“Sooner or later I shall go to a big city, and there I shall eat and behave like a city man, and I shall enjoy
myself like one too.”
And one day it so happened that his dream came true, for he was given the opportunity to go to Istanbul, not
only the largest city in the country\fn{In 2000AD, it contained approximately ⅛ of the population of the country .} but also the
one that many other Turks would like to visit. When he arrived in Istanbul, one of the first things he did was to
look for an especially fine restaurant. After he found one that he considered satisfactory, he entered the place and
was seated at one of the elegantly prepared tables. A waiter brought him a large menu and then left him alone to
examine it. The villager looked at the menu, but he could not understand anything on that long list of foods, for it
was the first time he had ever seen a restaurant menu. He behaved in a refined manner, however, and when the
waiter returned to his table, he pointed to one of the items on the list. When the waiter brought the ordered dish, it
was a large plate of lettuce salad with several black olives on top.
The peasant was especially pleased to see the olives, for they were the same kind that he was accustomed to
eating in his village. He looked at the salad, and then he looked around to see how other people were eating their
salad. He discovered that he should use a fork and a spoon and that he should eat very delicately with them. He
saw a man near him start to eat his salad by picking up an olive with his fork. Deciding to imitate that man, the
villager picked up his own fork and began to fight with an olive. It was a very clever olive which kept running
away from his fork—first this way and then that way—even though the fork kept pursuing it. Although the man
could not capture the olive with his fork, he was determined not to catch it with his fingers. He kept aiming his
fork at it.
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All the while that this struggle was going on, the waiter was observing it quietly. At first he was amused, but
after a while he felt sorry for the peasant. When he could not bear watching the conflict any longer, he went to the
man’s table and said,
“Sir, with your permission.”
As he said this, he took the man's fork politely and with a quick movement stuck its tines into the olive.
Handing it to the customer, he said,
“Here it is, sir.”
But the villager was not pleased with this help. He was embarrassed by the fact that the waiter had so easily
caught the olive in his first attempt. He said to the waiter,
“If I hadn't chased that olive so much and utterly exhausted it, you would never have been able to catch it!”
2
One day a Laz\fn{I.e., a speaker of the Laz language, one of about 36 languages normally associated with the Southern Caucasus
(which contains many Muslim areas), and indigenous to that region .} visited Istanbul for the first time. He was greatly
surprised by the many minarets of this city. He said to himself,
“What a lot of beautiful minarets there are here!” A man who saw the peasant staring at the minarets with such
fascination asked him,
“Friend, why are you looking so much at those minarets?”
“Aren’t they strange, with their sharp-pointed tops? I wonder why we do not have any of these in my village?”
“I suppose it is because you do not have the seeds for growing them,” the man said.
“Do they grow from seeds?”
“Let us go together,” said the man, “and buy some minaret seeds. Take these to your village and sow them, and
then you too will have minarets, just like those you see everywhere here.”
He took the peasant to a seed store where he bought him some carrot seeds. He gave these to the Laz, who was
greatly excited at the prospect of growing tall minarets in his own village.
As soon as he returned to his village, the Laz planted the seeds in his garden. He waited and waited for the
minarets to grow. After a while some green leaves appeared but there was no sign of minarets. The man at
Istanbul had told him the minarets should be fully grown within six months’ time, but at the end of the summer
they had not even started to grow. He decided to dig up the roots of one plant to see what was the matter with it.
When he dug up one plant, he found in the ground a carrot half a meter in length. The Laz exclaimed,
“Well, that Istanbul man wasn’t a liar, after all. I must have planted the seeds upside down.”
272.17 Excerpt from Winds Of Destiny\fn{by Serpoohi Christine Jafferian (1914-after 1993)} Izmir, Izmir Province,
Turkey (F) 12
1
I have a floating sensation and hear children’s voices with their tinkling laughter. I feel that I am with them.
Then the realization comes to me that they are standing on the corner of my street, waiting for the school bus.
I open one eye and squint at the clock; the hand points to seven a.m. The sensation that I am with the children,
and myself a child again, lingers in my subconsciousness. But no! I am in my bed, not outside with them.
When I was younger, I felt that I was in this world to stay forever, a permanent part of the beautiful, wonderful
universe. Death was something I had heard of; but whatever it was, surely it had nothing to do with me. I was full
of hope and anticipation of fascinating and thrilling adventures, and had an inexhaustible amount of energy. I
thought that I was the sole captain of my destiny.
How foolish the young can be! I am older now, and the dreams are gone; there is only the past and the present.
I realize that I am nothing but a traveler passing through this world, and each day moving closer to my creator and
to my ultimate home. And as I travel, I discover that, by trusting in God in my hours of despair, I find peace and
serenity. At times I have wandered away from Him, but by trusting in Him I have gained strength and each day
tried to do my best before moving on to the next. And as each day comes to an end, in the dark ness of my room
where shadows surround me, I ponder my past and my roots, and deeply regret not knowing more and not
interrogating more fully my family when I was younger.
My mother was the oldest child of Abraham and Mentuhi Makasdarian. This surname, which means tailors or
cutters, was derived from the work which their ancestors did. For generations they were the tailors of the Turkish
Sultans in the palaces of Istanbul.
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I should mention here that our family is Armenian. For Armenians to be the Sultans’ tailors signified a high
honor. They had to be very accomplished in their trade and were accordingly paid handsomely.
My grandparents were blessed with six children: the oldest, my mother Satenig; a son, Iknadios; two
daughters, Shnorig and Peruz; and two more girls who died in infancy. As I understand from my mother, my
grandfather was a good man who adored his wife and children and worked hard to provide them with all the
comforts of this world, as much as possible. The family owned their own home with furniture of the best quality, a
maid to take care of the household chores, and a young girl to help with the children. Grandfather believed in
spending money today, to make his family happy; tomorrow would take care of itself.
According to the custom at the time, in the summer people took a bath once a week at home in a tub, the water
heated in a huge pot on the wood-burning stove outside in the yard and carried in with pails. A sponge bath every
day was compulsory. In the winter, once a week, a delicious lunch with mouth-watering goodies was packed, and
all the women and children took off to the Turkish bath. The men went at night.
The bath was divided into three sections. First were the small latticed booths for changing clothes and covering
oneself with peshdimals (made of a large Turkish towel or some other multi-colored material). Then one would
enter the bath itself. Finally, one would pass through the cooling-off section with a low enormous marble table in
the center of the marble floor. This was the place where people had their leisurely lunch while they cooled off.
When I was a child, we followed the same regimen. Today I can dose my eyes and relive the experience. I can
feel the suffocating steam that engulfed us as we entered the bath. We could not see our surroundings for a few
minutes. As our eyes became accustomed to the saturating steam, we would select a huge marble basin, seating
ourselves on the marble benches around it. My mother would fill the water and wash our long hair. After lunch
and a little rest, we would go back in to finish our baths. It was a day-long affair.
*
After one of these excursions my grandparents took to the Turkish bath, my three-month-old aunt, Shnorig,
began to cry. Her whimpering and screaming went on for a few days. The doctor couldn’t find anything wrong
with her. Eventually her crying and fussing stopped, but a small lump was found growing on her back. The
doctor’s diagnosis was that someone must have dropped her, causing injury to her spine. Further inquiries with the
maid revealed that accidentally she had dropped the infant in the Turkish bath and was petrified to tell anyone for
fear of losing her job.
In a happy household this was considered a terrible catastrophe, but life had other surprises in store.
A revolution in Turkey toppled the Sultan, and my grandfather lost his job; at the same time his wife died in
childbirth. Grandfather felt lost and despondent.
In desperation he turned for advice to his sisters, who were financially very well off. One was married to a
doctor and the other to a merchant in the import and export business. Their heartfelt advice to their brother was to
put his young children into an orphanage and the oldest, my mother, into a home as a maid’s helper.
Grandfather became extremely angry and upset.
“You two must have lost your minds!” he shouted. “I brought my children up with maids. If you think for one
minute that I will put them in an orphanage or send them to do other people’s chores, you are mistaken. My
children are not orphans. They have a father and two aunts. But no! I am wrong. As of today I have no sisters and
they have no aunts. As long as I live I will never mention your names, nor will I permit my children to mention
them.”
He sold his house and his belongings and moved to Smyrna (Izmir). True to his vow, his sisters’ names never
passed his lips again.
He rented a home in the suburb of Karatash and found a job. My mother, at the tender age of twelve, became
the lady of the house, washing, cooking, cleaning, and taking care of five children. The newborn baby lived only a
few months. Soon after, the two-year-old passed away. Three sisters and one brother remained.
Grandfather loved his children, but as it was in the olden days, he felt that parents should not be demonstrative.
There was no kissing and no cuddling, because it was believed that these tended to spoil the children; parents
suppressed their natural feelings toward their offspring.
Grandfather was also a very proud and strict person. In the morning when he left for work he locked the door
after him, and unlocked it when he returned home at the end of the day. No matter how much or how little the
family had to eat, the table had to be set with china and silverware as if there was to be a banquet. His instructions
—to make lots of noise with the dishes—were to be followed, so that the neighbors would think the family was
having a big meal. The noise traveled easily because the houses were attached to each other, with only a thin wall
in between.
*
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The misfortunes of my aunt, Shnorig, were not over yet. It wasn’t enough that the lump in her back had
developed into a hump, disfiguring her body. Life had a secret blow to deal her. Since the children were virtual
prisoners in their home, they got on each other’s nerves. The fights between them were numerous. Her brother, in
a fit of anger, once threw a shoe at her, striking her eye and damaging it, and causing an eventual shrinkage of the
eyelid. There wasn’t any miraculous plastic surgery then, and to conceal the ugly scar she wore a black patch.
I remember her as a lovely, meticulous, and enjoyable person. No hate fermented in her heart toward her
brother; on the contrary, she adored him. My uncle never married and took care of her. He was a very kind man.
We loved them both.
As children we particularly liked to go over to my aunt and uncle's house for our baths, because my uncle had
improvised a shower for us. Their house was located over a baker shop with the entrance on a side street. As you
stepped in through the front door, you found yourself in a large entrance hail with a cement floor. On the right was
a wooden staircase leading to their apartment, and on the left against the wall were some faucets over a cement
basin; the household water had to be carried upstairs.
My uncle was a clever person. He had taken a large olive-oil can, put a faucet around the bottom, and installed
it on top of the kitchen sink, filling it with water before he went to work every day to facilitate his sister’s chores.
The shower was located downstairs underneath a large galvanized washtub. Tiny holes had been drilled in the
bottom, with a tight cover over them. A string attached to the cover went up and down on a pulley. Just a slight
tug on the string and the cold refreshing water cascaded down, cooling us to our delight.
This contraption did not go unnoticed by my girlfriends. The great entrepreneur, I promised them a glorious,
sensational bath for some favors or candy. Oftentimes their anticipation did not materialize because of my aunt’s
refusal to cooperate.
One time (I remember it so well) my aunt had run out of water. Her dinner was burning and she handed me a
small pan to get some water from downstairs. Without saying a word, I took the pan and left it on the bottom stair,
while I quietly opened the door and departed. For a while the privilege of taking a shower in her home was taken
away from me.
*
After my father passed away, my uncle became like a father to us. Every evening we went to his house. He
would laugh and joke with us, and would talk about our day’s events and how we were doing in school. After
stuffing us with goodies, he would send us home. A textile salesman, he would supply all our clothing, bringing us
the best materials.
Mother’s youngest sister, Peruz, was a born rebel. She was three years old when her mother passed away, and
still diaper-bound. My mother was having difficulty training her, using every reserve of knowledge that she
possessed, but Peruz was endowed with a strong mind of her own, determined to show who was the boss. She
stood in front of mother, opened her legs, and let go. While the puddle kept getting bigger and bigger around her
legs, she kept repeating,
“This makes three times today, this makes three times today.”
The day her father (my grandfather) passed away at the age of fifty-five from a heart attack, she put up her
hair, doused herself with perfume, and declared to her family,
“From now on I am my own boss, and I will do as I please.”
The family was shocked! My uncle reminded her that she was the youngest in the family and unmarried. Girls
were not allowed to wear their hair up before the oldest, or to use perfume.
“Peruz! Have you lost your mind? People are coming and going out all the time to express their condolences.
What will they say? Have you no shame?” She threw her head back, laughing,
“My dear brother, I could care less.”
She opened her own shop of design and dressmaking, she had been bestowed with the gift of her ancestors.
Being a restless person, she sold the store and went to Egypt against the family’s advice. For a few years nothing
was heard from her. Then one day Mother received a letter.
Dear Sister:
I am truly sorry I haven’t written to you all this time. I hope you are all well. If you would like to know about me, I
am not doing too well. The doctors told me I have tumors and need an operation, but I have no money. I didn’t have the
nerve to write to my brother. I recall that when I left we had an argument and were not on speaking terms.
Please help me. I would like to come home and have my operation. I am praying that your husband will pay for it. I
will work and pay him back I am so sorry I left home. I will never leave again.
Waiting for your answer impatiently,
Your sister,
Peruz.
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P.S. I am financially broke, please send my transportation money.

The family had a conference and decided to bring her home. After all, everyone makes mistakes. She was
family and in need of help. Also, she probably had learned her lesson.
After her operation Peruz worked for a short while and then went back to Egypt. The promise to pay back the
money was forgotten.
About a year later the family received a letter, informing them of her marriage to a Baghdasar Ghoogassian, a
widower with two daughters, Anny and Siran, ages one and three. They emigrated to the United States and settled
in Detroit, Michigan.
*
Mother was full of stories. As the children grew older, her father became acquainted with the neighbors, and
the children were allowed to have friends. One night a few girls were gathered outside of her house, laughing and
talking, with their maidenly innocence revealing the tiny secrets of their hearts and enjoying each other’s
companionship.
They had lost all account of time. Realizing it was getting late, giggling and joking, they departed. The last one
to turn in was my mother.
The night was so calm and peaceful that she hated to go inside. There was a silver disk in the sky, keeping
company with thousands of winking stars. A big dark cloud was traveling fast, and in a few minutes the night
became engulfed in sinister darkness. Suddenly the silence of the night was broken by a muffled voice calling her
name,
“Satenig!” She answered,
“Whoever is playing jokes on me, they had better stop. You can’t frighten me.” The voice went on,
“Satenig.” She looked around and saw no one.
Karatash was a mountainous suburb. The houses were built partially on the sides and on top of the mountain.
The backyards had stone walls built around them. The people reached their homes with some sort of an elevator
from the side of the mountain. Streets branched from that point on.
As Mother was looking for the prankster, her eye struck a large head against the wail with a big turban and a
huge, long flowing white beard. She gazed at the figure with incredible amazement. With a low commanding
voice he repeated,
“Satenig!”
She caught her breath. The loud pounding of her heart vibrated in her ears, threatening her sanity. Her legs
shook, making movement impossible. Her arms felt heavy hanging by her side. With great difficulty she made the
sign of the cross and ran inside with renewed strength, telling her sisters of her experience. They laughed and
thought she was hallucinating.
All during the night her sleep was troubled. She kept dreaming that the man with the turban and the long beard
was throwing her up in the air, and as her body would come dose to hitting the ground, he would grab her.
The following day was wash day. She was standing close to the well to get some water when she felt a sharp
pain like a pin going through her foot. Upon investigating, she found nothing. As the day progressed, her foot
started to swell and the pain became worse. The swelling traveled up to her waist. The neighbors used all the
household remedies they knew to no avail. Her father took her to one doctor after another. Mother kept dreaming
the same dream night after night.
Finally in desperation her father took the advice of a neighbor and called for the help of a psychic. His advice
was to take the children and move out of that house. Better still, to move out of Karatash. My mother had made a
spirit very angry by relating her encounter with him to others.
Grandfather gathered his family and moved to the city, where his daughter recovered.
*
Mother married Dickran Menefshelian. “Menefshelian” signifies a person with violets. The story goes that my
father’s great, great grandfather was a very handsome man, tall, with blue eyes, honey blond hair, and a slightly
bronzed complexion. He dressed immaculately, and every day he wore a small bunch of violets in his
boutonniere. All the girls used to peek through their windows when he went by, walking very debonairly and
swinging his cane. (Gentlemen used to carry a cane; it was a sign of social standing.)
Since my memory of my father is almost non-existent, I was always asking,
“Mom, tell me, how did you meet Dad? What did he look like?” A shadow of a smile would travel over her
lips, her black impressive almond-shaped eyes would take on a faraway look, as if trying to focus a pleasant
picture into contact. Then dreamily she would begin,
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“Oh my dear, your father was very attractive: tall, with light brown hair, a fair complexion, and beautiful hazel
eyes. When we were married, I was twenty and he was thirty. Girls in my time married at an early age, but my
father refused every matchmaker’s proposition, claiming that my sisters and brother were in need of me; I had
become their mother. With so many refusals, after a while the intermediaries stopped coming.
“Your father was brought up by his mother, Serpoohi, and his maternal grandmother, Gula,” mother continued.
His father had passed away when he was still in his mother’s womb, leaving his eighteen-year-old wife a
widow. The cause of his untimely death was a coach accident.
As a child, my father Dickran was spoiled by his mother and grandmother. His mother did not remarry, and
gave all her love and attention to her only child. His wishes were always granted. The moon and the stars revolved
around him. Money was no object. His father had come from a well-to-do family. His mother was well provided
for. Of course she did not have the slightest idea that the money could run out some day.
He was enrolled in the best schools. He took lessons on three different musical instruments: the canon, an
instrument resembling the harpsichord in which the strings are plucked; the oud, an oriental instrument much
larger than the mandolin; and the mandolin. He belonged to fishing and hunting clubs, enjoyed good times, and
had a reputation as a playboy.
His grandmother was very well known and respected as a midwife by doctors and people alike. It was said,
“What a shame that society does not allow girls to go for higher education. She would have become an
excellent obstetrician.”
She decided that it was time that her grandson learned a trade. The saying went that “a merchant’s wife went
hungry one day, but a tradesman’s only half a day.” The decision was made for him. After an apprenticeship in a
furniture-making shop, in time he opened his own store. He loved his work and became an accomplished furniture
maker.
But his grandmother had other ideas brewing in her mind for him.
“She had been keeping an eye on me for a while, and decided to make a move,” my mother recalled. “It was
arranged through a matchmaker for a meeting in our home. A girl was not to meet the prospective groom until she
served the Turkish coffee. I made my entrance with the tray in my hands and I took a fast peek at him. As I
extended the coffee, our eyes met and locked just for a split second. My face must have turned crimson, because
my hands shook holding the silver tray. The cups rattled slightly, threatening to spill the black, hot liquid into the
small delicate china saucers.
“That evening as I was retiring in the solitude of my room, I prayed and hoped, ‘Dear God, let him like me. I
don't think I am asking too much. Am I’
“After a short engagement, we were married. The priest came to the house. After the sermon everyone was
having a good time. The delicious food was plentiful, and so was the liquor. The music was getting louder and
louder. The spirits were rising higher and higher.
“We were all dancing the Armenian circle dance with our feet pounding when the floor caved in. Your father
and I fell into the cellar. A fire started from the lighted candles. No one got hurt, but your father’s mustache and
my eyebrows and eyelashes were singed.” Mother's eyes twinkled and then she started laughing out loud,
recapturing the past, saying,
“We did look so funny with soot on our faces and all over my beautiful wedding gown.” So, into my father’s
household, my mother went as a bride.
He became a good husband and a caring father. The first few weeks of their marriage, however, he would come
straight home from work and shout,
“Satenig, I am home! I am going out for a few minutes. I’ll be back in no time.”
Out he went to have a drink with the boys, before tracking back home for supper. Mom did not like this but
said nothing. Her mind was working on an ultimate solution to the situation. One day, with great anticipation, she
prepared some nice tidbits to eat, put some oghi (Armenian spirits) in a decanter, and arranged everything on a
tray. When Father came in with his usual “I’ll be back,” Mother responded,
“Wait a minute, Dickran! Before you go, let us have a drink.”
She escorted him to the sitting room where his mother and grandmother were seated on a long couch. The tray
was on a table covered with a white embroidered cloth, waiting for someone to uncover it and have a taste from
its delectable contents. She gave each one of the ladies a drink, one to her husband, and one to herself.
An amused smile crossed Father’s face. They drank to each other’s health, then proceeded to the dining room
for dinner. This became a regular ritual in the house.
After the children came, my father would give us some of the goodies from the tray while the elders had their
drinks. After dinner he would play one of his instruments, and my sisters and brother would sing with the adults.
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Both of my parents had nice voices. Their children would recite for them. They always made inquiries about our
school work.
*
After nine months, on a New Year’s Eve, my sister, Mentuhi, was born. The following year, on the same day,
sister Armenuhi made her appearance into this world. Mother heard her in-laws talking. They both had become
hard of hearing and thought they were whispering to each other. In fact, their voices were loud enough to be heard
in the next room:
“Oh my God! Another girl! What are we to tell Dickran?”
Upon hearing this conversation, Mother became upset that perhaps there was a secret side of her husband’s
temperament that she was unaware of. When he came into the bedroom to see her, she turned her head toward the
wall and started crying, and between the sobs she wailed,
“We have another girl.” He went and brought the baby, depositing the precious bundle next to her, and
exclaimed,
“Are you crazy? Turn around and look at her. She is the most beautiful baby that I ever saw.”
Mother took a deep breath of relief. That problem was settled. From that day on Armenuhi became the gleam
of my father’s eye.
Next came my sister Zvart, then my brother Hovannes. My sisters claim that Father never laid a hand on his
daughters. He would talk to them and explain when they did something wrong, without taking other disciplinary
measures.
But when it came to my brother, it was an entirely different story. I guess the young boy would exhaust my
father’s patience, especially when he tried to manipulate his parent with attempts to cover up his mischievous
endeavors. Every morning the milkman made his deliveries on a donkey, with large milk cans hanging from the
side of the animal; the customers supplied their own containers. My three-year-old brother used to torment the
poor animal by poking a stick into his nostrils. The reprimands he received from Mother and from the donkey’s
owner were of no concern to him.
One day this lowly stubborn animal decided that it was more than he could stand, taking abuse from this
heartless child, and it was time to teach him a lesson. He extended his neck quick as lightning, biting the first
flesh that touched his teeth, which happened to be my brother’s lip, and threw him bodily across the street,
individualizing his handsome face ever after with a slight outline of stitches on the corner of his upper lip.
On another occasion, when he was nine years old, on an Easter Sunday my brother was decked up with a new
suit. After church the crowd gathered in the churchyard talking and wishing each other Happy Easter. It was time
to go home, but Hovannes was nowhere to be found.
At dinner he didn’t show up. About four o’clock he tried to sneak in, but Father caught him.
What a catastrophe! This was unexpected; he hadn’t calculated on encountering his father. He stopped in his
tracks when father demanded,
“Where have you been? You missed your dinner.” He stammered,
“We-ll, I couldn’t find you at the churchyard, so my friend invited me to his house.”
“What house is this?”
“You don’t know him.”
“Give me his name.”
“Aram Pilaffian.”
“Where is your jacket?” At this question my brother became uneasy, hung his head down on his chest, and
stammered,
“I … I forgot it at his house.” Father’s voice rose slightly.
“I can’t hear you. Speak louder.” With a newly attained strength and defiance, Hovannes replied,
“I left it at his house.”
“O.K., come with me. We will go and get it.”
“No! I remember now, after dinner we went to this other friend’s house. I left it there.”
“We’ll go there then.”
“No! We can’t go there. They are not home.” At this point Father lost his cool and started hollering,
“You are lying and making a monkey out of me. Where is your suit jacket?”
“I don’t know.”
An arm extended, landing on Hovannes’s face, leaving a red, telltale finger mark. He screamed back,
“I won’t tell you. I won’t! I don't know.” Out came Father's hunting whip and landed on his back; and between
the blows, without shedding a tear, he screamed,
“I don’t know! I won’t tell you.”
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Mother interceded.
“Hovannes, please tell him! He is so angry, he is liable to kill you. I don’t want that to happen. We love you.
Just tell him the truth. It will be all right.”
Hovannes’s composure crumbled. He folded himself in the center of the room, his head between his legs, and
sobbed,
“I … I … sold it at the flea market.”
The storm was over. Father, stunned at this revelation, left the room.
*
The next day mother and son went back to the market. She paid two times as much as what he sold it for and
bought the jacket back. It seems that there had been a carnival in the city. He and his friends wanted to go, but my
brother had no money, and he didn’t want to ask his father because he was not allowed to chum with this friend.
Then he had the wonderful idea to sell his brand new jacket for the money.
*
After my brother, Mother had a difficult delivery; the baby died. The doctors told my parents that most
probably Mother would not be able to conceive another child. After seven years, behold! Surprise! I decided to
make my appearance into this complex world. I was named Serpoohi after my paternal grandmother.
I have no recollection of my grandmother or my great grandmother. I don’t even know if they were living
when I was born. My sisters told me that they were fun to be with and that they had wonderfully joyful times
together. They reached the ripe old ages of 89 and 100 years, respectively.
When Great Grandmother was in her deathbed, she told mother,
“Satenig, bring my shoes. I have to go home now.”
“But Mama,” she responded, “you are in your own home.”
“Don't make me become angry with you. You know very well that this is not my home. I have to make a
journey. You’d better send one of the children to hire a carriage.” She looked at one corner of the room and spoke
loudly:
“You have to talk louder. You know that I am deaf. What was that? Oh, no! No! I might have committed other
sins, but never, never, that one! I have never assisted a woman to have abortion. My hands have not been tainted
with that kind of blood. I swear to you they are clean … clean. Can you hear me? I tried my best to save both
mother and child.” Then,
“Satenig,” with urgency, “Where are my shoes? Hurry and put them on for me. I don’t have much time.”
Her feet are swollen, making the task almost impossible. Great Grandmother looked at the corner again, her
face almost translucent, a calm now descending on her face, her breathing faint. Her lips parted. With peaceful
serenity she whispered,
“Never mind, dear, forget the shoes. Leave me alone. I am going now. May God bless you.”
2
On September 10, 1922, the church bells in Smyrna were resounding throughout the city.
The Christian population closed their stores and hurried to the churches to find out about the rumors that the
Turkish army was advancing on the city and the Greek forces withdrawing. The Armenians were particularly
anxious. They were afraid that the Genocide perpetrated by the Turkish government on the Armenian population
in the interior of the country during 1915 and 1916 would now strike them.
Up to this time the Armenians in Smyrna had been relatively unaffected by the World War I Genocide. During
the early months of the war, in common with the Armenians in the capital city of Istanbul, they had witnessed
their political and intellectual leaders arrested and deported by the government to the interior of the country, never
to be seen or heard from again. But the presence of European consuls here, as in Istanbul, inhibited the Turkish
government from carrying out the mass arrests and deportations of the Armenian population that they had
conducted elsewhere in Turkey—deportations that had resulted in the death, by murder, starvation, and exposure
to the elements, of a large proportion of the Armenian population living in their historic homeland in eastern
Turkey.
The defeat of Turkey in the war and the subsequent occupation of Smyrna by the Greek army had seemed to
remove any serious threat to the welfare of the Armenians of this cosmopolitan seaport. But in August 1922 a
revived Turkish army, now under the leadership of the Nationalist general Mustafa Kemal, began an offensive
against the Greek forces. In the face of the advancing Turkish army, the people were advised by the priests to
stock their homes with provisions and to stay indoors. Since the Turks were not expected to encounter any
resistance from the Greeks, there would be no killing.
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How wrong this was! Turkey found the opportunity to continue its policy of exterminating the Armenian race
in order to possess their lands forever.
*
The first thing the Turks did was to march into the Armenian section of the city. A few days went by. People
remained indoors. My mother kept vigil over us while we slept, always praying, afraid the enemy might come at
night and pass us through with the sword. Her sleepless nights and her anxiety was showing fatigue on her face.
In two days she had aged ten years.
One day the dawn burst with all its glory, with not a trace of clouds in the sky. Around four o’clock in the
afternoon the sun started to travel its westward journey. The city was bathed in sunshine with an unexplainable
mystic light.
The silence of our house was shattered with sounds of repeated screams and gunshots. Mother opened the door
and peeked outside. She withdrew immediately and stammered,
“The Turks, they’ve started already. They are half a block away. We must leave. We are not safe here.”
“But Mother,” objected my sister Armenuhi, “Brother is not home. We’ll have to wait for him.”
“There is no time. He is fifteen, not a child. He’ll take care of himself. God will be with him. There is one of
him and three of you.”
My father had passed away when I was two years old, so the family consisted of my mother, sisters Armenuhi
and Zvart, brother Hovannes, and myself. My oldest sister Mentuhi was married and had a baby. Mother opened
the door cautiously and said,
“Make the sign of the cross. Step out one by one when I tell you. Turn the corner and wait for me.”
We left our father’s home, not realizing that we were never to return.
*
On the way we were stopped by some chetes, or irregular Turkish soldiers. Our cousins from Manisa had
escaped from the oncoming Turkish army and had been staying with us. The chetes slapped the husband and took
away all his money. While they were busy frisking him, my mother said to the rest of us,
“Don't stand there. Hurry. Get away. Hide in a doorway.”
They beat and kicked my cousin. Warm blood spurted from his nose. He fell to the ground. They dragged him
away. We never saw him again.
We walked to the quay with no other incident. There an incredible scene was displayed in front of our eyes.
Thousands of people were moving back and forth like the waves, with no aim or destination. My eyes opened
wide at the sight of the chetes with their dirty, long, tangled beards and hair, turbaned red fezzes, leather shorts
and vests, lambskin shoes with turned-up pointed toes, and big shining sabers hanging from their sides. I snuggled
closer to my mother, holding tightly to her skirt.
Mother kept repeating a segment of a prayer, about God keeping us from evil while we are asleep and while
we travel (Bahaban Amenayni). Sister Zvart, seeing the barbarities of the Turkish soldiers and the irregulars,
looked around in despair. She became hysterical, laughing and crying at the same time.
“I won’t let them do to me what they did to so many Armenian girls in 1915. I prefer to die than have those
beasts touch me.”
And she started running toward the ocean. My mother ran after her. Zvart didn’t progress too far. A chete
grabbed her by the hand. Now the chete and my mother were playing tug-of-war.
Suddenly he stopped pulling her. His beady eyes shone with greed as they rested on my sister’s gold and ruby
ring. He pulled it off. While he was busy examining the ring, my mother and sister ran, and we tried to get lost in
the crowd. I raised a tearstained face to my mother and asked,
“Why are they killing, Mother? Why was he taking Sister away from us?”
“Because we are Christians, dear. They want us to change our religion but we won’t. Don’t cry. Soon
everything will be all right.”
And she dried my tears tenderly. I was seven years old at the time and unable to understand the significance of
her words. When night came, we found shelter in a friend’s home. They were American citizens. The stars and
stripes were waving from their housetop.
Sleep was elusive. The agonizing screams and gunshots coming from the quay pierced our ears. We were
afraid that our destiny would be like theirs.
*
The next morning our host informed us that we had to leave. The American embassy was taking them to a ship
and on to the safety of the United States.
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I have no recollection of how we managed to get to the wharf. We boarded a ferry to a little resort town called
Cordellio and rang a doorbell. A kindly looking lady opened the door ajar, recognized us, and quickly took us in.
It was so quiet you could hear a pin drop, and yet there were about twenty-five people inside.
The house next door belonged to a Turkish army captain and his family, who were protecting our hosts by
saying they were servants.
The following two weeks a little prayer book became my mother’s constant companion. She held prayer
sessions. Our food consisted of wormy fava beans soaked in water. We were afraid to start a fire. The telltale signs
of smoke from the chimney might expose us.
One lovely night we were lying on our backs on the garden's soft grass, gazing at the starry sky. My mother
broke the silence by saying,
“As beautiful and lovely as the night is, I feel something sinister in the air.”
Suddenly we heard deafening explosions. The moon and the stars vanished like magic. The sky turned blood
red and an acrid smell drifted, slowly engulfing us. Smyrna was in flames. The Turks were burning the city and
the people with it. The inferno was on one side and the ocean on the other. Most of those who swam hoping to
board one of the European battleships were not granted sanctuary and drowned at sea.
The superpowers were more interested in their political maneuvering. With the powerful spotlights of their
ships they became the instrument of helping the Turks find their prey and to satisfy their animal sexual desire.
*
One morning, after one of my mother’s solitary prayers, she informed us that we were to go back to the city
that day.
“Are you crazy?” the others whispered. “This is a safe place. Where would you go? You will put your
daughters’ lives in jeopardy.”
“We have to leave today,” she answered calmly. “Don’t ask me why. I don’t know. I only know we have to go
now.”
By running and hiding between the doorways, we arrived at the pier to board a ferry boat. Multitudes of people
were already there, and the gendarmes were brandishing their whips on poor human bodies. One landed on my
mother’s cheek, leaving a gash. The men were being separated and killed, and the young women were forcibly
taken away from their mothers.
The people had turned into animals in the battle for survival, screaming and pushing and trampling each other
to board the boat. I fell to the ground. I couldn’t breathe and had a sensation of falling into space. Someone took
hold of me. I felt a small breeze caressing my cheeks. A voice from far away kept repeating, “There, you will be
all right now,” and I found myself in my mother’s arms.
We learned afterwards that later that night a mob of chetes and gendarmes broke into the house where we had
found sanctuary, raped and abducted the young girls, and passed their parents through with the sword when they
tried to save their offspring.
As we got off the boat, the scene before our eyes was unbelievable. Once a magnificent city where laughter
and music drifted from the sidewalk cafés, Smyrna had been transformed into rubble and ashes. Thousands of
people were sitting on the sidewalks, crying and moaning. Thousands of others were walking aimlessly. Sisters,
wives, sweethearts, and frenzied mothers looked in the piles of blood-bathed bodies, hoping not to find their loved
ones among the corpses. We were pushed and carried away with the crowd to the outskirts of the city, to a huge
garden with high walls.
By coincidence we met my married sister Mentuhi, with her baby, and my aunt Shnorig. My aunt told us how
the Turkish soldiers had come to their home, beat up my uncle with the gun-butts, and had thrown him down the
stairs and shot him. She was in the holocaust of the infernal fire and considered herself one of the lucky ones to
have survived that night.
We were there two or three unforgettable nights. Heart-tearing screams and moans were coming from outside
as the raping and the killing continued.
I was having constant nightmares. As I would fall asleep, the scenes on the streets would repeat themselves again
and again: the oxen carts piled high with mutilated bodies, the dripping blood forming a pattern on the cobblestones.
I would scream. My mother’s arms would embrace me, rocking me back and forth.
Word came from outside that the Turkish government had agreed to let the children and women go. Some of
the European nations had sent merchant boats for our deportation.
We came out of our hiding place and headed for the wharf. The crowd was rocking like the ocean waves, back
and forth, trying to get away from this land that had become a graveyard for their loved ones.
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Finally, at the end of the day, when dusk started to settle down little by little over the city, we got on the gangplank
to one of the ships. As luck would have it, my foot got caught between the boards. My mother leaned to release it. A
gendarme lashed my mother’s back again and again with his whip. Mother murmured,
“God help me (Asdvadz okneh).” The gendarme hollered at my mother,
“Giavur (infidel), why are you not moving?”
“Effendi, my daughter’s foot is caught.”
“Well, I will remedy that.”
He raised his saber to sever my leg. I was petrified and started to cry. My mother screamed above the din and
the confusion of the multitude,
“Effendi, no! no!”
In that split second, with unbelievable strength, she gave a tug. My foot came loose just as the shining blade of
the saber immersed itself into the wooden structure.
As the gangplank was lifted, the sun had slipped behind the horizon. All embarking activities stopped. Thousands of
others had to wait until morning for the next ship and spend another uncertain night. Perhaps they were not to see the
glorious dawn shining upon them again.
*
We landed in Salonika, Greece, human skeletons, barefoot, clothing tattered, lice infested, and heavy-hearted,
with no knowledge of what fate had befallen my brother and brother-in-law.
We sat on the sidewalk. My sisters asked my mother what we were to do. She replied,
“We have to find the Armenian Church and thank God for bringing us to these shores safely.”
Inside the church and the grounds were packed with refugees. There was no room downstairs. We tried the
balcony to find a place to sit. It was an almost impossible task, but my mother was determined. She pushed and
squeezed between the people, opening a small place, and told us to sit down even if we had to be on top of each
other. The crowd started hollering,
“Woman, can’t you see there is no room? We are piled up on each other.”
“Yes, I can see that a few more won’t make much difference. I don’t like to put the girls in the courtyard.”
After she had us settled, there was no room for her. The autumn rains came day after day, pounding mercilessly
on the unsheltered unfortunate people lying in the courtyard. We were concerned for my mother. She was soaked
and wet most of the time. She, like hundreds of others, had started running a fever and coughing. The most
pressing and devastating problem was hunger.
Finally the government or the church authorities came to distribute some food. The crowd went wild, pushing
and trampling each other. Someone above the turmoil and the noise was trying to calm the multitude, telling them
there was plenty to go around, and to stay in line so the distribution could begin.
My mother's turn came. A man asked,
“How many persons in your family?”
Upon her answer that we were six (not counting Mentuhi’s baby), she was handed a loaf of round bread and
twelve Greek olives and was advised not to eat all at the same time. The next allotment was not to be until the
following night.
One evening sister Mentuhi’s baby started to have difficulty breathing and turned blue. Sister became frantic,
screaming,
“My God … My God … my baby is dying! Mother, please, do something!”
Sister Zvart was sent to the house across the street for some small glasses, alcohol, and a razor. I tagged along
with her. A maid opened the door, and after my sister explained the reason for our approach, the maid disappeared. We stood there for what seemed to us an interminable time. A very handsome, tall, middle-aged gentleman
with dark wavy hair, flashing black eyes, and an engaging smile appeared with the required items and
accompanied us. Introducing himself to my mother as Mr. Poosgoolian, one of the trustees of the Armenian
Church, he expressed his willingness to help us in any way he could.
Mother wiped the razor blade with alcohol, dabbing a little inside the glasses, and held a lighted match to
them, affixing the glasses on the baby’s back. She repeated this operation again, after making a few tiny incisions
with the blade on the baby’s back. Blood, black as coal, started filling the glasses. The baby inhaled deeply, and
then resumed normal breathing.
More ships kept arriving. All the churches in Greece were overflowing with living human skeletons.
*
A week had gone by, when one day we were piled up on trucks like cattle and transported to the Turkish baths.
Afterwards we were fumigated and our tattered cloths were burned; then we were given some old clothing with
no regard to size.
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Our haven changed to the schools, with about twenty-five people to each classroom. We laid our weary bodies
on the bare floor, wishing for a blanket for cover.
The distribution of food continued as before: a loaf of bread and twelve olives a day. Help started coming from
the Near East Relief organization. It was like a drop of rain to the parched earth. There were always some
unscrupulous and heartless persons, from the higher ups down to the distributors, whose aim was more their own
gain than the welfare of the people.
My mother stood in line for two days for a straw mat and a blanket, to no avail. Inside the men were laughing
and joking with each other, coming out once in a while to pick up some pretty girls to flirt with and take inside.
The third day mother was undecided about standing in line again, when Mr. Poosgoolian, our benefactor,
appeared at our residence. He had been informed of our situation and took my mother to the distribution area.
They walked right in and were handed the articles.
*
My sister Armenuhi was a dressmaker and designer. She had graduated from high school with honors (at the
age of sixteen, the youngest in her class) and won a scholarship to go to France to further her education. My father
was against it.
“No daughter of mine is going to Paris,” he thundered, “God only knows what ills will befall her.”
The School Board offered her a teaching job. Father didn’t approve of that either, claiming that sister was too
nervous a person to be a successful teacher. So she was sent to dressmaking and design school.
Mr. Poosgoolian, upon learning about the abilities of my sister, asked her to design some clothes for his family.
The conditions in school were becoming unbearable. Lice became our constant companions. Sicknesses of all
kinds were breaking out, mostly tuberculosis and the epidemic of malaria, killing hundreds of people. The
school’s bathrooms were overflowing all the way to the yard; it was an impossibility to go in and out without
coming in contact with human excretion. It was all around us—even in front and back of the classrooms.
Winter was fast approaching. Mother managed to get hold of a small old stove and some burlap bags, and she
and I went to the carpenter shops, begging for shavings of wood. This became my everyday chore. I complained
that my sister Zvart should do it too. Mother answered,
“No! Just because we are immigrants some people take advantage. Your sister is older, and pretty too, and they
could harm her. When you go, just stay in the front of the shop to fill your bag; under no circumstance are you to
go in the back. If there are not enough shavings in the front, go somewhere else; never, never, go in the back.”
*
The winters in Greece are normally mild, but during the December of 1922, fate dealt a hard blow to the refugees.
One morning we woke up to a blizzard. Snow was piled up to the top of the doors. Even the natives were surprised
and awed. Most of them had never seen snow. This was a new experience for us as well, because Smyrna is not
endowed with severe winters.
All transportation stopped; electricity became crippled by the storm. I looked at the white sugary stuff with
excitement and curiosity. The wind was whistling and working its way through the cracks of the old windows. We
snuggled close, trying to keep warm from each other’s body heat.
The bulletin board at the church yard was always covered with names of brothers, sisters, and hopeful mothers
searching for their loved ones. My mother made regular trips with great anticipation of learning some news about
my brother. She would come back dejected and hopeless, but soon she would pray and come out of her depression
with renewed faith and optimism.
On one of these trips, she came home displaying great excitement, exclaiming,
“He is alive, he is alive and safe.” Emotion seemed to be choking her as she continued:
“I had someone write our address on the bulletin board so he'll know where to find us.”
My mother didn’t know how to read or write. In her time parents did not send their daughters to school. A
woman’s place was in the home, to multiply the family, and to provide care. There was no need for the girls to be
educated; they were not expected to support the family.
In the Armenian household the husband was king, the mother queen, and the children their beloved subjects.
Even though Mother didn’t know how to read, she was a very intelligent woman. Anyone who happened to
converse with her would swear that she was a well versed person.
I remember the winter nights in the upstairs room of our house, all of us gathered around the charcoal stove.
While popcorn and chestnuts would be crackling in the ashes of the fire, the wind would howl and the bare
branches of the bushes would rub against the house, making all kinds of creepy sounds. Our little tiger cat
cuddled under the hot stove would perk up his ears, listening attentively. My sister Armen (short for Armenuhi)
would be reading out loud, while we all listened, The Three Musketeers, The Hunchback of Notre Dame, or a
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similar tale. Mother would always remember the author’s name and the story, and she enjoyed carrying on a
comprehensive conversation about its contents.
*
It is very difficult to explain our emotions when my brother Hovannes arrived. We all embraced him at the
same time, laughing and crying, thanking God for returning him to us safely.
I don’t recall the exact details of his survival. The Turkish soldiers had grabbed him on his way home. He was
lined up against the wall with hundreds of other men. Somehow he managed to escape. Finding no one home, he
decided to hide in the cellar for a while, thinking the turmoil would quiet down. He cut his trousers short, hoping
to give the impression of being a small boy (at the time he was fifteen years old, and his beard hadn't sprouted
yet). When the great fire broke out in Smyrna, he had to abandon his sanctuary.
He was caught again and asked if he had any trade. To his affirmative answer that he was an apprentice in an
blacksmith shop, he was told that his life would be spared because the government needed him to work for the
war cause.
After a few months he managed to escape to Athens. After looking for us in vain, he made his way to Salonika.
At this time, we still had no word from my brother-in-law.
*
One day Mr. Poosgoolian came over with a small flat box filled with cigarettes for my brother to sell. The
Greek government decided to open the school where we were living for the children’s education. So once more
we were sent to the Turkish baths, fumigated, and taken to the soldiers’ barracks that had been vacated for our
occupancy, located about a two-hour walk from the city.
This promoted hardship for my brother and sister Armenuhi. In order to go to town to work, they had to pass
through a small canyon. During the winter months when the sun disappeared from the horizon at an early hour, it
became the lair of robbers and rapists ready to pounce on their unsuspecting prey.
After a family conference, it was agreed that we should find a place and move to town. We rented a room in a
Greek family’s house.
*
Not too long after, my brother-in-law escaped and found us. He was an automobile machinist. The Turks had
captured him and put him to work as a slave, fixing army trucks and cars. After he had been working for about a
year or more, his Turkish boss one day noticed him crying and, upon inquiring, found out that he was married and
missed his wife and baby immensely. His boss was a good family man and promised to help.
The circumstance of his escape is unknown to me. He arrived with long, dirty, tangled hair and beard, his skin
sticking to his bones—a caricature of a human being.
The distribution of bread was still going on at the barracks, but instead of on a day-to-day basis, it was given
out on Mondays. We were paying rent now, and it was imperative that we obtain the bread, since money was
scarce. Every Monday morning I was to walk two hours to the barracks (where sister Mentuhi lived) to get the six
loaves of bread, which I would carry home in a burlap bag, after resting for a while. When I felt tired, I dragged
the sack after me.
My sister Armenuhi’s work as a dressmaker was advancing very well. Through Mr. Poosgoolian’s efforts with
many rich clientele, she was bringing some hand-sewing home, so that my mother, sister, and aunt could help her.
She liked to work at the clients’ homes; they provided her with a room and her lunch was brought to her by a
maid. She enjoyed a calm atmosphere and was not troubled by interruptions.
*
Upon our landing in Greece, mother had written a letter to her sister Peruz in Detroit asking for help. After
three months we received some money, enough for each of us to purchase a pair of shoes and material to make a
dress, which we wore only on Sundays for church. The family wrote and thanked her, asking if it was possible for
us to come to America.
Months glided one into another. My brother-in-law opened a small machine-and-ironworks shop; his family
also moved into town from the barracks, and my brother went to work for him. Thus a year and a half passed.
Finally we received a letter from my aunt.
Dear Sister,
I hope you are all well. We all are doing fine. Enclosed you will find a check for your transportation to Cuba. I could
find no way for you people to come to America. Cuba is very close to us; after you get there it will be easier to come
here.
Under no circumstances are you to spend this money for anything else. If you don’t like to go there, send the check
back immediately.
Love,
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Your sister Peruz

This letter arrived at a time when we were thinking of moving to another place so we could have a private bath
and a kitchen.
There was a young man who had fallen in love with my sister Armenuhi while she was making some outfits
for his mother and sister. His parents approached my mother, asking for her hand. Sister was pretty—tall, slim,
and well-proportioned. Her long honey-hued hair was gathered in a bun resting on a long smooth neck, a few
wisps of hair cut short covered her small ears, feathery bangs shadowed her wide forehead, and her long-lashed
hazel eyes crinkled almost shut when she smiled, exposing a cute little dimple on a flawless cheek.
But sister did not respond to this young man’s love.
There was a debate going on in our house, whether to go to Cuba or not. Mother wanted to stay in Greece,
saying,
“We are doing fine, and on our way to better things in life. Armenuhi shouldn’t have refused that rich young
handsome gentleman’s offer.”
Both of my sisters and my brother were in favor of going to Cuba. Since my sister Armenuhi was the major
breadwinner in our household, my mother gave in.
For days my sisters explored the maps, trying to find the island of Cuba. Their excitement and anticipation
were mounting. Their eyes would sparkle whenever they talked confidentially to each other. I could hear them
weaving castles in the air.
How easy it would be to go to America from Cuba! They would meet dark handsome men and get married,
thus ending all of their troubles. After all, America was the land of milk and honey. There was so much money
that you could pave the sidewalks from end to end.
Mother was very quiet. There was no exuberance or excitement to indicate what was going on in her thoughts.
*
My family purchased third-class accommodations on a ship headed for Cuba. About sixteen people of all
nationalities were placed in one long corridor on bunks, one on top of the other.
Food was bad. The conversation of different nationalities and the noise made you think you were back in the
biblical age, in the Tower of Babel.
We left my married sister Mentuhi and her family behind, took Aunt Shnorig with us, and were on our way to
Cuba in the month of April 1924. …
249.159 Excerpt from Ward 72\fn{by Orhan Kemal (1914-1970)} Ceyhan, Adana Province, Turkey (M) 11
In the ward, dice were being rolled for cigarette butts.
“Stop cuttin’ in on my game, sucker,” said hefty Berbat to Izmirli who kept interfering with his throws.
“You’re, cheatin’, holdin’ them dice like that. Of course I’m cuttin’ in!” small Izmirli\fn{Born in Izmir} with a
big head answered quickly.
“How can I throw ’em without holdin’ ’em, sucker?”
“I ain’t no sucker!”
“What are you then?”
“I’m the son of a Hafiz.\fn{ One who knows the Qur’an by heart } Don’t think I’m nobody just because I’m an
adembaba.”\fn{An unkempt, unshaven inmate; a pusher of drugs (literally, “Father Adam”) }
“Shut your mouth!”
“What if I don’t?”
“I’ll break your face!”
“You? Break my face? That’s a joke!”
Berbat’s face instantly flushed crimson and then turned very pale. He deliberately shook his head, muttering a
prayer to Allah to give him patience. After that, he shook the dice for a long time and rolled them:
“Three and one!” Now they were taking turns, grumbling discontentedly no matter what came up:
“Four and two!”
“Five and one!”
“Six and three!”
Their voices rose ever louder in disagreement, mingling with the regular hum within the prison. The adembabas who wandered in and out in their ragged clothes, were dark, skinny and unpleasant-looking characters.
Every now and then, one of them would enter the ward, glance around quickly, and then go out again as if he had
failed to find what he was looking for. Why did they keep coming in and going out? Meanwhile, the others lay
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sprawled beside the dirty walls which were defaced here and there by filthy drawings and foul words. Sometimes
they would remain stretched out there for hours, eyes half-closed, brooding about who knows what. Only when
they became hungry, thirsty, or had to urinate would they get up and leave the ward.
Just then, another very tall, very thin adembaba appeared at the ward door. He was agitated. He kept fidgeting.
After looking quickly around, and, apparently having found what he was looking for, he shouted:
“Captain Ahmeet!!!”
This adembaba was called Kaya Au. He looked about forty and resembled a donkey about to bray. Everyone
turned to look at him. What was the matter? What was he going to da with Captain Ahmet?”
“Hey. Captain Ahmet!”
The short, stocky man was stretched out full length by the wall behind the dicers, with his head resting on his
elbow. First he opened his half-closed eyes and looked up cautiously. He had the appearance of a very old Hittite
statue carved from granite. Then, lazily and with no sign of haste, he asked:
“What is it?” The other was still fidgeting:
“Come, come quick!”
“What for?”
“They’re callin’ you from the office!”
The Hittite statue slowly rose to a sitting position. He smoothed his huge, jet black mustache with the backs of
his big fists. He tried to figure out why he might have been summoned to the office. He had no idea. He had
nothing to do with the people at the office. He didn’t gamble, didn’t smoke opium, he didn’t even push it.
He stood up. With his broad, fleshy feet he stumped heavily across the concrete ward floor to Kaya All:
“What them shiteaters want me for?”
It was none of Kaya Ali’s business. The Head Warden had seen him in the courtyard, and said to him,
“Go and find Captain Ahmet for me. Tell him to come quickly.” How could he know why he had been
summoned? He shrugged his shoulders and was about to walk off when the Captain’s large hand seized him by
the shoulder:
“I’m askin’ you. What them shiteaters call me for?” Kaya All shook himself out of the Captains grip:
“How on earth should I know?”
“Who’s ratted on me?”
“I don’t know.”
“You know but you won’t tell. There any tales about me?”
This was too much. How should he know if there were or not? The Head Warden had seen him in the courtyard
and said,
“Get the Captain. Quick!” The rest did not concern him. As Kaya Ali walked into the semidarkness of the winding stone staircase leading down to the middle floor, he muttered to himself:
“How the hell do I know? How in the world? He said, ‘Call’, so I called. Is that a crime? If I hadn't called, he’d
have had him called by someone else. As if I care whether he goes or not!”
The Captain stared blankly into the semidarkness where the tall, thin man had disappeared. Who was this man?
Kaya Ali or someone else. He had forgotten. The important thing was why was he being called. Hash, opium,
knives and so on, had nothing to do with him. He wouldn’t steal anything from anybody even if he were dying of
hunger. Unlike the others, he wouldn’t throw dice for butts and the like. Usually those called to the Head
Warden’s office, were often the ones mixed up in such “shitty” dealings.
At that moment Izmirli appeared, hot and bothered to the point of tears. He had just been cheated out of all his
butts by Berbat. The Captain shifted his gaze from the semidarkness of the stairs. He looked at the man.
“That bastard,” Izmirli was saying. “In one roll he finished me. You did well to break with him.”
The Captain neither saw nor heard him. What mattered, was not that Izmirli had lost, but why he had been
called to the office. The Captain asked:
“Who ratted on me the office?” Izmirli, who didn’t know the Captain, was talking about asked:
“What rattin’?”
“Don’t know. They say I’m called to the office.”
“What for?”
“I said I don’t know!”
“Did you steal somethin’?” The Captain raged as though his very honor was being attacked:
“You think I’m like you?”
“Well, if not, you’re a fence.”
“Don’t talk about what’s beyond you!”
“Why should they call you if you’re not guilty? You must’ve done somethin’ wrong.”
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Under the Captain’s gaze Izmirli felt that he had better make himself scarce. He melted into the semidarkness
of the stairs which Kaya Ali had disappeared a little earlier.
The Captain stood there, still looking like a crude Hittite statue, frightened. He was not like the other inmates.
They were beaten, cursed, and sworn at, and in the end they walked away laughing and scratching their heads.
What would you expect? They were crummy thieves after all. Some of them stole chickens and others stooped so
low as to steal even lead from mosques. How could anyone regard him as their equal?
He was here because of a blood feud.
He had killed the cousins of the man who years before had shot his father as he was stepping out of the harbor
coffeehouse. He had thus avenged his father whose face he had never even known. Nobody could equate him with
crummy thieves!
Kaya All, thoroughly flustered, returned:
“Hey, I told you they’re callin’ you from the office. I said the Head Warden’s callin’ you, man!”
The Captain did not even move:
“Why are they callin’?”
“How do I know? I swear he’s getting’ real angry! Don’t blame me if things get worse. I’m warnin’ you!” The
Captain approached him angrily, and grabbed his arm:
“Come on, let’s go!”
2
The Captain knit his thick, jet-black eyebrows, and then he relaxed them. He knit them again when the swarthy, unsmiling Head Warden asked him whom he had in Rize, his home town in far northeastern Turkey.
Whom did he have? He couldn’t remember. He probably had someone. He definitely had someone there. But
who? Far, far away, a wrinkled face, or faces.
Who were those people? Who were they to him? A long time had passed, many years. How could he remember
after all these years?
“Huh?” He raised his eyes to the Head Warden and looked, and looked.
“Don’t you remember?” Because he couldn’t bring himself to say, “I don’t remember,” he said
“I’ve got nobody.”
“Well, what is Hatice Kalender to you?”
He looked at the Head Warden for a long time. Really, what relation was she of his? Perhaps his mother; of
course, his mother. He sighed, smiling faintly. Then suddenly he pulled himself together. What was the matter?
What had happened? Could It be that she had died? Horrified, he looked at the Head Warden. The Head Warden
said:
“She has sent you a hundred’n fifty lira!”
A tremor passed through the heavy Hittite statue. Relief spread through him, and his face lit up with joy. The
Captain gasped:
“My mother? My mother? To me? Really?”
Turning to Kaya Au, the Captain looked at him with emotion. His broad chest kept heaving. Then, he turned
his eyes towards the Head Warden. As his tears brimmed over and trickled slowly down his face, he gasped again:
“Oh, my mother! Oh, my poor mother!”
He thought of his aged mother, forgotten—for nine years? ten years?—in one of the remotest villages of Rize.
3
It was as if a bomb had exploded in the ward, when Kaya All joyfully entered it with this unbelievable news.
Excitedly, he told everything.
Now the dark, yellow faces, bearing the stamp of despair, all turned towards Kaya Ali with narrowed eyes.
They were hardly able to breathe. Berbat’s dirty hand, about to roll the dice, froze in the air. No joke, a hundred
and fifty lira had come to the Captain! Recep, convicted of chicken theft, asked:
“From his mother, huh? So, he had a mother?” Kaya All lashed out:
“Sure he had, that’s only natural. Why shouldn’t he have? Not only a mother—a super one! Which of our
mothers did anything like this?”
Berbat did not hear. With his hand still in the air, he was regretting being on bad terms with the Captain. He
searched for a way to patch things up. Dispirited, he suddenly hurled the dice, took off his dirty cap, and
scratching his lice-infested head, mumbled:
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“Next thing, he’ll leave this ward.” Kaya Ali joined in excitedly:
“What business has he got in this lousy ward?”
“Not a thing, he’ll get a bed’n blanket for himself too!”
“And he’ll get hot meals cooked for him.”
“If I was him, I’d have beans cooked!”
“Nothin’s like chickpeas ’n meat stew!”
“Pilau, if there is pilau with it.”
“Could be both.”
“For me, there must be rice pilau!”
Kaya Ali became annoyed. Were the beggars lining up before the mosque was built? Just let them form their
line! The Head Warden had not sent the news with them. He himself had given the news –what’s more, when
none of them knew anything about it! He swaggered:
“He’ll take me into his service!” All the heads turned with greed:
“As what?”
“His gofer, his dogsbody!”
“Holy cow.”
“What ’ya mean holy cow? I’m the bearer of good news!”
There was a long silence. Was it such a big deal that he had given the good news? Chickener said:
“But you used to talk behind his back a lot.”
“You? What about you?”
“What’s so great about bringin’ good news?”
“Right on, mac. The Head Warden saw you, and told you. If he’d seen us, he’d have told us!” Kaya Ali,
thinking that he would lose his advantage, was alarmed:
“So the beggars are linin’ up before the mosque is built? What’s that got to do with you? It’s his money, his
business. Why do you butt in?” Berbat flared up:
“Sure they butt in!”
He looked so menacing that, Kaya Ali knew that at the slightest word he would be beaten up. He gulped and
became red in the face. Again, each voiced his opinion at once:
“‘Why do you butt in?’ we’re asked. Of course we butt in. Aren’t we all his friends?”
“You said it.”
“We’ve eaten bread and salt together all these years!”
“To tell the truth, he’s a good sport. He doesn’t gamble, he doesn’t steal, no hash, no opium either.”
Kaya Ali was all but crying with vexation. He tried to control himself, but could not:
“I’ll be damned. I’ll be damned. You’re all after the guy’s money.” Again Berbat said:
“Cut that out, Mac. Don’t poke your nose in!”
“Why?” The chicken thief said:
“Every night we talk about each other’s problems and things, he and I. I’ve listened to, maybe a hundred times,
how he shot the cousins of the guys who killed his father.” Someone else said:
“So have I.”
“Me too.”
“Haven’t I just.”
“Me … maybe a thousand times!” Berbat threw out another idea:
“If I were in his place, I’d join the dicers in Sölezli’s ward!” Kaya Ali was startled:
“Why?”
“What do you mean why? When Lady Luck’s with me I win. Well … gee!”
“What if you lose?”
“What difference does it make if I do lose? I’ll be back where I started. But if I win? Hunnerd’n fifty becomes
three hunnerd, six hunnerd, thousand, two thousand, five thousand, ten thousand, a million.” Chickener said:
“Cool it, will you.”
“Hey chicken thief, don’t cut me off!”
Berbat’s eyes shone greedily. If only the Captain would forget past grudges and make up; then Berbat would
con him and drag him by the arm to Sölezli’s ward, where together they’d take on the dice throwers. Berbat
slipped his cap on:
“I think he should sit and throw dice!” Kaya Ali said:
“I don’t think he will.”
“Don't butt in!”
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“Isn’t he my Agha?”
“Your Agha? How come he’s your Agha?”
“He just is!”
“Since when?”
“Didn’t you split up with him? Leave his money alone!”
Berbat cursed everyone’s female kin. Kaya Ali said,
“Yees yes!” Then, he talked on and on:
“He happens to be my Agha. He’ll make me his dogsbody. I’ll cook his meals, I’ll unroll ’n roll his mattress.
Don’t you have any pity? How can anyone cope with Sölezli? In one game he’ll devour my Agha.” Berbat stood
angrily before him, and pushed Kaya Ali’s chest:
“What you carpin’ about?” Kaya Ali drew back:
“It ain’t fair to my Agha!”
“Shut up, man!”
Kaya Ali knew that all hell [would] break loose and his face would be flattened if he uttered a single syllable.
He knew it, but still kept murmuring, “It ain’t fair to my Agha,” and left the ward. In the courtyard, he ran into the
Captain whose eyes shone happily. Kaya All pulled him aside, and said:
“You gotta be careful!” The Captain viewed him with empty eyes.
“Hear what I say, Agha? You gotta be careful!” The Captain, whose short, stocky figure ever reminis cent of
that Hittite statue, asked:
“Why?”
“What you mean why? Those who kept talkin’ behind your back yesterday, are now sniffin’ your money and
getting’ ready to rob you by pretendin’ to be your friends. You gotta be careful!” The Captain shrugged:
“A brother’s money is to be shared. Right?” Kaya Ali was acutely disturbed:
“How can it be, Cap'n? How can a brother’s money be shared? Which one of ’em ever gave you a mouthful of
bread when you slept and woke hungry In your bed? Don’t be crazy! You listen to me. We buy a cushion. We buy
a stewpan. We cook hot meals. Hot. Imagine. You cut the bread in pieces, and put ’em in the pot. Then, you lap
’em up with your spoon. Good, huh? …”
The Captain did not hear him. In his mind’s eye he saw his wrinkled faced mother he had forgotten years ago
in a forgotten named village of Rize.
“… in the evenings we brew tea. And when we light our cigarettes. You be my Agha. You say, ‘Hey, Kaya Ali,
unroll my bed!’, I say, ‘Yes, Agha,’ and I leap up. You say, ‘Go ’n get some meat, get some onions,’ and you say,
‘Take my jug to the washroom,’ and I don’t let you say it twice. I do it the first time. I wash your dishes. I wash
your clothes. I rub your back with a glove in the hammam. When you get the money from the Head Warden, ask
him to put you in the effendi ward. You got money, you too are an effendi. What’ve they got that you haven’t?
Now, you tell ’em you’ll also take me into your service. Tell ’em, will you?”
Without answering, the Captain walked away. Kaya Ali followed him. They passed the courtyard into which
the section doors opened, up the dirty concrete stairs, through the half-lit corridors where inmates paced back and
forth in twos or threes, and entered the 72 nd ward. As though the adembabas had been waiting for this, they
immediately encircled the Captain:
“Congratulations, Captain!”
“Captain, congratulations!”
“Long life, Captain!”
“So your mother’s sent the dough?”
“Sure his mother’s sent it.”
“Great mother, huh?”
“That’s what 1 call a mother.”
“You got the money, Cap’n?”
“You didn’t get it yet?”
“When?”
“Tomorrow?”
“You’re lucky, man. Lucky you!”
“Make yourself a nice ’n hot meat stew, so’s you can gobble it down.”
“I’d have lots of cigarettes if I were him.”
“Why? What’s wrong with my brains? You don’t likeit?”
“Of course I don’t like it. You could buy a good mattress ’n blanket instead.”
*
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The Captain, his eyes misty with emotion, was still thinking of his mother. Years ago, the news of his father’s
death quickly reached them in the evening of the same day they shot him at the harbor coffeehouse because of the
blood feud. It caused great suffering for his family. At that time, the Captain’s mother did not have any wrinkles
on her face. She had a smooth face and large, black eyes. As the days, weeks, months and years passed, those eyes
had become lusterless, and her smooth face wrinkled like a peach-stone. His mother never said to him,
“Forget about the murderers of your father, leave them to Allah. I do not want to lose you as I did your father.
Do not leave me on this earth without protection!” On the contrary, she always spurred him on by saying,
“May you be damned, if you do not make them repay for your father’s blood. I will claim this from you even
in the other world!”
These toughts quickly passed thorough the Captain’s mind. He had made them pay for his father’s blood. One
night one cold night, while he was sitting in his taka,\fn{A freight boat with one mast (mostly seen along the coast of the Black
Sea)} tightly wrapped in his sheepskin cloak and smoking a cigarette, Hasan, the little boy in the coffeehouse, had
come and told him. The cousins of his father’s murderers were in the coffeehouse, drunk and unable to sit straight
on their chairs.
This was enough. He grasped the pistol he had kept in his belt all those years, and unmindful of the violent
wind, entered the coffeehouse. By the light of a small seaman’s lantern, cursing loudly, he blasted four shots of his
pistol. The drunkards toppled over. The coffeehouse was in a shambles.
Leaving the chaos behind him, he ran through the windy streets to the police station, feelling the joy of
revenge. The interrogation, the court, the trial, and then the prison with its enormous iron gate.
*
Sighing, he shook off his dreams. The Captain turned and saw Berbat looking at him enviously. They gazed at
each other for a long time. They were friends after all, fellow victims of fate. It would be fitting for the Captain to
approach Berbat, but Berbat moved first and more briskly. Pounding on the concrete floor of the 72nd ward with
their bare feet, the two plucky fellow victims of fate excitedly embraced and kissed each other’s cheeks.
They broke apart. Joy lit up their eyes—the happy joy of peace. Berbat said:
“Congratulations!” The Captain joyfully answered:
“Thank you, God bless you.”
Besides Kaya Alt, the other adembabas in the ward also rejoiced because of this peace-making. While Berbat
and the Captain were on speaking terms, Berbat would not be so cruel. He would not snatch Kaya Ali’s cigarette
butts, not flare up and curse his female kin when they threw dice. Only, Kaya Ali … well, he was resentful,
feeling worried. It was as if it were that black-footed Berbat who had brought the good news of the money sent by
the Captain’s mother!
“What the hell,” Kaya Ali muttered to himself. “In that case I won’t call him my Agha, I won’t make his bed. I
won’t wash his dishes or do his laundry, and I won’t rub his back even if he goes to the hammam!”
*
The 72nd ward was the most destitute in the prison. Being so poor, it was also the filthiest. Each one of its
inhabitants was like an earthworm standing up. The government gave them each a daily ration apiece. A loaf of
black bread—sometimes stale, sometimes fresh from the oven, but always indistinguishable from mud.
These rations, brought in the middle of the ward each morning, were their food for twenty four hours. In addi tion to being their breakfast, lunch and dinner, this black ration also covered their hammam, barber and cigarette
expenses. It was up to the inmates whether they ate or sold it!
More often than not, they would sell it. And not only one or two pieces, they sold the whole six months’ or a
year’s ration for a grubby five lira. Forty-five kuru\fn{1 lira=100 kuru} would be needed in addition to the five lira
in order to buy a kilo of cube sugar. That five lira represented the money received for an entire year’s ration.
The world was at war. German motorized troops were raging through Europe at the speed of lightning. The
roads and frontiers were closed. Nothing extra came in. So the country was unable to support itself. Bread was
rationed. In the prison, one cube of sugar was sold for five kuru. The adembabas ran to the dice mats with the
grubby fivers received for the bread they sold to operators dealing in rations. The five kuru could be ten, could be
twenty; and, if they were lucky, could even be fifty, a hundred or five thousand.
This never did happen, though. After only a few throws they lose everything, and scratching their heads, would
return to the 72nd ward. From then on, they must live without getting a single ration throughout the whole year.
They had no other income and no hopes either. They were doomed to live on an empty stomach.
Seemingly, this was what must happen; but, how could it be? Was it possible? They were alive. They had a
stomach and must go on living. Go on living they must, as far as they were able to live—like a louse, an earthworm, a cockroach, or like any single celled animal or algae. Live they must without thinking over whether their
living was of any use to the country and the nation—without ever remembering their country and the nation. For
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this reason, they wandered in the unlit corridors of the prison like timid, servile, base and shameless shadows or
human skeletons. They searched for a discarded pot, a piece of leftover bread, olive stones and putrid food thrown
in garbage cans. In between, a pot boiling on one of the small charcoal cookers is quietly approached and its lid is
lifted in a trice. The meal is casually mixed by a hand with long dirty nails, a handful of beans or a large piece of
meat is snatched, and into the semidarkness of the corridor to the best ability of the skinny legs the stolen item
disappears.
Once in a while someone gets caught. Then there is a rough and tumble on the floor—mothers and wives and
faith and religion are cursed; heads broken, eyes swollen.
Swollen they get, but that’s all. Once the corner of the corridor is turned with the servility of a kicked dog, and
the 72nd ward is entered, everything is forgotten.
Captain Ahmet was not one of these, and never had been. Having languished in jails for so many years, he had
not felt too estranged from his surroundings when he happened to be put among the adembabas. He had tried not
to be like them, though. During the days when dice were being rolled for cigarette butts on the concrete floor, and
when, because of this, terrible blasphemies echoed on the dirty walls, he used to withdraw to one of the loneliest
corners of the prison in order not to hear them, or sleep on his bed of empty cement bags.
Silence, he loved. Silence and solitude. He hated his love of solitude to be laughed at. For that reason, he had
to wait for the adembabas to fall asleep, worn out by running around all day. He loved the night. Above all, the
nights when a full moon turned the world to day. On such nights, that calm and uncommunicative Hittite statue
used to start talking and become exuberant all by himself.
His favorite place was the ward window overlooking the red-tiled house at the side of the prison garden, where
the women prisoners were kept. If all the inmates were asleep, and the moon had risen, he would climb and sit in
the window; slip his thick wristed arms around the bars, and dream.
Truly there was Allah. Misfortunes would not be forever. One day, for sure, the occasion would arrive when
the prison gates would be opened; and fathers, lovers and sons would go to their homes. Because he had received
no news of his mother for so many years, the Captain presumed she had died. If his mother was dead, then he had
no one at home waiting for him. After being discharged from jail, he would not go to his home-village but to the
town where he earned his daily bread from the capricious, angry sea. He would find his old boss in the harbor
coffeehouse where they had shot his father and later he had taken his revenge with four bullets, and he would start
to earn his daily bread—and buy raki, if any money remained.
However, this time he would settle down with a young love named Aye, Fatma, Sultan or whatever name she
would also have to consider along with the bread and the raki money. This wife would bear him sturdy sons, cook
his meals, carry his water from the fountain, and, in the evenings cuddle him in his bed. She could be ugly, even
blind in one eye, so long as she bore him sturdy, brave sons who would not leave their father unrevenged!
*
As the Captain entered the ward with the hundred and fifty lira, he was surrounded by the adembabas with
eyes reflecting hunger, loneliness and despair. Would the Captain give them perhaps a hot meal, a pack of
cigarettes or at least five or ten kuru apiece? The Captain said:
“A brother’s money is to be shared! Let’s boil a potful of beans and eat our fill!”
The adembabas had not expected this much. They went wild with joy.
“You’re the greatest. Cap’n! You’re the greatest!”
“Hurray! You’ll get your reward in heaven!”
“There’s a man for you!”
“Man, he really is a prince!”
“An ace of a man. So he’s gonna boil the pot for us?”
It was as though it was Bayram\fn{Turkic for a nationally-celebrated holiday} in the ward. The word Bayram was not
enough—the ward vibrated with merriment not seen even at Bayrams. Some embracing and kissing one another,
some weeping for joy. The Captain had not forgotten Kaya Ali who stood aside unhappily:
“Hey there, my dogsbody!” Kaya Ali ran and asked with excitement:
“Do we leave this ward?”
“No. We’re gonna stay here!”
“Well, but Cap’n—”
“I said we’re gonna stay here!”
Berbat stood close by the Captain—as if he had already become the Captain’s right-hand man. Berbat scolded
Kaya Ali in defense of the Captain:
“What the Agha says goes!” Kaya Ali grumbled:
“What’s it to you?”
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“He who denies his origin is a bastard, chief!”
“It wasn’t you who gave the good news to my Agha. Don’t forget!”
“Don’t change the subject, chief!”
“Don’t keep callin’ me chief. My Agha won’t do as you say and gamble—so there!” Just as Berbat was about
to give Kaya Ali a mighty kick, the Captain intervened:
“Go round the sections, find a good mattress. I wanna buy—” Berbat reinforced this:
“Go round all the sections, okay?!”
“Whether I do or not is none of your business!” Kaya Ali replied.
“Look here, you—”
“Yeah, what?”
“I’m keeping’ my head cool on account of you bein’ Capn’s dogsbody. Else I’m the same old Berbat—unders tand?” Kaya Ali answered him by saying, “Who cares?” and dashed out of the ward. As Kaya Ali flew down the
stairs, he started yelling:
“Anyone got a mattress for sale? How ’bout it?”
*
Everybody was amazed that Kaya Ali was looking for a mattress to buy. They had been accustomed to see him
selling other peoples’ odds and ends, taking food by handfuls from the pots left unguarded by their owners, or
hunting though garbage cans.
“What’s up, Kaya Ali? You gonna buy a mattress?” Kaya Ali answered seriously:
“Of course, why do you ask?”
“I’ll be damned!”
“Be damned, then. You got one? If you got one, then speak up!”
“But you’ll have to pay cash.”
“Have no fear—I’ve got the money.”
They all laughed. Kaya Ali got angry:
“What you laughin’ for? I said I got the money. Didn’t I?”
“Got money? Don’t make us laugh, man!”
“I’m not buyin’ it for myself.”
“For whom, then?”
“For my Agha!”
“Who’s your Agha?” Kaya Ali said proudly:
“Captain Ahmet!”
This time everybody laughed even louder. Kaya Ali, getting ever angrier, said:
“What you laughin’ at? I ain’t your goddam stooge y’know!”
“Your and your Captain. What difference does it make? Gypsies furnishing their palace. What a joke!”
“That’s enough. My Agha’s hunnerd’n fifty lira came today—sure thing!”
“Where from?”
“From his mother.”
That was altogether different. The beds for sale were exhibited, inflated prices quoted. Kaya Ali passed on to
his Agha the information on a mattress, a pillow and a quilt on which he had his eye. The Captain turned to
Berbat, and asked:
“What you think?”
“Let’s go ’n have a look, Agha!”
They went and had a look at the things. Not having purchased any mattress or quilt until then, they had no idea
about prices. The Captain left the bargaining to Berbat and Kaya Ali who haggled persistently saying:
“Not a kuru more. Let’s shake hands and call it a deal!”
“Our Agha’s dough’ll bring you luck, you won’t be sorry!”
“Yeah, but that’s not enough. Let me go down five lira, and you go up five—we’ll call it a day!” Wishing to
cut it short, the Captain said:
“All right, agreed!”
The money was paid and the goods received. Kaya All rolled the mattress and the rest into a bale with an old
linen cloth. With a brisk move, he lifted It onto his shoulder, and started off:
“Here we gooo! Clear the way!”
The entering of the mattress and quilt to the 72 nd ward brought much joy. Berbat, clearing the stinking crowd,
shouted:
“Step aside you buggers, the mattress is comin’!”
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It was something the ward had forgotten many, many years ago. Everyone stepped back and the way was
cleared. The covetous glances of the lusterless eyes, withdrawn deep back in their purple rimmed eye-sockets,
were now fixed on the mattress.
The mattress had to be spread out at the best end of the ward a place of honor. But that place of honor was
already occupied by empty cement bags—being the bed of Kenan, one of the ward regulars. The Captain
commanded:
“Call him out here. Let’s get his nod.”
“What for?”
“This is his corner!”
Berbat gave no answer. No sooner had he grabbed Kenan’s cement bags, than he hurled them away:
“This is his corner, says Cap’n. Did that son of a bitch get it from his father?” Berbat ordered Kaya Ali:
“Put that mattress down, scum!” Kaya Ali’s face got sour:
“I’m not scum.”
“What’re you, then?”
“My Agha’s dogsbody!”
This was perfectly true. He wasn’t a bum any more. He was a hard-working and honorable man working for
the Captain. Berbat’s silence was taken by Kaya All to mean the acknowledgement of his being right; therefore,
he added:
“Next time think twice before you call me names!”
He slowly took the mattress down from his shoulder. He was very serious as he meticulously spread the linen
cloth and placed the mattress on it. Izmirli Kenan, appearing suddenly from nowhere, said:
“Why did you chuck my bed away. Berbat? That’s not fair, is it? You could have asked me to remove it, and
I’d have done It. I’d do anything for the Captain. I too have my pride like everybody else!”
“Is that thing edible?”
“Everybody’s got his pride. Just because I’m an adembaba—Allah, this man—”
“That’s enough!”
Large-headed Kenan from Izmir, collected his cement bags and went to look for another place. Captain Ahmet
pitied him. Taking a quarter of a lira from his pocket, he went to Kenan and put it quickly into his hand without
letting Berbat and the others see.
Kenan had long forgotten such things. First, he got confused, he felt funny: then, feel ing wild with joy, he
embraced the Captain:
“Captain … You Captain Ahmet you …” Tears came to Kenan’s eyes. The Captain freed himself from Kenan’s embrace, saying:
“Take it easy!”
He gave a quick look at Berbat. And, Kenan understood what that look meant. It was too late, however. For
Berbat noticed it—leaving them nonplussed. Joining the two, Berbat said:
“Don’t do that, Captain. Don’t let these bums get the habit, for Allah’s sake!” The Captain wanted to cut it
short:
“It’s all right!”
“All right, but you won’t be able to cope with ’em pretty soon. You give ’em your hand, then you lose your
whole arm!”
“I said it’s alright—no?”
“Them guys’ll steal the Prophet from Allah’s pocket. Once they get the knack of it—then that’s the end.
Because of your soft heart, every time they come to you lookin’ sad and startin’ to cry you won’t be able to stop
yourself. Forget ’em. Even Allah’s got no pity for ’em—why should you? Let’s not throw our money around.”
They both went to the side of the mattress Kaya Ali was putting in the place of honor.
“Them guys’ll dye their mothers ’n sell ’em to their fathers!” Berbat said sharply to Kaya Ali:
“Puff the mattress up, dumbo!” Kaya All sternly turned towards Berbat and said:
“I’m not a dumbo!”
“What are you then?”
“I’m the son of a village elder.”
“Stop braggin’ about a tombstone!”
“It’s none of your business. If my Agha tells me to puff it, then I’ll puff it. Shall I puff it up, Agha?”
The Captain nodded his head. Only then did he start to puff up the mattress. Though he toiled, bathed in sweat,
for fifteen minutes, the mattress would not puff up. The stuffing, instead of being pure wool, was of rags and bits
and pieces. No matter how hard he teased, it just became lumpier. Though everyone there knew that the mattress
345

would never swell, they played dumb. Otherwise, they would have to admit that the mattress was not pure wool.
Berbat ordered again:
“That’s enough, it’s puffed up.” This time, Kaya All took no offence:
“And how! It really got swelled! As a matter of fact we’ve got the Captain a good bed—” The others shouted
from every direction:
“Good bed. It’s worthy the money spent on it!”
“If its wool wasn’t pure, it wouldn’t get swelled up.”
“Sure thing.”
“It’d get knotty and be in lumps.”
“A man’s gotta pay for somethin’ good.”
“Right! We don’t want no rubbish.”
*
The Captain was happy. He felt very proud to hear his mattress being praised. As he put his hand in his pocket.
Berbat asked:
“What? Again?” The Captain hesitated and then said:
“Let’s buy a brazier, a teapot, a pot …”
Berbat thought quickly. He held the Captain’s hand, and said:
“You can pay later. Come here, Kaya Ali!”
Kaya Ali made no move. He was staring angrily from a short distance away. This Berbat was ordering him
around as if he were his Agha! Berbat repeated:
“Come over here, sucker!” Kaya Ali lowered his hands from his waist:
“What you want?”
“Go around the wards ’n look for a nice brazier, a nice teapot and a pot—when you find ’em, come back ’n tell
us. We’re gonna buy!” Kaya All turned towards the Captain:
“What you say Cap’n, shall I go?”
The Captain nodded his head. Berbat looked at Kaya Ali in such a way that Kaya Ali dashed off. Chicken thief
Recep clicked his tongue after him:
“Tsch tsch tsch. What a dumbo that guy is. Why don’t he just obey when they give ’im a command? Aghas, if
somethin’ else’s needed, you can shoot me off too—I’ll go ’n look round.”
“I go too—shoot me off too!”
“We all wanna go. You just give the orders.” Chickener said:
“Kaya Ali doesn’t understand about merchandise. Ain’t it so, Fitil?” Very tall, thin Fitil answered:
“Sure he don’t. That sponger always’s landed on his feet!”
“Never hand your money over to him.”
“Why not?”
“He’ll pull the wool over your eyes—Allah is my witness!” Berbat laughed:
“Which one of you won’t cheat us, you pocketpickin’, bag-snatchin’ bums?” Chickener provoked Berbat:
“Twisters, too. Add that too, Berbat!”
No longer was he the old Berbat who threw dice for cigarette butts, scavenged cans like the others, or spong ed
dope as he had until a couple of days earlier. He was now the closest friend, the right-hand man of someone with a
hundred’n fifty lira! He casually examined the adembabas waiting to be told to do a job, but considered none of
them fit. He pulled the Captain aside and said:
“You can’t trust these guys! Tell me what you got in mind, then we’ll decide accordingly!” The Captain briefly
explained:
“I’m gonna boil a pot, I’m gonna brew tea. Free tea for all!”
“And then?”
And then, what? It was free tea for all—just like that. Let the adembabas get fed. Wasn’t a brother’s money to
be shared?
In Berbat’s opinion none of this was necessary. All that expenditure would be for nothing. Besides, the adembabas would not be able to appreciate the kindness. It was better to let them go to the soup kitchen at the second
section and stuff themselves. But, as the Captain had put his foot down, Berbat had to comply:
“Okay, then. What we gonna cook?”
“Beans!”
Berbat’s mouth watered. A potful of beans, in the hot steaming broth of which chunks of meat floated! It had
been months since he had last dipped the soft inside of a loaf into bean-stew gravy and lapped it up. His mouth
watered again. After spitting copiously on to the ward concrete, he said:
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“Give me the dough!” After taking the money from the Captain, he turned towards Recep:
“Come here, Chickener. Go grab half a kilo beans ’n quarter kilo stewin’ meat from the grocer.” The Captain
corrected him:
“Make it half a kilo!” Berbat ignored him:
“You listen to me: go ’n get me half a kilo beans ’n quarter kilo meat! But look, get easy-cook beans!” Kenan
asked:
“Onions? Don’t you need onions?”
“Salt. Salt too.”
“Won’t taste any good without it!”
“Tomato paste?”
“You forgot the red pepper!” Berbat broke out angrily:
“Cut that out, you suckers! Tomato paste ’n red pepper. This ain’t no restaurant. Nor your father’s home.”
Chickener at once supported Berbat:
“Sure thing. This ain’t your fathers’ home!”
As Chickener dashed out of the ward door holding a fiver in his hand to buy the food, he ran into Izmirli
Kenan. Chickener couldn’t be bothered to stop and talk to him. He had a whole five lira bill in his hand. Anyone
with a fiver in his hand would not count as an adambaba. So, if not counted as one … Izmirli stopped him:
“Where are you off to, man?” Chickener answered seriously:
“I’ve got some business.”
“What business you got?”
“None of your business!”
“You gonna steal somethin’ from some place?”
“I’m not you!”
“Since when?”
Chickener, not wanting to answer, walked away. But Izmirli, whose head resembled a huge cardboard box, ran
after him. Together they went down the stairs, passed along the unlit corridor, and reached the colossal iron gate—
the portal of the jail. The jail grocery was next to this iron gate. Seeing the fiver in Chickener’s hand, Ke-nan
gasped:
“How did you get that, man? You sold the rations?”
“Not in your life!”
“Where you got it then?”
“My Agha gave it to me!”
“To you? Why?”
Chickener had to tell him. Izmirli was mighty glad. So the Captain was throwing a dinner party that night.
“You think I can eat too? Would you let me eat with you?”
“We’re all gonna eat.”
“The Cap’n, he’s the greatest. He’s the daddy of ’em all! You know what, we gotta have fresh bread with it.”
“We’ll have that.”
“Onions too?”
“Onions too.” Izmirli hopped about where he stood with his giant head.
“Just pound the onion with your fist, get its heart out, dip it into salt, and wolf it. You getting’ tomato paste for
the beans?”
“Won’t taste any good without it!”
“Red pepper?” A guard turned up by then:
“Back to your wards, you bums!” Chickener stood his ground:
“To our wards? Bums? Who’s bums, man?” The guard answered:
“You! Who else?” Now both of them spoke as one:
“We’re no bums!”
“Yeah?”
“For sure we’re no bums. Look!” Chickener waved the five-lira bill. The guard gasped:
“I’ll be damned!”
“You see what I mean?”
“What ’ya gonna buy with that?”
“Shoppin’—groceries.”
“What groceries.”
“Beans, meat, onions, tomato paste, red pepper …” Something else occured to the guard’s mind, and he asked:
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“Where did you get that money from?” Chickener retorted:
“We got it from where we got it!”
“You stole it, I’ll bet?”
“Yeah, we stole it.”
“If the news breaks out, then you’re in for it!”
“What you gonna do?”
“I’ll break your bones!”
“If the news breaks out, then go ahead and break!”
The grocer had come to the other side of the iron gate. As Chickener gave the grocer, the guard pulled Izmirli
aside:
“How did that bum get that money?” Izmirli answered:
“Our Agha’s given it.”
“Who’s your Agha?”
“Captain Ahmet.”
“That guy from Rize? Where did he find it?”
“What you mean find? His mother’s sent it to him!”
“How much?”
“Hunnerd’n fifty lira. He’s a real man!” Listening to their talk, Chickener chipped in:
“Our Agha’s even bought a mattress!”
“So?” Izmirli said:
“So … we’re gonna eat beans tonight!” The guard was laughing. Chickener added:
“Gonna have tea, too.”
“Our Agha’s a real man. He gave me a quarter just like that!”
That was news to Chickener. He asked with interest:
“What’ve you done with the quarter?”
Izmirli did not wish to answer him with the guard around. But Chickener persisted:
“Well? What’ve you done with it? You hidin’ from me? It’s my fault that I brought you here along with me.
Tell me, what’ve you done with the quarter?” Izmirli spoke, after the guard had left:
“I lost it at dice. First, I kept winnin’ till I had a lira ’n a half. I should of left up then. But I didn’t. And then,
shoot! Hard luck!” Rather hurt, Chickener asked again:
“So he gave it to you just like that?”
“Just like that, on my Allah’s honor.”
“If he gave it to me, maybe I’d sit to gamblin' too. But I’d let up the minute I made a lira ’n a half. A man’s
gotta let up soon as he makes a lira ’n a half, don’t he?”
“I reckoned maybe I’d win some more.”
“Would that a man got special power from Allah. Winnin’ every time he sits to gamblin’. They bet a hunnerd?
You must take that in one throw. A thousand? You take that too!”
“Then nobody’d play with you!”
“Why?”
“What you pocketed, remains with you!”
When they heard the grocer’s deep voice from the other side of the Iron gate, Chickener ran to him and got the
goods. They passed through the semidarkness of the corridors they had come through not long before. They went
up the staircase and returned to the 72nd ward. Berbat took the bags from their hands.
Chickener was puzzling his brains about the quarter given to Izmirli, without being asked. Chickener, unseen
by Berbat, went close to the Captain, and said:
“You’ve given Izmirli a quarter without him askin’ you. And he’s gone ’n lost it at dice. If I’d of been in his
place ’n I’d—” The Captain, seeing what he meant, asked:
“What’d you have done?”
“What I’d of done? I’d of kept it, Agha. As my Agha’s keepsake. Goin’ ’n losin’ it at dice like that … ain’t that
a shame!?”
The Captain didn’t answer. Producing another quarter, he slipped it into Chickener’s palm. After ambling
around for a while, Chickener slipped out.
He would let up the moment he made a lira and a half.
He wasn’t Izmirli, was he?
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1
Once upon a time, in the topsy turvy days when grain sieves sat in the straw, there was an Emperor. Like all
emperors, this Emperor of a certain country, according to the custom of that era, had gangs of musicians and
dancers, harem girls, slave women, servants and yes-men by the score and I don’t know what else.
This Emperor in a certain country, like all emperors in all times and in all places, went out hunting when he
could spare the time from such important state business as being present at inauguration ceremonies, reviewing
parades, reading speeches that other people had written and taking trips.
This hunting fan of an Emperor, because he was very sensitive to humidity, used to call in his Chief Astrologer,
before he went on the hunt to kill the special animals which had been specially raised in his special forest, and ask
him, “How will the weather be today?” and the Chief Astrologer would always answer his question in the same
way,
“Your Gracious Majesty, thanks to your kindness, the weather in our country is always bright and sunny.
However you command and order, so the weather will be, lord.” The Emperor, who was a suspicious sort like all
emperors, did not trust his Chief Astrologer and so he would also ask the Grand Vizier,
“How will the weather be today?” The aged Vizier, the hairs in whose ears had even turned white and with his
white beard coming down to his belly, would bow till he touched the Emperor’s feet and say,
“Thanks to your regal mercies, both at home and abroad, both the political atmosphere and all the other
atmospheres, thank God, are very good.” The distrustful Emperor would also ask the other viziers about the
weather, one by one, and they would say,
“The skyline is pink, the air is clear. May God protect you, could it be otherwise while you reign over us, my
lord?”
At last the Emperor would have faith in what all these scientists and statesmen had told him and would believe
in his own authority and power and have the hunting gear loaded on the backs of his personal slaves and with the
police and gendarmerie going ahead and the sentries coming last and with guards and bodyguards and pickets and
rear guards, civilians and state officials and with his cat in the middle of it all and with a great commotion and
shouting, laughing and capering, they would set out to hunt his special animals, specially raised in his special
forest.
Time came and went and another day the Emperor called in his Chief Astrologer, his Grand Vizier, his viziers,
his Chief Molla and his Highness the Foreign Minister, the Chief Eunuch and the Chief Chamberlain and asked
them each individually according to their ranks how the weather would be that day and after they had answered,
“My lord, thanks to you, the weather today will be better than yesterday,” he set out on his way.
Although starting a month beforehand all the roads the Emperor was going to travel over had been combed and
any people found on them had been chased off and shooed away, somehow there was still a peasant sitting at the
foot of a tree with his donkey. Because the Emperor had never seen a peasant before in his life, he could not figure
out what sort of creature this ragged, barefooted being might be.
“What are you?” he asked. “Are you a man or a spirit?” But when the peasant said, “I’m not a man and not a
spirit. I’m a person just like you,” the Emperor exploded with rage.
“What insolence is this? No one could be like us. Make haste and strike off his head.” But just as the Chief
Executioner was bringing down his scimitar towards the hair-thin neck of the peasant, the Emperor shouted,
“Stop! Oh strange being whose talk resembles more or less that of a man, we want to ask you something. If
you know the answer we will spare your life. How will the weather be today?” So the peasant said,
“In a little while the wind will blow, a storm will burst, the rain will start and floods will wash everything
away.” The Emperor, who was very grieved at these words, shouted,
“Traitorous knave, do you not know that when we have willed it, the weather cannot turn bad? How can it rain
when the Emperor is hunting? Quick, tie this fellow to the mule’s tail.”
They tied the peasant’s donkey to the tail of a mule and they tied the peasant to the donkey’s tail and so they
went their way. No sooner had they gone as far as a bullet could fly than the sky suddenly grew dark and was
covered with clouds and the lightening flashed and thunder roared and a storm burst forth such that the winds
blew from every direction and the floods washed over the earth. The Emperor who had just saved his life, scarcely
managed to stagger into his palace. He was so angry that he fired his Chief Astrologer, his Grand Vizier and his
other viziers who had given him the incorrect weather report. Some of them he had beheaded. Then he summoned
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to his presence the peasant who had warned him that the storm was coming. Giving the Grand Vizier’s seal to the
peasant who was still shaking and exhausted from having been dragged by the mule’s tail, he said,
“We make you Grand Vizier.”
*
Some time after he had made the peasant Grand Vizier, the Emperor had second thoughts and summoned the
peasant Grand Vizier into his presence once again and asked him,
“How did you know it was going to rain?”
“My lord, when I look at my donkey’s ears, I can tell what the weather is going to be like. When it’s going to
rain, my donkey’s ears hang down and I know it will rain that day.” Then the Emperor said to himself,
“How stupid of me. So it wasn’t the peasant who knew what the weather was going to be, it was the donkey. A
donkey knew more than all these viziers and ministers. I have been unjust to this poor donkey. It’s not the peasant
but the donkey whom I should have made Grand Vizier.”
He immediately fired the peasant and made the donkey Grand Vizier. When it was going to be fine weather, the
donkey would bray happily, when it was going to rain, his ears hung down and when there would be a storm, his
tail hung limp.
When the Emperor was about to proclaim war, set out on a campaign, journey or hunt, he watched the donkey’s ears and tail and listened to his braying. He never disobeyed the donkey’s bray.
2
We have learned a fearful lesson from the First and the Second World War that followed it. We have seen how
at the end of both wars the historical monuments which were the great works of civilization, the great buildings,
the houses of worship, the bridges, the museums which honor our civilization and the factories which are both the
product and creations of our technical progress, all the school houses and university buildings, the libraries which
guard all the historical documents of civilization and all the great cities, were destroyed and annihilated. These
things which had been destroyed were the very essence of civilization itself.
The reconstruction, restoration and rebuilding of these monuments of civilization destroyed in the First and
Second World Wars was very difficult and expensive.
Great efforts and research have been expended to find answers to this difficulty. A weapon must be constructed
that would kill the enemy but which would not harm the stones, concrete, soil, iron and cement. Indeed, concrete,
iron or stones have no enemies. What have the poor stones, the concrete, the iron and the wood or the monuments
of civilization, ever done to us that we should destroy them?
As a result of all this research, they succeeded in discovering the neutron bomb. We can thus see that the
neutron bomb is a weapon which will save and protect our civilization and is the greatest wonder of our age. Can
you think, it is difficult to conceive of it, that the neutron bomb which will leak through all the nooks and crannies
of the buildings which are the monuments of civilization and destroy every living thing in them, will not damage
in the least the whitewash of those buildings, the paint on the doors and windows, the carpets on the floors, the
lace on the curtains, the gilded mirror frames, the wallpaper or the lacquer on the furniture and will not even make
the windows rattle? Can you conceive of a more humane or civilized weapon?
And after such a war, we who remain alive will use at our pleasure the totally empty cities saved from all
damage, the apartments with no one in them, furnished too, the ships in the deserted harbors, the museums and
schools and universities and libraries without men. There will only remain a small cleaning job for the people who
will have become the possessors of these relics of civilization: that will be to gather together and dispose of the
refuse left over from the people, from the human cadavers and the piles of bones and ashes left by the cadavers
and to purify our beautiful world adorned with the works of civilization.
Who can oppose the use of the neutron bomb, the greatest miracle of our age which will save civilization,
because it kills people? We must not forget: what possible use is a bomb which neither kills people nor destroys
buildings? Some people compare a bomb with a spray gun to kill bugs. The neutron bomb is not a spray gun for
flies!
The number killed in both World Wars was around sixty million. If those sixty million had not died, their
descendants would have increased over the last thirty years and today they would be at least two hundred million.
If we were to add two hundred million to this world into which we can barely squeeze as it is, our world would
become completely unlivable. In these days, it is not from a dearth of people what we suffer; on the contrary,
there are more people that we want or know what to do with in our world.
As we know, to sustain world market prices, surplus agricultural produce such as grain, potatoes and coffee are
destroyed by being thrown into the sea or burned. It is for this reason that for example in agricultural planning,
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sometimes farmers are paid for the wheat they did not sow that year, just as if they had cultivated and reaped that
wheat. Just because people who exceed the world's requirements are destroyed just like agricultural produce such
as potatoes, grain, coffee and so forth are destroyed by burning in order not to undercut the prices of the world
market, is no reason for propaganda to be made against us. Therefore, the decrease of the number of mankind by
natural means in wars is the most intelligent and suitable proposition for keeping the world population in balance.
All over the world today, there is an effort to prevent increase of population. It is for this reason in fact that
population planning and population limitation is being carried out and that even people’s sexual desires are being
restrained and in fact people are being sterilized in some places. While the situation is thus, it shows lack of
understanding of what civilization consists of to represent the neutrons bomb’s ability to kill people while not
damaging iron, stone, wood, concrete, cloth, lace and velvet, as some sort of deficiency or as a fault. Man is a sum
of numbers consisting of his shirt size, his shoe number, his phone number, his insurance number, his house
number, his gas, electricity and water meter numbers, the numbers of the busses, trolleys and streetcars he rides
on and great many other numbers as well.
So then, let us compare figures: sixty million men died in the First and Second World Wars. If contemporary
civilization should feel that it needed sixty million people, it would carry out population planning to obtain sixty
million more people in the same way that it would plant wheat if more wheat were needed. It is a much easier
and, by the way, a more agreeable job to make children than to build the buildings which are the monuments of
civilization, as every man and woman who had experimented in this field knows.
If a museum collapses we make another museum. If sixty million people die, we can make sixty million more
and brand new and fresh as daisies.
It is truly hard to understand what the people who are opposed to the neutron bomb want. That is, do they
absolutely want the museums, scientific laboratories, monuments, houses of worship, schools and university
buildings, libraries and factories destroyed together with the people the neutron bomb kills?
The opponents of the neutron bomb forget this: those who die by the explosion of the neutron bomb will never
be we civilized men who are the custodians of civilization.
3
I needed a medical report. At the age of twenty-four, I thought that my whole future would depend on that
medical report. All the tests showed me to be in good health. The only thing left was my eye examination.
Because I was so confident of my eyes, I left that till last. After the eye test, the doctor said,
“I’m going to put in your report that you’re one dioptric myopic and I’m writing you a prescription for
glasses.”
The world suddenly seemed gray and dreary. I thought, with my inexperience at that age, that if my eyes
hadn’t turned out to be bad, and thus my bright future hadn’t been suddenly darkened, I would have turned into
something completely different from what I was: into a great man. What, for example? Well, a captain on a
ferryboat or a department head in some office.
Before this happened, I could see a fly on the tail of a black cow at five hundred paces, now I couldn’t read the
print in the newspaper even if I held it under my nose. I told everybody who asked me,
“I’m myopic.”
“You can’t be myopic,” they said.
“Why?”
“Myopic people can’t see in the distance and you can’t see what’s nearby.”
I had learned in school that myopic people can’t see what’s far away but I had forgotten that. After others had
straightened me out on the matter, I started reading newspapers and books again but I could not see a wall three
feet away. I wanted to buy some glasses but I had lost the prescription. I had my eyes checked by another doctor.
The doctor said,
“There’s nothing wrong with your eyes.”
“How can that be? Last month I was one dioptric myopic.”
The doctor got angry. He said,
“Whoever said that was just plain dumb.”
Because I was of the same opinion, I started to see much better than before. I didn’t wear any glasses until I
was forty-five.
*
Seven or eight months earlier a friend who came to the house had asked,
“Why don’t you wear glasses?”
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“Why should I?”
“At your age, you have to. If you don’t start wearing glasses now, later on your eyes will go completely bad
and you won’t be able to see anything.”
My friend left and a fog settled over my vision. I couldn’t see anything, close or distant. By the way, I have to
tell my secret quirk. I have always secretly wanted two things in life. One was to lose my hair and have a receding
hairline and the other was to wear glasses. These two things show a man to be an intellectual. If a butcher boy
were to lose his hair and put on glasses, you could make him an assistant professor at the university and nobody
would know the difference.
Not even one of my wishes came true, not that anything that I had ever wished for had actually happened. My
hair got thicker every day, but at least I could wear the glasses and people would think I was an educated man. I
went to an eye doctor. He examined me.
“One seventy-five dioptric myopic,” he said.
So the doctor who examined me twenty years before was right after all! The dioptric had increased from that
time and now it was seventy-five.
I got a pair of glasses made according to his prescription. As soon as I put those glasses on, my head started to
spin, I felt sick at my stomach and I started, pardon the expression, vomiting all over the place. I threw up
everything I had inside me as if I were in a boat on a rough sea. I would take my glasses off and I couldn’t see
anything. When I put them on, not only could I not see anything but I vomited. If I put them on, I had one sort of
trouble and if I didn’t, I had another. It was a pain.
*
A friend felt sorry for me. He said,
“Let me recommend you a really good eye doctor. You go to him.”
I went. The doctor first examined me, then he looked at the glasses.
“What monkey prescribed you these glasses? You’re not myopic.”
“What am I then?”
“Hypermyopic, two dioptrics hypermyopic.”
I had known there had been something wrong. If somebody could think that a hypermyopic was myopic,
wouldn’t that cause the trouble?
I got another pair of glasses according to this prescription. These glasses didn’t make me vomit and they didn’t
make me sick to my stomach, however they did make me cry. The instant I put them on, tears burst from my eyes.
I would sob my heart out. When I cried, a sadness oppressed me and I would weep floods. The only thing these
glasses were good for was to wear at funerals. My eyes were bloodshot from weeping. A good friend said,
“Look here, you’re going to go blind. Go to a government hospital. A great big government hospital is different
from a private doctor’s office.”
*
The eye doctor at the hospital was even a professor. Yes indeed, a clinic is something else. There was every
kind of instrument and it all shone and glittered. The professor examined my eyes. I told him what had happened
to me.
“One eye is myopic and the other is hypermyopic,” I said. The professor was enraged.
“That son of a this and that!" he shouted. “Your eyes aren’t either myopic or hypermyopic. You’re astigmatic.”
I had another pair of glasses made according to the professor's prescription. These glasses were really good. I
could see everything with them. The only thing was, nothing was where it should have been. The world had
moved away and left me behind. The wall of the room where I had lived for ten years had moved back thirty
meters. I couldn’t even shake a friend’s hand. I would want to write something, the paper underneath my hand
looked as if it were two meters away. It was something like looking through the wrong end of a pair of binoculars.
Everything was far away and tiny. People looked like lentil beans.
Well, maybe I could learn to like this and start feeling important. Everything was little and far away. Oh, this
was great! It was all fine except I couldn’t eat. When I sat at the table, the plate looked twenty meters away. I
would stick my nose in the hot soup and I would stretch my spoon out to a soup dish that looked as though it were
two meters away. I couldn’t eat, drink or walk around.
*
They led me by the arm to another eye doctor. This doctor had studied in America. They claimed that he had
implanted a wolf’s eyes in a mole. After a tremendously long examination, he said,
“What blankity blank gave you these glasses? My God, what a stupid bum! And these guys call themselves
doctors? If you file a complaint, they’ll take his license away.”
“I’ll leave his punishment to God,” I said.
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“Your right eye is one and a half and your left eye is two dioptrics myopic.”
I bought a new pair of glasses. Now, everything looked double. There are seven people at my house and they
looked like fourteen. At first I didn’t pay any attention because I said to myself,
“People look very much like one another and these people must have been created double.”
Even if people do look alike, do they look that much alike? Well, other people are one thing but what about me
myself? When I looked at my feet, I had four. I had ten fingers on just one hand. I was ready to go crazy.
*
I went to another eye doctor. This one had studied in Germany.
“What blankity blank blank gave you these glasses?” he said.
“What is the matter with them?”
“What do you think? They are wrong.”
My left eye was three dioptrics myopic astigmatic and my right eye was two and a half dioptrics hypermetropic. After I had put on the glasses he gave me, I couldn’t see anything, day or night. Everything was pitch
black.
*
They led me to another doctor. The man laughed,
“What blankity blank blank blank wrote this prescription? There is nothing wrong with your eyes. They are
perfectly normal.”
“I can’t see anything. Everything is black.”
“That’s just because you are suffering from night blindness.”
Pills, shots, vitamins and a pair of new glasses. When I put these glasses on, everything in the distance looked
as though it were right under my nose. When I stepped out from the pier to get into the ferry, I almost fell in the
sea. Before the ferry would moor at the pier, I would be boarding it.
There wasn’t an eye doctor left that I hadn’t visited. If one said that my right eye was myopic and my left eye
was hypermetropic, the other one said just the opposite. One said I was astigmatic and another that I had a
cataract. The glasses that the one who said I had cataracts gave me, made me see green. Then the doctor said,
“He’s suffering from color blindness.”
That is, thanks to the glasses, I saw things in as many shapes and colors as one could see, whether from a
distance or from nearby. The last glasses I put on made everything look as though it were far below me. The world
had sunk 40 or 50 centimeters below my feet. When I walked down a level road, I felt as though I were walking
down a stairway. I started walking “flopity-flop” like a camel. That was why, when I was going down the steps to
the Bridge, I tried to take a step because the stair under my foot looked a meter lower than it was and I fell, rolling
all the way to the bottom.
My glasses had fallen off. I couldn’t see anything without glasses. It was as though I were surrounded by a
mist. They helped me up off the ground.
“But where are my glasses?” I said.
They found my glasses and I put them on. My God, I don't ever remember having seen so well in my life
before. Everything was where it was supposed to be, clear, beautiful. I looked to see whether I had put on
somebody else’s glasses by mistake. No, these were my own, thick, black-framed glasses.
I can’t tell you how happy I was. At last I was free from eye doctors. I could read the smallest print in the
newspapers and see the name on the ferryboat from far away.
*
In that same good mood, I got home. My wife asked,
“What happened to the lenses in your glasses?”
“What do you mean?”
I took my glasses off. I could put my finger all the way through the frame of the glasses. No, there was no
glass in the glasses. It must have broken when I fell down the steps.
Ever since that day I have seen very well without glasses.
4
Very long ago, very recently, from before, from behind, from the other side, from this side, from yesterday,
from tomorrow and both before I was born and after I had died, there was a town on the face of the earth and there
was a house amongst the houses of that town. This town of which I speak exists in what ever century and in
whatever country the readers, tellers and listeners to this story may live. It was built in that country. Whatever
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language the readers speak who have read this story before me and who will read it after me is the language they
spoke in that town.
It all happened at eight o’clock in the morning when the man of the house awoke. The man woke up in his bed,
rubbed his eyes and stretched.
He looked and there was another head, a frightful one, right on the pillow where his head lay. The head was
neither that of man nor animal. It was the head of a monster, never yet seen nor heard of. Huge buffalo eyes were
sunk into its forehead. It puffed from its swine snout which opened and closed like a bellows. Its ears were the
ears of a donkey. An eagle’s claw swelled up a hundred fold and a dog’s tail protruded from under the quilt.
But the man had gotten into the bed with his wife the night before. The bed which they had shared for thirty
years he had shared again the night before with his wife. When the man opened his eyes and saw that a frightful
monster lay in his bosom, he opened his arms wide and throwing himself against the wall, he shouted at the top of
his voice. The waking monster started at the sound of his cry.
“What is the matter with you, dear?” it asked.
The monster could talk like a human being. And its voice was the voice of his wife. Only his wife’s voice was
softer than ever, sweeter, much more lovely.
The man, when he heard the monster speaking in his wife’s voice, leapt out of the bed in his underclothes.
Running to a corner of the room, he crouched down. The monster got out of bed too, putting on a pink jersey slip.
It wasn’t a monster so much as a giantess. It threw its breasts over either shoulder like empty flour bags. Its hair
looked like chimney brooms, like witches’ hair. It asked, stretching out its right claw towards the man who was
trembling with fear,
“What is the matter with you, dear? What is the matter?”
Ah, what a sweet, moving voice this giantess had! The man covered his face with both his hands in order not to
see the giantess and started screaming, scream after scream.
Suddenly the bedroom door opened. Three strange creatures came in. They resembled three boa constrictors
walking on two human legs. Their skin was all scales. But these things weren’t all snakes. They had long furry
tails. One of them had long flaxen hair that tumbled down onto its shoulders.
The man screamed “Help!” at the top of his voice, his eyes popping out of their sockets when he saw these
three strange creatures. The flaxen-haired one went towards the man, saying,
“Daddy, Daddy!” Then the three of them cuddled up to the man, saying
“Dad, Daddy, what’s the matter?”
The man was frightened and baffled. The three strange creatures who were mixtures of snakes, mules and
humans, were talking to him in the voices of his children. The man threw himself towards the door, screaming,
“Mammaaa!”
He had a mother who was about eighty years old. His mother’s voice came from the inner room,
“What’s the matter, my son?”
When the man opened the door from which the voice came he almost fell down in a faint. Inside was a creature
with a human face and the body of a mangy cow, covered in sores.
“What is it, my son?”
The thing with the cow’s body whose mouth opened from the nape of its neck and whose nose was set in the
middle of its forehead, spoke exactly in his mother’s voice.
The man ran and put on his clothes. While he was dressing as fast as he could, the giantess, the creatures who
looked like three snakes and the cow-like thing surrounded him and asked him,
“Tell us, dearest? What is the matter?” The one who was dressed as a giantess asked,
“Why do you look at us so afraid?” The snake mutant with the flaxen hair asked,
“Daddy, why are you shaking?” The man shouted,
“Get away from me!”
*
He barely managed to throw himself into the street. But what should he see but the street was filled with
strange creatures that he had never seen before that day? They were neither exactly animals nor men. They were
creatures with rhinoceros heads set on elephant bodies and camel bodies with orangutan faces. There were
plodding, hopping frogs with men’s heads, swollen up as big as cows. The streets were full of these things. If all
the zoos on earth had been emptied, it still couldn’t have turned out like this because these weren’t even animals.
The man started to run through the streets with his hands on his head in a great panic but there was no way that
he could save himself from these disgusting, frightful creatures. He ran and he ran until he was winded. He ran up
the stairs of the office where he worked. Even his office was filled with these disgusting, strange creatures. He ran
into his office. He went to his desk and sat in his chair. He rang the buzzer to call the office messenger.
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A turkey with a dog’s head on two human feet came in and said,
“What can I do for you, sir?” The man screamed,
“I’m going crazy! I’m going crazy!” The turkey-like creature who had come in, asked him,
“Why is that, sir? Is there something that is irritating you?”
The voice was the voice which he knew very well of the customary office messenger. Closing his eyes in order
not to have to look at him, he said,
“Quick, call me Miss F.”
“Yes, sir.”
Miss F was the office typist whom the man loved madly. She was a girl of surpassing beauty. In a little while
the door opened.
In came a seal with its hide all slick but with four dog’s feet and with a huge tail longer than that of a snake’s
behind. When the man saw this, he screamed, covering his face with his hands,
“Who are you?” The seal-like creature said,
“You sent for me.”
The man, who had turned crazy, rushed out of the door and into the General Director’s office. Another
disgusting monster was sitting at the desk. He came back out, hopeless.
“Is it possible that I’m dreaming? Am I dreaming? Am I asleep?” he muttered to himself.
*
He ran into the street. There again were those monsters, those strange creatures, gigantic spiders, centipedes as
big as elephants, scorpions with men’s heads, crocodiles walking on the feet of geese …
The man ran through the streets, crying, “Save me! Save me!” and throwing himself here and there in a fit. He
ran and ran and screamed and screamed.
All the strange creatures who saw him running and screaming like that, chased after him. They started to chase
the man in order to catch him. The man kept running away. A hyena jumped out in front of him but the man
dodged it in order not to be caught and kept on running. A strange-looking swine tripped him up but the man leapt
up from where he had fallen and kept on running. He kept on screaming,
“Help, save me!”
This chase went on for hours through the streets of the town. Finally the man collapsed in a ditch in an
alleyway. The man-animal mutant monsters who stood all around him murmured,
“What a shame, the poor man has gone crazy.”
They bound the man’s hands and feet firmly with ropes. They cuffed his wrists together and chained his feet
and brought him to a big building in a vehicle. On the door was written “Hospital for Mental Diseases.” They took
the man in and put him into a room on the door of which was written “Chief Doctor.” The man was moaning,
“Save me. Isn’t there a human being here? Save me.”
A creature with a awful face, camel hooves and the body of a crab and wearing a doctor’s smock, came in and
said,
“Let him loose!”
They freed the man from his ropes and chains. The man turned his back to the people in the room and dropped
his head to his knees. The white smocked creature asked him in a gentle voice,
“What is the matter with you?” The man who was crouched down, said, without raising his head from his
knees,
“Nothing is the matter with me.”
“Why won’t you look at me?” The man explained what had happened to him ever since he had opened his eyes
that morning, then he moaned,
“Where are human beings? Where are human beings? I want to see a human.” A sound resembling a laugh
came from the white smocked thing.
“I see. I see,” it said. “I will give you a quick treatment.” Having said this, he turned to a huge turtle who was
standing beside him and said,
“Young lady, bring us the ME mirror.”
Two creatures, crosses between huge pigs and hyenas, brought in a big mirror. There in the mirror was an
image more terrifying and disgusting than anything that he had seen since he had opened his eyes that morning. It
was the face of a mutilated man, blood and pus dripping from the wounds. The teeth were long and two of them
hung down below his chin. He had donkey’s ears, popping eyes as big as saucers and horns growing out of the top
of his head. He was a poisonous green lizard with a scaly skin and a big body.
The man screamed in terror at the disgusting and frightful image he saw and then he fell down in a faint.
*
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After lying in a faint for a while, he opened his eyes and asked in a weak voice,
“Where am I?” The white smocked doctor said,
“You are here in the hospital. How are you? Are you all right?” The man said, smiling,
“Thank you, doctor. I am very well.” The doctor said,
“From now on, look into yourself to find whatever you need.”
At the doctor’s side were two lovely female assistants. The man left after thanking them. In the streets were the
usual sort of people. He worked in his office until evening. Then he went home. He said to his wife,
“How are you, my dear?” His wife said,
“Good morning. You slept a long time this morning. Your breakfast is ready. We are waiting for you.”
The man washed up, after getting out of bed, then he kissed his children. He heard a voice from inside,
“How are you, my son?” The man answered,
“Very well, mother. I hope you’re well too.”
5
I had boarded the Izmit bus. I was going to Bayramoglu. Bayramogliu is sixty kilometers from Kadiköy.
It was time to leave but the bus didn’t move. When the passengers started to murmur, someone on the bus said,
“Two passengers haven’t gotten here yet. Let’s wait a little longer.” The man who had said this stuck his head
out of the bus door and started yelling the seat numbers of the two passengers who hadn’t arrived,
“Number fifteeen! Number twentyoneee!” Since he was busying himself with the latecomers, he must be some
sort of company employee, either the driver or the driver’s helper or the ticket taker.
“Number twenty-oneee!”
A big, hulking man came, huffing and puffing, a basket in one hand, a sack in the other, the nape of his neck as
red as a tomato and as puffed up as a tea cake. He climbed aboard the bus and sat in seat number twenty-one. The
man who had yelled the numbers of the empty seats started to scold him, saying,
“Why don’t you get on in time and not keep all these passengers waiting?”
But when the ruddy man with the puffy neck, turning around with his whole body because he couldn’t turn just
his thick neck, shot back gruffly, “What’s it to you, damn it all? What are you jabbering about?” the other got
quiet as a mouse but he was very angry. To vent his anger, he began to shout towards the square in an even higher
voice, the number of the remaining empty seat,
“Number fifteeen! Number fifteeen! Look here, number fifteen! Where are you, damn it all, number fifteeen?”
His voice resounded through the square. One of the passengers said,
“Come on, let the bus leave!” The man who had been yelling said to the passenger,
“It’s only been three minutes. What difference would it make if we waited another couple of minutes?” Then
he leaned out of the bus door and continued shouting towards the square,
“Number fifteeen! Hey there, number fifteeen!”
The driver took his seat and started the engine, so then the man who had been yelling wasn’t the bus driver.
The bus sat there rattling while the man shouted fit to burst his lungs,
“Number fifteeen!”
The front door was closed. The bus started to move. We were just about to leave when a man came flying up in
total confusion and barely threw himself into the bus. Because the bus was already moving he staggered along
looking for his place and sat in seat number fifteen which was empty. His chest was heaving like a bellows and he
was all out of breath. The man who had been yelling the seat numbers just a little while before started to scold the
late passenger,
“Why don’t you get on board on time and not make all these people wait?” The belated passenger said
ashamedly,
“You’re right, sorry.” But then the other one became even more contrary.
“What’d you mean ‘sorry’? After all these passengers waited for you, now you say you’re ‘sorry’!”
“Oh my God, I don’t know what more I can say. I beg your pardon.”
“What right do you think you have to make us wait?” The passenger, who was scrunched down in seat fifteen,
said in a teary voice,
“Of course, I had no right. It was a shame. It was a terrible shame.”
“When you buy your ticket, you don’t go wandering off from the bus.”
“I swear to God, it’s not something that I ever do. I have always been a careful, a very cautious person. I
always go to the vehicle I’m traveling on a long while before departure time.”
“We waited for you for five minutes, damn it.”
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“Believe me, this is the first time it’s ever happened.”
“The fault is ours for having waited so long for you.”
“I don’t know what to say. You are right.”
“The bus should have left then, you would have come to your senses.”
The other travelers were silent. They were listening to the conversation of the passenger in seat number fifteen
and the man in the rear space of the bus. The delayed passenger was a thin, bespectacled gentleman who looked
about fifty years old. However much he humbled himself, pouring out his apologies for having kept us waiting,
the other crowed the louder, raising his tone higher and higher:
“They shouldn’t let your kind ride on a bus. There shouldn’t be a second’s delay. When the time comes, the bus
should just leave.”
“You are so right but what can I do, it’s happened already. I said, didn’t I, this is the first time it’s happened to
me? Anything you say is justified.”
“I strained my voice shouting, ‘Number fifteen, number fifteen’.”
“I don’t know how I came to be late; I can’t say.”
“I yelled and yelled but the fellow was nowhere to be found.”
“My God, you can say anything to me you want.”
The ticket-taker was checking our tickets so then the man who was doing the screaming wasn’t the ticket-taker.
He might be the assistant to the driver but the driver’s assistant was distributing bottles of water to the passengers
who wanted them. What then? Maybe he was the owner of the bus.
*
We had gone more or less thirty kilometers and passed Tuzia. The man whose connection with the bus I hadn’t
been able to figure out was still scolding the late arrival without a pause and the passenger was still trying to
defend himself, squirming and begging pardon.
“Everybody has some business to take care of. You don’t keep this many people waiting, damn it. Shame on
you.”
“I wish I had never gone off. I wish I had had a broken leg so I wouldn’t have left the bus.”
“When you buy your ticket, you go and sit in your seat, mister.”
“All together I only made you wait five little minutes.”
“Oh my goodness, sir. Just five minutes, damn it all. Oh no, we should have waited for your lordship a week.”
“What’s done is done. What more can I do?”
“Now he says, ‘What’s done is done’. You should be ashamed of yourself, by God. Look here, the least
anybody could do is be ashamed and keep his mouth shut.”
The passenger who had shrunk into his seat remained silent but the other one had raised his voice to a shout:
“If you can’t make it, you should buy a ticket for the next bus.”
He waited a while for the answer. When there was none,
“Now he won’t talk, look at that. A human being would say he was sorry. People like that drive you crazy, I
swear to God.”
As the bus was turning down the side road to Bayramolu, the puffy passenger with the thick red neck sitting in
seat number twenty-one shouted at the man who had been yelling for an hour,
“What are you on this bus anyways? Who’n hell are you?” The shouting man suddenly turned shy.
“Me? Who, me? Oh, nobody. I’m a passenger on the bus,” he said.
The bus stopped on the Bayramoglu side road and I got out. I was so curious about what happened afterwards
on that bus that I was sorry I had gotten off.
6
This is how they caught Hamdi the Elephant.
This was the telegram that the Istanbul Police Department sent all the provincial police departments,
A dangerous, convicted con artist, alias “Hamdi the Elephant”, thirty-five years old, tall,
weighing two hundred kilos, brown hair, three teeth missing, upper molar filled, lower
canine gold-plated, striped brown suit, partly bald, round face, brown eyes, has escaped
from the custody of two of our policemen by exploiting their dozing off to sleep after having
carefully guarded the guard box they were sitting in for three days and nights. It has
definitely been established as the conclusion of all our investigations, proceedings and researches that Hamdi the Elephant has escaped. In the event that he should stop by one of
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the provincial or district police stations to ask for some directions or the address of a
policeman, please tell him not to leave us wondering any longer but to turn himself in at the
Istanbul Police Department at his earliest convenience. Please find a photograph of the
dangerous felon Hamdi the Elephant enclosed. xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
In a provincial railroad station, two policemen were talking to one another.
“Ramazan, my brother, that fellow over there drinking salep is Hamdi the Elephant for certain.”
“Huh, looks like him alright. Let’s have a look at that picture.” He pulled out the picture and showed it to his
friend.
“That’s not him, Ramazan, by goodness, that’s you!”
“Huh? Oh, I had it taken over the holidays. How is it?”
“It’s all right but why didn’t you smile a little? Come on and let’s find Hamdi the Elephant’s picture.”
Ramazan pulled a wad of pictures out of his pocket and shuffled through them.
“That’s my kid’s picture. This one was taken when I was in the army. Who’s this one, Mahmut?”
“Him? Oh, that’s Dopehead Ali, the heroin smuggler.”
“And this is Suphi, the sneak hotel thief. These pictures are all mixed up. Hey, find us that Hamdi the
Elephant.”
Mahmut and Ramazan sorted through the pictures (and they looked for Hamdi the Elephant’s picture).
“Hurry it up, Mahmut. That guy has drunk his salep. He’s getting ready to leave. See how he’s looking all
around.”
“I found it. This is the picture. That’s it! He’s the one.” They went up to the suspect.
“Stop right there, buddy.” They looked first at the picture, then at the man’s face.
“Stand sideways.”
“Say, Ramazan, this doesn’t look like him.”
“Let’s let His Honor the Superintendent have a look at him. Maybe he’ll see some resemblance.”
“Come on, buddy. We’re going to the police station.”
*
Two policemen were talking in the marketplace of a country town.
“Shükrü, my friend, isn’t it a shame? We chase all over the place from morning to night and we haven’t caught
Hamdi the Elephant yet.”
“Could he be that man?”
“Maybe it’s him. Let’s ask him.” They went up to the man.
“Mister, what’s your name.”
“Mustafa.” They whisper into one another’s ears,
“He says it’s ‘Mustafa’.”
“Well, he isn’t about to say he’s ‘Hamdi’ … He’s hiding his real name.”
“He’ll make a fool of us if we let him.”
“Mister, would you please come with us …”
*
Two policemen were talking to one another in a country coffeehouse.
“I caught three Hamdi the Elephants yesterday, but my Superintendent didn’t like a single one.”
“Well, I don't care if he is our Superintendent. He’s darned hard to please.”
“Shush. Quiet down. Look at that guy over there drinking tea.”
“Why, it’s him. He’s the one.”
“But that paper that came says he’s fat. This guy is thin, like a skeleton.”
“Buddy, he’s lost weight. You think it’s easy to escape from jail?”
“Okay, but this one is dark-haired. Hamdi the Elephant is supposed to be a blond.”
“Wandering around the countryside must have changed his complexion.”
“You’re right but this one has lots of hair and the paper says that Hamdi the Elephant has lost most of his.”
“Oh, well, that may be. Maybe he’s stuck a wig on his head for a disguise.”
“What are we waiting for? Let’s arrest him.” They approached the man.
“What’s your name?”
“Ham di.” They glanced at one another meaningfully and smiled.
“Come along to the police station … move.”
“What’s going on? What’s the matter?”
“Don’t ask so many questions. You’ll find out at the police station.”
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*
Two policemen arrested a man walking along the one or two kilometers of asphalt road such as a provin-cial
capital has.
“Open your mouth.”
“What for? There’s nothing in my mouth.”
“Open it, if there’s nothing in it.”
The man opened his mouth. Both looked at his teeth at the same time. One policeman asked the other,
“Look at that paper. How many of his teeth are missing?” The other one looked at the paper.
“Three canines missing, a filled molar in the jaw and a gold-plated canine in his lower left jaw.” The
policeman counted the man’s teeth.
“One, two three—don’t move, damn it, you’ll mix me upo—one, two, three … four, five.”
“Twenty-four teeth. He’s got twenty-four teeth.”
“Twenty-four? How many is he missing? You know how many teeth he’s missing?”
“Eight.”
“He must have had them pulled. He’s had them pulled to wipe out the evidence.”
“My teeth are artificial. I don’t have any of my own teeth left. In fact, I broke four of my teeth eating roast
corn.”
“In that paper does it say whether or not the teeth are artificial?”
“It doesn’t say. They forgot to put that in. But he’s the one, the very one. Look, his canine is gold-plated. Come
along with us, mister.”
“Where to?”
“To the police station. March!”
*
Every day hundreds of wires were coming in to the Istanbul Police Department from the provincial police
departments.
“In reference to telegrm numbered such and such and dated such and such: Fourteen Hamdi the Elephants
wearing striped, brown clothes, eight of them having a gold-plated canine tooth, have been arrested in our
province. We respectfully inquire whether this amount is sufficient and whether the search should be continued.”
“In response to the telegram bearing such and such a date: Two dozen Hamdi the Elephants, ranging in weight
from 180 to 220 kilos arrested in this province. Stop. Difference in weights is undoubtedly caused by inaccuracy
in scales, since all have brown eyes. Stop. No doubt they are Hamdi the Elephant. Stop. Sending Hamdi the Elephants. Stop. If any have been overlooked, request that they also be sought with great care and sent here, one by
one. Stop.”
Here is the wire the Istanbul Police Department sent to the provincial police departments:
“Existing Hamdi the Elephants have been deemed sufficient because we no longer have any place to put them.
Stop. Until you receive another order, request that you temporarily stop arresting and searching for Hamdis.
Stop.”
Note: Hamdi the Elephant, the absconder, was arrested.
96.185 Dry Beans\fn{by Samim Kocagöz (1916-

)}

Söke, Aydin Province, Turkey (M) 1

The bailiff of the farm galloped furiously all around the bean field on his gray horse.; He had mobilized three
of his men and had sent them to the wood at the place where the estate was cut off by the river.
“If I could only catch the scoundrels …” he kept on saying, “if I could only get hold of them … I would break
every single bone in their bodies.”
The beans had been picked.
The sheaves lay in rows like lambs ready for the sacrifice.
The laborers, who had come in from the lower end of the field, carried the sheaves to the threshing floor.
The bailiff stopped at the head of the sheaves, lined like soldiers in neat ranks. Like an officer who is yelling
“Attention!” he inspected the ranks once more.
It was clear that some of the sheaves were missing.
At the sight of this, the bailiff got more and more angry; he was in such a rage that the blood rushed to his face.
He got off his horse. He lit a cigarette. He shouted at the three farmhands, who were slowly shuffling toward
him: “You rascals! Couldn’t you find them?”
“We looked through the whole wood; we searched everywhere. There’s nothing.”
“The brutes! They must have buried the sheaves somewhere.”
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“Well,” said one of the farmhands, “if they did bury them, we can never get them back.”
When he heard that, the bailiff almost burst with rage. More than the burning heat of July, it was the thought of
what the landlord would say to him that made him drip with sweat. With a murderous look, his eyes roved around.
Then, all of a sudden, there was a gleam in them. A mean smile twitched his lips.
“You’re not worth a damn without me,” he said to his men. “Come along now, we’ve got the thieves.” And he
walked off.
One of the farmhands held the bailiff’s horse and waited behind.
The two others, like the bailiff, advanced cautiously, trying hard not to make any noise. But, in fact, the place
where the bailiff meant to go was at least a kilometer away.
Far off, right on the river’s bank, rose a thin column of smoke. The smoke of this faintly smoldering fire
formed circles in the still air. The bailiff, as he came nearer, was in an ecstasy of joy and excitement. He kept on
turning back in order to warn the two others;
“Keep quiet, you rascals!”
At last they could see the river. The white foam that now and then appeared on its smooth yellow surface
melted rapidly under the burning sun. Protected by the branches, they moved stealthily along the sandy banks
toward the place where the fire was burning.
This was a little cave that the water in its rage had carved in the rock. Now that the water had ebbed, it could
easily be used as a house. The fire burned in front of the cave. The lower half of a petroleum can, black with soot,
stood on the fire.
The bailiff’s nose caught the smell of dry beans boiling in water. In front of the fire, three children with
wooden spoons in their hands were waiting. Two of the children looked like a pair of daisies spattered with mud
after a rainstorm. The third one was a very dark little boy of four or five. His huge eyes were fixed on the boiling
beans.
Just then the mother came out of the cave and was petrified when she saw the men coming. Her hands dropped
to her sides. Big tears rose in her eyes.
The bailiff pushed her aside and walked into the cave. A young man, unshaved and with tousled hair, sat on the
ground. The bean sheaves were piled next to him, and he was threshing them with a thick stick.
When he saw those who stood in front of him, he left this work. He was neither startled, like his children, nor
upset, like his wife. But a burning hate, strong enough to destroy everything around him, flashed in his eyes. For a
while the young man and the bailiff stared at each other as of they meant to knock each other down.
The young man began to grip the stick with which he had been threshing the beans. The bailiff was aware of
that. For a moment he hesitated, trying to decide what to do. Now that he was faced by this man who sat on the
ground like a piece of rock, ready to shoot up, all his rage died down.
But he still wanted to behave like a bully. He pulled himself together and yelled:
“So it was you!”
The man’s voice was calm and clear:
“So it was. What about it?”
“You just wait and see. … Don’t get me into trouble now.”
The bailiff, after saying that, thought again, trying to decide what to do. Then he gave an order to his men:
“Come on, take these sheaves away. …”
They took the sheaves. The man who was sitting next to them did not even stir. The bailiff turned away and
walked out of the cave. The children still sat in front of the boiling beans, holding their wooden spoons in their
hands. For a moment they could not help looking at the bailiff.
The bailiff stalked toward them. The puzzled children did not move. The bailiff did not touch them. He vented
all his fury, all his rage, on the can where the beans were boiling. With a single kick he knocked it down. He
stamped on the fire. … Then he walked off with his men, who were carrying the sheaves.
After getting some distance away, he turned and looked back. The mother and the children were trying to pick
up the beans scattered on the sand.
The man stood motionless before the cave, gripping the stick and looking after them, his eyes burning with
hatred.
90.86 In The City\fn{by Zepure Ardoony (1918-

)} Aifiyon-Kairessar

Province, Turkey (F) 1

Today in the city the crooners are singing love songs over the radio. Others are weeping because there is no
love. No money. No anything. In the nighttime millions of lights are spread over the dark city. In the cold
afternoon, men in thin torn overcoats, without gloves, are shoveling the gray city snow while indifferent,
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egotistical people in automobiles swiftly pass by them.
A man over the radio is saying mechanically:
“It is now 6 P.M., Eastern Standard Time.”
It will soon be 7 P.M., 8 P.M., 9 P.M., 3 A.M. It will soon be Spring. We will soon be forty years old, like our
fathers. We will soon be dead as our fathers’ fathers are dead.
Two Armenians Who live in the city, who are old and tired and whose fine dark hairs are all gone from their
heads, are talking about the past; about the time when they were soldiers and were starved and beaten and
continually lived in fear of death. They are both full of bitterness. They forget the sunshine of the past. The
flowers, the fruits. The freedom of the green hills and plains. They have no love or tenderness for the past.
But as I listen to them talk I remember all of their past. And it seems impossible that I am in any way
connected with it. It is so very remote from the present. Why does it seem so long ago when I know that time is
short; that years are like months, months like weeks, weeks like days? Can it be true that I had a grandfather who
killed eighteen Turks before they killed him? Can that man in that picture, wearing a fez, a dark jacket, a long
striped skirt and smiling so pleasantly be my grandfather?
And if he is my grandfather, what about it? Why does it seem so important to me?
Why should I be thinking and dreaming about what happened hundreds of years ago?
Now I am in the city trying to be a writer, wondering why I ever wanted to be a writer when I don’t know the
first thing about writing or writers. I ask my father if anybody in his family wanted to be a writer, but he shakes
his head doubtfully and says he doesn’t remember anyone except perhaps his mother who read a lot and loved to
write letters. She wrote letters once a week; long, beautiful letters, describing simple things with beautiful expressions and words. She wrote back twenty years ago, when people were leisurely and happy and comfortable. They
lived in clay or stone houses. The trees in the orchards were always laden with fruit—cherries, apples, apricots,
grapes. You could pick them off at any time and eat them. They didn’t cost you three for a nickel or six for a
quarter.
In my grandfather’s country, everyone was an artist and wrote poetry. They didn’t have to worry about jobs or
money. If they were hungry, all they had to do was to go into an orchard and eat all the fruit they wanted. My
grandfather did not worry about losing a job. He could always depend on his neighbors for his cheese, coffee,
vegetables. And his neighbors did not look down upon him as if he were a failure.
This is the kind of country I belong in. I would get along fine in such a country. People would understand me
and I would understand them. I would live the way God intended I should live.
But to get back to the present again.
In the present I am trying to be a writer and I feel I’ll be sixty before I can be one. It will take me at least
twenty-five years before I can understand what a writer writes about. Twenty-five years is a short time for me but
it’s a long time to the people around me. I am living in the city now, in the present. I won’t be able to take my
time. I’ve got to hurry up and be a writer, so I can make money and won’t have to worry about it all the time. The
past is the past. Maybe some day when I go to heaven, I’ll see my grandfather there and visit his country, and live
the way I want to live.
But in the meantime … the city isn’t so bad. Spring comes to the city too. And in the night, there are the stars
in the wide, free sky. They broadcast operas over the radio, straight from the Metropolitan on Saturday afternoons. There are millions of sidewalks in the city that take you to different places. There are theaters. Then there
is the sea and the fat white birds that fly above.
And there is still hope.
Some day men will have jobs and won’t have to shovel snow in thin overcoats and bare hands in freezing
weather.
Some day we will have enough money.
Some day this time will be the past as the past is now the past.
Some day we will die and go to heaven and see our fathers, grandfathers, and Armenia again …
108.110 “What Allah May Neglect, The Fish Will Not Forget”: A Folktale\fn{by Sükrü Darici (1918Çorum Province, Turkey (M) 3

)}

Kavsit,

Once there was and once there wasn’t, when the sieve was in the straw,\fn{ In the traditional method of threshing wheat
in Turkey, the entire stalk is first chopped into small pieces, which is then winnowed by throwing it into the air, so that the wind will blow
away the chaff, and what remains will be the wheat grains plus pieces of straw from which the kernels have not yet been separated. This is
then put into a large-mesh sieve; the grain falls through, but the straw to which kernels still cling remains in the sieve for an additional
threshing. Thus, the straw is in the sieve, not the sieve in the straw.} when the camel was a town crier and the cock was a
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barber, when Allah had many creatures but it was a sin to talk too much, there was a padishah who was blind in
both eyes. He said to his attendants one day,
“Go find someone or something that can cure my eyes.”
After many doctors had visited the padishah without being able either to cure him or suggest a possible
remedy, one finally came along with a helpful suggestion. This doctor said,
“There is a very rare kind of black trout that lives in the sea. If one of these black trout could be caught and the
oil from its flesh be applied to your eyes, your blindness would be cured.”
Immediately after that all of the fishermen in the land were ordered to put to sea to catch such a black trout.
They went out in their many boats and fished all day, but it was not until evening was approaching that one of
them finally caught such a fish. When the fishermen landed with this rare creature, the son of the padishah, an
only child, was on his way home from a hunting trip: Seeing so many fishermen gathered at the seashore, he
stopped to look at their catch and then inquired,
“What are you going to do with that black fish?”
“We are going to cook the oil from the flesh of this fish and apply that oil to your father’s eyes in order to cure
his blindness.”
“Let me see what kind of creature it is,” said the prince, and he picked up the fish to examine it. By then the
fish was gasping for air, and it was close to death.
“Let my father’s eyes remain blind rather than kill this creature,” he said, and he threw the fish back into the
sea. Infuriated by this, the fishermen went to the padishah and explained what had happened.
“Your Majesty, after working hard all day long, we finally managed to catch just one black trout, but your son
came along and threw it back into the sea!” When the padishah heard this report, he said to his viziers,
“Tomorrow at dawn my son is to be hanged. That is an order. See to it that it is carried out!”
The executioners were called, and they set about at once to make preparations to hang the prince in the
morning. All of this came to the attention of the boy’s mother, who called the prince to her room. She said,
“My son, listen to me. Did you enjoy the treachery which you committed against your father? I understand that
you threw back into the water the black fish which the fishermen had labored long to catch. What a thing to do!”
“What was so wrong about that? After all, it was a living creature, and I saved it from death.”
“Your father has given orders to have you hanged in the morning. Here are some money, three loaves of bread,
and three pieces of advice for you. If you follow these three pieces of advice, you will be saved; if you do not
follow them, you will die. When you meet a man along the route tomorrow morning, ask him to sit down and eat
bread with you. If he takes the larger portion of bread and leaves the smaller one for you, do not make friends
with him. Proceed on your way alone. At noon when you meet a second man along the road, invite him to eat
bread with you. If this man takes the smaller portion of bread and leaves the larger one for you, do not make
friends with him either. Once again continue your journey alone. When evening comes, stop another man along
the way and invite him to share with you your third loaf of bread. If this man weighs the two portions of bread
carefully and then offers them to you, saying, ‘Take your choice,’ that is a man with whom you should become
friends.”
Before the executioners could come for him in the morning, the young man ran away from home. When the
hangman reported to the padishah that his son had fled, the ruler gave orders that troops should pursue and
capture the prince.
After he had been traveling for a while that morning, the young man grew hungry and decided to eat some
bread. It happened that a stranger came along at that moment, and to that stranger the prince said,
“Come, brother! Cut this bread and then join me in eating it.”
The stranger cut the bread in unequal portions and gave the smaller piece to the prince. After they had eaten
the loaf, they parted, and the prince continued his flight. At noon he met another traveler to whom he said,
“Come, brother, and cut this loaf of bread so that we can share it for lunch.” This stranger cut the loaf in
unequal portions and gave the larger piece to the prince. Observing this, the prince ate his piece of bread and then
bade farewell to the stranger. Finally, having traveled all day as fast as he could, the young man was weary and
hungry at evening. As the sun was setting, a black Arab came along and asked him,
“Have you any bread?”
“Yes, I have, and I invite you to share it with me.”
Carefully cutting the bread into what appeared to be two equal pieces, the Arab closed his eyes, held the bread
out to the prince, and said,
“Take your choice.”
The prince also closed his eyes and, reaching out, he took one of the pieces of bread. As they were eating, the
prince asked,
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“Why don’t we become friends and travel along together?”
“Very well,” said the Arab. “Let us plant a tree here as a sign of our friendship. It will also be at a place to
which we can return in the future.”
After planting the tree there, the two of them set out on a long journey. Traveling for days and then weeks, they
at last reached a land so far away that the padishah’s men could not possibly overtake them. In need of some
means of livelihood, they decided to settle down there and open a legal counseling office.\fn{ In Turkish villages,
professional letter writers often dispense quasi-legal advice, write petitions, take depositions, and prepare affidavits for low fees within the
range of their peasant clients.} The prince was to be the counselor, and the Arab was to be his assistant.

One day a young man came along with a legal problem, and the prince typed—he had a typewriter, of course
—\fn{Almost all of these counselors have a manual typewriter at their disposal .} an excellent legal petition for him. It was so
well reasoned and so well written that it received a good bit of admiration in court. As a result, the ruler of that
land inquired,
“Who was it that wrote that excellent petition?” He was told,
“There is such and such a young man in so and so corner of our city. It was he who wrote it.” The ruler began
to grow concerned that there was such a brilliant young man in his kingdom, and he soon said to his grand vizier,
“This man may well become a problem for us some day.”
He then gave orders to some of his attendants to bring the young man to his presence. When he arrived, the
padishah held up the legal petition and asked,
“Young man, do you know who wrote this petition?”
“I did, efendi,” said the prince, thinking that perhaps the padishah might hire him as private secretary. He was
greatly surprised, therefore, when the padishah began shouting at him angrily and ended his tirade by suggesting
that he leave the territory.
The prince returned to his office and went on working there as if nothing had happened. He continued writing
petitions and legal statements for other people, ignoring entirely the padishah’s recommendation that he leave.
Uneasy and unable to deal with this young man himself, the padishah one day called a meeting of his council of
viziers to discuss ways in which they might get rid of that stranger. After several suggestions had been offered,
one of the viziers made this proposal:
“Your Majesty, your daughter has so far been married four times, and all four of her husbands have died within
a few days after the conclusion of the wedding. Let us marry this young man to your daughter and get rid of him
in that way.”
The padishah accepted this proposal, and shortly afterward he invited the prince to the palace to talk with him
a second time. He said to the prince,
“I have a final request to make of you. If you accept this request and act upon it, all will go well, and you will
be permitted to remain here. If you do not comply with my request, then it will be necessary for you to leave my
kingdom.”
“If it is something which I can accept,” said the prince, “then I shall certainly be glad to fulfill your request.”
“Will you marry my daughter?”
“I shall probably do that but only after I have first consulted my Arab friend. If he says, ‘Marry,’ I shall do so;
if he says, ‘Don’t marry,’ then I shall not do so.”
“Why do you listen to the advice of that Arab on such an important matter? After all, he is only your apprentice—isn’t he?”
“No, no, I shall never do anything of which he does not approve. We set out together on our journey to your
land, and whatever we do, we shall do together.”
Going at once to his friend, the prince told him what had been discussed at the palace:
“The padishah has offered me his daughter in marriage. Shall I accept this offer or not?” The Arab replied,
“Marry his daughter but only on one condition, and that is that he give her to both of us. If he accepts this
condition, then marry her. If he does not, you should refuse his offer.” The young man returned to the presence of
the ruler and said,
“Your Majesty, I shall agree to marry your daughter if you are willing to give her both to me and to my Arab
friend.”
The padishah at first refused to accept this condition, but after consulting his viziers, he agreed to it. They
advised him that this would be a good way to get rid of both the legal counselor and his friend.
Accordingly, a wedding was hurriedly arranged. It was shorter than most royal weddings, for the entire
celebration lasted for only three days. When the ceremonies had been completed, the time came when the bride
was to be delivered to the nuptial chamber. The Arab hid himself behind a curtain in that room during the first
night that the newlywed couple slept there. While the bride and groom were asleep, a serpent monster crawled out
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of the bride’s womb and advanced toward the prince to attack him. Observing this monster, the watchful Arab
drew his sword and killed it on the spot.
No one said anything about what had happened during the night, and the next morning the padishah was
amazed to see the groom walking around in the garden.
“How could this fellow survive a night with my daughter?” he asked his viziers. “All of her other bridegrooms
either died or were fatally stricken on the nuptial night.” But the viziers consoled him, saying,
“Perhaps he will die tonight or tomorrow night.”
However, the Arab maintained his watch behind the curtain in the bridal chamber. He killed a second monster
which crawled out of the bride on the second night. Like a snake, it seemed to be the mate of the first one he had
killed. The bride was a massive woman, like a wrestler, weighing perhaps two hundred and fifty kilograms.
*
After they had lived at the palace for almost a year, the Arab said to the prince,
“We have stayed here long enough. As soon as your wife’s child is born, let us leave this place and go
somewhere else.”
The prince agreed with this. After his wife was delivered of a child, he took the infant to the padishah to
present the ruler with his first grandson. While he was at the palace, the prince informed the padishah that he now
wished to return to his own country. The padishah did not oppose this move, for he still feared that someday the
young man might somehow capture his throne. As the time for departure approached, the padishah gave to the
young couple many expensive gifts—horses, gold, jewelry—as well as the provisions needed for their journey.
Finally the prince, the padishah’s daughter, their child, and the Arab all left that land and began the long return
trip to the prince’s native country.
After traveling for two months, they reached the place alongside the road where the prince and the Arab had
planted the tree of friendship. The Arab said,
“It was here that we became friends, and it is here that I must part with you. This is the place where our companionship began, and it is here that it must also end.”
Inasmuch as they had agreed to share whatever wealth they might acquire, the Arab now suggested that the
time had come for them to divide their possessions. After they had divided evenly their money, jewelry, and other
material objects, they came to the point where they had to divide the padishah’s daughter. Tying the woman’s
hands together and her feet together, the Arab drew his long sword and indicated that he intended to split her from
head to toe into two equal parts. He said,
“Just as I divided the first loaf of bread we shared, I am now going to divide this woman in half, and when I
have done so, you may take whichever part you prefer, the left side or the right side. I shall then divide the child
in the same way.”
The woman had, of course, been watching and listening to all of this, and she was terrified. When the Arab
lifted his sword to strike, she grew sick and gagged. As she did so, a brood of young serpents, the offspring of the
two slain monsters, poured out of her mouth. When this happened, the Arab said to the prince,
“Now you can see, friend, that my purpose was not to take your wife away from you but to save you from
danger. If these young serpents had remained in her belly, they would have grown large and eventually killed
you.” He remained silent for a few minutes, and then he continued,
“I shall also now tell you my secret. I am the black fish that you threw back into the water when I was being
taken to the palace as a cure for your father’s blindness. What Allah may neglect, the fish will not forget.”
When the young man, with his family, reached his native land, he found that his father had died during his
absence. He now ascended the throne and became padishah himself. In a similar way may all our wishes, like
theirs, be fulfilled.
108.113 The Arab Girl In Hate And In Love: A Folktale\fn{told by Ali Çuga (1920Turkey (M) 6

)}

Ulutepe, Tokat Province,

Once there was and once there was not, when Allah had many people, when it was a virtue to talk much and a
sin to say little—well, back in that time there was a padishah who wanted to make the pilgrimage to Mecca. In
order to protect their daughter while they were away, he and his wife designated forty palace girls to be her
companions, and they hired an old woman to serve them all. Then the padishah and his wife departed on their
pilgrimage.
While they were on their way to Mecca, their daughter and her forty companions danced in their quarters and
enjoyed themselves. In those days all cooking was done by oil fires,\fn{ “Before the advent of modern fuels (petroleum,
gas, electricity), food was cooked on a special kind of wood stove known as a mangal.”} and oil was used for all lighting. As the
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girls were dancing about happily, one of them bumped into the lamp, knocking it over and putting out the light.
The girls cried out,
“What shall we do? How shall we find our way?”
Among the companions of the princess there was an Arab girl. She said,
“It was I who struck the lamp with my arm, and therefore it should be my neck that pays the penalty for it.
Take this rope and lower me from the window in a basket, and I shall go and bring a light.”
As she had directed, the Arab girl was lowered with a rope into the street. Looking around after she had
reached the ground, the only light that she saw was in a nearby restaurant, and so that was the place to which she
went. When she entered that building, she went directly to the kitchen, where the chef was working. Attracted to
this girl, the chef pulled out a chair and said,
“Lady, please sit down.”
The Arab girl sat down, and the chef began talking. He kept talking and talking, and as he talked, he kept
moving closer to the girl. She asked,
“What food do you have prepared?” He said,
“Oh, I have this and that and something and something else.”
The girl noticed that in the kitchen there were three huge earthenware vases, each so tall that the top of it had
to be reached by a short ladder.\fn{ This is a küp, a large earthenware urn, sometimes six or eight feet tall, used throughout the
Middle East to store water, olive oil, and other liquids.} Pointing to those vases, the girl asked,
“What do you store in those three large jars?” The chef answered,
“In one there is strained honey. In the second there is melted butter. And in the third there is olive oil.” The girl
asked,
“What does strained honey mean?”
“Heavens! Haven’t you ever heard of strained honey? It is amazing that you should not know what it is!”
“Is it something edible?”
“Why, of course it is!”
“Well, then, bring me a little, and let me taste it.”
The chef climbed up the ladder, and taking his ladle, he dipped it into the jar of honey. While he was doing
this, the girl climbed up the ladder behind him. Grabbing his feet, she dumped him, head downward, into the vase
of honey. Descending again, she took a lamp and as much food as she could carry, and then she returned to the
palace.
In the morning the proprietor of the restaurant went to the kitchen and discovered that the chef was missing.
He shouted, “Chef! Chef! Chef! Where are you?” but he received no answer. Counting the plates, he discovered
that several of them were missing. He concluded that the chef must have run off, stealing the plates when he left.
He said, “If I ever catch you, I shall cut off a piece of flesh and shove it in your ear!” Then he went out and hired
another chef.
Let us now return to the palace and see what the girls were doing. They were all eating the food which the
Arab girl had brought them from the restaurant. The Arab girl herself was thinking about the chef.
“I wonder what happened to him?” she said to herself. “I shall tip over the lamp again and thus have to return
to the restaurant for a light once more.” As all the girls were dancing, she tipped over the lamp, and for a second
time, the room was cast into darkness.
“Well, I did not do it on purpose,” she said, “but I am the guilty person, and so it is my neck that should suffer
for it.”
Again lowered with a rope, she went to the same restaurant, where she discovered that there was a new chef.
“What dishes of food do you have prepared?” she asked. And when the chef had answered that question, she
asked,
“What do you keep in those huge vases?”
“One contains strained honey. One has olive oil. And the third one is filled with melted butter.” The Arab girl
asked,
“What does olive oil mean?”
“Is it possible that a lady like you would not know what olive oil is?”
“Well, I have never seen it. Is it edible?”
“Of course it is!”
“Let me see what sort of thing it is—what color it is and what it tastes like.”
When the chef had climbed up the ladder and leaned over the vase to dip out some olive oil with his ladle, the
Arab girl slipped up behind him and pushed him in headfirst. Climbing down again, she took a lamp and enough
of the best dishes to feed all of her friends at the palace. When she arrived there, they asked her,
365

“Where did you get these dishes?”
“From my uncle’s house,” she answered. “They were having a wedding party, and they sent all of these things
for us. I told them that I was staying with friends, and so they sent enough for all of us.”
After they had finished eating, all of them except the Arab girl returned to their dancing and other entertainment. She was wondering whether the chef had drowned or what had happened to him. Finally deciding to go and
find out, she once more tipped over the lamp, and once more she was lowered to the ground through the window
by means of a rope.
When she reached the restaurant, she found still another new chef, but she did not notice the forty guards
whom the owner had hired to watch closely the interior of the restaurant. They watched through holes in the
walls. While they were guarding the restaurant in this way, they observed the Arab girl enter the kitchen and the
chef offer her a chair to sit upon. The girl asked,
“Chef, what do you keep in those three very large jars?”
“One of them contains strained honey. One of them contains olive oil. And the third contains melted butter.”
“What do you mean when you say butter?” asked the girl.
“Lady, don’t you know what butter is—something that we eat every day? It is made from cow’s milk.”
“Exactly what is it? What does it taste like? Let me have a small bit of it.”
The chef went up the ladder with his ladle to get some, but before he could dip out any of the melted butter, the
girl pushed him into the vase. The guards saw all of this, and so they rushed into the kitchen, arrested the girl, and
rescued the chef from drowning in the melted butter. It then became quite evident that the two previous chefs had
been pushed into the vases by this girl. In the morning the guards reported to the proprietor of the restaurant,
“This girl is the person who killed your two former chefs.”
The proprietor looked at the Arab girl and saw how beautiful she was. He could not possibly have such a
beautiful person executed. The forty guards were also aware of how beautiful she was, and they now began to
quarrel, for they could neither share the girl nor decide which of them should have her.
“Why are you fighting over me?” she asked. “I have forty girl companions, and I make forty-one. Let me go
and bring them all here, and then each of you can take his choice of them.”
“Are you sure that you would not just run away?”
“No, I would not do that.”
“Will you take an oath to that effect?” (In those days one of the strongest oaths that one could take was this: “If
this is not done by me, may my head scarf fall to the ground!”\fn{ A euphemism for “May my head be cut off.”)
“I shall go and bring back my friends with me. If I should fail to do this, may my head scarf fall to the
ground!”
Released, the Arab girl returned to the palace, but this time she arrived there without either light or food. When
she was hauled up by the rope and was back inside, she sat down and began to cry. The padishah’s daughter went
to her, embraced her, and asked,
“Why are you weeping?”
“I discovered from my uncle that I am not really a friend but only a servant. Upon hearing this, I could not eat
a thing. They then asked all of you to come to my house where you can eat. The wedding party is not over yet. It
is still going on.” The princess said,
“If my father should discover that we had left the palace, he would have all of us executed.”
“No, no! No one will know anything at all about it. We shall go and stay there only for a short time and then
return. All of this will be at night without our being seen by anyone.”
To descend, each girl was lowered by others, and the last was lowered by the old woman. When the girls
reached the restaurant, each guard immediately grabbed one of them. But the Arab girl said,
“No, no! That is not the customary way to do this. First you should set the table, and then we should all eat and
drink. Only then, after everyone is finished drinking, should partners be chosen.”
Thinking that this was a reasonable idea, the guards proceeded to set the tables, placing a good supply of food
and many bottles of wine on them. While the rest were eating and drinking, the Arab girl served as cup-bearer. By
repeatedly giving both the guards and the owner large quantities of wine, she managed to make all of them drunk.
When they were all so overcome with the wine that they were lying unconscious on the floor, she fastened each
arm of the proprietor to a pointed stake and then drove those stakes into the ground.
The Arab girl now gathered her friends together and left. But when they were all once more back in the palace,
she remembered something. Before serving drinks to the guards, she had taken off her bracelets and hidden them
under a cushion. She now spoke about this to her friends, and finally she said,
“Lower me again from the window so that I can go and recover my bracelets.” Hearing this, the padishah’s
daughter said,
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“Give no further thought to them. When my father returns, I shall have diamond-studded bracelets made for
you.” But the Arab girl insisted, saying,
“No, I must go and get my own bracelets. Lower me again!”
Once on the street, she went and found a shop that was open. There she bought a pair of baggy trousers, a
suitcase, and a walking stick. Wearing the trousers and crooking her back to look like that of an old woman, she
hobbled along the street leaning upon her walking stick. As she went, she kept calling out,
“The fortune-telling grandmother is coming! The fortune-telling grandmother is coming!”
This is what she was announcing as she came before the restaurant.
By now the forty guards and the owner of the restaurant had begun to recover their senses. The owner was
furious. He said,
“If I ever catch that Arab girl, I shall drink three handfuls of her blood!” But he was distracted from such
thoughts by the call he heard coming from the street:
“Fortune-telling grandmother!” He said to one of the guards,
“Bring that fortune-telling grandmother here, and we shall see what she can tell us.”
Entering the restaurant, the Arab girl asked for a bowl of water. When this was brought to her, she placed it on
the table and began staring into it without saying a word. After a few minutes, however, she burst out laughing.
“Grandmother, why are you laughing?” they asked.
“Well, I can see that there was a large crowd of girls here recently, and it seems that these girls played tricks on
you. It looks as if one of them in particular played tricks on every one of you. That is why I am laughing.”
“What did she do to us?”
“Before I shall be able to describe that, I shall need to have from each of you one broad bean.”\fn{ Lima bean.}
“Well, that is no problem,” said the proprietor. Then speaking to one of his men, he said, “Go out and buy a
whole sack of them.”
“No, no, no! That will not do. It cannot be done that way. Each one of you should bring his own bean, and no
two of you should get your beans from the same shop.”
As soon as the men had all left, she recovered her bracelets from beneath the cushion and departed.
Some time later, when the proprietor and all the guards returned, they found that the fortune-telling
grandmother had disappeared. The proprietor said angrily,
“She was no fortune-telling grandmother at all! She was that same Arab girl! If I can ever catch her, I shall
suck her blood!”
Determined to do this without delay, he made a plan to accomplish it. He dressed himself in an old and shabby
suit and put on an artificial white beard. Then taking a walking stick in one hand and a bunch of roses in the other,
he began walking back and forth on the street before the palace, shouting,
“Rose-selling father! Here comes the rose-selling father!” When the Arab girl looked out the window and saw
this person, she recognized him at once and said,
“That is the proprietor of the restaurant. There he is! Watch now, and see what kind of a trick I shall play on
him!”
“Oh, no!” they said. “Don’t take such a chance!”
But she went ahead with her plan anyway. She called down to the street,
“Rose-selling father, what is the price of your roses?”
He named his price. I have forgotten just how much it was that he asked for them.
“Well, then, sell us ten of them.”
“Very well,” he said, “but you will have to come down here in order for me to be able to sell them to you.”
“We cannot go down, for all the doors are locked. If you like, we can pull you up here to the window with this
rope.”
“All right.”
They lowered the rope to the proprietor of the restaurant who was now pretending to be a rose seller. He tied
the rope around his waist and then called to the girls,
“Pull me up!”
When they had raised him half the distance to the window, the Arab girl took out a knife and cut the rope. The
man tumbled downward head over heels, and when he struck the ground, his arms and legs were broken and his
skull was cracked. Badly injured, he called to a porter and had himself carried home. Observing this, the Arab girl
said,
“That man is not dead. Wait and see what I shall do to him next!”
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She had all of her forty companions defecate in the plates which she had taken from the restaurant. She then
sprinkled dyes of various colors over the plates of excrement. Putting on a doctor’s robe, she took the plates and
descended to the street, where she hired a coach. Riding slowly through the streets in this coach, she called out,
“Here is the famous doctor who can provide cures for all sorts of fractures and sprains! Here is the famous
doctor who can heal all kinds of fractures and sprains!” When the people in the home of the restaurant owner
heard this announcement, they said,
“Let us call in this doctor to tend our patient.”
“My fee for examining a patient is three hundred liras,” said the Arab girl.\fn{A great deal of money in the era of the
padishas.} After examining the restaurant owner, she said,
“My diagnosis is that he has fallen from a great height. Pay me three hundred liras.” After receiving this fee,
she said,
“My fee for medication will be five hundred liras, for his injuries are so widespread that I shall have to
prescribe a great amount of medicine. Now undress the patient.” After they had undressed him, she ordered,
“Now all of you must leave the room until I call for you.”
After they had gone, she took excrement from the plates and smeared it on the patient heavily from head to toe.
Then, calling back the family and servants, she said,
“Now build a fire in the fireplace of this room and cover the patient with two blankets. If he should say, ‘It
smells terrible!’ place another blanket over him and have one person sit on each comer to be sure that he stays
covered.” Then taking her five-hundred-lira fee, she departed. As the patient grew warmer, he started shouting,
“Oh, it smells terrible!” Members of the family said to each other,
“That famous doctor made the correct diagnosis. You see that the patient is saying just what the doctor said he
would: ‘It smells terrible!’”
Then they covered him with another blanket and placed a servant on each corner to hold it down.
“Don’t! Don’t!” he shouted. “I am dying! This is human excrement in here!” One of those present said,
“He may possibly be suffocating. Let us open the blankets a bit for a moment to give him some air.”
When they did this, they discovered beneath the blankets a great amount of human excrement, and so they
pulled him out and washed him off.
“That person who came here was not a doctor at all!” the restaurant owner said. “It was that Arab girl who,
once again, has tricked me! If I survive these injuries, I swear that I shall catch her and drink three handfuls of her
blood!”
In the meantime, the padishah had finally returned from his pilgrimage to Mecca. He said to the forty
companions of the princess,
“You have kept my daughter company and entertained her all of the time that we were away. Now I should like
to learn your wishes. Wish for anything that you would like, and I shall give it to you.”
Each girl told the padishah her wish. Some asked for gifts of various kinds; others chose to be married to
prosperous husbands. But the Arab girl said,
“I want nothing, my padishah.”
“But you must make a wish for something!” he said.
After declining his offer twice, she agreed to make her wish known.
“All right, then, I should like to have a life-size rubber doll that looks exactly like me. Her height and her
figure—everything about her—should be just like me. Also, this likeness of me should be able to utter one
remark: ‘Yes, yes.’”
The padishah had the replica of the Arab girl made exactly as she wished it. In its back was a mechanism
which when squeezed would say, “Yes, yes.” The Arab girl dressed this doll in her own clothes. She then mixed
up a red-colored sherbet\fn{In Turkey, a cold, fruit-flavored, non-alcoholic drink .} and poured it inside the doll, filling its
interior completely with the liquid. Then she went to the padishah and said,
“Your Majesty, I have no parents in this world. You and your wife are the same as father and mother to me.
You may do whatever you wish with me.”
After that, the royal couple treated her as they would their own child.
One day several months later matchmakers were brought to the palace to arrange marriages for the daughters
of the padishah. Although the princess selected one of the distinguished young men recommended to her and was
subsequently married, the Arab girl rejected all of the suitors suggested to her by the matchmakers. When the
proprietor of the restaurant heard a report of this, he thought,
“That girl has refused to accept any of the offers made to her. I wonder if she would accept me as husband? It
seems that I am about the only man of position who has not asked for her hand.”
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When he went to the palace and proposed to the girl, she accepted his offer. The restaurant owner decided to
give gifts at the engagement ceremony\fn{In Turkey, almost as formal as the wedding itself .} which would soon take
place. He decided to have a fine overcoat made for the padishah, a very fancy pair of bath clogs made for his
wife, and an ornate silver belt made for the girl. But the Arab girl, wishing to know what he was doing, followed
him around secretly. The intended groom went to an excellent tailor shop and ordered an overcoat so well made
that it would stand by itself on the floor.
At the time it was supposed to be ready, however, the Arab girl, dressed like the restaurateur, went to the tailor
shop. When the tailor placed the coat on the floor, where it did indeed stand by itself, she looked at it and said to
him,
“I did not ask you to make an overcoat\fn{ Palto.} but a pad to go beneath the donkey’s saddle\fn{ Palan.} Make
a saddle pad out of this coat.”
After leaving the tailor shop, the restaurateur went to a shoemaker’s shop and said to the owner,
“I want you to make a pair of bath clogs inlaid with diamonds.”
The Arab girl overheard this, and later, when the clogs were to be ready, she went to the shop in disguise and
said,
“I did not ask you to make clogs\fn{Nalm.} but horseshoes.\fn{Nal.} Instead of these things, make me
horseshoes.”
The restaurateur’s final stop was at a jewelry store, where he said,
“I want you to make a belt for a lady out of silver. It should be made entirely out of pure silver links, and each
link should be hand-tooled.” But before he could return to the store to pick up this expensive belt, the Arab girl
again preceded him. Staring at the belt, she said to the jeweler,
“I did not ask you to make a fancy belt\fn{ Kemer.} but a girth strap\fn{Kolan.} for a saddle. Take this back and
make a girth strap.”
When the restaurateur thought that the three gifts would be ready, he went to pick them up. At the tailor shop
he asked,
“Do you have the coat ready?” When the tailor handed him the saddle pad, the restaurateur said,
“I did not order a saddle pad but a fine overcoat!”
“But don’t you remember, sir?” asked the tailor. “I showed you the overcoat a couple of days ago, and you
ordered a saddle pad in its place.” When the restaurant owner heard this, he said,
“Oh, this must be the work of that Arab girl again! If I ever catch her, I shall drink three handfuls of her
blood!”
When he went to the shoemaker's shop, they handed him a pair of horseshoes.
“What are these?” he demanded. “I ordered fancy bath clogs!”
“Yes, sir, you did at first, but then you came back and changed your order to horseshoes.”
“Oh, that Arab girl! When I catch her, I shall drink three handfuls of her blood!”
At the jewelry store he was handed a girth strap for a saddle. Looking at it, he said,
“This is not what I wanted! I ordered a belt made of pure silver links!”
“Well, that is exactly what we started to make, sir, but then you changed your mind and ordered instead a girth
strap.” Once again the restaurateur exclaimed,
“Oh, Arab girl! The time will come when I shall drink three handfuls of your blood!”
Not long after this, the wedding ceremony began. Elaborate preparations had been made for this occasion, and
the entertainment lasted for several days and nights. At last the time came when the newly wedded couple were to
enter the nuptial chamber. Arriving there first, the Arab girl placed the rubber likeness of her in the center of the
room, and she herself hid in a closet. The groom entered the room with a dagger in his hand and said,
“O Arab girl, there was once a time when you pushed two of my chefs into vats of liquid and drowned them—
didn’t you?”
Saying this, he grabbed the doll and squeezed it.
“Yes, yes,” it said.
“Then there was a time when you made me and my forty guards drunk and pinned me to the ground with two
stakes—didn’t you?”
Again he seized the doll roughly and squeezed her.
“Yes, yes.”
“And later, when I was a rose seller, you raised me halfway to the palace window with a rope and then dropped
me to the ground, breaking my arms and legs and cracking my skull—didn’t you?”
“Yes, yes.”
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“And then, as if that were not bad enough, you came to me in the disguise of a doctor and smeared me with
human excrement—didn’t you!”
“Yes, yes,” the doll responded when he pummeled her.
“What? Do you still dare to answer, ‘Yes,’ to me?”
Saying this, he stabbed the rubber doll with his dagger. When the red sherbet flowed from the wound, he
scooped into his mouth a handful of what he thought was blood.
“How sweet her blood is! And if this is so sweet, how much sweeter must she herself have been! What an evil.
thing I have done in killing her! I have already lived too long myself, and there is no need for me to live longer!”
Saying this, he lifted his hand to stab himself. Right then, however, the Arab girl called out,
“Hey, you stupid one! Stop! Here I am!”
Saying this, she came forth from her hiding place. The two of them embraced. Then they sat down to eat and
drink together and enjoy themselves. Allah made both of them very happy, and may he do the same for others like
them.
96.200 & 249.223 A. 1. Excerpt from : Ortadirek 2. Excerpt from Iron Earth, Copper Sky B. Excerpt from
Memed My Hawk\fn{by Yashar Kemal aka Kemal Sadik Gökçeli (1922- )} Hemite (now Gökçedam), Osmaniye
Province, Turkey (M) 17
A
1
… The first rays of the sun would soon be lighting up the slopes of the mountain opposite, which seemed to be
drawing a deep breath and stretching itself as it awaited the warm, bright day.\fn{ According to a note, Ortadirek means
The Mainstay, and was published as The Wind from the Plain .} With its yellow, red, greenish-blue, mauve-circled, luminouswinged wild bees, its long-legged ants pressed closely against each other at the entrances to their nests, its eagles,
one eye already open, nestling in their aeries, its cloud-white mountain doves huddling together in a single
hollow, its savage hawks and falcons, its ladybirds crowding in thousands in the balls of thistle seeds that are
called fairy’s nests, its mountain goats and timorous jackals, its foxes, their long red tails tossing like flames, its
soft purple bears lying full-length in their winter sleep over the withered yellow leaves, its springing, sad deer,
their languid eyes like those of a lovelorn girl, its worms, its large and small girds—with all its creatures above
the earth and beneath it, the mountain lay, with bared breast and open mouth, waiting for the day to strike its
flanks.
Now, on the peaks, in the valleys, over the roads, thee would be an awakening, a stirring, a tumult, a
frightening activity, as the mountain, its stones, its earth and trees, all rose from their sleep.
The sun first lighted the space of a threshing floor on the mountain slope. Then the light crept down into the
valley. Two ants at the entrance to their nest greeted each other lengthily with their antennae before going off in
opposite directions. The sun then touched Ali’s forehead, and woke him up. For a while, he could not gather his
thoughts and remember where they had halted for the night. His eyes rested on the peak of the mountain, and a
heavy pain settled within him like salt water as he rose. He laid out his bedding, wet from the night dew, to dry in
the sun. A pungent odor of sweat rose from it and disappeared in the air.
His feet ached and could scarcely bear his weight as he limped through the fir trees. He rested his left shoulder
on a rock and relieved himself. Still leaning, he tied up the cord of his baggy trousers, then sat down heavily on a
stone. He was painfully sleepy.
Elif had risen before dawn to put the dried curds soup on the fire and now waited in vain for her husband to
return. She went after him through the trees and roused him from his half-sleep when she found him seated on the
stone.
“Your mother’s still asleep. She’s completely worn out, poor thing. You’ll be shocked when you see her face
all shriveled up. She seems to have shrunk to the size of a child. How are your feet?”
“That saltwater did them no good at all. The pain’s just the same, as if they’d been flayed, and it hurts right
into my heart.”
“If only you hadn’t let your mother walk so long! If only you’d taken her on your back!”
“I couldn’t do otherwise. She’ll walk till she hasn’t an ounce of strength left in her. Nothing can stop her. It’s
me you should be thinking of, woman. Our children will starve this year. Âdil Efendi will make me pass through
the eye of a needle. Think of me, of my troubles! I’ll never reach the cotton fields in time this year. Never!”
“I just said …” Elif began, then stopped.
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Ali plucked the dried stalk of an autumn asphodel and broke off its end. A tiny bee buzzed out in a flash of
blue. He then slit the stalk in two. It was filled with honey, which he started lapping up with his tongue. He broke
another stalk, then another and another. The honey had a strange acrid taste that went to his head. It carried the
small of new fresh green herbs. Ali was drunk with sleep and honey. His feet were aching and all the scents of the
mountain were flowing through his veins.
Elif was staring at him. “For heaven’s sake, man! Why, you’ve become a veritable baby,” she cried. “Come
and drink your soup instead of picking at stalks like a child.”
Ali paid no attention. Once, when his uncle was still alive, they had gone searching for honey together. His
uncle knew every nook and cranny in these mountains and by noon had finally discovered in a valley a plane tree
that was perhaps a thousand years old. Its trunk and even its long branches were hollow. Ali’s uncle had lit a rag,
placing it in a hole in the tree'’ trunk and had then kindled a fire that had filled the forest with suffocating smoke.
About half an hour later a hive of bees had burst out of the tree, swarming into the forest in a vast cloud. “The
whole village could eat of it for a year, and there'’ still be more Take out your bread, son,” he had added and,
cutting off a chunk of honeycomb, they had sat down to eat it. Ali had become drunk. A maddening wind had
blown through his head like humming bees, and he had felt in his blood the scent of all the world'’ flowers, of
cedars, firs, and pine trees, and the intoxicating smell of the earth fresh with rain.
Ali broke off another stem and slit it open eagerly. It was again full of honey, which he licked with his tongue.
What a pity, he thought—a man should be able to eat a pound of this and forget the pain in his feet, forget
everything.
“You’re out of your mind, man,” cried Elif, snatching the stem from his hands and throwing it down. She had
begun to be afraid of Ali. She could vaguely discern on the edge of his lips a white line like that of a madman who
tries to laugh but cannot and whose face is somehow frozen. “Come and drink your soup!”
Ali was smiling. Elif had never seen him like this. Only madmen laughed in this manner, all expression wiped
away from their eyes. “What is it, Ali?” she murmured. “My darling, my brave one, what is the matter with you?”
Hearing Elif’s pleading, Ali gathererd his wits: “My children will starve this winter. I haven’t been able to
make it, and I never will at this rate. What can I do, tell me? Whata the hell can I do? Âdil Efendi will have me
thrown into prison for my debts. And the villagers? And that rascal of a Mad Bekir, and the headman, that demon
from hell?” He looked toward the spot where his mother was sleeping. “And it’s all because of that old pig; may
she die like a dog, the old whore, and leave me free. If it weren’t for her, we two and the children would have
reached the plains of the Çukurova long ago. As if all she’s been doing to me wasn’t enough, now she starts off
back to the village and makes me run after her for two whole days. I’ve a good mind to leave her here and go. I
don’t care what happens to her.”
Elif seized her husband’s arm and shook him: “Hush,” she whispered. “She’s awake. If she hears you …”
“Let her hear,” shouted Ali. “Let her hear and croak! Why should my children starve because of her?”
Elif clapped her hand tight over Ali’s mouth. “For God’s sake, Ali, she’s your mother. Have you no fear of
God? If she’s heard you, she’ll die. She’ll kill herself.”
“Let her kill herself,” snarled Ali from under his wife’s hand. “I’ll be glad if she does it! I’ll celebrate it, and in
two days, not more, I’ll be down in the cotton fields.”
“We’ll get there anyway. Don’t be afraid. When one door closes, Allah always opens another.”
“I don’t care if He does,” growled Ali.
Elif was horrified. “say you’re sorry,” she cried. “Say it quickly! It’s a sin.”
“I won’t,” shouted Ali at the top of his voice. “Let Allah not open any door and let that house of His crumble in
ruins over His head. Let it be wrecked! Wrecked! If He has eyes, He can see me, and if He has ears, He can hear
me. I won’t repent.”
Elif sank to the ground weeping, her hands covering her face. Ummahan and Hasan had been standing at a
slight distance, trembling at their father’s anger. When Ummahan saw her mother crying, she ran up and,
throwing herself down beside her, started weeping too.
Meryemce had been making her way toward the fire when she heard her son’s words. Her ears buzzed, and her
head swam as she dropped down where she stood. Gathering herself into a ball, she remained crouched here, still
as the earth, not even stirring a finger.
At the sight of his wife and daughter sobbing their hearts out, Ali’s anger subsided suddenly. He had released
his pent-up feelings and was now hovering around his wife, not knowing what to do, how to console her. He laid
his hand on her shoulder. “Get up, Elif,” he murmured in a dead, weary voice. “I didn’t mean anything really.
Come, let’s go and drink our soup. Get up, we must be on the road again. Look how high the sun is already.”
Elif’s and Ummahan’s shoulders continued to heave.
“Shut up,” shouted Ali to his daughter. “Shut up, you daughter of a dog!”
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Ummahan’s sobbing stopped as quickly as it had begun.
“Elif,” pleaded Ali, “please don’t cry. Please!” He smiled bitterly. “There, I’m sorry. You see? I’m saying I’m
sorry to Allah.” He took his wife’s hand and pulled her to her feet.
“You’ve killed her,” murmured Elif, wiping her eyes. “Even if she lives, she’ll never recover from this. Poor
Mother!” She walked to the fire and looked at Meryemce: “My good mother, my lovely one, you must excuse
him, he’s your son. He was so blind with anger he didn’t know what he was saying. Would a man in his right
senses speak of God like that? You must not worry at all. We’ll get to the Çukurova anyway.”
No longer angry, Ali was looking guiltily at his mother, and his wife helped her to her feet and led her to the
fire.
Elif then laid the food before Meryemce and handed her a spoon. They all sat down to eat their soup.
Throughout the meal, Ali could not bring himself to look his mother in the face, but Meryemce’s eyes, wide open
and bewildered, were fixed on her son, as if she could not recognize him. Was this Ali? Scenes of long ago rose
before her eyes. She could not seep or speak, and something was choking within her. A baby as small as your
hand … Ali …
You can’t remember those days, can you, Long Ali? She murmured to herself. I’ve seen no good from you,
Longish Ali and Inşallah,\fn{A note reads: God willing; I hope to God.} you too will see no good from your children!
When you suffer this same bitterness, Longish Ali, you’ll see how a bad word from your child is worse than a
bullet, yes, worse than a bullet that pierces right through your heart!
She rose and said aloud: “I pray to God that your children will make you suffer as you’ve made me suffer,
Longish Ali.” To conceal her tears, she ran limping into the bushes.
“See what you’ve done, man,” cried Elif angrily.
Ali drew a deep breath: “Shall I kill myself, kill myself right here?” His eyes fixed on Elif’s, he was gnawing
his forefinger, almost biting into it. Then he tore at a patch in his jacket and threw it down shouting, “Shall I kill
myself? Kill myself?”
Elif was astounded at her husband’s sudden fury: “For heaven’s sake, Ali, don’t! Not before the children,” she
whispered.
Ali went into the bushes after his mother and found her in tears, leaning against a sapling. He came up to her
silently, took her hand and kissed it, then came back. “Go and get my mother, Elif,” he ordered. “It’s late, terribly
late! What shall I do about these feet of mine? I can hardly walk a step.”
Elif went and took Meryemce by the arm and led her out of the bushes.
“I’ll never be able to walk in this state. See how swollen and red my feet are? I’ve thought of something, Elif.
…” His eyes were bloodshot, but there was no trace of anger left in him.
“What is it?”
“We have that sack, you know, and if we cut it in two, we could tie each piece around one of my feet.”
“Suppose we use the horse’s skin instead,” whispered Elif into his ear.
Ali flared up again: “Are you mad? Why, the horse’s skin would pinch my feet and make them worse than
ever.”
Elif hurriedly fetched the jute sack, which Ali cut into four pieces with his knife. He wrapped one piece around
his right leg and tied it up with some hemp rope. It was just like a broken leg set in plaster. He carefully did the
same to his left leg and then rose. It felt strange, but at least it was soft. Then he went to their load, tied it up, and
heaved it onto his back.
“Get going, Elif,” he ordered. “You too, children. Be quick about it, Mother, stay beside this warm fire, and I’ll
be back early in the afternoon to fetch you. For God’s sake, don’t attempt to go back to the village once more.”
Meryemce pretended not to hear. She grasped her stick and made for the road, where she stopped. “God
willing none of His creatures should have to be carried on other people’s backs,” she prayed, lifting her hands to
the sky. Then she did the ritual rubbing of her face and added: “Amen, Amen!”
Ali hastened after her: “Don’t be obstinate, my beautiful mother, stay here. You’ll never be able to keep up
with us. Stay here. See, you can’t even stand on your feet.”
“Who says I can’t stand?” shrieked Meryemce. “My daughter, it’s you I’m talking to. Elif! Look after
yourselves. Just walk on and leave me. I’ll go down to the Çukrova all by myself.”
Ali took her arm. “Mother, please don’t be obstinate,” he pleaded. “Don’t make things difficult for me. A little
further off, I want to branch off the road in a shortcut which is hard to climb but will save us a great deal of time.
You’ll never find your way and we’ll lose each other. Please wait here!”
Meryemce propped her stick against her waist and again lifted her hands to the sky: “Allah, my beautiful,
black-eyed Allah, see to it that nobody should be reduced to being carried on another’s back, not even a mother by
her son! Amen!” She looked at Elif: “Walk ahead, my golden-hearted girl. I’ll follow you slowly. Don’t let your
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children go hungry this winter because of me. …”
Realizing that his mother had heard his former outburst, Ali became angry again. “Stay,” he shouted, “or go
wherever you wish. I won’t have my children starve because of you. Come on,” he cried to his wife and children.
“Get going. Let her stay or walk on by herself. She’ll see.” …
2
… Long before sunrise when the east begins to glow and cast its rosy lights upon the white snow, the village
was awake, as though preparing to greet a day of festivities. Meryemce’s appearance in her best clothes had set
the style, and soon after sunrise the village square was alive with a colorful array of women decked in all the
finery they could muster. The little mirrors that the young girls attached to their headdress on special occasions
flashed in the early morning sun.
Arm in arm, a group of young men made their way to Long Ali’s house.
“Take out your pipe and play us a tune or two, Uncle Ali,” they begged. And Ali promptly followed them tot he
square, where the youths lined up for the halay dance. Further off, young girls were dancing and singing to the
beat of a tambourine.
The village had shed all its cares. Âdil Efendi was coming at last. He would be there that very day, of this they
were certain, and those bitter weeks of anguished waiting would be over and done with. Blithely, the morning
wore on, and at noon a rumor set them rushing with sudden cries of joy for the town road. But not a living thing
was to be seen. They straggled back somewhat chastened, still hoping. In the afternoon there was another false
alarm, but when darkness began to fall, then. … Then they knew that there was not a shred of hope left. Utterly
spent, all the blood drained from their veins, they crept back to their homes in a deathlike silence.
The muhtar\fn{A note reads: village headman.} was beside himself with worry. Hands on hips, he paced the house
from one end to another. The younger of his two wives crouched in a corner hushing the baby she had borne him
on their return from the Çukurova. Outside, a storm was brewing. The wind came howling ever more furiously
from over the steppe, the frozen snow crackled, the world shook.
The muhtar’s discomfort increased. He must do something, he must think of a way out. Suppose he told the
villagers that they need not pay back their debts after all? …
And let Âdil tackle me about it! by God, why not? I’ll tell him their debts have been written off, that they
never existed. What if Âdil comes along with twenty gendarmes? Can’t Sefer, the king of muhtars, find a way out
of that one? After all, he’s only got that little yellow book of his to show. He could write anything he wished in
there. Can you produce a promissory note, I’ll ask him, certified by the notary? No? Well then, we don’t owe you
a jot, I’ll say. Eh, just watch Âdil dance with rage then.
The muhtar was pleased with his idea, but his discomfort persisted. Suppose they did deny their debts, would
any other merchant in the town ever give them credit after that?
He paced the room more quickly, almost hurling himself from one wall to the other.
“I’ll do it whatever happens,” he shouted. “I’ll cancel the debts.”
He was afraid. There was no knowing what the villagers might do now, after this long, frustrated wait. He
would never be able to maintain his hold over them. They might even turn against him like angry waters breaking
a dam, and join Taşbaş, his arch enemy. Everything was going wrong for him.
Look at what’s blowing outside now! Why, this storm’s going to uproot the whole village and sweep it right up
to the top of Mount Tekeş! What a storm. … The very earth is shaking.
But then a sinister fancy gripped him, dragged him on against a dark wall of fear. The villagers waking up one
morning to see Âdil Efendi there, in the middle of the village, motionless, his head and shoulders white with
snow, the villagers quaking with fear, trembling, trembling, until slowly the trembling is no longer fear but rage,
and closer, closer they creep to each other like sheep flocking together, pressing together, tighter, tighter, one solid
compact mass gathering charge, a thunderbolt striking Âdil Efendi, and there they burst. When the mass breaks
apart there is no Âdil at all! A spot of blood on the ground, a leg maybe, a bit of an arm, half a nose. … Where has
that large man vanished to? The gendarmes are nowhere to be seen. Panic-stricken, they don’t take long to
decamp. the villagers are tired. There is no more Âdil. Arms dangling lifelessly, head hanging, they stand about,
irresolute, a ready prey to be led by the nose by anyone who chances to come along.
“Ah Âdil, you scoundrel, see what you’ve done to these people. Ah …”
The pacing became more frenzied. He felt himself choking, the world going black, and he hurled himself out
into the night. The blizzard caught him with a slap and rooted him to the spot. The darkness, the gritty snow, the
freezing cold. … Sefer retreated hastily and closed the door.
He felt better, but the nagging fear was there still. Suddenly, he remembered the girl. “Pale İsmail’s daughter!
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It’s ages since I’ve talked to her.” At the thought his body tingled warmly.
“Quick,” he said to his wife. “Put the baby in the cradle. Go straight to Pale İsmail’s and bring back his
daughter. That poor girl, we haven’t been able to do anything for her. Be quick!”
By now the woman had got used to it. She knew what Sefer was up to and that if she delayed one minute
things would go badly for her.
“Quick!” he shouted after her. “Bring her at once.”
The passion in his voice shook her. She braced herself against the blizzard and ran.
Sefer could hardly wait. He was trembling all over, but he was afraid. What if his desire melted before the girl
arrived? He opened and shut the door a dozen times letting in blasts of snow. His elder wife and the children had
come in at the shouting and were staring at him fearfully. Sefer was irritated.
“Get along, all of you!” he roared. “To your beds. Don’t let my eyes see a single one of you.”
“Don’t shout like that, Sefer,” said his wife. “What’s wrong with you again? There, we’re going! What’s wrong
with you?”
Sefer was silent. the pleasant tingling warmth was slowly draining out of him.
“Oh my God. … The girl. … Quick …”
The door opened. She came in, followed by his younger wife. Eagerly, he took her by the hand, and at her
touch his body came alive once more, the tingling reaching deep into the very marrow of his bones.
“Come,” he said, “come, my lovely girl, my unfortunate angel, whom I’ve left unavenged all this time. Come
and let us find a remedy for your woes, let us bind your wound.”
He led the girl to the fire and made her sit down. Then he squatted beside her. “You there,” he said to his
younger wife, “that the baby and go inside. I must receive the girl’s deposition.”
His wife picked up the cradle with the baby and retired into the back section of the house.
“Now tell me. … quickly, quickly!”
The girl was used to it by now. She knew what she was expected to say, and she was no longer shamed to
death, as in the first days of her misfortune.
“Speak, my girl, speak. Tell me, my gazelle, tell me all so that …”
She even felt pleasure now in telling her story and would let herself be drawn by Sefer’s excitement.
“Well, you know İbrahim from the other village. …”
“Skip the part about İbrahim. I know that.”
“We were winnowing the grain close to each other that year. …”
“Skip the winnowing. I know all about that.”
“He set a trap for me. He said he would marry me. …”
“No, no, skip all that and come to the part about the cave, when they brought you to the cave, he and his
companion. You remember, the cave all filled with bats hanging heads down. Now, you went in, and then? …”
“We went in and İbrahim tried to strip me of my clothes. I wouldn’t let him. We struggled and night fell. And
then his friend came. He attacked me too but I didn’t surrender to them.
The muhtar’s face began to burn.
“Go on, go on. Quickly!”
The girl was taking her time. She smiled at him through half-lidded eyes, enjoying the sensuous warmth that
quickened her limbs.
“Go on, go on!”
She knew what she was about and paid no heed to him. Unhurriedly, she began to speak again.
“His friend left us. ‘I can’t be bothered with this godforsaken girl any longer,’ he said, ‘You do what you like
with her.’ I was glad he was going. You see, I had my eye on İbrahim all the time. Then İbrahim threw himself on
me, and what should I see, he held a knife, and with it he ripped through my clothes, and I was left naked. They
had lit a fire at the mouth of the cave, and he threw all my clothes into the fire and held me pinioned until they
were burnt to ashes. Then he attacked me again. I tried to hold him off. He was naked too, and his body was
burning, burning my flesh. Oh how it scorched into me! I felt myself growing limp. …”
Sefer quivered all over. “And then? Then? Quickly, what did you do then?”
“I was going mad, mad. Ah, thee is nothing in the world so pleasant as a man’s naked flesh upon yours,
burning into your body. I kept myself from fainting because I wanted to feel him taking my virginity. He held me
tighter and tighter until my bones were cracking. He forced me to lie down in the dust of the cave and came upon
me. …”
She was trembling too now, like Sefer.
“He came upon you. …” Sefer prompted her.
“His arms pressed me to the ground, his breath burnt into my flesh. I tried not to let myself go. It was his eyes,
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the fiery look I his eyes that broke me. I couldn’t hold him off any longer. I let myself go. …”
“Stop!” he cried, beside himself, crushing her hand in his. Then he snatched her up in his arms. She was as
light as a bird.
Outside, the blizzard boomed over the steppe. …
B
1
The slopes of the Taurus Mountains rise from the shores of the Eastern Mediterranean, on the southern coast of
Turkey, in a steady ascent from the white, foam-fringed rocks to the peaks. They then spread inland, at a tangent
to the curve of the coast. Clouds in white masses always float over the sea. The coastal plains between the
mountains and the shore are of clay, quite smooth, as if polished. Here the soil is rich. For miles inland the plain
holds the tang of the sea, its air still salt and sharp. Beyond this smooth plowed land the scrub of the Chukurova
begins. Thickly covered with a tangle of brushwood, reeds, blackberry brambles, wild vines, and rushes, its deep
green expanse seems boundless, wilder and darker than a forest.
A little farther inland, beyond Anavarza on one side and Osmaniye on the other, on the way toward Islahiye,
begin the broad marshes. In the summer months they bubble with the heat. Filthy, unapproachable because of
their stench, they reek of rotting reeds and rushes, rotting grass and timber, rotting earth. The surface of the water
is then hidden by the decomposing vegetation. In winter the whole area is covered by the sheen of stagnant
floodwater, unrolling like a carpet.
Beyond the marshes there are more plowed fields. The earth is oily, shining, warm, and soft, ready to repay
fortyfold, fiftyfold, the seed that it receives. Only beyond the low hilltops crowned with heavy-scented myr tle do
the rocks suddenly begin to appear, and with them the pine trees. The crystal-bright drops of resin ooze from the
trunks and trickle down to the ground. Beyond the pines are plateaus where the soil is gray and arid. From here it
looks as if the snow-capped peaks of the Taurus are very close, almost within arm’s reach.
Dikenli, the Plateau of Thistles, is one of these highland plains, with five small villages clustered on it. The
inhabitants of all five are tenant farmers, on Abdi Agha’s land. Dikenli is a world by itself, with its own laws and
customs. The people of Dikenli know next to nothing of any part of the world beyond their own villages. Very few
have ever ventured beyond the limits of the plateau. Elsewhere nobody seems to know of the existence of the
villages of Dikenli or of its people and their way of life. Even the tax collector goes there only every two or three
years, and he has no contact with the villagers.
Deyirmenoluk, Abdi Agha’s village, is the largest of the villages of Dikenli. It stands on its eastern edge, at the
foot of the purple rocks streaked with milky white, green, and silver veins.
Where the rocks begin a plane tree stands in all its majesty, its branches gnarled and bowed to the ground with
age. If you venture within a hundred yards of it, or even fifty, nothing seems to stir. All around it reigns a deep
silence, a frightening stillness. Come within twenty-five yards, ten yards, and it is still as quiet. Only when you
come close to the tree, with the rocks at your back, does the tumult suddenly startle you. The roar is at once
enough to deafen you. Then it decreases, becomes quieter.
It comes from a spring known as the Mill Spring. It is not really a spring, but the people there call it that. The
water bubbles up from the foot of a rock, scattering foam. Throw a piece of wood into the water and it tosses on
the surface for a day, two days, even a week.
But the actual spring is not really here. Coming from afar, from Akchadagh, the White Mountain, from among
the pines, the water is scented with marjoram and thyme before it disappears under a rock, bubbling and boiling,
to emerge later by the plane tree, muttering like a madman.
From here to Akchadagh, the mountainside is so rocky and steep that the whole Taurus seems no bigger than a
plot of land for just one house. Giant pines and beeches rise to the sky from among the boulders, and there is
hardly any animal life on the stony slopes.
Thistles generally grow in soil which is neither good nor bad but has been neglected. Later the peasants may
root out the thistles and sow there. Such is indeed the practice in the highland valleys of the Taurus.
The tallest thistles grow about a yard high, with many twigs decked with spiny flowers, five-pointed like stars,
set among tough, prickly thorns. There are hundreds of these flowers on each thistle.
The thistles do not just grow in groups of two or three. They sprout so thick, so close together, that a snake
would not be able to slip through them.
In spring the thistles are an anemic, pale green. A light breeze can bend them to the earth. By midsummer the
first blue veins appear on the stems. Then the branches and the whole stem slowly turn a pale blue. Later this blue
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grows steadily deeper, till a field, the whole boundless plain, becomes a sea of the finest blue. If a wind blows,
toward sunset, the blue thistles ripple like the sea and rustle; just as the sea turns red at sunset, so does a field of
thistles.
As autumn approaches the thistles dry up. The blue turns white, and crackling sounds rise from them. Small
milk-white snails, as big as buttons, cling to them in hundreds and thousands, covering them like milk-white
beads.
Deyirmenoluk village is surrounded by a plain of thistles. There are no fields, no vineyards, no gardens. Only
thistles.
2
The boy running through the thistles was panting. He had been running now for a long time without a stop. All
at once he halted. Blood was oozing from where the thistles had scratched him. He could hardly stand. He was
scared. Would he escape?
Fearfully he looked over his shoulder. There was no one in sight. He felt more hopeful, turned to the right, and
ran for a while. Then he was so tired that he lay down to rest among the thistles.
To his left he saw an anthill. The ants were big and the entrance to their nest was teeming with activity. For a
while he forgot everything as he watched them. Then, pulling himself together, he rose suddenly from the ground
and resumed his flight to the right.
Soon he emerged from the thistles and sank to his knees. Seeing that his head still showed above the thistles,
he crouched on his haunches. He began to rub his bleeding legs with earth. He could feel the sting as it touched
them.
The rocks were only a little farther. With all his remaining strength he started to run toward them and soon
reached the plane tree below the tallest. At the foot of the tree he found a deep hol low like a well, filled with
yellow, golden, and red-veined leaves piled high. The dry leaves rustled as he threw himself down on them. On
the tip of one bare branch of the tree a bird was perched, but it flew off, scared by the noise. The boy was tired
and would have liked to spend the night there. But it occurred to him that this was impossible: the wilds were full
of man-eating wolves and birds of prey. Some of the leaves still hanging from the tree floated down to join the
others. One at a time they began to fall on his body.
He talked to himself, quite loudly, as if someone were beside him.
“I’ll go,” he said. “I’ll go and find that village. No one knows about my going there. I won’t turn back. I’ll be a
goatherd. I’ll plow. Let my mother look for me. Let her search as long as she likes. Old Goat-beard will never see
my face again. But if I cannot find that village, I’ll die of hunger. I’ll die, and that’s the end of it.”
The autumn sun was warm. It caressed the rocks, the plane tree, the leaves. The soil was fresh in the sunlight.
A few autumn flowers were already beginning to appear. The asphodel had a bitter scent and glistened with
moisture. In autumn the mountains smell of asphodel.
Had he been there one hour or two? He wasn’t sure. But the sun had sunk behind the mountain ridge. Some
time later the boy stopped muttering to himself and suddenly remembered that he was being followed.
He became frantic. He had forgotten to watch the sun, which had set without his noticing it. Where must he go
now, in which direction? A faint goat track meandered among the rocks. He began to follow it. He ran without
heeding the rocks, the bushes, and the stones. His weariness had passed. He stopped, looked around for a moment,
then ran again.
His feet pounded the soil. As he ran a tiny lizard on a rotten tree stump caught his eye. The boy felt glad for
some reason, but, aware of being watched, the lizard disappeared beneath the tree.
The boy stumbled and stopped. He felt dizzy and black spots were dancing before his eyes. The earth seemed
to spin around him like a top. His hands and legs were trembling. After looking back a moment he began to run
again. Once a flight of partridges rose suddenly nearby and startled him. Any sound scared him and his heart was
beating very fast. Hopelessly he glanced back again drenched in sweat. His knees gave way beneath him and he
sank to the ground on a small stony slope. He could smell his own acrid sweat, but mingled with the pleasant
scent of flowers. Though he could hardly open his eyes, he raised his head heavily, fearfully, and looked below,
where he could barely distinguish a mud roof.
His joy was so great that his heart seemed to leap up into his mouth. Smoke curled slowly from the chimney,
twisting this way and that, not black but a light purple. Behind him he heard a sound, as of footsteps, and he
looked back fearfully. To the left the forest was like a black curtain of rain between sky and earth, threatening to
engulf him. He started to talk, no longer muttering now but shouting aloud as he ran away from the forest:
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“I’ll go and tell him … I’ll say to him … I’ve come to you to be a goatherd and I’ll plow your land and sow
your crops. I’ll say to him that my name is Kara Mistik, Black Mistik. I’ll say I have no mother, no father, no Abdi
Agha. I’ll look after your beasts, I’ll say, and I’ll plow your fields and be your child, just that. My name isn’t Ince
Memed, but Kara Mistik. Let my mother weep. Let that infidel Abdi Agha search for me. I’ll be their child.”
Then he began to sob. The dark forest was still there. As he sobbed he experienced a morbid pleasure from just
lamenting at the top of his voice.
As he went down the slope he suddenly stopped weeping. His nose was running and he wiped it on his right
sleeve, which became moist.
*
By the time he reached the courtyard of the house it was dark. Beyond, the shapes of other houses could be
seen. He stopped for a moment to think. Was the village the right one? In front of the door sat a long-bearded
man, struggling with a saddle which he was mending. When he raised his head the bearded man saw a shadow in
the middle of the courtyard. The shadow moved one or two steps toward him and halted. The man paid no
attention but busied himself with his work. When it became really too dark to see he stopped working and rose to
his feet, looking to his left, where he had seen the shadow earlier. It was still there. He whistled and said:
“What are you doing here?”
“I’ll be your goatherd, Uncle,” the shadow replied. “I’ll plow your fields, too. I’ll do every kind of work for
you, Uncle.”
The bearded man seized the boy by the arm and dragged him into the house.
“Come along, we’ll talk about all that later,”
A piercing northeast wind was blowing. Memed shivered as if it were going to blow him away.
The old man called to his wife, who was inside:
“Throw some wood on the fire. The child is shivering.”
“Who’s that?” asked the woman, surprised.
“One of Allah’s guests,” replied the old man.
“I’ve never yet seen a guest of that kind,” the woman answered, smiling.
“Well, take a good look at him now.”
The woman hastened to fetch an armful of wood, which she threw onto the hearth. Slowly the fire revived.
The boy crouched close to the wall, to the left of the hearth. She noticed that his head was big, his hair black,
bleached here and there almost red by the sun and hanging straight over his forehead into his little face, which
was thin and dry. He had huge brown eyes and skin tanned by the sun. He looked about eleven years old. His
Turkish breeches had been torn by brushwood as far as the knees, leaving his legs bare. He was barefooted, too,
with blood clotted on his legs. Though the fire was burning bright, he could not stop shivering.
“Child,” the woman said, “you’re hungry. Wait, I’ll bring you some soup.”
“I would like it,” he declared.
“It will warm you up.”
“It may stop my shivering.”
The woman began to fill a tin bowl with broth from a large copper pan that stood on the hearth by the fire. The
boy’s eyes were set on the steaming soup in the pan. She brought the soup, placed it before him, and put a wooden
spoon in his hand.
“Lap it up, boy!”
“I will.” But the man added a warning:
“Don’t drink so fast, your mouth will burn afterward.”
“It won’t burn,” the boy replied, smiling. The old man smiled too, but the woman could make no sense of their
smiles.
“The soup has put a stop to your shivering, my young lion.”
“It’s all over now,” the boy said as he smiled. The woman smiled too.
*
The hearth was lined with fresh clay. The roof of the house was of earth too. The ceiling was made of
brushwood which, with years of soot, had become a shiny black. The house was divided into two parts. The room
beyond was the stable. Through the door came a warm, damp smell of fresh cow dung, of straw and newly cut
branches.While they were talking the old man's son, daughter, and daughter-in-law came in. The boy stared at
them, bewildered.
“Why don’t you wish a welcome to our guest?” the old man said to his son.
“Welcome, brother,” said the son, very earnestly. “What news have you?”
“I’m glad I’m here,” replied the boy with the same seriousness. “This is a good place to be.”
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The daughter and daughter-in-law also wished the boy a welcome. Suddenly, the log on the hearth caught fire
and burst into flame.
The boy sat huddled up, not yet at his ease. The man went and sat beside him. The flames from the hearth cast
strange shadows. Watching these, the man could understand what was going on in the boy’s mind as he stared at
the shadows that shifted constantly with the flickering of the flames. When the man turned his eyes away from the
shadows, he was smiling. His face was narrow and thin, his beard white and full. His forehead, tanned by the sun,
was the color of copper, and his face shone like red copper in the flickering light of the flames. As if it had
suddenly occurred to him, the man remarked:
“Well, guest, what’s your name? Didn’t they give you one?”
“They call me Ince Memed, Slim Memed,” the boy replied. Then he regretted what he had said and bit his lip,
lowering his head, ashamed. He had quite forgotten how, on the road, he had said to himself: “I’ll say my name is
Kara Mistik.” He murmured to himself:
“Well, it doesn’t matter. What a strange idea, when I already have a name of my own! Why should I conceal
my name? Who’ll recognize me in this village?”
“Bring us our food and let’s eat,” the man told his daughter-in-law. “We’re hungry.”
The meal was set in the middle of the room, and all the family, including Memed, sat in a circle. As they ate
nobody uttered a word. After they had eaten in silence, another armful of wood was thrown on the fire. Right in
the center of the hearth the man set a log so that the flames surrounded it. He always enjoyed doing this. The
flames soon encircled his log and it thrilled him to watch this. The woman leaned over and whispered in his ear:
“Süleyman, where shall I put the boy’s bed?”
“In the big horse’s feeding trough,” joked Süleyman, with his usual warm laugh. “Where should it be? He’ll
sleep where we sleep, of course! Who knows how far our guest has travelled to be with us?” He turned toward
Memed, who was drowsy from the heat and seemed about to fall asleep.
“Well, guest, are you sleepy?” he asked, laughing. Memed shook himself as he answered:
“No, I’m not sleepy at all.”
“Now, Slim Memed,” said Süleyman, staring attentively into his eyes, “you’ve told us nothing. Where are you
from, where are you going?” Rubbing his eyes, which smarted from the smoke, Memed replied:
“I’ve come from Deyirmenoluk. I’m going to that village.”
“We know Deyirmenoluk, but what other village do you mean?” Süleyman inquired, somewhat puzzled.
“Dursun’s village,” answered Memed, not in the least perturbed.
“Which Dursun?” Süleyman insisted.
“He’s with Abdi Agha,” Memed said and stopped. His eyes seemed to be set on some distant place.
“Well?” questioned Suleyman.
“That’s our Agha. Dursun works for him and plows his fields.” His eyes shone. After a pause:
“The other day he caught a young hawk! That’s Dursun. Do you know him now, Uncle?”
“I know, I know. And what else?”
“Well, I’m going to his village. Dursun said to me: ‘In our village,’ he said, ‘they don’t beat children, they
don’t force them to plow. Thistles don’t grow there either,’ he said, ‘in our village.’ So I’m going there now.”
“All right, what’s the name of that village? Didn’t Dursun tell you?”
Memed remained silent. He pondered for a long while, sucking his thumb, till suddenly he exclaimed:
“No, Dursun didn’t tell me the name.”
“Strange,” commented Suleyman.
“Yes, strange,” repeated Memed. “We used to plow the fields together, Dursun and I. We would rest every once
in a while, seated together on a big stone. ‘Ah,’ he would say, ‘if only you could see our village! The soil is like
gold. There’s sunshine and pine trees,’ he would say. ‘A man who sets out from there on the sea can go anywhere.’
Dursun ran away from there. He told me not to tell anyone that he had run away. I didn’t even tell my mother.”
Then, leaning toward Süleyman, he added in a whisper:
“You won’t tell anyone either, will you, Uncle?”
“Don’t be afraid,” Suleyman replied. “I won’t tell anyone.”
The daughter-in-law went outside. Soon she came back with a full sack on her back. She put it down on the
floor. When she opened it cotton boils poured out, cleaned and quite white. Each one was like a little white cloud.
Immediately the whole house was full of the sharp smell of cotton.
“Let’s see if you can tease cotton, Slim Memed,” she said pleasantly. “Show us what you can do!”
“What’s that! As if teasing cotton were work,” replied Memed, taking a lapful of the cotton. His skilled hands
soon began to work like a machine.
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“Slim Memed,” the son asked, “how are you going to set about finding that village?” Memed pulled a wry face
to show that the question didn’t please him at all.
“I’ll look around for it,” he said, with a sigh. “The sea is near that village. I’ll search for it.”
“Why, Slim Memed, the sea’s a good fifteen days’ walk from here!”
“I’ll search for it. I’d rather die than go back to Deyirmenoluk. I’ll never go back again. I won’t.”
“What happened, Slim Memed?” interrupted Süleyman. “Tell us your secret. What has set you on the road?”
Memed’s hands stopped.
“Uncle Süleyman,” he said, “wait, and I’ll tell you everything. My father’s dead. There’s just my mother. No
one else at all. 1 plowed Abdi Agha’s fields.”
At this point his eyes filled with tears and a lump seemed to form in his throat. But he checked himself.
Otherwise it would all pour out.
“For two years I’ve plowed his fields. The thistles devour me. They bite me. Those thistles tear at your legs
like a mad dog. That’s the sort of field I plowed. Every day Abdi Agha beat me, beat me to death. He beat me
again yesterday morning until I ached all over. So I ran away from there. I’ll go to that village. He won’t find me
there, Abdi Agha. I’ll plow someone’s land there. I’ll be his goatherd. I’ll be his son, if he wishes.” He looked
straight into Süleyman’s eyes.
Memed’s heart seemed about to burst. Another word and he would break down. So Süleyman changed the
subject.
“Listen to me, Slim Memed, if it’s like that you can stay here in my house.”
Memed’s face flushed. A wave of affection thrilled through him from top to toe.
“The sea is far. You won’t find that village easily,” said the son.
Meanwhile the cotton had all been teased. In the middle of the floor the insects that had fallen out of it, little
black cotton beetles, were scurrying hither and thither, unable to escape. By the hearth a bed was prepared for
Memed. His eyes were full of sleep and he glanced longingly at the bed. Süleyman had understood Me med’s need
long ago.
“Tuck in,” he said, pointing to the bed.
Without a word, Memed crouched down and crawled in, pulling his knees up to his chin. His body ached all
over, as if he had been pounded in a mortar.
“I’ll be his son. Yes, I will,” said Memed to himself. “Let my mother look for me, and Abdi Agha too. Let them
all search till the Day of Resurrection. I won’t go back.”
*
Two hours before sunrise, the hour when he always went off to the fields, Memed stirred, woke up, rose from
his bed, and went outside. Sleepily he relieved himself and was suddenly wide awake. He remembered the
previous night and white-bearded Süleyman.
“This is Süleyman's house,” he said to himself. “What would I do if I went to that other village? I’ll be Uncle
Süleyman’s son. I’ll stay here. I won’t go back.”
The cold frosty air made him shiver. He crawled back into bed and pulled his knees up to his chin again. The
bed was warm. Today he knew he could sleep till sunrise. Thinking of this, he fell asleep again.
The sun rose on a frosty morning. The mother took the pan off the fire. The pleasant smell of hot soup filled
the whole alcove of the hearth. The son had gone off to the fields long ago. Süleyman had returned to the saddle,
resuming his work of the night before.
“Süleyman,” called his wife, “the soup’s getting cold.”
“Is our guest up yet?”
“Leave the child. Poor thing, he must have been very tired yesterday. He’s fast asleep.”
“Yes, let’s not wake him, poor mite. He’s exhausted from yesterday.”
“What made him run away?” she asked.
“They drove him too hard.”
“It’s a pity,” she said. “And what a pretty child! Infidels, what did they want with such a small mite?”
“Let him stay here as long as he wishes.”
*
Memed stretched himself and woke up. First he rubbed his eyes hard with his two fists, then he looked toward
the fire. The soup in the open pot was steaming. He turned his head toward the door. A knife-sharp sunbeam
stretched through the doorway. He rose from his bed.
“Don’t be afraid, Memed,” Süleyman reassured him, seeing his fear. “It doesn’t matter. Sleep!”
Memed turned to take the copper jug from the hearth and went outside. He washed his face with plenty of
water, then went toward Süleyman and began to watch him working on the saddle.
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“Come and drink your soup,” called the woman again. “It’s growing cold.” Suleyman rose, brushing his
clothes with his hands, and winked at Memed.
“Let’s go and drink our soup.”
The soup was a broth of milk and crushed wheat. The odors of milk and wheat mingled to produce a pleasant
smell. They drank the soup with wooden spoons. Memed liked the soup.
“I’ll be your son,” he repeated.
Süleyman was stuffing hay into the saddle, which he had finished. The dry grass slipped easily through his
experienced fingers. The autumn sun brought out the bright colors of everything. A fine golden dust fell from the
hay as Süleyman worked it. The dust, in the sunlight, scattered in every direction.
“Did he drive you very hard, this Abdi Agha?” asked Suleyman.
Memed was not expecting such a question. He pulled himself together.
“He used to beat me cruelly and even make me plow the thistle fields barefoot. Then there was the frost. That
was killing too. And always he’d beat me. Once for a whole month I was unable to get up and go to work. He
beats everyone, but he beat me most. Mother said if it hadn’t been for Yellow Hodja’s amulet, I would have died.”
“So it means you want to stay here?”
“What would I do in that village? It’s fifteen days’ walk from here. There’s the sea, but what of that? There are
no thistles there, but there aren’t any here either. I’m staying here. Nobody’ll find me here, will they?
Deyirmenoluk’s far away from here, isn’t it? They can’t find me, can they?”
“You poor thing, Deyirmenoluk is just behind that mountain. Don’t you know how you came here?”
Memed was dumfounded, his eyes wide open. He began to perspire, the sweat streaming off him. All his hopes
crashed to the ground. He was about to say something but gulped. In the sky the eagles were wheeling around. He
stared at them, then nestled closer to Süleyman.
“Perhaps I should go to that village and be that other man’s son. If Abdi Agha finds me here, he’ll kill me.”
“Go to that other village, be that other man’s son,” replied Süleyman reproachfully.
“How wonderful it would be if I were your son,” Memed said ingratiatingly, “but—”
“But what?”
“He might find me … God forbid! He would make mincemeat of me.”
“What can we do?” Süleyman said, lifting his head from his work and staring into Memed’s face. His own face
was all wrinkled, like a leaf. His big eyes were dull. All the light had gone out of them. Seeing that Süleyman was
looking at him, Memed crept a little closer and seized his hand.
“Please,” he murmured, his eyes full of unspoken desires.
“Don’t be afraid.”
Memed smiled, a smile of contentment tinged with fear. Süleyman had finished his job. He stood up.
“Well, Slim Memed, I’ve got work to do in the house opposite and must go there. Do whatever you like. Go
for a walk in the village.”
*
Memed set off for the village alone. It was a cluster of twenty or twenty-five houses, all built of mud and rough
stones set at random one on top of the other. The houses scarcely rose to the height of a man above the ground.
He wandered from one end of the village to the other. The children were playing köküc, an Anatolian game, on
a manure heap. He saw only one dog, its tail between its legs, creeping fear fully along the foot of a wall. There
were dung heaps all over the village. Till nightfall he went from house to house. Nobody asked where he came
from, where he was going. In his own village all the children would swarm around a stranger as soon as they saw
him. This village was quite different. It puzzled him.Returning to the house, he found Süleyman outside.
“Well, Slim Memed, you haven’t been home all day! What’s new?”
“Nothing.”
After that Memed roamed about the village for a few more days. He made friends with a few of the boys. He
played köküc. No one could beat him at it. But Memed didn’t boast of his skill. Another boy would surely have
boasted; he just shrugged his shoulders, as if to say it was child’s play. That’s why the other children didn’t mind
his winning.
Then the autumn rains of the Taurus began. Just as the autumn leaves fall, so do the Taurus rains, in great
drops. It thundered. From the mountain above the village stones rolled down the slopes to the highland plain. The
mountain was forested, with huge trees that grew in close and tangled thickets. One day Memed went to
Suleyman and said:
“Uncle Süleyman, how long will this last? I’m bored, eating your bread for nothing!”
“Wait awhile, what’s the hurry? We’ll find work for you, my boy.”
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A few days later the rain stopped and the sun shone again on the wet stones and rocks, on trees and earth. The
earth began to steam,. and the steam mixed with the smell of manure and drifted into the village. From time to
time silvery clouds concealed the sun.
Memed was seated on a stone by the door of the house while Süleyman tried on him a pair of new sandals he
had made of rawhide. The sandals were damp, with a purple down on the leather, so that you could see that they
were made of the skin of a young bull. Memed was delighted with them.
Süleyman stood beside Memed and watched him as he tied them. The boy’s hands were used to the tying of
sandals, that was clear. He knew how to pull the laces tight and to knot them behind the leg.
“Young Memed, you’re a master at tying sandals,” said Suleyman.
“I can even stitch them, Uncle Süleyman,” replied Memed, raising his head and smiling. “But you’ve stitched
these well.” He rose to his feet and put all his weight on each foot in turn once or twice, then walked ten or fifteen
steps away and returned. He looked again at the sandals in admiration.
“They fit my feet perfectly.”
They set off along the road together. Memed’s eyes were constantly on his new sandals. Sometimes he walked
fast, sometimes he stopped and examined his feet carefully, sometimes he stopped and stroked the down on the
sandals. Süleyman fully shared Memed’s joy.
“It looks as if you like them, Memed.”
“They fit me well. I love such sandals,” Memed replied.
“If you’d gone to that village,” said Süleyman, “no one there would have made such sandals for you.”
“Don’t they wear sandals in that village?” asked Memed, half serious, half teasing. It wasn’t quite clear
whether Süleyman had understood the teasing or not.
“Well, they wear shoes, not sandals.”
“I see.”
Walking steadily, they left the village. All of a sudden Memed brightened up. The fields stretched away to the
foot of the other mountain. There were no thistles, but still the fields were not much good, full of stones. Memed
stopped a moment and asked:
“Where are we going, Uncle Süleyman?”
“Just for a walk.”
Memed asked no more questions as they went ahead together. His new sandals became caked with mud, which
he cursed under his breath. The village lay far behind, out of sight except for one or two twists of smoke.
“Listen to me, Memed,” said Süleyman. “This is where you will pasture the goats. You can go as far as the
other side there, but don’t cross the ridge of that red hill. Your village lies on the other side and they’ll catch you
and take you away if they see you.”
“I won’t go. It’s good you told me.”
As they returned, the clouds in the sky were quite white. The threshing floors, each one a deep green circle,
were scattered among the stony fields. A few isolated snails could be seen clinging to the long grass.
“Tell me, Ince Memed, did that goat-bearded Abdi treat you very badly?”
Memed stopped. So did Süleyman. Memed glanced again at his new sandals.
“Let’s sit here,” suggested Suleyman.
“Yes,” said Memed as he began to explain.
“Listen, Uncle Süleyman. My father was dead and Abdi Agha took what little we had away from us. If my
mother complained, he beat her cruelly and would beat me too. Once he tied me to a tree and left me there in the
middle of the plain, far from the village. I stayed tied to the tree for two days, till Mother came and freed me. But
for her the wolves would have torn me to pieces.”
“So that’s how it is, Memed?” asked Suleyman with a sigh as he rose to go. Memed also stood up. Süleyman
repeated his advice:
“Do as I tell you, Memed, and never go beyond that red-brown hill. Somebody might see you and report it to
old Goat-beard, and then they would take you away from us.”
“God forbid,” exclaimed Memed.
*
Next morning Memed woke up very early and rose from his bed just as dawn was beginning to break. He went
to Süleyman’s bed. The old man was snoring, fast asleep. Memed poked him.
“What’s up? Is that you, Memed?” Süleyman was very drowsy.
“It’s Memed,” the boy said proudly. “It’s time to go. I’ll drive the goats.”
Süleyman rose immediately. His eyes searched for his wife. She had been up and about for a while and was
outside, milking the cow. He called to her:
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“Be quick and get Memed’s food ready.” Washing the milk off her hands in a big pail, the woman replied:
“It can wait. I’ll milk the rest in the evening.”
In no time she had prepared Memed’s food bag for the day and set before him a bowl of soup from the caldron
that was simmering over the fire. Memed gobbled it down, fastened the bag of food around his waist in the
twinkling of an eye, and was off, herding the goats ahead of him. Snatching his old cap off his head, he threw it
after the goats.
“Get on there! This is fun!”
“Good luck to you,” called Süleyman after him. Memed kept turning around and looking back at him until
both he and the goats were out of Süleyman’s sight.
“Well, well! What a child!” murmured Süleyman to himself.
“Troubled again,” said his wife, as she came out to him. “What’s worrying you now?”
“See what goat-bearded Abdi has done to this child,” he said. “Still a babe and his heart broken. I used to know
his father. He was a quiet, inoffensive man. But look at the state of the child! Sick of his life, he rushes off into the
mountains, among the birds of prey and wolves!”
“Poor Süleyman, you take everything too much to heart. Come in and drink your soup.”
3
It was evening and all the men had returned from the fields except Memed. The sun sank and he was still
missing. From next door Zeynap called to Memed’s mother:
“Deuneh! Deuneh! Hasn’t Memed come yet?”
“He hasn’t come, sister,” Deuneh moaned. “He hasn’t come yet, my Memed. What shall I do now?”
“Go and ask Abdi Agha,” counselled Zeynap. “Perhaps he’s gone to the Agha’s house. Go and ask, sister. All
these things happening to you, poor Deuneh!”
“As if I didn’t have enough troubles already! If Memed had reached the village he would have come home
right away, without stopping anywhere. He wouldn’t stay a moment at Abdi Agha’s. But let me go and see …”
There was no moon in the sky. It was cloudy and even the stars could not be seen. Deuneh set off in the dark
for Abdi Agha’s house, feeling her way blindly in the narrow alley. From a hand-sized window a tiny light
glimmered. She stopped, her heart beating wildly, and gulped once or twice. Her hands and legs trembled, her
teeth chattered. Yet she managed to force some sort of sound out of her throat, a kind of death rattle.
“Abdi Agha! Abdi Agha! I kiss the soles of your feet, Abdi Agha! My Memed isn’t home yet. Is he with you?”
From within a heavy voice answered.
“Who’s there? What do you want, woman, at this time of the night?”
“I beseech you, Abdi Agha,” she repeated. “My Memed hasn’t come home. Is he with you?”
“May God curse you! Is it you again, Deuneh?” the voice boomed.\
“Yes, Agha.”
“Come in. Let’s see what you want.”
She entered the house, bowed down with fear. Abdi Agha was squatting cross-legged on a divan by the fire.
The velvet cap on his head hung down over his left ear. On the road, in the hills, in the village, it was always on
his head, to show how pious a Moslem he was. He was wearing a silk-embroidered shirt and playing with the big
amber beads of his rosary. A long, sharp face, small and strangely blue-green eyes, pink cheeks—such was Abdi
Agha.
“Now, what do you want? Speak!” he repeated. Deuneh, her hands clasped beseechingly as she leaned
forward, stood there all tense.
“Agha—My Memed hasn’t yet come home from the fields. I came to see if he was with you.” Abdi Agha stood
up.
“He hasn’t returned, eh? The scoundrel! And my oxen?”
He hurried to the door, his shirttails flapping in the draft. He bawled outside:
“Dursun, Osman, Ali, where are you?”
“Here, Agha,” answered three voices from three different directions.
“Come, quick!”
Three figures appeared out of the darkness. One of them, looking about forty, was Dursun, a great lump of a
fellow. The other two were fifteen-year-old boys.
“Get off to the fields immediately and look for that young scoundrel Memed. Make sure that you find the oxen.
Don’t come back here before you have found them. Do you understand?”
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“We were also wondering about him,” said Dursun. “‘What can have happened to Memed? He hasn’t come,’
we were saying. We’ll go and look.” Deuneh began to sob.
“Shut up!” shouted Abdi Agha in disgust. “We’ll see what troubles this scoundrel of yours has brought on us. If
anything has happened to the oxen, I’ll break every bone in his body. I’ll grind his bones to powder.”
Dursun, Osman, and Ali disappeared in the darkness. Deuneh ran after them.
“Don’t come, sister,” Dursun called back to her. “We’ll find him. Perhaps the plow broke, or the yoke. He may
be afraid to come back. We’ll bring him home. Go back, Sister Deuneh.”
The woman returned to her hovel and the three men disappeared again in the darkness. Their steps could be
heard dying away in the night. Their feet were accustomed to the road and they knew which way to go. First they
came to a small stony field, then crossed an area of sharp rocks, beyond which they sat down to rest, all three in a
row, close together, leaning against each other. For a long while they remained quiet. It was very dark and there
was no other sound but the chirping of insects. Dursun was the first to speak, not to anyone in particular, just into
the night:
“What can have happened to the boy? Where’s he gone?”
“Who knows?” said Osman.
“Do you know what Memed said to me?” asked Ali. “He said: ‘I’m going to that village. Let them kill me, I
won’t stay,’ he said.”
“He can’t have run away. He never would have done such a stupid thing,” said Dursun.
“If he has, all the better,” Ali burst out.
“He’s done the right thing,” agreed Osman.
“Our life is worse than death,” continued Ali.
“Why don’t we too go off to the Chukurova?” exclaimed Osman.
“The Chukurova is near, with its soft earth,” said Dursun. “In our village you work hard, but there you’re your
own master, with nobody to interfere, nobody to spy on you. If you take a look at the fields you would think that a
cloud had sunk into the black earth, there’s so much cotton. Gather it and you get three cents a pound. In one
summer you can get five times what Abdi Agha gives in a year. There’s a city there, Adana, all of clear glass. It
sparkles day and night, just like the sun. You walk in the alleys between the houses, they call them streets, and it’s
all glass. It’s as clean as can be. Trains come and go. On the sea, ships as big as villages go to the other end of the
world. Everything shines like the sun, bathed in light. If you look at it just once, you can’t take your eyes away. If
it’s money you want, it pours like a flood in the Chukurova. All you’ve got to do is work.” Osman suddenly
interrupted him:
“How big is the world?”
“Huge,” replied Dursun.
They rose to resume their search. Dursun was still talking about his village. After the rocks they went through
a patch of thistles that grew so thick that their legs were torn by them.
“The field that Memed was plowing should be about here,” shouted Osman, who was ahead of the other two.
“I don’t know these parts—you do,” replied Dursun.
“It’s here,” called Ali from the right.
“Is this it?” asked Dursun doubtfully.
“Of course it’s here. Can’t you smell the newly plowed earth?” Dursun stopped and took a deep breath.
“You're right.” Osman was walking ahead and called back:
“My feet are sinking into plowed soil.”
“Mine too,” said Ali.
“Wait, I’m coming.” They stopped till Dursun caught up with them.
“Now we must try to find the spot he was plowing,” he said.
“That’s easy,” answered Osman. “We’ll find it.”
“I’m cold,” grumbled Ali. But Dursun interrupted his complaints:
“Let’s find him first.”
“The furrows stop here,” Osman shouted. “He didn’t plow at all today.” Ali felt around with his foot, walking
along the edge of the plowed field several times.
“Memed hasn’t plowed today. The furrows just stop like that.”
“Has anything happened to him?” asked Dursun in a voice that expressed anxiety and surprise.
“Nothing can happen to him,” replied Osman. “He’s the devil’s own brother.”
“Uncle Dursun, you know him. Nothing much could harm him,” repeated Ali.
“Allah grant it’s true! Memed is a good boy, a poor orphan,” said Dursun.
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They stopped in the middle of the plowed field. Osman began to collect sticks and branches and, while Ali
talked with Dursun, lit a fire. The three of them sat down beside it, to consider all that might have happened.
Memed might, for instance, have fainted or been attacked by a wolf. Or a thief might have come and stolen the
oxen. There were other possibilities besides, and they considered them one by one. But there was no particular
possibility that struck them as more probable than the others.
The flames of the fire flickered on Dursun’s face as he smiled contentedly. The fire burned and died down. A
few embers still glowed like cats’ eyes. They were all three bored and Ali began to sing a sorrowful folk song. The
tune went out into the night:
Sitting outside my door, harnessing the cart,
I’m troubled today and my heart’s desolate.
Bring me holy books and I’ll swear on them
That I’ll greet nobody, only you.

They shivered. Osman collected more branches to feed the fire. Dursun and Ali went off to gather brushwood,
which they stacked near the fire.
“What do we do now?” asked Osman.
“If we go back to the village empty-handed,” answered Dursun, “Abdi Agha will be furious. Let’s lie down
here. In the morning we’ll search again.”
“We’ll never find Memed. He’s gone to that village, he has, wherever it may be. He spoke only of escaping to
it.” Dursun smiled.
Leaving Ali to tend the fire, the other two curled up. Ali lay watching the flames. Once he lifted his head and
looked away, searching the darkness, then, muttering to himself:
“He’s gone. Let him go. He’s done well. He’s gone to the city of glass, to that warm soft earth. He’s done well.
Let him go if he wants.”
When Osman woke up, All left him to watch. Putting a lump of turf under his head, Ali said:
“He’s gone there, hasn’t he, Osman? Memed has gone to the place that Dursun spoke of.”
*
With the first light of dawn they woke up. The eastern sky was beginning to blush, tingeing the edges of
clouds, which soon turned white. A breeze blew, chilly but pleasant, the dawn wind. Soon they could distinguish
things in the half-light. Beyond the plowed land an expanse of thistles spread to the horizon where the sun was
rising. In the middle of the field the three rose clumsily to their feet. They stood in the morning light, with all the
shadows spreading toward the west. They stretched their arms, then squatted to relieve themselves. Stretching
again, they wandered across the field that Memed had plowed.
“Look at the tracks,” said Osman. “The oxen have passed here with the plow behind. Let’s follow them.”
They paused for a long talk. Here a pair of oxen had rested on the ground. The huge imprints of their bodies
were still intact, like a mold. You could see that they had been lying there with the plow still yoked to them.
The newly risen sun was beginning to warm the earth. Leaving the thistles, the three men came to running
water. Ali suddenly let out a cry. The other two turned to him and saw the oxen standing harnessed, the yoke
around their necks, the plow behind them. One of them was violet-red, the other brick-red. The two were all skin
and bone. Osman’s face had turned pale.
“Something must have happened to the boy. If Memed had run away, he wouldn’t have left the two oxen
harnessed like that”
“Nothing’s happened to him,” retorted Ali. “It’s his cunning. He’s left them like that on purpose. He’s gone to
that village, Memed has.”
“That village, that village!” shouted Osman angrily. “You too, you talk only of that village! Are you mad?”
“Don’t start quarrelling,” said Dursun, smiling.
They drove the oxen ahead of them. When they returned to the village the morning was well advanced. A slight
mist was rising from the mountain on the other side of the valley.
A whole crowd of children and women, old and young, had gathered around Deuneh. When they saw the
harnessed oxen approaching they all rose to their feet. No one spoke as they stared at the oxen. Deuneh uttered a
cry and rushed forward.
“What’s happened to my child, Dursun?”
“We just found the oxen harnessed like this in a glen.”
“My child, my Memed,” she cried, beating her breast. “My poor, innocent child.”
“Sister, nothing has happened to him,” Dursun tried to comfort her. “I’ll look for him and find him.”
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But Deuneh was lost in her grief. Shaking convulsively, she sank into the dust and lay there moaning. Her face
and hair were soon white with dust, till her tears caked her grimy face.
The crowd stood still, staring at Deuneh and at the oxen. Two women came forward and raised her from the
dust. Deuneh was almost unconscious. Her head hung like a corpse’s on her left shoulder. Putting their arms
through hers, they led her home.When Deuneh had gone the crowd began to break up and move.
Old Jennet was the first to speak. Her face was long, all wrinkled. They called her “Horse-faced Jennet.” She
was very tall, with thin fingers like stalks.
“Poor Deuneh, what’s become of her son?” Elif, a short woman, well known for her gloomy views, affirmed
with conviction:
“Memed has met his death. Otherwise he would have returned.” Her words ran through the crowd:
“He’s met his death.” Elif then added:
“Perhaps his father’s enemies have killed him.”
“His father had no enemies,” replied Jennet. “Ibrahim wouldn’t have hurt an ant.” Wearing a white headcloth
or a many-colored kerchief, a purple fez, and a string of copper coins across the forehead, the women swayed,
repeating everything in chorus:
“Ibrahim wouldn’t hurt an ant.” The crowd heaved, and there rose the cry:
“Poor Memed, the poor orphan! May that infidel be struck blind!”
Then a suggestion rippled through the crowd. It wasn't clear who first made it:
“Deuneh should go and look where the eagles are hovering. They always hover over their prey.”
“He’s fallen into the spring.”
The whole crowd then turned toward the woman who had just said this. All was still as the crowd seemed to
freeze, then came to life again.
“He’s fallen into the spring.”
*
The crowd began to shift toward the east. Barefooted children trotted ahead, behind them the barefooted
women. The children were the first to enter the thistles, then came the women. The children’s legs were streaming
with blood, but they continued to run ahead. The women cursed the thistles:
“May their roots rot.”
When they emerged from among the thistles they reached the rocks. Tired, their legs bleeding, the children
hung behind.
Now the women went ahead. By the time they reached the plane tree all were exhausted. The great plane was
rustling. Suddenly hearing the roar of water, they stopped. After resting awhile they rushed toward the pool. The
women, side by side, formed a circle. The water frothed and boiled up from under the big rock. To the left of the
rock a wide pool had formed. Two or three leaves had fallen onto the surface of the bubbling water. They did not
float away but whirled in the midst of the foam. For a long time they all gazed at the pool without uttering a
sound.
“If the child had fallen in here, by now he’d have come to the surface,” said old Jennet.
The crowd stirred again. Heads nodded.
“A body wouldn’t stay down there. He’d have come up.”
Tired, exhausted, hopeless, miserable, swaying this way and that, the crowd turned back. The children hung
behind, playing, absorbed in their games. But now the crowd no longer moved as a single unit. They went one by
one, each with head bowed.
*
That day Deuneh took to her bed and wept. She had a burning fever. The young girls of the village nursed her,
and after some days she rose from her sickbed, her eyes all bloodshot. She tied a white cloth around her forehead
as a sign of mourning. A rumor soon began to spread through the village:
“Deuneh refuses to eat or drink. She sits by the spring without moving an eyelid, staring at the water, waiting
to see if her son’s body will appear.”
It was true. Every morning Deuneh rose at dawn, went to the spring, and stared all day at the water. After ten
days of this, utterly exhausted, she shut herself up in her house.
Then another idea entered her mind. Again she rose at dawn, but now she climbed onto the roof and stared all
day at the sky. Whenever she saw a flight of eagles hovering afar, she set off at once in that direction. Sometimes
the eagles were very far away, perhaps circling over Yaghmurtepe, a whole day’s journey from the village, but
Deuneh went there all the same.
One night there was a knock on Deuneh’s door and someone called to her:
“Sister Deuneh, open! It’s Dursun.” In hope and fear she opened the door.
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“Come in, Brother Dursun. Memed was fond of you.” Dursun sat down on Deuneh’s bed.
“Listen to me, sister,” he said, “my heart tells me that your son is alive. He must have taken it into his head to
run off somewhere. I’ll find him.” Deuneh threw herself down at his feet.
“Have you any news of him?”
“No, sister, but my heart tells me he isn’t dead. I’ll look for him. I’ll find him.”
“My only hope is in you, brother,” said Deuneh as he left the house. “If only I knew he was alive. I don’t want
anything else in the world.”
36.88 The Poem And The Fly\fn{by Adalet Agaoglu (1924/29-

)}

Nalhhan, Ankara Province, Turkey (F) 3

“Dear,\fn{A note reads: This story dates from the period of all-out terrorist activities in the late 1970s, when universities and even
high schools were politicized. Students talked in high-flown, abstractly idealistic language but resorted to violence. While children killed
each other, parents lived in fear that they would not see them at the end of the school day. It is against this special background, well known
to all Turkish readers, that the classic tragi-comic drama of miscommunication between the generations is given a particular poignant
twist. Ismail, the individual who does the shopping for the mother, is a familiar figure to Turkish readers. The hap.c.\fn{Imperfect scan.} is a
"super”—or concierge, but he also runs daily shopping errands for his apartment dwellers, usually not more than six or eight families .}
oh dear,” said Şükriye, “dear oh dear, my daughter’s coming. Good God, I never thought it possible, summer’s
half over already, I told myself she couldn’t come again, all the short holidays have come and gone one by one as
well, she can’t possibly just drop everything and come, I thought, well, she’s coming now, heaven’s sake, why do
they keep on closing down the schools like that, oh, I’m so glad, thank goodness, my daughter’s coming.
“My daughter's coming, did you hear, İsmail? Well, she’s coming just like that. Look, she writes it right here,
read it, here’s the letter, your son’s read it already, ask him if you don’t believe me or never mind any of that
İsmail, hurry and go get a kilo of chopped meat for meatballs, here’s the money, is it enough, yes it is, it is, tell
them you want it for meatballs, I’ll make the kind in lemon sauce that she’s so fond of, oh dear, parsley, don’t
forget the parsley İsmail dear, and tell that disagreeable vegetable man, just tell him Şükriye is going to make
imam bayudl\fn{A note reads: A rich eggplant dish known for its lavish use of olive oil .} for her daughter, so that dirty cheat
will wake up and won’t try to palm off those bitter eggplants on me again, the ones with all the seeds, telling you
they’re out of season, money doesn’t grow on trees, we don’t have a lot to live on, who could live on just my
husband’s pension, me and my daughter, oh Güier, my Güier, heaven only knows how she’s missed my cooking,
studying. Huh. Studying. Good. Fine. Fine. But hurry up, run along, İsmail, go on, we don’t want to be late, she
needs to eat. There, my daughter, she needs to study. Mercy, my tongue’s tripping me up. I can’t talk any more,
hurry.”
Studying. Good. Fine. But my heart’s in my mouth every moment. It’s got so I can’t close my eyes in comfort
a single minute, sleep is poisoned, run, Ismail, run as fast as you can, how slowly that man moves, just look at
him thumping and bumping along. You’ll be the death of me, what time is it anyway, it’ll be evening in no time at
all. Dear girl, couldn’t you have mailed this letter a bit sooner, or was it held up on the way or something? Of
course the mail’s in a hopeless mess you have to realize, I get the news she’s going to arrive the very same day
she comes, then hurry up, get going, trip over your own feet, there’s no oil, no flour, no meat, rush around, get it
done in time if you can, I’ve slowed down sitting around all the time like this, I’m out of practice, being all alone,
I can’t just pull myself together at a moment’s notice and get up and go. If I can just set a good meal before my
little girl, so at least my child can feel she’s come home. Thank heavens she’s safe and sound, God knows I can’t
help it, whatever I can get ready will just have to do, I don’t care so long as she just gets here safe and sound, so
long as she just comes through this door, oh my poor legs, stiff as a board, it takes two hours just to limber up,
come on, Şükriye, come on and try, get moving, did you ever think it possible, your daughter’s coming like that.
“Mother,” said Şükriye's daughter Güier, “Mothers always have their heart in their throat. They’re always like
that now, while sound asleep or wide awake they see our dead bodies all stretched out in front of them. We should
be writing poems to mothers, for them most of all, folks, we should be telling about them, We should tell about
how they can’t bear to go up as far as the school doors, how each night they can’t bear to say, Thank God she
came home safe and sound at least one more day, how they can’t wait it out every day till evening comes, how
they can’t begin to be happy each evening at day’s end to get the strength to go on the next day, mothers, waiting
at a distance, for months on end, worried sick, that’s who we should be telling about. We should write poems
about them, folks, for them. Only our poems can sustain mothers, can keep people going. We have to begin with
those closest to us, we have to write our best poems to them, about them.”
And when Güier arrives early one evening at her mother’s home, she’s thinking that her most recent poem is
her best one: My schoolmates all approved of it, too, even our hard-headed Zebra listened attentively when I
ready my poem in the dorm and she had to keep blinking to hide her tears, I could tell, anyway, when she said,
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“Thanks, Güier” in that husky voice, Mothers, that’s who we should be writing our poems about, and we should
be reading the poems to them as well. And we should try and let them know we’re thinking about them, too. We
should try and let them know we’re thinking of them whatever we do, and try and let others know this too, only
our poems must be good ones, the best possible, that’s what I’ve been trying to do. I don’t have the usual box of
chocolates, a bottle of cologne, a dress-length of cloth, No, but I have a poem of my own, a poem that’s been
really carefully crafted. I’m going to embellish the home with it. My mother.
Now she’s in a tiny kitchen, watching her distraught mother fix the lemon sauce for the meatballs and set the
dish of imam bayudl in a pan of water to chill quickly. Güier listens to her explanation—her defenses.
“Of course I’m behind, dear, you can’t just put food into the refrigerator when it’s piping hot, The refrigerator
would break down before we had a chance to use it properly. We got all involved in buying it before we could
afford to have a winter coat made for you, what a shame it would be if it broke down.”
Şükriye is chopping up the parsley and dill for the salad, mincing it very fine, with extraordinary patience and
infinite care, complaining all the while.
“You see, I was going to get every single thing ready ahead of time before you came, I couldn’t manage it, how
can you with a tortoise like Ismail anyhow, that’s what would happen.”
My own hands, have they slowed down? Maybe I’ve forgotten how after not doing it all this time?
“Güler, dear child, just pass me that bottle of olive oil,”
Or maybe it’s the excitement, I’m tripping all over myself, oh look, I was just about to knock over the oil, for
God’s sake Şükriye, you’re hopeless, why don’t you pull yourself together, here’s your daughter now for a whole
week, right at your knee.
“You did say a week, didn’t you Güier, at the close of your school?”
Should we buy another kilo of eggplant? Should we wash the windows?
Knowing nothing about the eggplant or the windows, Güler smiles happily at the way her mother has so easily
turned the five days into a week: I’ll make up the difference with the poem. The poem will make her forget I’m
staying only five days, not the full week. The poem will cheer her up.
“Mother, don’t fuss so. Come, that’s enough. Let’s sit down together, the two of us. I’ve—”
“Oh dear, of course, you’re hungry!” says Şükriye in alarm. Güier, my little girl, skin and bones again, cheeks
all caved in, that’s the way it is in student housing, sure, beyond hearth and home who’s going to look after her,
just no one, who’s going to lift a finger for her, she doesn’t even look after herself, how could she, with the money
I’m able to send her, of course, the money I have, of course, how can a body get by in the great big city, how can
she feed herself.
“Here, take a piece of hot cheese pie, come on, we’ll sit down to table in a minute, did we put out the bread?”
“Mother, you’ve had me on the run ever since I arrived. I put out the bread,” says Güier. My voice came out
filled with resentment. She attributes it to my hunger, my stomach. I’d planned to read my poem first thing, to my
mother, as soon as I came through that door. I said it was her poem. She said let’s have tea, and headed for the
kitchen. She said come on, how about lemonade, and headed for the kitchen again, she told me about the dripping
faucet. She says she can’t do it herself, and plumbers are sky-high, and what if the refrigerator breaks down, what
do I do then. For a refrigerator that hasn’t broken down yet she keeps up her lament for a good ten minutes.
“What will become of you if I die,” she says then.
Are there such things as whose turn it is to die anymore, as if we knew any more who would be next? I’m
waiting for things to calm down so I can read my poem to her. Seeing the way things are, let it alone for the time
being. After dinner. I’ll read it then.
“Sit down, Mother, now I’m going to read you a poem.”
We must be finished now. It’s the right time for the poem now. We’ve cleaned every nook and cranny of the
entire house. I’ve washed all the windows and doors Mother can’t reach. Wiped up the dust under the beds where
she can’t crawl. The faucets are polished. Food cooked again. Rotten vegetables thrown out. New ones carried up
in their place. The stove heated for the bath on the third day. We’ve had our baths. It’s six o’clock in the evening.
I’ve made her tea. We’re late. She’s picked up her knitting. Now at last she’s more or less at peace with herself.
The whole house shines like a newly polished brass pot, the water jars are full. The bottles of cooking gas are full.
There’s not another thing for her to think about. And I’ve gritted my teeth, gritted them tight. I’ve waited patiently
for this hour. When I came through the door three days ago, she did glance at my hand once, didn’t she,
wondering whether I’d brought along a half kilo of candy. She’ll realize now I didn’t come empty-handed,
without a gift. Perhaps I’ve actually been preparing for days for this very moment. I’ve worked for my mother as
she is working at this very moment. I’ve knitted and embroidered her poem all through these nights, like fine
embroidery, like a beautiful sweater for her, like mincing up parsley and dill. I’ve said all along with all my heart
that the poems are addressed to mothers, most of all to their sleepless, worried nights, their dear, lacerated hearts.
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Could time possibly refuse me the opportunity to lift my lonely mother out of her worries that she shoulders all
alone? For them, for them … In those brightly polished old copper bowls of theirs, we have to place a bunch of
flowers.
It was that time. My third day. I took her poem—my poem—out of my bag. I was just about to begin. Sit
down, mother, now I’m going to read you a poem. To myself, silently, I was going over my poem once more. A
good thing after all that I hadn’t hurried it, that first night or yesterday morning, while she was getting me to run
around changing the bottle of gas—loosened the faucet with a wrench and changed the washer and the dripping
stopped—a good thing I didn’t read it then, while the water was dripping, a good thing I waited for this time.
Really. It’s a beautiful poem. I knew it when I changed the washer, beautiful. A poem that doesn’t skip over a
single stone or self-sacrifice through the history of mankind, or omit any of their resistance, as they slowly thread
their winding days on tiny needles. It’s well knit, and there is a row of pepper flowers embroidered on all four
borders. The time has come. I’m going to read it. Here’s Mother, sitting down, knitting in hand, relaxed. And I’m
walking over to her, my hand in my pocket, touching a folded sheet of paper. I’m going to open out the folded
sheet …
“Do you think it would be a good idea to give İsmail the imam bayzld in the refrigerator?”
I stopped still in my tracks. My hand in my pocket, on the folded sheet of paper, a few millimeters away from
the paper now. The poem is escaping me. Quickly I grasped the paper and took it out of my pocket. Here the
poem is, in my hand. I think she’ll forget about the imam bayzld as soon as she sees it.
“Let’s give him the imam bayzld along with the rest of the leftovers. You didn’t eat it. They might as well eat
it. It’s been sitting in the refrigerator for three days. It’s taking up space for nothing.”
The leftovers, and İsmail and his family, and the imam bayzld taking up space in the refrigerator are going to
keep on occupying her mind. She won’t be able to listen to the poem carefully. The poem won’t be a real poem.
Better deal with this now.
“If you really want me to, I’ll take it to them. İsmail is standing around in front of the door.”
“That would be nice, but you’ll tire yourself out. Call him and let him come up, don’t tire yourself.”
I am tired, it’s true. But she’s exhausted, too. Wearing ourselves out the whole time. The poem? Not yet. The
tea is steeping. I took down the imam bayzld along with the food mother had set out on a tray. I gave it to İsmail
and came back. I go upstairs to my mother. I seem to have lost interest in her poem. In my poem. No. Don’t give
up. When she hears the poem she’ll understand, she’ll be pleased. Especially when she learns that it was written
for her.
“Shall I pour the tea?”
“Yes, do. Let’s sit down and drink it. Let’s relax a little.”
I’ve been with her for three days, waiting the whole time for this moment. That’s what I said, but I don’t think
she heard me.
“The tea seems just the right strength,” she said, as I handed her the glass of tea. “Aren’t you having any?”
“Yes, I am. I’ll get it right away.”
I got my tea and sat down facing her. My poem, the one I shoved back into my pocket again a little while ago,
because of the imam bayzld, her poem, yes, the poem, it’s right there still, all crumpled up. I’m going to take it out
and smooth it, with a crackling sound. I’m going to read it at last. The early twilight of a beautiful evening is
filtering down on us from the window. Ready to form the wall, the support, of the poem.
“Don’t drink it by itself, Güier, have something to eat with it, look, child, there’s the sponge cake over there,”
she says.
Spain\fn{A note reads: sponge cake is pandispanya in Turkish, from the French and Italian, literally bread of Spain.} rushes into
my mind. Postcards, the walls of tourist agencies. Spain. Then Mother hits the side of the couch with a plastic fly
swatter.
“Where did this one come from? I’m so careful. I try not to let flies into the house, and even at this time of day
they don’t go away, just look!”
Ah, Spain. I’d love to go there. Sunsets that last a long time. People shouldn’t be left alone so long this way.
We run away from them as if on purpose, then we come back with poems in our hands, that’s why her fussing has
gotten worse; otherwise, when I said, Mother I’m going to read you a poem, she wouldn’t have talked about the
imam bayzld for the people downstairs, or gone after a single black fly.
Maybe mother did not understand what I said. That must be why she has both her eyes and the plastic fly
swatter entirely fixed on that fly.
“Come on, just stretch out your legs. And light up a cigarette. All right, Mother, now I’m going to read you a
poem I created for you, right now.”
And another thing. She mustn’t think the poem I’m going to read is just anybody’s, that it’s just any old poem
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written for just anybody. This one is our poem.
There’s a faded pink flush on her face. The setting sun scatters grains of Judas-tree purple on the ash-gray
evening.
“For me, really?”
She’s pleased. A pink flush.
My hands are trembling. And now I’m presenting it to her, before I smash the shade on the kerosene lantern
and break it into tiny pieces.
“This table doesn’t go well there. Why don’t we move it over by the wall tomorrow. The room will look
bigger, too.”
She’s right. The room is very small. Letting Spain recede, I take a bite of the sponge cake. Maybe it will keep
things down inside me, push down inside me the bullet fragment digging into me, this damn bone in my throat.
“Do you want me to push it over there now?”
“No, no. Turn off the fire under the food, we’ll push it over tomorrow. Turn off the stove, we don’t want the
stew all burned on the bottom, this precious meat, you ought to enjoy the taste.”
I turned off the stove. She had finished her tea. I offered to bring her another glass.
“You were going to read a poem, there’s no rush for the tea,” she says.
The poem has fallen on the floor, and some of the pepper flowers are faded, and my reading is going to be very
bad, I know. Anyway, I sit down again opposite her, just as if my greatest longing, my wish, hadn’t been
fragmented into many pieces, as if the sun hadn’t set leaving only a dark ash color in the room—she mustn’t
become aware of my Spain. I carry the poem over from the floor to my lap. My back, or some other part of me,
aches, but I begin. In my mother's hand is the plastic fly swatter. Her eye is on one of the cushions. I wait.
Because she has aimed the fly swatter at the fly on the cushion. Stay off my daughter!
I wait. Then the plastic thing hits the cushion with a loud slap.
“Damn,” she said.
She missed the fly again. So then we waited for a while.
Folks, we waited a long, long time.
İsmail, oh İsmail, says Şükriye, she just got up and left, rushed off, she said a week, in three days she left,
suddenly her school opened up again, couldn’t it have stayed closed a while longer, after all, İsmail, you wait and
wait again, while she was sleeping here for three days and nights whenever I woke up I felt at ease, I hope nothing
has gone wrong, suddenly I looked and there she was, İsmail, there was my little girl right next to me, now count
the minutes allover again, count them, with morning never coming, you saw didn’t you, she’s thin as a rail, I
wanted her to get back on her feet a bit, thank goodness I was able to give her a lot to eat, but we really have to
find some way of dealing with these black flies İsmail, they really are bothersome, and half the tomatoes you
brought me turned out to be rotten, believe me, tell that dirty vegetable man, and we have to deal with his black
flies right under our nose, it’s unbearable, İsmail, unbearable! Look! Really, haven’t we forgotten something?
It feels that way.
36.91 The Thirst\fn{by Nezihe Merıç (1925-

)}

Gemlik, Bursa Province, Turkey (F) 5

They are saying, “You must, you must …” They are breathless, they make no sense; they don’t even know how
to use their lips, or their voices. The narrow street (one of the typical streets of Central Anatolia not yet lighted
with electric lamps) is submerged in a darkness between the purple of dark cherries and the suffocating dark pink
of stewed quince. The minaret is behind the high stone wall; the wall—a relic of the old times—is covered with
moss. There is a fountain of acrid water.
The voice of the Ezan is in the acrid water. There is always the voice of the Ezan day and night. The man who
recites the Ezan is ugly. His voice is ugly, gloomy, puny and boring. It is neither like the north wind, nor like the
mountain pass with poppies growing on its slopes. It is neither the laughter of a child, nor the howling of a dog.
Ugly man! And the perpetual voice of the Ezan.
The women wearing large headscarves are fervently intoning, “Dear God, Dear God!” by the fountain, driving
me crazy. (Oh, no! No! No!) The eyes are blinded by the square-shaped patch of light falling into the street from
the door of a house. (The doors of the houses in this town are nothing special; they are ordinary wooden doors
with two wings darkened by rain.) One can see a patch of blue in the scarf of one of the women; the blue stands
out as though it has nothing to do with her and exists by itself. They are again saying, “You must, you must …”
The women’s meaningless mouths open and close … the bilious yellow separates the purple of the dark cherries
from the dark pink of the stewed quince. The men’s eyeglasses are fixed on the void. The woman with the blue in
her scarf pulls someone who was left behind by the arm and points at her.
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“Look who’s here!” (The lights in the latticed windows of the house across the street die out. The women
belonging to this house will pile up on top of each other behind the window to have a look at this crowd of noisy
strangers.)
Inside, two people, leaning against the balustrade, are looking down. A hairpin holding the braids of the slight,
childlike woman falls to her shoulder. Her husband says, “Don’t fall!” and holds her waist with his fingertips.
This teasing amuses the people standing in front of the door. They burst into laughter. The street is filled with hot
pinks and bright acid greens. The husband mumbles between his teeth, “See how the bumpkins enjoy it!” The
young woman’s face is flushed with excitement, she whispers, “Please, for God’s sake don’t … they’ll hear you.”
The crowd lets someone pass. She is pulled by the arm, skips over the puddle of water high as her boots; she is
brought into the full view of everyone. (The one with the blue scarf is not involved in this commotion.) The
newcomer is the philosophy teacher. Those inside lean a little more to see better. She is towering above all the
mumbling mouths with her hands firmly planted inside the pockets of her leather jacket. She has a large, firm, and
beautiful mouth that contrasts with her cool eyes. Her hair is brushed and set neatly. Her cheekbones are
prominent. She is planted there in front of the door and staring at them. A thin and uneven voice is heard:
“Ah, you weren’t introduced. She came when you were on leave. I’ll introduce you: Our new philosophy
teacher Beyhan Kin. Özün, the art teacher. Sahir Bey, our literature teacher.” The word “introduce” reverberates
around the literature teacher. The thin and uneven voice again:
“Come on, don’t be spoilsports!”
The voices become intermingled. (The lights in the house with the latticed windows are turned on. There are
shadows behind the curtains.)
“Oh, Özün, you always invent such excuses.”
“Sahir Bey, please make her change her mind.”
“Ekrem and his folks are coming too.”
“Oh, come on, shame on you!”
“Look Özün—”
“It’s not nice.”
“We’ll have a wonderful time.”
“We’ll have aşure …”\fn{A note reads: Aşure is a traditional pudding made in the first month of the Moslem Lunar calendar,
prepared with various grains, dried fruit, and sugar.}
“Sahir, come on buddy, don’t.”
“Oh, stop making a big thing out of it.”
Only the three of them can see each other and the blue. Suddenly, they have an extraordinary feeling for
something that exists in the universe and never disappears: Pure Light. They are filled with joy and feel vigorous
again. They gaze at each other’s eyes in that Pure Light. (Now, the street is quite dark and distant.) The art teacher
is smiling. She holds on to the balustrade so as not to fall down. She is wearing a pair of peasant-style long,
coarse, woolen stockings with designs. With her hair, her stockings, and her smile, she resembles a high-school
girl. The woman with the leather jacket and the brushed hair smiles back. The literature teacher, with the delicate
bright face, is sending through the light a smile reflecting the many-colored railings of the old wooden house, its
big cardboard lantern decorated with cut-out papers and its lemon tree planted in the red copper vessel. The blue
Tatar eyes say:
“I’ve noticed them. The tousled hair, the turtleneck sweater, and the pipe carved from the local stone, too.”
Now the light is all over the street. The voices pile up on top of each other, making the bilious yellow that
separates the purple of the dark cherries from the dark pink of the stewed quince become darker.
“You’re always like this—”
“Come on, we’ll be late.”
“Come on, come on.”
“Hey guys, Remzi’s appointment is okay. The letter arrived today.”
“Well, goodbye then.”
“Sahir, don’t forget, you have a class tomorrow: 4C.”
“The new schedule … really … you’re lucky.”
“You let us down.”
“We won’t forgive you. Goodbye now.”
A tiny “Thank you” is blown from the lips of the philosophy teacher toward the braids and the pipe carved
from the local stone; there is a little wrinkle of a smile in the corner of her mouth. Now the door is shut against the
fading voices; its bell rings and makes the sheep come down the hill to drink water. But the three black sheep
don’t come down, they are stubborn, they stay up the hill. But eventually they have to come down. The shepherd
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will play the flute and they will come down to drink water. Otherwise they would die. The green meadows
reaching up to the sky have the pungent smell of the sunshine. The sound of the bell awakens the philosophy
teacher. She walks behind the crowd, irritated by the voice of the fat physics teacher who hangs onto her arm and
sounds like a bell:
“They liked you very much. And right now Özün is telling her husband you’re an interesting woman.”
Again the same wrinkle in the corner of the philosophy teacher’s mouth. She says:
“Her husband made me think of a French song: ‘It’s raining in Paris / It’s raining on the arrogant cap of the
Parisian taxi driver’... something like that ... I don’t exactly remember.”
She turns around and looks at the little house at the bottom of the street. She sees the light around it. Pure Light
has taken over the whole street. The voices and the laughter … words without rhyme or rhythm, or clarity …
meaningless, ordinary, haphazard, overused sentences are moving along the broken-down sidewalks of the
Railroad Station Boulevard amid heavy dowdy coats, scarves, and muddy trouser bottoms.
“It’s Özün’s snobbism. Sahir is more agreeable.”
“You know how the Fine Arts people are …”
“It’s really against the principal.”
“Oh, for heaven’s sake now …”
“Utter nonsense! Of course.”
The slanted blue eyes are half-closed. The leather jacket stands out among the coats. The mouth is shut tight
again.
The dark cherry-purple in the background is getting darker. The stewed-quince pink is pushing it into the
corners of the canvas. The middle area, wiped with the turpentine-soaked rag, is stained but empty. Özün, the art
teacher, sits in that empty area cross-legged. She is talking. Her eyes, fixed on the designs of her woolen
stockings, are full of anguish and they shine like glass. Her hands with long fingers are locked on one of her
knees. Her husband is looking at her knuckles that have become white from pressing hard. He is smoking his
pipe. He goes and lies down on the bed. Then he turns on his side. He is watching Oziin. He is thinking about why
people love each other:
“I feel as though I wouldn’t be able to live if this girl didn’t exist.” He knows that he can’t call her to be by his
side now.
Özün is undoing her braids as she talks. She doesn’t care if this keeps her husband up. Now she is a student in
the Art School. She smells turpentine. The smell of pine. She loves this smell.
“They’re going to gossip again. But what can I do? I feel utterly bored among them. You know, I am not so
good at explaining my feelings and my thoughts. How shall I say this? When I saw that philosophy teacher, the
leather jacket and the way she has her scarf wrapped around her neck. I don’t know why, but I feel as if I am full
of light, I am elated. It is almost like having a drink. I feel powerful and exalted. I feel as if I can do almost
anything. I had wanted to tell this to that journalist. You know what the idiot wrote? Our young painters are
addicted to alcohol. I want to paint pictures as big as this wall and use all the colors to my heart’s content. I want
to go to the exhibits and look at the paintings.”
“Now I’ll tell you why I couldn’t resolve this painting.”
“In my dream I saw blackbirds; they were flying from the color of the stewed quince to the color of dark,
poisonous cherries, all in somber tones. Most of the colors seemed to be in harmony in their lightness and
darkness. But some colors didn’t work with any color and stood out by themselves. The blackbirds flew mostly
towards them. I couldn’t understand why this was so.”
This dream lived in the canvas for some time, without meaning, without harmony, errantly.
Then the day arrived. This was a day like a sunflower blooming in the middle of November. The newspaper
boy at the pier blew a whistle. It was a pure blue whistle. When the birds heard the whistle they flew toward the
sun. It was heartbreakingly beautiful. A song was heard when the birds flew toward the sun. It was a song that has
existed in the universe since the first creature felt the first stirrings of life. It was an authentic voice, it was a pure
voice. It was a song that gave human beings goodness, faith, and confidence. It was a youthful song that lit people
up with love and joy. Not everybody could hear it, and those who heard it could not keep the echo of its sound in
their hearts for long. They would lose it among the other sounds.
When the song was heard, the pier hesitantly appeared in one corner of the empty space in the canvas. It was
like a perfect color snapshot-spring air in the middle of winter. The little red trolley cars were passing by. All the
stores along the shore had opened their doors toward the sea and the sunshine. All the young apprentices, shiny
red apples, little yellow cats, and the colorful insects moving around the moss-covered rocks on the shore were
beaming. The little white ferry on the wharf was just leaving … toot, toot, toot. The driver of the green trolley car
was furious as he turned the corner quickly so his riders would not miss the ferry.
391

“Clang, clang, clang! Get out of the way! The driver is coming! The captain is running away! Oh, what a
mess!”
The white-bearded man who sold roasted chestnuts loved this pandemonium. The newspaper boy kept
whistling and whistling.
When the newspaper boy blew the first whistle, at that very first whistle and in that clear blueness when the
birds flew toward the sun, a woman, carrying a suitcase, stepped back and smiled at the birds. She waved her
gloved hand dispersing the particles of dust. She was not an ordinary woman, she was different. It was obvious
that she had started hearing the song. She was like a gazelle. She made one think about faraway places, fogcovered mountain passes and desolate rocks. For a moment, she looked at the birds flying toward the sun and
blinked her eyes. She kept smiling. Then she examined the pier with a quick glance.
Suddenly she stopped smiling. She bit her lower lip. She fumbled with the collar of her heavy sport coat as if
searching for something. Then she stiffened. She walked quickly with steady steps. Özün was standing there next
to the newspaper boy. The woman walked in her direction toward the man who was also standing there.
Özün had already examined the man, who wore an expensive, heavy coat, made of British cloth; the ring with
a gem on his little finger clearly showed that he was a rich man. His face had the kind of glowing complexion
peculiar to those who ate and slept well and had nothing to worry about. He was robust, he was wealthy. It was as
clear as daylight that his life was comfortable. Özün knew that he didn’t hear the song. A voice deep inside her
made her definitely believe that. He did not smell the roasted chestnuts, but he was capable of grinding a halfpound of chestnuts with his strong teeth and moving his red tongue over them. The man didn’t know that the
smell of roasted chestnuts at the pier, under the winter sun, would make people happy. He met the woman with a
smile. The woman stopped. She was still holding the suitcase by its handle.
When Özün saw the woman from close up, she could tell, at one glance, that she had no home, no husband or
children, and that all she had was that suitcase. Although her coat and gloves were a bit frayed she was still
elegant. She was really attractive, but she seemed to be penniless. Özün could see that. In contrast the man looked
quite prosperous. It was obvious. He met the woman with smiles. For a moment Özün could not hear the song.
The woman had stopped smiling. She nervously passed her fingers through her hair; looking straight at the
man's face she said:
“I am sorry.”
Her voice was the color of dark wine.
“I am sorry, I am late.”
She twisted the corner of her mouth nervously. Then speaking quickly she let a barrage of words flow from her
mouth.
“I have to go back, without delay. This thing won’t work. Unfortunately it’s so. I won’t be able to come. It is
impossible. Please, don’t insist. When I decide about something I can’t change my mind. Goodbye!”
Then she walked away. The woman was anguished. She wasn’t like anybody else. She was a woman like a
gazelle. She could hear the song, and she knew that the man didn’t hear the song. The man was not anguished, he
was relaxed. That’s why she didn’t go with him. She was holding the handle of her suitcase tight. She walked
straight. She needed someone who was also anguished. She was going to look for him. All of a sudden the birds
had flown toward the sun.
Özün couldn’t hear the song anymore. It was during the years of World War II; she stood gaping behind a
taxicab. Another woman had called “Taxi!” in the wide boulevard with trees on both sides. She had kissed Özün
lightly on both cheeks and had gone away. She was a woman glowing with light who stood straight as an arrow in
her dark suit. She, too, carried a suitcase. In those years when bread was rationed it seemed like a very
extravagant thing to Özün, who was only a girl of seventeen, to travel by taxi.
The woman arrived one evening when Özün’s mother was in the kitchen preparing dinner. She came with
Özün’s father. She hugged Özün’s mother and cried:
“Ah, my dear sister, you, my dear, ah, you haven’t changed at all, believe me …” She kissed Özün
affectionately. “You have grown so much, Özün. You were so tiny, this big …” she said. She addressed everyone
in the second person plural, polite form.
Özün was so impressed. If she still used the same polite form it was then and there she had decided to do it.
The woman seemed to be happy all during the evening when they had dinner and when she played cards with
Özün’s father. She, too, said, “When suddenly the birds flew away …” She told them that as she was walking, she
had stopped and looked casually at the side street when suddenly the birds flew away. At that moment she saw
Özün’s father coming. Many years ago, when she was a child, in that small town in the West, every morning an
elegant gray-haired gentleman, slim and tall, used to pass by their house; years later it felt as though he was still
passing by.
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“Oh, I can’t tell you how happy I am to see you again,” she said.
It was as if a bird had flown into the house.
She kept repeating, “Ah, I’ve been missing a home so much,” and she laughed. They kept talking about that
small town in the West and their acquaintances there. But some time later Özün’s mother said about her:
“She was only a little girl, and she flirted with the sailors when the ships came. She took after that foreign
woman, her mother. It’s a pity she’s such an attractive girl. She has wasted her life. It’s not true that she has a job.
She has strayed from the right path …”
That night Özün and the woman slept in the same room. At midnight Özün heard her sobs. The woman was
crying. And the next day she left, she couldn’t stay. She was not an ordinary woman. Her two-piece suit, her hair
style, the way she folded her raincoat and put it on her arm, the way she took money out of her pocketbook—all
were different. She seemed to be terribly worried. In those years Özün wasn’t quite mature, but … she could
understand. She accompanied her up to the boulevard. The woman called:
“Taxi!”
Many years passed by, but Özün never again met a woman who hailed a taxi like that. She had lifted her hand
gently and called, “Taxi!” She had the air of someone getting into the royal carriage. She was irresistible. One
couldn’t help adoring everything about her.
When the card game was over and they were ready to go to bed, the woman seemed to be tired and weary. Her
joy and her happiness were gone. As she helped to get the bedding out of the closet, she looked as though she was
dying of anguish. Only Özün had felt her distress. When they were in bed they chatted a little. She asked Özün:
“Do you have a sweetheart?”
Özün blushed. She also said:
“I want to go to faraway places, to other countries.” She told Oziin many things about a captain who always
smoked a pipe. She asked:
“Do you dance well? Do you like the movies? Do you know that song called …?” She told her about the
dance-and-music movies that were showing that week, the Spanish dancers and the Hawaiian islands. If she
wanted she could go to Beirut, or to Damascus, but she didn’t want to. Since she was a little girl she had wanted
to be a ballerina. Her mother was German. When she was young she had taken ballet lessons in Germany. She
sang a little German Christmas carol in a muffled voice. In a faraway German village it was snowing and the
church bells were ringing.
Özün was so excited, she thought her heart would stop beating. The woman knew all the latest American songs
and all the movie stars. She had wanted to be a movie star, too. She had wanted to dance. But she had not become
any of these things. She had become weary of life. Then again the captain and the travels … each time the woman
talked about traveling she laughed, like a child, with delight.
Many years later, Özün could see those two women in her canvas. They had arrived, hesitantly and timidly, to
stand in the empty space of the canvas toward the blackbirds.
The literature teacher is looking at his wife absentmindedly. There is a pain in him, stabbing him with a hard,
thin, sharp point. Özün, in one of the first days after their marriage, stands there, with a salad bowl in her hands,
and a poignant expression; both the delight and the timidity of a child are on her face.
“Sahir, I want to paint. Day after day, I feel I want to leave everything and paint.”
She is smiling innocently.
“But I am also happy that I am married. I like to take care of you. It is wonderful to have someone who is so
full of life.”
Oh, that smile on her face.
But now she is in another world; with her knitted eyebrows, she goes on talking.
“I want that song, I want that light. I want that anguish that terrorizes women. I can’t explain this to myself. I
can’t figure it out. I can’t give up the dreams, the birds, and the pier. But they suffocate me, too.”
The canvas is empty. Nothing more than a pile of turpentine-soaked rags. Their room is in the corner of the
empty canvas. They lie side by side in their bed. Özün’s nightgown is white flannel with blue dots. She gently
holds her husband’s hand that was caressing her hip and says:
“Sahir.”
She pauses a little and clears her throat.
“I am very tired. I am worried.”
The hand remains still for a while, then caresses the hip again with understanding. Sahir says:
“Goodnight.”
Now Özün is running amid the turpentine smells; the jokes and the noisy chatter of her Art School friends she
misses more and more as the years go by. She stands in front of her easel. As she puts her white smock on she
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starts living the excitement of the studio in the Art School. All her friends are there. The old times return. Pure
Light illuminates the whole universe. Özün starts mixing the colors hurriedly. She is looking for that color of
anguish that doesn’t harmonize with any other color. Right in the middle of the canvas she’ll write:
“I can’t live without Sahir.”
Underneath that, in the same size and color, she’ll write:
“I can’t live if I don’t paint.”
Then, in the corner of the canvas, in smaller letters and less conspicuously, she’ll write:
“We have no money to buy paint!”
For a while she’ll look at that helplessly. There will be a line in the corner of her mouth—something between
smiling and crying. Then with a shrug of her shoulders she will sign the canvas: Özün Tunz! She will hug her
husband and fall into a deep sleep.
When Özün fell asleep an anguished man flew away. He went to Istanbul and met his friend Mahmut on the
Unkaparu Bridge. Looking down, he said:
“You’re my best friend. You have influence at the Ministry of Education. You should try your best to have us
transferred. Otherwise this girl will die of grief. Let’s not allow this girl to be wasted, it would be sinful.”
Mahmut kept quiet. He took long drags on his cigarette. Then he threw the cigarette off the bridge. They both
leaned and watched it fall. When Sahir talked again it was as though many years had lapsed in the interval. He
was saying:
“She’s a woman who resists.”
He was talking to himself.
“She’s a woman who dares to say ‘Let’s not have it tonight.’”
Sahir returned, silent and subdued, on the wings of the worry bird. He got into his bed quietly. He moved his
hand to hold the pulse of this childlike woman sleeping by his side.
“Fast again … must be 106 for sure.”
He lay on his back. He crossed his arms under his head. The worry bird, all black, was standing in the empty
space. He kept looking and looking.
46.232 Like Donkeys Who’ve Had A Good Feed\fn{by Yem Gür Gelen Esekler (1935-

)} Turkey (F)
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The women were sitting around and chatting, at the pool in the public baths. Suddenly they were startled by
laughter reverberating in the dome. Emis was driving the young married woman Ceren in front of her, chasing her
toward the pool. They jumped into the water right behind each other, all out of breath. They got all tangled up in
each other like a ball of wool. Then Ceren got away from Emis. In the pool the chase began again, while they
laughed till they choked.
The other women looked at each other as if to ask, “What’s going on?” Granny Hasibe:
“What do you think is happening? They’re kicking up their heels like donkeys who’ve had a good feed.”
The young woman and her sister-in-law came out of the water a while later, out of breath. Side by side they sat
down at the edge of the pool. Their bodies were bright red. Sweat was coursing down their skin in streams. Emis
was a tall, large-boned, darkly beautiful woman. Below the waist, she was covered, clothed in long undershorts
made of American cloth; her top was bare. Her breasts were tiny for her build. Ceren, in contrast, was very small,
with a peaches-and-cream, downy-fresh complexion. Emis slapped Ceren on the shoulder, meaning:
“You’ve gotten away with it.”
Ceren chuckled. The women all turned and stared at them, trying to figure out what was going on. One of them
couldn’t stand it any longer:
“What’s come over you, girl? Is your donkey having a circumcision party? How come you’re bubbling over
like a pot of bulghur? Let us in on it so we can laugh, too.” Emis:
“This pig-headed Ceren, you know, she grabbed up my waist-cloth when we were getting undressed and just
ran off with it. Look, here I am in the steam bath in my underpants. I told her I didn’t have an extra pair of undershorts in my things but she didn’t listen.”
“Emis played this game on me first. Now I’m getting my revenge today,” said Ceren, giggling flirtatiously.
Granny Hasibe was the oldest woman in the village. She didn’t mince words with anyone. Ceren and Emis’s
behavior sank in. First she stared hard at both of them. She shook her head from side to side and muttered
something under her breath. Then she couldn’t stand it any longer and let fly with what she had been turning over
in her mind:
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“What’s all this wild stuff about? Anyone seeing you would think you owned the world. Your husbands have
been working seven levels underground for years, digging in the mines. But that doesn’t bother you in the
slightest.” Emis pouted and shrugged her shoulders:
“What are we supposed to do? You want us to mourn day and night because our husbands are in
Germany?”\fn{Germany began in 1955 to recruit foreign workers—particularly Turks and Yugoslavs—to help build their booming
economy, expecting that they would return to Turkey after a few years upon the expiration of their normally short-term labor contracts .}
“No one’s asking you to go into mourning! But this much wild excitement is unsuitable. In the old days back
in the village when their husbands were doing their military service married women didn’t have the right to open
their eyes, even: our elders would rake us over the coals and say ‘a soldier’s wife doesn’t laugh, she doesn’t dance
at weddings, she doesn’t wear new trousers or use henna.’ And you’re like soldiers’ wives. You don’t have
husbands around to keep you in line. This much laughing and joking, getting all excited and whinnying never
leads to any good. If your husbands hear about it they’ll take it out on you.” Emis had begun to get angry:
“What are we doing, I’d like to know? We haven’t gone and fooled around with some strange men, after all!
One or two goods laughs makes a person guilty? Our husbands went to Germany for us to be able to laugh,
anyway. We get beautiful, long letters from both of them, telling us ‘We’re working for you, eat and buy clothes,
and have a good time, don’t worry about us.’”
While Emis was talking she nudged Ceren with her elbow every now and then, asking her, “Isn’t that so, girl?”
and Ceren seconded her sister-in-law with a “Uh huh.”
Granny Hasibe’s anger had risen. She tried another way to flatten Emis:
“Hunh. Who knows what shit they’re into, there. They’re keeping you happy with a couple of pieces of velvet
cloth, three bracelets, and a gold necklace or two.”
Emis was determined to hear Granny Hasibe to the end:
“Our men can do whatever they want up there. Whatever’s left over is enough for me. A real man doesn’t wear
out! Anyway, we’re not interested in velvet and gold necklaces and bracelets like the other young married women.
We have other dreams in mind. We’re going to move to town when our men get back. We’ve bought a piece of
land there, each of us. Our homes are going to have a lot of rooms and all the rooms will have great big windows.
We’ll put up rows of shops at the bottom. Our men tell us in their letters, ‘If we get fed up we’ll move on to the
city, what’s to hold us back?’ Do you understand, Granny? We’re a thorn in your side and you’re jealous of us, but
we’re not going to hang around here. We’re going to clear out and get away from you all. Just stretch out your
legs and sit back and relax.”
Granny Hasibe realized she couldn’t get the better of Emis.
“May God give you what you deserve, girl,” she said and put an end to the discussion.
The young women around the pool were bobbing up and down, keeping their eyes fixed on the water. Emis
was taken aback by the silence. She wanted to bob up and down with somebody or other and get rid of her
feelings. But no one was going along with her. Then a robust voice burst out into a folk song with a lively dance
rhythm. Ceren joined her, clapping her hands to the beat. After the first verse of the song ended, Emis shouted,
trembling with rage:
“Hey there, girls, why are you silent? Are you dead or something? Come on, let’s all sing it!”
Most of the young women had husbands abroad. They were all dispirited. They joined in the singing to accommodate Emis, but the melody came out of their mouths like sobs, and they sang a couple of phrases and kept silent
for the rest of the time. Emis had no way of controlling the rage swelling up inside her:
“Let’s dance, come on,” she said to Ceren. “These women are finished. They don’t know how to do anything
but stand around and sigh, their heads bowed, like orphans.”
And so the young woman and her sister-in-law sang and danced around to their hearts’ content. When Emis
began to shake her bare shoulders and sway her hips in the belly dance, Granny Hasibe was too angry to sit still
any longer. She got up and left the baths, grumbling and muttering as she went.
Emis and Ceren danced till they were tired out. Then they went over to the basin and soaped their hair. They
rubbed themselves down with a loofa cloth, rinsed themselves off and, bundled up in their flowered towels, left
the steam bath. As soon as they had gone, the older women collected in a bunch and started in to gossip as hard as
they could.
“Well now, they’re both going to move to the town,” said Zehra, opening the door for talk. Then each of them,
one after the other, brought their feelings out into the open.
“They’ve bought land in the town, both of them.”
“Is it really true, though?”
“It’s true. It’s the custom, now. People who earn a few cents in Germany, they don’t like the village any more.
They set their sights on the town or the city. Haven’t you heard? Why, from our village alone, lots of people have
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bought houses in the town. People from abroad are smart. Do you think they should just stay in the village and rot
like linen on a dung heap?”
“Don’t talk like that, dear, my man says when he came back and saw our daughter all bowed and bent over, his
heart sank, it’s like soldiers’ wives in wartime national service, waiting years and years for their husbands, blood
and bone marrow all dried up. He swears not to give our other daughters to boys going off to Germany. He says
‘not for all the sweets in Damascus.’”
“Uncle Etem’s right. What’s the use of clothes and money, and bracelets, and a house and a plot of land. Ever
since the doors of Germany swung open, the young married women of the village have turned into lice-ridden
chickens. The life in them has all gone out, their eyes have no sparkle, their bodies are numb, their speech is thick;
every so often they say “we’re sick” and they don’t say anything else. The money their husbands send goes to pay
the doctors.”
“The other day our Husnu wrote his father. Let’s buy a house or a piece of land in town, he said.”
“Oh well, it was bound to happen. Go on and leave the village, you too!”
“Everyone who sees the foreigner’s money, one by one they’ll all go off and desert the village, that’s obvious.”
“I wouldn’t leave my village for anything in the world. I don’t care if they give me my weight in gold, and
mansions with all the furnishings, 1 can’t break away from this place.”
While the conversations were going on, Granny Hasibe rushed into the steam bath in her clothes, all out of
breath. She puckered up her face in disgust and began to speak.
“Stones will rain down, stones!” The women stood up, concerned.
“What happened, Granny, why?”
“What more could happen after this? I wish my eyes had clouded over and I hadn’t seen it. I hope to God I
never see such a thing again, Emis and young Ceren are playing around. I was suspicious anyway but 1 just
couldn’t accept it.”
The women spoke out all together:
“Come on, tell us. Who are they playing around with?”
Granny Hasibe quieted down her heavy breathing and shook her head slowly:
“They’re playing around with each other. In fact, Emis is in heat and she’s using that bird-brained Ceren.”
The women put their hands over their mouths and shrieked, “Aaah!” Granny Hasibe:
“I saw it with my own eyes. I was saying my prayers in the meadow behind the baths. Emis and Ceren came
out of the baths. I didn’t see them, themselves; but I recognized them by their voices. When I got up from my
prayers, I meant to go back to the baths and get my things. But what should I see but the two of them, the girl and
her sister-in-law, climbing down to the foot of the bath-house. ‘What could they possibly be doing in the dirty
water that comes out of the baths?’ I thought. And the whole place is filthy down there, it gives you the creeps.
‘They’re up to something,’ I said. My suspicions were gnawing at me. I crossed the wooden bridge right away and
crossed to the other side to the slope facing the foot of the baths. I waded in through the poison hemlock, and
walked along the stream downhill. When I saw them going into the hollow next to Dombay rock, my curiosity
grew by leaps and bounds. I hid among the trees and began to watch from the other side.”
“Soooo?” said the women.
“Suddenly, that horse-faced Emis jumped on top of Ceren. She knocked her down to the ground and started
kissing her like mad.”
“What happened, what happened then?”
“Then both of them untied their strings and let down their trousers I completely lost my head. I turned round
and rushed back here.” The women spoke all together:
“Yaaa!” they sighed.
Then a short silence fell. Each person there started to evaluate what she had heard, for herself. Zehra broke the
silence:
“Look, it had to happen. Two fresh young things without a man for years. Their husbands don’t even take. an
honest to goodness home leave because they’re trying to save money. Because of the heat in the steam bath, the
women’s bodies got all excited, that’s obvious. They couldn’t wait till they got home. Right next to the rock, they
started in to put out their fires immediately. In any case at home what with the old men and old women they
probably wouldn’t be able to draw a comfortable breath.”
Granny Hasibe attacked furiously:
“As for me, I don’t know the ins and outs of it, they’re sullied now, these women! The great river itself can’t
wash their sins clean. It’s a sin for their men as well, that kind of thing. Their husbands mustn’t sleep with them.
They must divorce them, is the truth. Curses rain down on the ground such people walk on. Hurry up, let’s leave
right away and get to them before they’ve tied up their pants again. Let’s all spit in their faces, one after another.”
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The women poured a bowl of water over themselves to get rid of the sweat, right away. Then they got dressed
immediately and they all started out together on the path toward Dombay rock.
96.230 Knowing How To Play The Piano\fn{by Füruzan aka Cevat Sakir Kabaagacli (1935Province, Turkey (F) 4

)}

Istanbul, Istanbul

“It’s sinful for them to do the laundry on Saturdays,” my mother said. “Not to mention just dumping the dirty
water out front at night.”
I was sitting stiffly on the doorsill in my holiday clothes sewn by my mother, with sturdy boys’ shoes laced at
the top, and a huge satin bow I my hair.
[Being womanly isn’t easy. Making something that looks well on you out of nothing. Look what I paid for that
print material from the wholesale dry goods store. I rinsed it and got out the stiffening. Then I ironed it. Sewed it
quickly in time for the holiday. These people don’t even wipe their children’s noses. I grew up in mansions. Go
and tell that to these common women. My lute, my piano, what beautiful hands I had. …]
Down below they had sprinkled the ground in front of the Kurd’s coffee house. The earth smelled fresh. At the
end of every Ramazan,\fn{A note reads: Muslim month of fasting, followed by a three-day holiday .} they played dance tunes in
the coffee house.
My shoes had gotten a little smaller this holiday.
“See, Ramazan Holiday this year, it’s already summertime,” said my mother. “God sent us a mild winter.”
We had one room. You entered the room right from the door. there was no kitchen; the corner table was used
for meals and a kitchen. The dirt on the whitewashed walls shoed when the weather got warm enough to open the
street door. The window in the corner barely existed. Why does my father work on holidays too? Is there anyone
who buys liver for their cats on holidays?
“Mother, when is my father coming?”
“He’ll come home around noon. Maybe the end of the afternoon. If they get to talking about their own village.
I’m sick of their village, and their beehives. They still haven’t gotten rid of their accent. Because they always get
together and talk. … I’m not the right kind for your father, but what can you do, it’s fate.”
[Oh, Demoir really had some beehives, my child, among the knee-high grass. It’s mountain country, our place
there, and the air is healthy, the people well-built. But my old man insisted on going away because the
government had changed in these parts. Nothing but land and fields and gardens left behind there, in his view. We
sold them, but our men spent it all right away among strangers. Whatever I said was no use. You’re a woman, you
don’t know anything about it, they said. Three of my sons gave up and died. They were mountain men and
couldn’t adjust to the city. Our honey smelled of clover, the breezes rustled through the clover.]
“Mother, aren’t we going to pay a holiday visit to Grandmother?”
“I’m sick and tired of your grandmother’s crying. She’ll start right in with her three sons who died and she’s
eighty and still living.”
[Ah, daughter-in-law, why did we ever come to these places with huge houses? My sons are gone—only Demir
Ali is left. You should appreciate your husband. … On holidays everyone used to come and say, “Let me kiss your
hand.” They drank mastic sweets and spring water in delicate glasses. While my daughters-in-law busied
themselves with the sweets, a pleasant scorched smell would come from the stove. My sons would go out in the
yard in their serve suits and talk at the top of their voices. Rifles would shoot off in the distance. We had my
grandchildren’s hair cut very short. My only girl grandchild in this one. And she was born away from our village.
They used to wet down the ground before the front door and in the yard. The children ran every which way.]
I’m a city person. It would never have crossed my mind in a million years that I would marry your father; I
was fifteen when I married my first husband. In Istanbul thee was typhus. Wouldn’t you know, my hair fell out all
of a sudden and I was left bald on my wedding night. I was still so beautiful, though! I was tiny but I had skin like
taffeta and almond-shaped hazel eyes. When Madam Klalyopi was sewing my wedding dress, she said, “What
arms you have, what wrists!” A set of rose-colored bed linens were made for me. On the wedding night I kept
saying, “I want my mother.” I always used to sleep with your grandmother. She had asthma. I got so scared at
night, thinking she was going to die. She seemed unable to breathe. We would burn apple peels on the tile stove.
Those were the winters in Acibadem. The Germans were building the Haydarpasha railroad station. The German
engineer and his wife lived in the house wit a tower, next door to us. The woman’s cheeks were all covered with
red veins. Your grandmother used to say it was from eating pork. Those people always get like that. Summers we
made rose jam; it smelled of roses everywhere. We would go to Necipbey garden by carriage. White grapes,
muscatels, and Chasselas grapes from the garden, all heaped u on plates, glistening with dew. Rasim Pasha’s
daughter used to come in her landau. She wore pistachio green dresses because she had green eyes. Her hair was
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tighlty wrapped up in a scarf. Her long locks were golden yellow—you could see them at her temples. They said
she had become bad, the great pasha’s daughter. She took Italian and French officers into her home, it seems.
People saw their wide greatcoats and white gloves in Rasim Pasha’s mansion often. Autumn turns very beautiful
in Küçük Camlica. Everything was covered with dark, quince-colored leaves. At that time they were making
bread out of leftover corncobs in Istanbul. I married my first husband through a go-between. She apparently saw
me shopping with your grandmother in Orozdibak. They put a diamond ring on my finger as my unveiling gift.
My mother-in-law bought my drop earrings at an imperial auction. That year ice came down to the Bosporous
from the Black Sea. On the wedding night, the tile stove burned till morning. I already told you that on my
wedding night I said, “I want my mother.”
My mother was always telling me things, and now she was telling me things again. I found her quite a stranger.
What she told me was completely outside our life. And as for that bit about playing the piano, that was what
frightened me most. Because I knew what a piano was. In our neighborhood movie theater, the Yavuz, I had seen
from the beginning to end a film about a man who played that object called a piano. It was a large musical
instrument. Some of the things my mother told me I believed—after all I don’t know what the other things she
mentioned are—but playing the thing called a piano just couldn’t have happened. She must have seen it in a
movie theater too. Actually, she couldn’t have gone to the Yavuz Theater. Because we didn’t have the money for
films. The bald man as the door would let in the local girls. According to what the boys said, he was a bad guy, up
to no good.
“Mother, can I wear my clogs this afternoon? These shoes are too heavy, I can’t run in them.”
“What else can we do? Look, you’ve worn them for two years. It’s better than going around in clogs on
holidays. In my time I had antelope skin shoes. You don’t even give an imitation of gentility anyway. Somehow
you get by with it. You turned out to be like the mountain people.”
[The Istanbulites made fun of us, daughter-in-law. It seems we put embroidered covers on everything. In our
village my daughters-in-law would embroider the cloths in summer under the grape arbors. They even
embroidered my grandchildren’s underclothes. In our place children were very much appreciated. They ran
around the yard, like little colts. When their fathers returned from work, even the edges of the rough cotton shirts
on their sweaty bodies were embroidered with carnations and roses. Everybody worked. In autumn when my sons
and their wives went to the plain, I heated the milk fresh from the cows that morning and put it on the table with
corn bread. They would dunk the bread in the milk. They all laughed a lot together. Demir Ali, in the honeygathering time, took along the kids. They went out when they weren’t even green yet. But you should have seen
our weddings there, daughter. As soon as the young men and fresh young girls joined in the dancing, the skies
rang. Weddings began after harvest time. Before the wedding we used to smear butter on the burned noses of our
daughters-in-law working hard in the fields. Their poor noses peeled off entirely. When the men had drunk their
plum raki, they threw themselves completely into the dance. Round and round they made the girls fly, when they
got sweaty they took off their serge jackets. Silver watch chains gleamed on their shirt-fronts. They were brave
and manly. Well built. Weak people don’t last there anyway—I’ve buried three sons, and I’m still alive. Ah, why
should I live and why should those beautiful young men go? The couldn’t stand it here. I told them, “Let’s not
go.” “The government is going to change here,” they said. And we had to live in exile. Ah, daughter, what are
governments to us? Whoever saw the government in the courtyards, the fields, the mountains? These male folk
think they know a lot, they’re wrong a lot. Only Demir Ali was a bachelor when we arrived. There was a
Bulgarian here, Kozma. He had come earlier, he knows us. He sent for my oldest son and told him, it’s thus and
so here; you’ll be a street peddler; you won’t be able to find any other kind of work, your brothers won’t either.]
My father took me once to Kozma’s dairy shop. It smelled of boiled milk everywhere. He had white teeth
when he smiled. He said to my father, “Demir Ali, you’re welcome here I’m sure.” “We’re glad we’ve come, I’m
sure,” said my father.
“This your daughter huh?”
“Yes.”
“She’s grown.”
“Yes, she doesn’t go to school yet. She knows how to read the paper. She reads the local papers.”
Then Kozma brought milk, butter, and fresh bread. He put it on the marble table. Both of them began to talk
their native dialect. They forgot me. Across from the shop was a barracks. The barracks had so many windows! I
couldn’t figure out how they could heat it. Sailors were coming and going on the street. Then the bugle sounded. I
thought about the fact that my mother was in a place so far off that no one could return from it. As if she had gone
off with themixed-up things she talked about. I was very sorry for her. I looked at my father. He and Kozma
weren’t talking. Father was resting his great hands on the tabletop. We got up.
“Wemir Ali, I’m glad you came,” said Kozma.
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“We’re glad too,” said my father.
The sailors’ footsteps could be heard from the barracks. When we returned home, my mother was darning
stockings. Father put the change down on the chest of drawers that belonged to mother.
“We went to see Kozma. The girl is stuffed. I’m going to buy a portable chest. Kozma said that up there above,
liver and lung sellers make a lot of money. He’s going to get our Fazli into the slaughterhouse. It’s at Sütlüce.
Near here. I’m going to buy a portable chest. There’s money in liver and lung selling. ‘Go into the slaughterhouse
if you want to,’ Kozma said. ‘If you want, work with me.’ He asked about my bees. We laughed then he asked, ‘Is
anyone of you left thereabouts?’ I said, ‘Aunt Pink is left. She didn’t come. Here sons didn’t come either. In our
family you can’t oppose your elders,” I said. Kozma also said that you can’t oppose them. I’m going to get a
portable chest today.”
My mother never raised here head.
“Only God neither falls nor rises,” she said.
“I’ll earn money in this place too, by my honesty,” said my father.
My mother, still without raising her head: “What difference is there between what you do and begging? How
will I tell it to the people at Kadiköy?”
“Don’t get me started on their book, their idol, their prophet for discussion,” said my father.
Infidel! They don’t have an idol. Worry about yourself, you haven’t learned how to talk correctly yet.
My father got up and left.
I was in front of the door, eating the fresh bread my mother had given me. She had spread it with fgat and
sprinkled red pepper on it. If only I could have run off to the field.
[Your father doesn’t understand anything about holidays or excursions. What has become of refined and
educated people! We all studied with İhsan at Acibadem. When your grandparents set off on a tour of the Kuşdili
meadow, we stayed home and devoured all the novels. Where have those days gone! Everything is over and done
with. For lack of money we married off your sister when she was young. And, moreover, she was well born. Your
sister was from my first husband. I was fifteen years old when I gave birth to her. It was winter, February. The
stoves were burning constantly. They said that wolves came down to Ziverbey. My milk didn’t come. I had very
tiny breasts; there wasn’t anything I could do about it. we hired Nazire as wet nurse. Nazire is black. She raised
my older sister, İhsan. How many times your grandmother pulled her out of your grandfather’s bed! She had such
breasts, this big. So short and those breasts! The wisdom of god can’t be questioned One morning we were in bed.
Your sister with her black hair was sleeping like an angel between the white bedsheets. Hamit had put on his
uniform. He used to have his clothes made by the most expensive tailor. All the girls were crazy about him.
Especially when he walked around wearing his sword. But he liked me best of all and took me. My sister-in-law
came inside. “Hamit! Hamit! War has started in Anatolia,” she said. I ran to the window. As if the war were
outside. My heart leaped into my mouth. Your sister Muazzam’s father left and went away. I was left all alone. My
sister-in-law took Nazire into her room. I was very frightened at night. I kept waking up whenever I was about to
fall asleep. I thought I would get tuberculosis and die. One day the bath was heated and I was washing myself. All
of a sudden the door opened. It was my sister-in-law’s husband. “Oh, please excuse me,” he said. I didn’t know
what to do. I was stark naked. He closed the door. He went away. I was so ashamed I couldn’t look anyone in the
face during diner. “Why don’t you eat?” asked my sister-in-law. My brother-in-law was very quiet. A few nights
later when I was half asleep I heard someone opening my bedcovers. I was so happy—I thought Hamit had come.
I threw my arms around his neck. There I was, nose to nose with my raki-smelling brother-in-law. I rushed out of
bed. I was so cold I was shaking all over. “I’m going to scream now,” I said. “Get out of my room quick.” He
said, “Dear, Hamit won’t return any more, he’s either passed away or about to.” Next day I went back to my
mother’s house. I was going to wait for my husband there. I took your sister too. In your grandmother’s room I
put your sister’s bed at the head of mine. Hamit never did come back again. We heard that he had escaped to
Russia. To join Enver Pasha’s army.\fn{ Enver Pasha (1881-1922), Turkish soldier and nationalist leader, who directed the Turkish
war effort in World War I. After the Allied victory in 1918, he fled first to Germany and then to Central Asia, where he tried to organize
Muslim resistance to the Communists; but he was killed in battle in Tajikistan, August 4, 1922 .} I still thought he would return. He

sent me a picture of himself in a kalpak from Batum. How handsome he was in that picture! I was a child. My
face was no bigger than a spoon. Around my neck was a gold watch that Hamit bought—he gave it to me as a
present when I became pregnant with your sister. Everyone felt sorry for me. No one went to Kuşdili anymore.
The day when my older sister İhsan died, your grandmother’s asthma got worse. We sent for Dr. Ben Habib
quickly. At home only your grandmother, your sister, my uncle, and I were left. We rented out the guest part of the
house. To three or four families. We closed it off with a barrier between, but we were tired of listening to their
noise every day. Nazire came later on and moved in to look after your grandmother. They got so fond of each
other you would have thought she had never climbed into bed with our grandfather and the other one never had to
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pull her out. At night they talked about their passion for your grandfather’s woolen wraps, and the delicate
glassware. “My dear lady,” Nazire would say. “In Ramazan the whole mansion used to quarrel over the
preparation of the rose-flavored desserts, the Circassian chicken, the strained pilavs in shiny tinned saucepans. At
breakfast if we didn’t serve watermelon jam and unsalted olives, it was unacceptable to the master, no matter if
we had birds’ milk. Everything for the mansion was bought by the hundredweight. What days of plenty they were!
May he rest in peace.” Then they would begin to sob together in unison. That such a man should die.” “And yet,”
my grandmother would say, “what a good thing that my master didn’t live to see these days, when everything is
turned upside down!”\fn{When Cornwallis surrendered at Yorktown, the English military band played The World Turned UpsideDown.}
My days passed that way. Thinking news would come from Hamit. One day Hamit and I went up to the top of
Küçük Çamlica by carriage. There’s still a summer coffeehouse up there. “Müberra,” he said, “I might leave this
earthly body behind me, but my love for you will shine in the heavens till judgment day.” He said this looking up
at the sky. When your sister was three, we learned that your father had died in Batum of venereal disease. Your
grandmother was already senile. She understood nothing. Nazire didn’t sehow any lack of respect for her former
mistress. She collected the monthly rents. My uncle had been let go from the Public Debts Administration. He
found a job as accountant with the Tobacco Monopoly in Ūsküdar. He went back and forth to it. To save money,
Nazire would fix him three meals to take along. In one part bread, in one part a cold dish in olive-oil—mostly
eggplant or noodles and cheese. By then we had meat just a few times a year. Your grandmother wouldn’t hear of
artichokes. Every time she served them, Nazire would say, “Dear lady, this is eggplant.” I don’t know what we
would have done without Nazire. I had never in my life gone down even to Üsküdar alone. Your grandmother
would say, “I won’t eat any other kind of bread than French bread.” Maybe she didn’t see well, I don’t know. She
saw everything as it used to be. Later on she began to think your grandfather was still alive. Your grandmother
would say, “Go on, Müberra, go to the piano.” While I played the piano, the roomers were saying, “The crazy
palace set are having fun again,” I knew. One day my uncle went to be d with fever. Nazire ran and fetched Dr.
Ben Habib from Mağlarbasi. The doctor kissed your grandmother’s hand. They said that when the master returned
in the evening, they would tell him the doctor had come. the doctor was a tiny little man. He listened to the two
women and me with love and pity. He didn’t take money. A week later my uncle died of pneumonia. Nazire tied
up his jaw. They sat up a huge cauldron outdoors. It was the beginning of summer. The month-long-rainy season
had begun. Your grandmother said to me as if nothing had happened, “Here, this was my burial money, take it for
the household expenses.”
The last night the dead body was in the house, Nazire scrubbed the floors. She cleaned everywhere. Your
grandmother said, “What customs these blacks do have.” My uncle’s room was closed. They were reading the
Koran over him. The reader was the local imam. It seemed as though no one was home. Didn’t your grandmother
know her brother had died? No one came to his burial. Which means he had no friends where he worked. Nazire
sold my uncle’s clothes to the secondhand dealer, after a lot of haggling. In his walnut chest they found layers of
Damascus silk underwear and night-clothes. “This was for his wedding, but it never came about,” said Nazire.
Your grandmother said, “He was not masculine, my brother, but he was a good person. He never touched women,
drink, or gambling. We are sinful slaves of God. We had more than a few sinful desires.” That was the first time I
ever heard your grandmother talk that way. We sold the piano too. Nazire got a cataract in one eye. It was just
roasting hot that summer. Not a breath of air. The piano money made the house relax. It was a French piano.
Your grandmother called us to her side one day. Her curtains were tightly closed. “I’ve found out that my
husband died. It was he they buried the other day at Karacaahmet. You hid it from me. You weren’t ashamed not
to have a viewing. The dead man was a devout man who went on the pilgrimage,\fn{ The journey to Mecca to pray at the
Kabaa; urged upon every pious Muslim to complete at least once in his lifetime .} a great gentleman. I don’t want to see anyone.
I’m going to retire to a separate room. Prepare my room.” She pointed to the bedding cupboard. I began to cry.
Nazire took the bedding from the cupboard. She spread out the pillows and the rug with blue roses on it and the
nap all worn. She took your grandmother by the arm and led her to the bedding. “The piano will not be played in
this house any more,” said your grandmother. “We are in mourning. The man of the house is dead.” She tucked in
the bedding. “Don’t grieve,” Nazire said. “He no longer belongs to this transitory world.” I grew old at age
sixteen, my child. I lived through so much then, and I’m living through so much now. How can your father sell
innards\fn{Tripe.} on the street, how can he! An Armenian woman used to come and give me piano lessons. She
used to say, “You have a refined feeling for music.” Where we’re living now not even the doves coo.
When we were first married, your father and I, we had no money at all. I was ashamed to be seen by people. I
didn’t have a coat to wear.
“Mother, is my father taking me to Kozma tomorrow?”
“Tomorrow perhaps we’ll go to Kadiköy,” she said. “Besides, you weren’t born here—you wee born in
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Kadiköy.”
“I know. I want to go to Kozma’s place tomorrow. I don’t want to go to Kadiköy.”
“You don’t love me either,” said my mother. I’m an unlucky woman.”
180.185 Snake Granny\fn{by Gulten Dayioglu (1935-

)}

“in a small town in Kutahya Province,” Turkey (F) 3

Snake Granny was like a century-old plane tree. Nobody knew where she came from, how old she was or to
which family line she belonged. She lived as though she had been born Snake Granny. There was no one left in
the village who knew her ancestors.
Her most outstanding characteristic was her immunity to snake bites. She would pick up any snake, roll it
around her wrist and then let it go. When the peasants who worked in the mountains or in the fields, in sizzling
summer heat, came upon a snake, they would shout
“Oh, snake! For the sake of Snake Granny don’t harm me.”
Snake Granny was the leading spirit everywhere and was involved in everything. She was the one who pierced
the ears of the young girls, lanced the boils of villagers suffering from wens and erysipelas,\fn{ An acute, febrile
disease associated with a local, intense, reddish inflamation of the skin and subcutaneous tissue, frequently of the face, caused by a
streptococus bacillus} drew the blood of sick people by cupping, pulled teeth and served as a midwife. The magis-

trates who came to settle boundary disputes called on her as a witness. Marriage arrangements and weddings
could not take place without her. Wherever there was a fight Snake Granny showed up. If she could not stop the
fight with words, she used her fists and fought like a man.
Her husband had passed away when she was young. Snake Granny had only one son, Ismail, a quiet, harmless,
upright man. People with grudges against Snake Granny would pick on her son, whenever they had a chance, but
she would not allow anybody to get away with doing malice to herself or to her son.
Snake Granny’s face was full of wrinkles. Her nose had shrivelled up and sagged. Because she had no teeth
left in her mouth, her chin touched her nose. Her gums were as strong as teeth. At winter house parties she ate
roasted chickpeas and popcorn with young people. The other old woman talked behind her back, saying:
“She must have grown another set of teeth, but she won’t tell us because the evil eye would get her; you can’t
possibly eat roasted chickpeas with your gums.”
Snake Granny was old, but her heart was young. The cloth peddlers who came to the village market saved their
brightest flowery cottons for Snake Granny. Even the tassels of her woolen belt were as colorful as the flowers
from seven mountains. The embroidered woolen socks she wore in summer and winter were shocking pink. Those
who were jealous of her said:
“Obviously, her eyes can’t make out whether it is red or green.” Or,
“She must be crazy because you don’t dress up like that at her age.”
Depending on the season, she put either a flower or a bunch of herbs behind her ear. Basil was her favorite
scented herb. She never forgot to put a tiny bunch between her breasts.
At weddings she competed with the young people and danced until they were exhausted. If she was in the
mood, she would pick up the tambourine and sing bawdy songs. Nobody in the village knew the songs, tales,
legends, ballads, swear words and curses she knew. The other old women, who couldn’t keep up with her, would
say:
“Snake Granny is without a care. She never worries about anything. Of course, she doesn’t forget what she
knows. If she had seen what we have seen—poverty, the tyranny of husbands, the bragging of sons and the
nagging of daughters, she would never remember all the ballads and the fables.”
Snake Granny wasn’t a rich woman at all. All she had was a few acres of land and a well-tended vineyard on
the bank of a stream. Her vineyard was her pride and joy. She used to prune the vine branches herself. When it
was time, she covered the vine roots with ashes and dug around them with a hoe. She never stopped working in
the vineyard. The stream flowed past the lower slopes of the vineyard. Snake Granny planted corn, beans, squash,
cucumbers, tomatoes, peppers and eggplants on the well-irrigated slopes. Her vegetables. flowered and her corn
developed its cobs with kernels before anyone else’s.
When summer came, Snake Granny sent her son and daughter-in-law to the fields and settled into the vineyard
cottage. The wheat from the land was enough to meet the yearly provisions for tarhana,\fn{A dry soup base consisting
of flour, yogurt and other ingredients, used as a basic staple in Turkish villages } bulgur, noodles, bread and flour. When autumns
came they sold the grapes from the vineyard and the money they received covered their winter expenses. This
system was established by Snake Granny and continued for years without a hitch.
One day, around the middle of the summer, Snake Granny wanted to spend the night in the village and sent her
son to the vineyard cottage. When she was about to make her ritual ablutions before the morning prayer, her son
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showed up. Granny welcomed him with a cheerful smile.
“Come, have a good meal before you go the fields.” And she called her daughter-in-law:
“Daughter, light the stove. Boil some eggs. Slice the bread. Get some molasses from the jar. Let’s feed Ismail
to his heart’s content.”
The daughter-in-law got to work right away. Ten-year-old Döndü had just gotten up. She came, rubbing her
eyes, and picked up the pitcher from her grandmother’s hand.
“Let me have it. I’ll pour the water for you, Granny.”
“May your days be bright, daughter. May your life be long,” said Granny.
And she started her ablutions with a prayer in the name of God. Six-year-old Halil sat on the stairs, aiming a
slingshot at the cats mating on the balustrade. As Granny was washing her right arm, she uttered a vow of
repentance in a harsh voice,
“God, forgive me.”
The boy paid no attention and continued shooting stones. But he was still half asleep and missed the cats.
After washing her feet, Granny leaned forward and grabbed a walnut-sized stone from the ground. Döndü
thought her grandmother was going to hit the cats. But Snake Granny threw it toward Halil’s feet. The stone hit
Halil’s ankle bone. As he doubled over with pain, Granny shouted fiercely:
“You, son of a pig! What have you got against the cats? Leave them alone, don’t bother them!”
Halil mumbled a mouthful of foul words. But he was afraid of his grandmother and could not openly say what
he was thinking. He limped into the house.
Snake Granny set out as soon as she finished her morning prayer. That day, her son would cut the wheat in the
field, and the daughter-in-law would do the threshing with the help of her children.
Snake Granny was soaking with sweat when she arrived in the vineyard. She went to the grape arbor right
away. She leaned against the back of a wooden bench. She wanted to lie down and rest for a while. But suddenly
she was startled by men’s voices coming from the direction of the stream. Dragging her tired feet, she trudged
toward the stream. Fifteen men, standing in water up to their waists, were building a dike in the middle of the
stream, putting first a layer of stones and then a layer of willow branches. Their aim was to divert a part of the
stream to the canal they were digging. But when the waters of the stream would hit the dike, they would become
wild and flood Snake Granny’s land.
Snake Granny looked around, and when she realized what the men were trying to do she became very upset.
Quickly, she pulled up the ends of her long loose trousers and ran toward them.
“Hey! What are you doing there?”
The men, without stopping their work, glanced at Granny. Then they quickly turned away. Granny was
astonished at their behavior. She thought,
“They must be strangers.” It hurt her not to be noticed.
“I said what are you doing, didn’t you hear?” One of the men said:
“We heard you. You can see what we’re doing. Why ask?” Snake Granny realized they were up to no good.
“As far as I can see, you are dividing the stream, but if you do this you’ll flood the lower slopes of my
vineyard. And in early spring, when melted snow flows into the stream, my land will be covered with water.
You’re grown-ups, don’t you realized what you’re doing?”
The men were silent and hurried with their work. Snake Granny stepped into the stream and walked toward
them, yelling and shouting. The men, as though by agreement, kept quiet; they didn’t even look in her direction.
Snake Granny stopped when the water came up to her knees. She was near the men, waving her arms and hands,
and shouting:
“I won’t allow an inch of my land to be taken away from me! You must stop this!”
When they paid no attention to her, she became very angry and started swearing at their mothers, their wives,
their fathers and their ancestors. The men did not react. Granny, shaking with rage, took a few more steps in the
water. Since her swearing had not brought any results, she started shouting curses:
“Drop dead, wretched vermin … a plague on your houses, may you rot in hell, the Devil take you …” One of
the men nudged the one next to him:
“This woman must be Snake Granny.” The other man said:
“I don’t care who she is. Don’t forget what Sherif Aga said. We are deaf and dumb. We won’t pay attention to
anybody. Even if they curse our mothers we have to keep quiet. We won’t tell anybody who we work for. No
matter what, we have to divide the stream and direct the water into the canal to irrigate the Aga’s land. Don’t talk,
work.”
These were workers recruited from far-off villages. They didn't know Snake Granny. Only one among them
had heard of her and guessed who she was from her swearing and cursing.
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Snake Granny was at her wits’ end. If the men had answered her, she would not have felt so miserable and
exasperated. It was their silence that was driving her crazy. She started shouting again with all her strength:
“I won’t give anybody one inch of my land, do you hear me? I’ll make you regret that you were. ever born!”
Then she rushed forward in a violent rage and attacked the dike. She tried to knock the dike down by pulling
the willow branches from between the stones. The men were getting angry. When Granny noticed this she worked
more fiercely. As she pulled the willow branches away the stones rolled down easily. Now large holes were
opening in the dike the workers had built with so much effort. The men grumbled with annoyance. The foreman
tried to calm them by winking and making signs. Snake Granny couldn’t help noticing this. She shouted:
“You rat-faced good for nothing! Why do you wink with your shitty eyes behind my back? Do you know who I
am? They call me Snake Granny. All the snakes of nature bow their head to me. Who the hell are you to stand up
against me? Hurry up and get your thugs out of here.”
The foreman had lost his patience. In a deep full voice, unexpected from his small body, he scolded:
“Get the hell out of here, old hag. Don’t interrupt our work. You’ll be sorry if you do.”
Snake Granny, perhaps for the first time in her life, was being treated with disrespect. Because she had always
known how to resolve peacefully all the conflicts that could lead to fights—in ways that nobody else thought of—
the man’s words infuriated her.
“You beggarly cuckold! Which rich man’s food for a dog have you swallowed that you bark like this? Who are
you? Who the hell are you throwing out from whose land? Do you think you can use force on me? You think you
can scare me by howling like mongrels? I’m not afraid of anybody. You howl once, I’ll roar ten times! Hah, you
can’t frighten me!” she bellowed.
As she was shouting she puffed up like a turkey and stood under the foreman’s nose. The workers stopped
working; they were watching the goings-on with great interest.
Suddenly, the foreman grabbed Snake Granny’s wrists; pushing and dragging her, he tried to get her out of the
stream onto the embankment
This wasn’t easy. Snake Granny stood in front of him like an iron pole. Many times the man was forced to
restrain her arms with all his strength in order to break her resistance.
Eventually, Snake Granny was exhausted. The man did not miss his chance. He threw her down and started
dragging her through the water. Granny struggled, but the man would not let her go. Finally the foreman took her
out of the stream and made her sit on her bottom on the sandy bank. Then he turned to his job as if nothing had
happened.
For a moment Snake Granny felt faint. The scarf that had fallen off her head during the struggle was lost in the
stream. Her hennaed hair was wild and disheveled. Her eyes burned like hot coals. Her upper jaw was locked on
her lower jaw like the lid of a box. Feeling dizzy, she saw thousands of fireflies in front of her eyes. For a while,
she hung between life and death. Then, gradually she came to. As soon as she gathered her strength, she got up.
She started swearing and cursing. Off and on she shouted:
“Help, help neighbors, there’s murder, murder!” or
“Fire, fire, there’s a fIre!”
She even grabbed a large rock from the ground and hurled it toward the men with all her strength. The
foreman, widening his eyes, shouted insults:
“Don’t throw stones, old witch, if one of us gets hurt you won’t live!”
Snake Granny stopped throwing stones at them. The men were nearly finished with the dike. The lower areas
of the vineyard were already flooded with water. Granny was desperate, but she was not going to give up. This
time she tried another method.
“Build your dike. Build your dike, asses. You build it all day and I’ll pull it down all night I won’t leave a stone
left standing, I’ll knock it down.”
As she said these words she raised her arms and clicked her fingertips as if she were dancing. Then she began
singing a lively song with a refrain:
I’ll knock it down, I’ll pull it down,
I’ll pull it down, I’ll knock it down!

She started dancing to the rhythm of the song, moving her feet and turning round and round. Sometimes she
rolled her belly and shook her shoulders and touched the ground with her knee. The workers stopped to laugh at
Granny’s strange dance. The foreman was puzzled. For some time he knitted his eyebrows and wondered what
would happen next Then he, too, started laughing like the rest Granny looked as though she had forgotten
everything. In her wet clothes, her slight body writhing like a snake’s, she completely abandoned herself to the
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dance. Her hair was wild. Her eyes were like hot embers. There were traces of white foam in the corners of her
mouth. Then she stopped singing and dancing, turned toward the workers and told them in short gasps:
“I’ll bring the government here. I’ll have all of you handcuffed and put in jail for stealing land. And I’ll pull
down the wall you built in the middle of the stream. Can I do it? I can, I can. I’ll pull out the willow branches
between the stones!” Again she started singing her mad song:
I’ll knock it down, I’ll pull it down,
I’ll pull it down, I’ll knock it down!

As she sang these words she turned her back to the men and slapped her buttocks. At that point the men had
finished their work. The foreman said:
“Let’s get out of here fast!”
The men went into the tall reeds and took off the wet underwear they had worked in, changed into their
trousers and shirts and disappeared behind the willow trees along the banks of the stream. Snake Granny, like a
machine set to run, went into the stream singing,
“I’ll knock it down, I’ll pull it down.”
In the evening, Granny’s son, daughter-in-law and grandchildren came to the vineyard, dead tired. The cottage
and the grape arbor looked deserted. The children shouted
“Granny, Granny!”
But no one answered them. The daughter-in-law said:
“Maybe she’s in the vegetable garden by the stream and can’t hear us because of the sound of the water.”
She started walking in that direction. The children followed her.
Ismail had just lain down to rest on the wooden bench in the grape arbor. When he heard the screams of his
wife, he jumped to his feet. He started running toward the river bank.
Snake Granny was lying on the sand, all stretched out. Her wet clothes and her hennaed hair were full of sand.
Her mouth was awry, shifted to the right side of her face. Her face was purple and in her right hand she clutched a
large willow branch. Ismail, shaking with fear and trembling, knelt by his mother and cried:
“My brave mother, my dear mother, what happened to you?”
But nobody answered.
96.242 The Tank That Went Mad And The Child\fn{by Sevgi Soysal (1936-1976)} Karacafenk, Kayseri Province,
Turkey (F) 2
The row of tanks was lined up over there where the sun set, from the red line to the deep purple interior of the
steppes. The pollen of the spring, the dust of the dry summers, the rain of the changing seasons, then the cold,
snow and sleet, all these phenomena presented this motionless row with the changes of nature and with all their
might were trying to digest and dissolve its sluggish metallic existence. The mice were proliferating in the gun
barrels, the dead flies were getting stuck to the dusty metal bodies, a mad bee confused by the joy of pollen
absorbed from flowers of the intermittent springs was getting scorched by settling on the hot metal.
Every now and then daisies, poppies, lavenders, or crocuses were sprouting in the secret hollows of the wheels
with a mindless perseverance, trying to cover this metallic row with a blanket of vegetation. The ant and mole
hills were getting ready for a future metallic feast in ever growing holes to swallow the tanks one by one. A wind
that was blowing there from the gray clouds was getting wilder and pushing one end of the row of tanks to make
them move from the purple of the steppes to the redness of the sunset to annihilate them in that redness. The heat,
arriving suddenly, was longing for relief with a roar through the gun barrels heated up with frequent birth pains
and then the never ending rains were rusting the tight gun barrels with a vengeful slowness.
On New Year’s Eve:
Imitation gold wrapping paper. Packages tied with colored ribbons. Decorated store windows. Lottery men
hawking. Indoor horse races and certificates for the henpecked husbands. Christmas trees, cotton balls, and tinsel.
Colored bulbs. Presents arranged side by side and piled on top of each other. Silver that is shined, silver that is
sold. Money and packages. Hands that stretch out to give money, arms full of packages.
Fingers that are reaching the goods, index fingers. Index fingers pointing in all directions in front of the store
windows. Mouths that open, lips that pucker while counting the money. A slice of cake eaten between two
packages. Cakes, turkeys, salads dressed with mayonnaise. Bingo, Raffle for prizes. A child about ten years old.
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Poor, he has no taste for acquisition yet: a child who has nothing to do with the stores and the ever increasing
packages in the arms of the youths who are coming from the streets.
He wanted to taste the joy of owning something on this day of gifts.
He saw the little tank that could go both forward and backward with gun barrels that were spitting fire. Three
other children were playing with it in front of the garden gate.
The child wanted to enjoy a gift. He chose the gift I his mind. His hand stretched out toward the tank. He
wanted to touch this thing. First in his thoughts he separated his thing from the children who seemed to own it.
Then he stretched out his hand. Many things came between his outstretched hand and his gift: first there were
chasing children between himself and the toy tank; then there were mothers and fathers, then chasing traffic cops,
then chasing functionaries, houses, apartment buildings, policemen, judges and banks. The child was running and
fleeing. Away from the gift, away from the objects. She was running away from the city that knew how to handle
its possessions and did not want to give them away to a child. He came running to the outskirts of the city, to the
steppes, alien to objects, where the row of tanks stood.
The hand of the child was added to the row of ants, moles, mice, flies, and all the living creatures. First the
child touched the chained wheels. He felt the buttons on the inside of one of the tanks with his hands. All of a
sudden the tank came to life. The child hopped into the steppes and took protection in the chain of living creatures
of which he himself was a link. The tank came out of the row. It emerged from the stillness extending from the
purple on the right to the redness on the left. It was left alone, all alone with the forces of nature that were being
fought by this sluggish row. It stopped being a certain metallic coziness in a peaceful row. It advanced over the
enemy, the living creatures.
Now the wind was wilder, the crust of the earth more fertile, the sun more forceful, the living more voracious
and more consuming. All of nature, all living creatures, the purple of the steppes, the redness of the sunset were
pitted against one tank: the tank that went mad after a century of sluggishness and sloth. First gun barrels became
erect. Then the chained wheels shook. The mice came scurrying out. The wheels in motion crushed the poppies,
daisies, lavenders, crocuses. The tank had gone mad. With the wind, cold, heat, and spring, and a superabundant
madness, the tank rolled from the steppes. It left the redness of the sunset where the row of sluggish tanks was
standing and arrived in the city.
Remembering its power the tank attacked the city with all its might. First it went over the traffic cops at
intersections. It fired at the television antennas, telegraph and telephone poles. Then at the soldiers in front of the
official buildings, government offices. All the employees lay down on the floor to escape from the death that was
coming through the broken glass. Death found them in the most cowardly, most humiliated moment of their lives.
Then the tank went over the apartment houses. They grew smaller and smaller. The tank passed over and crushed
them one by one without respite, without skipping a single one. then the houses, interiors, sideboards, trunks,
refrigerators, washing machines, stores, and the cashiers; these were easier to crush and more fun. Then the banks,
the money that was counted and the money that was being paid. Then the medals, stars, then all the seals, labels,
and stamps. Then the official papers, “submitted for your approval,” memos, promotions, records. Then the
bosses, the bosses, the orders, the orders. Then me, then you, then us, those like ourselves. Then our children, our
children’s toys, toy tanks. Then the wheelings and dealings. My table, your table. Then all those little possessions
that give pleasure. Then Madame Sitare’s fur coat. Madam Betül’s ring. Then all the jealousies, all the greed, all
the gifts, savings, all the insurance policies, guaranteed tomorrows. Then success, fame, love letters, cheatings.
My love, your lie, his bragging and boasting. Heroisms, treacheries. Parties, organizations, all those necks with
swollen veins. Parties, organizations, all those necks with swollen veins. Newspapers, headlines, pedantries,
vituperations. ME’s in large print. It passed over all, all of them without getting tired, without skipping a single
one. It destroyed as much as it could for a tank that went mad, if it were possible for a tank to go mad.
A child’s hand that avoided all this destruction and wrecking, a hand that had nothing to do with these things in
the first place, a child’s hand with dirty fingernails, poor, with nothing to lose, tasting curiosity for the first time—
touched his first toy and the madness of the tank stopped. The tank and the child looked at the burning city from
the place where the madness was stopped all the way to the redness of the sunset: now where were the purple of
the steppes and the forces of nature that made only one tank go mad? Where are you, where is he and where are
we? Presently there was nothing left to go mad. There was only a fire that burned the infinite steppes and its
infinite forces. There was the endlessness of the sunset. There was the burning of a big city, the burning of the
vast steppes by a mad tank. All aflame from the place where the madness of the tank ended to the redness of the
sunset. The madness of the tank was stopped by a poor, curious child’s hand that was stretching out to his first
gift. But when the steppes were in flames, the row of sluggish tanks there was confronted with a new disaster that
was different from the disasters they were familiar with. They too went mad. If it were possible for a tank to go
mad, now a row of tanks too would go mad when forced, and how? The row of tanks that went mad broke away
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from the redness coming from the city and arrived in other cities. They destroyed and they burned until the hands
of thousands of poor children touched their first toys …
The child woke up with an aching forehead. His forehead that was resting against the cold glass was numb.
How long has it been since he leaned his forehead on the cold glass plate of the store window and watched the toy
of toy tanks move? During that time the old year and ended and the New Year had begun.
118.84 The Girl Out Of Whose Mouth Came A Snake: A Folktale\fn{by Fatima (before 1942Gümüshane Province, Turkey (F) 2

)}

Gümüshane,

In the olden time, there lived a King. He had a fisherman who used to bring him the fresh fish he caught every
day. The King paid this man twenty akces\fn{A small coin, formerly a third of a para.} every time he brought the fish.
One day, the fisherman went out fishing with his son, and after casting the net a number of times, he sat down
on the beach to rest. Then his son, wishing to try his own luck, cast the net into the sea. When he drew it in again,
he saw that he had caught an exceptionally beautiful fish. He showed it to his father, who was greatly pleased, and
thought to himself:
“If I take this fish to the King, I am sure he will raise my wages. He might even pay me as much as thirty
akces a day.” So he hurried off to tell the King about the beautiful fish, and as he left, he shouted to his son over
his shoulder:
“Keep an eye on the fish, and don’t move from your place till I come back.”
The boy did as he was told, and kept watch over the fish. But soon he noticed that the creature’s mouth was
moving. The fish kept opening and shutting its mouth, as though beseeching him to let it go. He could not resist
this touching entreaty for long, and presently he picked up the fish and let it slip into the water.
In another moment, the King, his viziers, and all the palace celebrities appeared in a big crowd, all anxious to
see the beautiful fish. But alas! There was no fish to be seen. The fisherman was greatly distressed, and asked his
son what he had done with it. And the boy answered:
“Soon after you left, the fish began to beg me to set it free. It opened its mouth, and closed it, then it stuck its
tongue out. It did this again and again, and you were so long coming back, that I could not stand it any longer. I
was so sorry for the fish, so I let it slip back into the sea.”
His father was quite mad with rage, and gave the boy a good thrashing. The poor boy cried and cried, and then
he went towards the shore and walked along it for a long time. Then he sat down on a stone and started to cry
again. A white-bearded old man came up and stood before him.
“What ails you, my lad?” asked the old man. “Why do you weep so bitterly?” Between sobs, the boy told his
story, and the old man said:
“Look here, sonny. I’m on my way to seek my fortune. Come with me. When we have earned some money,
we’ll come back, and on this very stone, we will divide our earnings and whatever else we have in our possession
in equal shares. What do you say?”
“I say, all right!” said the lad.
So the old man and the fisherman’s son became comrades, and they started off on their long journey. They
went on and on and on until one day, they came to a town. They soon discovered that there was no coffee shop in
the town, nor yet a butcher, and they decided that this was the very place they were looking for. The old man
became a butcher, and the lad became the keeper of a coffee shop. In a very short time, both businesses were
prospering, and the townspeople were very glad to deal with them both. It did not take the two friends long to earn
plenty of money and become rich.
But there are jealous people everywhere, and some went to the King of that place to complain about the two
friends, accusing them of robbing his subjects. The King sent for the fisherman’s boy. As the lad was getting ready
to go, he asked his old companion how he should answer the King’s questions. The old man told him to say:
“How should I know? Let them bring a metal mug and let the mug speak.”
“And you,” went on the old man, “will say no more.”
“Very well,” answered the boy. “I shall say just what you have taught me, and nothing else.”
And he went off to the King’s palace.
Now, it so happened that the King had a daughter who was extremely beautiful, but she was dumb. Her
condition was a great sorrow to her father, and he had vowed that he would give her in marriage to any man who
could make her speak. When the young lad arrived at the palace, the King said to him:
“Why do you rob my people?” The boy answered:
“How should I know, O King? Let the mug speak!”
“How can a mug ever speak?” asked the King.
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“The mug shall speak at your command,” answered the boy. So the King ordered that a mug should be
brought, and he said to it: “Speak, mug!” and the mug began to talk:
“Once upon a time, four companions started on a journey. One was a carpenter, the next was a tailor, the third
was a goldsmith, and the fourth was a mulla.\fn{A Doctor of Moslem Law.} As they journeyed along, they came to a
dense forest. When evening fell, they decided to keep watch in turn, lest some wild animal should attack them.
The carpenter took the first watch. As he sat keeping guard, he began cutting a piece of wood, to keep himself
awake. He carved the figure of a human from it, and stood it up nearby. Then came the tailor’s turn to keep watch.
He soon noticed the wooden figure, and immediately he began to cut and shape a garment for it. In this he clothed
the figure, and tied a kerchief on its head. Then he went back to his place and lay down to sleep. The third watch
was that of the goldsmith. Rising up from sleep, he saw a girl standing nearby, so he made her a golden bracelet, a
golden head-ornament, and a golden girdle. Last of all, it was the mulla’s turn, when dawn was at hand. As he rose
from his sleep, he saw that a girl, richly dressed and adorned, but soulless, was standing nearby.
“Soon it was time for the namaz,\fn{Morning Prayer.} so the mulla wakened his comrades, and they all stood to
perform the morning namaz. When that was over, the mulla prayed that life should be bestowed on the girl, and
his companions echoed his prayer, saying, 'Amen!’
“Then, to the joy of the whole company, the girl became animated, and turned out to be a ravishing beauty.
Now, which of the four companions had the lawful right to marry this girl?”
At this point, the mug stopped talking. The King, his dumb daughter, and the servant who was in charge of the
daughter, were all present, and the servant said:
“It is the lawful right of the mulla to marry the girl.” The tongue of the King’s daughter was loosened, and she
said:
“No, the carpenter should marry her.” Then she stopped speaking. That was all she said, and nothing more. But
she had talked, after all; so the King pardoned the lad, and said to him:
“Go, my son, do whatever you wish.”
The lad went back to his work, and started to make more money than ever before.
Time passed, and again a complaint was made about him. So the King summoned him once more; and again
the boy asked his old companion what he should say. The old man answered:
“Say to the King, ‘How should I know? Ask the bed to talk.’”
“Very well,” said the boy, “that I will do.” Then he went to the King’s palace and into his presence.
“Why do you rob the people?” asked the King.
“What shall I say, O King?” replied the boy. “Let the bed speak.”
“How can a bed ever speak?” asked the King.
“The bed will speak at your command,” answered the boy. So the bed was brought by the King’s order, and it
began to talk:
“Once upon a time, there lived two brothers. One was married. The two brothers started on a journey. They
went on and on and on, and becoming tired, they stopped to rest on a river bank. The one who was a bachelor was
so tired that he fell asleep at once. He had a bad dream and suddenly awoke. He looked round and saw that his
brother was missing. So he went in to his brother’s wife, and then he went to the stream for a wash. His brother
came back and became very suspicious. The two men began to fight, and they hit each other so fiercely that each
one cut off the head of the other. Their heads rolled to one side, and their bodies tumbled over to the other. Seeing
all this, the woman began to cry and moan. A dervish came along and asked:
“‘Why do you cry, my lass?’ She pointed to the heads and bodies lying apart from one another, and said:
“‘How can I help crying? One of these was my husband, and the other was my brother-in-law.’
“‘Dry your tears, my girl,’ said the dervish. ‘Pick up the heads and put them on the bodies. Say a prayer, and
they will come back to life.’
“The woman did as she was told; she picked up the heads and put them on the bodies. But what she really did
was to put the wrong head on the wrong body. Now, whose lawful wife will this woman be?”
At this point, the bed stopped talking. The servant of the King’s daughter said:
“The woman will be the lawful wife on the one that has the elder brother’s head.” The dumb girl spoke again
and said:
“O, you ungrateful wretch! How can you think so! She will be the lawful wife of the younger brother.”
Then she fell silent once more. That was all she said, and nothing more. The King gave his daughter in
marriage to the fisherman’s son. The wedding festivities lasted forty days and forty nights.
Time went on. Then came the day when the two comrades, the old man and the fisherman’s son, had become
very rich, and decided to return home. They traveled on and on and on; and one day they arrived at the place from
which they had set out on their journey together. They found the same stone, and sat on it to rest and have their
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meal. Then the old man said:
“Comrade, we promised to divide our shares equally. Now that we have reached our destination, let us divide
our wealth.”
The boy agreed, and they began to divide everything they owned into two equal parts. The boy tried several
times to give his companion a larger share, but the old man said:
“No, boy, we will divide every single thing we own into halves, justly, rightly. Neither of us must trespass
upon the rights of the other.”
When this was done, the boy wanted to say goodbye in the good old-fashioned way. But the old man objected.
“How about the girl?” he said. “We have not divided her yet.”
“How on earth can we divide the girl?”
“Of course it must be done. For that was our agreement. You must divide her; and if you won’t, then I will!”
So saying, the old man drew out his butcher’s knife. He made the girl lie down on the ground, and brought the
knife close her neck. At that moment, she uttered a terrific scream that caused the rocks and mountains to shake.
And then, a huge black snake came out of her mouth. The old man let the knife fall to the ground, and turning to
the boy, he said:
“See that black snake! That was the cause of the girl’s dumbness. This was why I did all this dividing; I just
wanted to get the snake out of her. Now take everything. It is all yours, wealth, money, girl and all. I am the fish
you let go into the sea. You were good to me!”
Then the old man disappeared as suddenly as he had first appeared.
The fisherman’s son and his princess-wife went on to their own land, and led a happy life for ever after.
180.175 The Commuter\fn{by Pinar Kur (1943- )} Bursa, Bursa Province, Turkey (F) 7
I used to get up at six o’clock in the morning. Sometime later I started getting up at 6:10, then at 6:20. It
wouldn’t be true if I said I slept longer after I succeeded in cutting down the time I needed to get ready. The truth
is that I slept longer because I couldn’t wake up and open my eyes and I was forced to get ready quickly.
In the beginning I regularly shaved at night until I decided that nobody noticed my two-day-old stubble. Then I
started shaving once every three days. If I could get rid of my habit of drinking a cup of tea before I went out then
I wouldn’t have to shave at night or get up before 6:30 A.M.
Every morning I catch the 7:00 A.M. bus; but to find a place to sit I have to get to the bus stop early and stand
in line. The people in my neighborhood have to leave by 7:00 A.M. at the latest. In the mornings the buses are
very crowded. Although things have improved somewhat since the new buses arrived, it is still a hassle.
Each time the alarm clock rings in winter I ask myself if I set it wrong, as I try to open my eyes. I can never get
used to dark mornings. When the room is cold and the bed is warm it is hard to get up and face mornings without
the light of dawn.
When I get up, as I reheat the tea I brewed at night, dress in a jiffy, go to the bathroom with a cold—not quite
frozen—bottle of water, drink my tea, put my shoes on, check the gas stove for the last time, go to the bus stop,
get on the bus, find a place to sit to travel with a bunch of people who are tired even at that early hour, I feel as
though I am still living in the middle of the night. Then, gradually, if the sky is not overcast, around Sisli or near
Taksim, it becomes light. One can see the streets but not the Dawn.
One has to wait until spring to see the Dawn, actually to wake up with the Dawn. One can have this experience
for a short period of time before the arrival of summer. On summer mornings when the alarm rings, Dawn has
gone and the day has started already. Of course everything is easier in the summer. I don’t often feel like sleeping
longer. I occasionally even wake up to see the sunrise. It is easy to get up and get dressed without shivering. When
I go out in the street everything seems to be sparkling, yet it would be a mistake to take a deep breath. Although it
is still early and the smells are not yet spread around, the air is polluted.
Is it really true that everything is easier in the summer? Not to wake up in the dark, not to shiver, yes. But the
heat can be stifling, especially if I can’t even splash my face with cool water when I return in the evenings; in our
neighborhood water is even scarcer in the summer. On Sundays one has to ride on buses even more crowded than
on week days and suffocate in order to get a tiny place on a crowded beach. The hardest of all is the interminable
light of the summer evenings. How can one keep busy in those light hours? In winter you can at least find some
comfort in your bed as the darkness descends.
Winter or summer, heat or cold, darkness coming early or late are all the same. They aren’t real differences,
because if life doesn’t change as the seasons change, how could they be real differences?
My life never changes. Whether it is light or pitch dark I enter the city of Istanbul from the Levent Gate and go
all the way to its center. I ride between the two stops written on the front of the bus. My return trip is the same.
408

Most people don’t ride from the first to the last stop, they get off somewhere in the middle.
The stop where I get on is officially within the city limits of Istanbul, but is is much more reminiscent of a
provincial town. Formerly, perhaps before I was born, this place was founded as a shanty town. In due time it
developed so much that it became a city unto itself, inhabited by people who work but do not live in the center of
Istanbul. Later on, new shantytowns cropped up in its vicinity. The road that connects us to Istanbul is wide and
paved in asphalt like the main thoroughfare of any Anatolian city. The buildings on both sides are three or four
stories high, flaunting the gaudy colors of contemporary architecture, as practiced by semi-professionals. The
ground floors of the buildings are occupied by rows and rows of stores.
After a fifteen-minute ride on this road one arrives at a suburban quarter of Istanbul situated behind the
factories: Bacadibi!\fn{The bottom of the smokestack} Whoever named it gave it a most suitable name.
We enter the big metropolis after going past the pharmaceutical industries in Bacadibi. Then comes a very
wide avenue, abounding in private cars, with the high-rises of the rich. The passage from the suburb to the highclass neighborhood is so sudden, with only one bus stop in between, that those unfamiliar with the peculiarities of
Istanbul would be surprised. When the industries were built, these areas were outside the city limits, but as
Istanbul grew larger, the rich and the poor must have grown, too, to take their respective places in front and in
back of the industries.
I get off in the center of the city—perhaps in one of the oldest squares of Istanbul. But never mind the name, it
is no longer a square. Around the time I was born, a prime minister famous for his road-building had opened an
avenue here. My old boss tells me all about the former beauty of the square, but I can’t visualize it. There used to
be a large pond and lots of trees, the chirping of the birds could be heard, and cats prowled around freely. I can’t
even imagine all this.
The law school that I dropped out of in my second year—I had only a few exams left—is here too. I’ve been
thinking for some time that I should try to take the exams again. I’ll try to prepare for them with the books I
already have. I don’t know if I’ll have the courage though. I now gaze at the imposing gate of the university from
a distance.
Yes, I’ll get off at the last stop, though my stop is the one before, but I prefer this because I ride the full
distance written on the front of the bus and get the feeling that I’ve successfully complete a task.
My commuting takes about one-and-a-half to two hours in the mornings and two to two-and-a-half hours in the
evenings, depending on the seasons and the weather; in summer the streets are emptier, and in rainy and snowy
weather the traffic comes to a halt. So I spend four hours every day going back and forth across half the length of
Istanbul.
Every day for four hours Istanbul flows by me on both sides, and I flow in Istanbul inside a transparent box.
However, we don’t touch each other. I am like a letter in a bottle thrown into the river. I am inside the river but I
contribute nothing to it. What I have to say is inside the bottle and the river does not know anything about it now,
nor will it ever. The river carries me, but I don’t direct its course. The river and I don’t touch each other.
In both directions the route is almost identical, except it follows a different path through the old, narrow back
streets of one section of Beyoglu. The hundreds and thousands of high buildings stuck together along the way
make me feel as if I am traveling between high rocks. There are only a handful of trees here and there.
All along the way there are innumerable stores, lettered signs and neon signs, grocery stores, fruit and
vegetable stands, small restaurants—some are called “restoran,” some are called “eating house”—shoe repair
shops, shoe stores, pharmacies, quilt shops displaying gaudy blue and pink satin quilts, women’s apparel shops,
men’s apparel shops, dentists, home appliance stores with hospital-white refrigerators, washing machines and gas
ranges alternating with black-faced TV sets, car dealers, hairdressers, barber shops, florists displaying an eternal
artificial spring in their windows, tailors, garment factories, banks, little snack bars named after foreign beer
brands with nets of red, orange and yellow fruit hanging at their doors, theaters with their posters stuck on the
walls, newspaper stands, travel agencies, obstetrician-gynecologists, children’s apparel stores, toy stores, furniture
stores decorated so gaudily as to discourage people from yearning for a home, pudding shops, pastry shops, autopart shops displaying mysterious objects with foreign names, gas stations, trade schools, consulates, little shops
displaying lingeries as artfully as in the movies, sports equipment shops, venetian blinds, auto license plates,
government-monopoly cigarette-liquor shops, vacant stores to be let, jewelry shops, real estate agents, shishkebab
stands, hotels, primary schools, old ferry boats abandoned to rot, idle cranes reaching to the sky, car-repair shops,
offices, bakeries, bookstores, bathhouses, saunas, old business buildings, yard-goods stores, notions, pickle
stands, touristic goods, stoves, radiators, carpentry shops, photographers, etc.
And the people—people who are usually in a rush, but who sometimes walk leisurely and give each other dirty
looks when they bump into each other—sometimes they pass holding each other’s arms and smiling, but most of
the time they are alone and dour-faced, itching for a fight, sometimes absent-minded, looking without seeing and
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passing by indifferently and quietly. Young girls in cheap dresses, clumsily displaying their fashions, young men
swaying their angular bodies, middle-aged women in tight corsets, sour-faced senior citizens, and children who
don’t give a damn whether they are dressed expensively and colorfully or in rags and tatters—they all expect
something from life with equal arrogance. I see them all every single day. They all pass by me. There is a whole
life out there that passes by me, or I pass by it, but we have no contact.
The life that passes me by is made up of different fragments; perhaps in my endless commutings I have
become so inured to them I am not able to tell them apart. I mostly see a continuous and an endless flow without
detail, even if the bus comes to a stop.
*
There are only two places I am able to notice. The first time I noticed them I almost got off the bus, although I
was only half way to my destination, and obviously could not get off. Every day for almost three years now, I
have looked at these places as I have passed by. I tell myself that one of these days I am going to get off here. I get
excited as I come near. If I am sitting I move as though I am about to get up, and if I am standing I keep looking
toward the door. My heart pounds and my throat feels dry. I say to myself,
“Come on, let’s go.” Is it the fear of being late to work, or of getting lost in an unfamiliar place far from home
that prevents me from getting off? I simply can’t get off.
It was on a winter morning on one of the largest streets of the city; the day was just breaking when I suddenly
saw four brides lined up and suspended in the sky.
I was scared. The darkness of the morning was eerie enough to make me feel as if I were in the netherworld.
The darkness at night feels warm with the yellow electric lights shining like stars in the rain, but morning
darkness is always cold; the ice-cold greenish street lamps seem to suck and devour the light Instead of reflecting
it. One doesn’t feel strange in the evening darkness because it indicates that a hard day is over. But the misty,
foggy morning darkness about to disappear is like a frightening dream cloud between us and a day yet to begin, a
world yet to become real. One can’t be quite sure that one is awake and already on the road. When I saw the four
brides hanging in the sky I didn’t think I was in a new dream. I thought my bad dream was continuing; my wife
had become four, she had stopped me and she was cross-examining me again. It was scary.
The traffic was snarled again; the bus had not moved for some time. It was fortunate because I could see that
the four brides were nothing but mannequins in a display window on the third floor of a high building across the
street. As I lifted my head I could barely make out the big sign,

CROCUS BRIDAL SHOP
It was written in black letters on a white background. The reverse would have been easier to read in the dark. I
read the sign and realized that the brides were only mannequins, but could I wake up from that endless dream? It
wasn’t quite that easy …
My wife had never accepted the fact that she took her marital vows in a rented wedding gown. All during the
official ceremony, as we went to Telli Babal\fn{ A pilgrimage place on the Bosphorus where newly married couples pray for
luck} in a decorated taxi cab, during the wedding party and when we came back home by taxi, she never smiled
once. When she had to take off the wedding gown she kept sobbing.
I had thought she knew that we couldn’t afford a wed- ding gown. For days we had gone to stores all over
Istanbul—it was four years ago and things weren’t yet prohibitively expensive—but we still couldn’t find a
wedding gown that she liked and I could afford. The money I had after selling a small house I had inherited from
my father (after giving my stepmother her share) was sufficient only to buy the rings and a pair of bracelets, to
meet the expenses of the wedding party, and to pay the first installments on the refrigerator, the TV, and the living
room set—all these she insisted on having.
If my boss hadn’t given me assurances, we couldn’t even have bought those. I hadn’t worked for him for long;
he didn’t have to sign the guarantee. People aren’t so helpful anymore. After that I became obligated to him and I
couldn’t ask for a raise for four years. I finished paying the installments last year. But I still can’t ask for a raise.
He won’t give me a penny above the legal limit unless he feels generous or thinks I may take another job that pays
better. He may be laughing at me secretly because it took me three years to pay for furniture I used for not even
six months.
Was it bad luck, as my wife said, to get married in a rented wedding gown? Or was it her constant sobbing on
our wedding night that brought out the bad luck? Or did she love someone else?
I stopped trying to answer these questions. But each time (twice a day) I see the high display window where
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the brides are lined up, I do think about the unanswered questions. I used to blame myself. No matter what, I
should have bought a wedding gown. Failing that, I shouldn’t have left that young woman all alone by working
till the late hours and very often even Saturdays and Sundays in order to make more money. Failing that too, I
should at least have made her pregnant so she would have kept busy taking care of the child and not looking for
someone else.
These regrets are in vain. I knew it then as I know it now; at that time friends at the workplace and my boss
had often said similar things and influenced my thinking. But the truth is that a woman who intends to run aways
runs away—even if her husband comes home early, or if she has a baby in her arms. How old was I when my
mother ran away?
I don’t love my wife any more; now I am not angry either. Love disappeared the moment I came home and
found the place half empty. But I was angry for a long time. Perhaps love that could disappear so suddenly isn’t
love at all. When I read about love in books I say to myself this is not my cup of tea, people like me cannot afford
such emotional havoc. Perhaps because of that my wife cried each time she carne to my bed, and before six
months was over she collected all the stuff bought on the installment plan and ran away with somebody. Yet when
I had decided to marry her, when I was so young and begged her to marry me, I thought the feelings I had inside
me could be called love. I must have been head-over-heels in love to sell my father’s house and throw my
stepmother—who had taken care of me for years—out in the street.
I am angry at myself not because I don’t know how to love but because I made my old stepmother leave her
rickety house. I did give her half the money I received. My boss told me it was more than her share; I would have
liked to believe that, but I knew that the money I gave her would not be enough for her to get by on in her
remaining years. But that was all I could do.
That’s what I thought anyway, because I was determined to marry Aysel. And she wouldn’t think about living
with an old woman in my father’s old frame house on the Asian shore of the Bosphorus. She was thinking about
so many different things—rings, bracelets, earrings, matching handbag and boots, coats trimmed with white fur
and white fur hats she had seen in some movie. Her sister and her brother-in-law had even more stringent
demands. Whatever I did was not enough. Her sister kept saying, “She’s my one and only sister,” and her brotherin-law said, “She’s like my own daughter.” Since I believed I couldn’t live without her I tried my best; however, if
I had known she was going to leave me in less than six months after that expensive wedding party, I would not
have taken the old house from my stepmother.
A few times, on weekends, I thought of getting up early to go to my stepmother, who had taken refuge with a
relative, and ask her to come and live with me. Perhaps I knew that she wouldn’t corne because she had cursed so
much when she had to move, or perhaps I didn’t want her to know that my wife had run away, or both. And I
didn’t want to get up early on my only rest day.
My stepmother was perfectly right to be angry with me and to curse me. I am not angry at my wife any more. I
am angry at myself, twice a day, when I corne near that bus stop. One day I’ll get off there where the mannequin
brides are lined up. But what will happen? I don’t know. Would one of the mannequins with open arms come to
life? Would my wife come back to me wearing the wedding gown she never had? Or would I do to a lifeless doll
what my father did to my mother? Would all the angers I have repressed and forgotten burst open and make me
kill an unreal woman without shedding any blood?
Are all these impossible? But, one day, I’ll definitely get off there … if I can’t do it now … one day …
*
The other stop I think of getting off at one day is far from the first one. In every way. That place evokes a
feeling of nostalgia in me instead of anger. Why nostalgia? For a long time I couldn’t understand why. I pass by
that place only on the way back. It is on a very narrow one-way avenue whose name I don’t know. Maybe it isn’t
even an avenue, but there are solid-looking soot-covered buildings on it; although it looks like it isn’t wide
enough for two cars to pass, there are two well-known hotels there and several small ones.
On the way back, though I am tired, I am usually more alert and observing. Especially if I get a seat next to the
window in the packed bus, I try to see the details of the hustle and bustle outside. When we go fast the colors and
the lights merge into each other, but we usually go slow and I try to read the signs and study the display windows.
I observe the people who jostle each other at bus stops to get in. Their faces may be worried or not worried, thin
and lined or plump and taut, with or without mustaches, old or young, ugly or handsome, harsh, quarrelsome or
cowardly; they are all different, but to me they all seem to have something in common.
Many times I have tried to find the cause of this common bond, not in a scientific way of course, but in a more
superficial way, as I have nothing better to do when I travel from one bus stop to another. Is their common bond
tiredness or is it hopelessness? Or is it their determination, doggedness and compulsion to get on that bus no
matter what? Is it mindlessness that creates this link between them? Or animal behavior arising from mindless
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jostling? Is it the rush to get onto the bus, to be in a secure position while going from one place to another? Is it
hunger for something other than bread, or thirst for something other than water?
I don’t know and I may never know. I haven’t thought about this subject at length, and I am not capable of
doing so. I only distract myself; I distract myself with lots of other things. But they are all outside; I almost never
look at the people inside the bus. When I am in the mood I only study the people outside. The ones who are inside
are not interesting, they are like me. The ones outside have something special: but what is that? Is it freedom? Do
I view them with a yearning because they are inside life?
I sometimes look at the blond head of a girl, or the fearful eyes of an old person—but not for long. When we
get going again I don’t think of what’s left behind; I look at the new windows, new lights and new faces at the
next stop.
But I can’t explain why I’ve become obsessed with that old, decrepit, dusty and dark display window. The
display window is on a narrow and dark street (or is it an avenue?) with sidewalks about two feet wide. The first
time I saw it (I think it was a few months after I saw the brides hanging in the sky) the bus had stopped and the
windows of the bus almost touched the window of the shop. It was raining; in the blue-black darkness of the
winter evening, even the raindrops didn’t shine on the unlit display window. It was surprising that I could discern
something in the reflection of the pale light inside the shop. The dirty windows of the bus and the shop had
become like frosted glass in the rain. But I could still see it Although I didn’t understand why what I saw was
startling, I almost jumped up out of my seat as I had the other inauspicious morning. It was as though I had again
arrived at my destination. This time, though, I wasn’t scared; I didn’t think I was still dreaming, but my heart was
beating fast.
What I saw was an ordinary piece of household furniture.
It was a coat-and-hat rack made of walnut (or painted to resemble that) for heavy clothes like winter coats. The
rack, made of four diamond-shaped squares, had a delicately carved knob in each corner. There were ten knobs …
I counted them when I passed by again. The knobs—would they have another name? That evening I didn’t think
that the rack was a special kind and had a special name. When I got home and closed the door with a bang, I said
to myself,
“I should put that rack behind this door.”
All the evenings following that evening when I saw that shabby Exquisite Furniture and Upholstery Shop—
this was written in small letters—I never thought that the rack had a special name. But it did. One day at lunch the
boss told me that
Our work-place is a modest outfit. We have ten employees. The boss made an arrangement with a factory for
our lunch. Every day between 12:30 and 1:00 P.M. we eat lunch together. The boss, too, joins us; he is very
democratic. Because of the free lunches we don’t go out at noon. What’s the use anyway? Even the rottenest
grilled cheese sandwich or a bun with two lousy little pieces of meat is prohibitive. Yet sometimes one would like
to go out and breathe the air—when spring comes, for example.
Anyway, the boss chats with us during lunch. He mostly talks about his own troubles. His business is getting
worse every day. I am the best witness to that. He is trying to run a business he inherited, with old equipment,
nine workers and me, the “accountant-clerk.” But now there are hundreds of big factories with brand new
equipment and hundreds of workers doing the same job, and even they are having trouble staying afloat.
The boss sometimes asks us how we are getting along and gives us fatherly advice. I am not very talkative.
Since my marriage and my wife’s elopement ceased to be the daily subjects of conversation, I hardly open my
mouth in these chats. I don’t know why, but one day I told them about the rack I had seen in the window and how
it would be convenient to have it behind the door. The boss said, “Oh, yes, those coat-and-hat racks; we called
them accordion racks; when I was young almost every house had one of those,” as he patted his lately reduced
belly and picked his teeth with a matchstick.
Suddenly the image of an old house came to my mind and I vaguely remembered my childhood. I also
remembered the coat-and-hat rack. There was one just like it behind the door in my grandmother’s house; in fact
it may have been the same rack I saw in the shop window. Obviously because of that I could never get it off my
mind.
I didn’t remember my grandmother’s old house in all its details. It was more like a dream; I remembered its
colors and its images, yet I could not describe it if asked to and could not even repeat it to myself. Then
everything faded and went blank until the bus stopped in front of that shop again.
When the bus nears that stop—as soon as it tums from above Sishane—I fix my eyes on the window. I can’t
always find a seat by the window, but I try my best to see what is inside that shop’s display window. As the bus
stops and waits there, I fix my eyes as if what I see is not the never-changing window of an antique shop.
Yes, it never changes. For example, that coat-and-hat rack hasn’t been sold for the past two years; it has never
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changed its place. Despite this amazingly unchanging quality of the shop, each time I passed by it in the
beginning, I would discover something new. As the bus continued on its bumpy road, I would cherish the memory
of something new from my childhood years at my grandmother’s house.
What I remember most from my grandmother’s house is its warmth; then the objects related to that warmth
appear gradually. There was a white ceramic stove decorated with pink flowers and birds (I thought the birds
would sing one day). There was a big tarnished copper brazier. Grandma took the embers from the stove and put
them in the brazier and sprinkled sugar on them, making a blue fire that made the room smell and made my eyes
smart. By the time my tears had stopped, the red embers would turn black. There were naked electric bulbs that
gave off a yellowish light. There is one of those bulbs in the shop too, but that one has a pale light; ours had a
warm and bright light. There were carpets on the floors, on the walls and on the divan; it was a world all swaddled
up. I never felt cold until my father brought me to his house.
My grandmother made me lie down on her lap and told me about my mother who was dead. Sometimes she
would open the walnut chest in the corner, take out yellowing photographs, or white or faded gowns with lace and
embroidery, and show them to me. When the chest was opened a nice fragrance—different from the smell of the
burnt sugar—filled the room. The chest was unadorned and simple except for the four lightly-carved rosebuds on
its lid; its simple lines were so perfect that it inspired love for geometry; its oustside surface was shiny like a
mirror and the inside was lined with cloth.
I am quite sure that chest is lying somewhere in that seedy Exquisite Furniture and Upholstery Shop. One day
I’ll get off at that stop, I’ll go into the shop and ask for my grandmother’s chest. I am sure an old man, maybe
with a white beard, will show it to me. Maybe he will even open the chest and take out the faded photographs and
my mother’s old gowns. A wonderful scent will fill the shop. It may be impossible, but I have to believe that it
will happen. I am sure I’ll get off at that stop one day.
I can remember only the heavily-lined face and the astonishingly white hair of my grandmother. However, she
was an agile woman, she walked faster than I did, almost dragged me along in the street. When we were inside
she could always run after me and catch me if she had to. I guess she wasn’t that old, but I think of her as old and
I don’t remember her features clearly. I was very young, five or six, when my father took me out of there. I wasn’t
going to school yet.
I remember my mother’s beauty not from the pictures Granama showed me but from the stories she told. My
mother was very beautiful; she looked like a fairy queen, she was like a pearl … but her mind used to wander, she
always wanted to be some place else. She had crazy notions in her head. (You’d better stay sane and not be like
her, my child.)
She married an unsuitable man. The man made her suffer, made her life miserable. At the end my mother
couldn’t stand it anymore; she became sick and died soon after she brought me into this world. But she was so
incredibly beautiful; even when she was dying she looked like an angel.
*
Now I know that all these tales were a bunch of lies … my mother’s horrible, bloody death wasn't something
fit for an angel. But at that time, like all children, I too believed in beautiful tales. I wish I could still believe in
them. I know that I have passed the age of believing in stories, and not only the stories by old grandmothers but
also the stories told by young women could be lies. I also know that rooms are not always warm, but I still see a
warm room every time I look at that display window. There is an oval mirror with a walnut frame and a funny
chair with two armrests but without a back (they put the chair out in good weather). I swear these are the same as
the things in my grandmother’s house. I’ll get off at that stop one day.
When I asked about my father, Grandma’s face would darken and she would curtly answer,
“You don’t have a father.”
That too was a lie—the first lie I caught, unwittingly. Then one day my father showed up. He said:
“I came to get my son.”
It was quite obvious that my grandmother had never expected to see him again, because she fainted and fell
down in the middle of the foyer. I cried a lot because I didn’t want to be separated from my grandma and go with
that stranger who said he was my father. I cried secretly for months after the stranger took me to that cold house
on the other side. It was falling apart even then, and there were no ceramic stoves, no braziers, no rugs, no chests
and no coat-and-hat racks.
For many years, even after my stepmother arrived and I started going to school, I kept thinking about going
back home. In the beginning my father used to lock me in. By the time my stepmother came and I started school, I
knew it was too late for me to find my way back. My father swore he wouldn’t utter the name of the neighborhood, not till the day he died. If, one day, I had had a chance to pass by that place, before Istanbul had changed so
much, I might have recognized a tree, a window, a candy store and could have captured the memories of my
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grandmother.
But there was no chance. To this day I still don’t know where I spent the most beautiful days of my early
childhood.
It took me a long time to ask my father about my mother. Not when we first went to that dirty, old, cold house,
nor when he brought that strange woman into the house. Not even when I fully realized I couldn’t go back. It was
much later, when I was in the last year of primary school, I realized that everything my grandmother had told me
could not be true, and “Your mother died” could be a lie just like “You don’t have a father.” Perhaps by then I had
forgotten the pain of the separation from my grandmother and wanted to know what was a fairy tale and what was
the truth.
I asked my father about my mother. His face darkened, just as my grandmother’s had when I had asked her
about my father.
“You don’t have a mother, Hicran is your mother,” he said. This was the name of my stepmother; there was
nothing new in what he said. I still didn’t know the truth. Years later when I was in high school I found out that
my father had killed my mother. Some of the things my grandmother had told me were true, but my mother hadn’t
died of anguish and sickness, my father had killed her with a knife.
I think it was because she was in love with somebody, and she tried to run away, or did run away. I still don’t
know the whole story, there are so many versions.
Did I get mad at my father because he killed my mother? Or at my mother for abandoning me? Everything is
so vague and distant now. For years I tried so hard to cut all this out of my life that I don’t even remember if I was
angry. I could never be angry with a heroine I had never met. I never saw her as my mother, as a real person, but I
longed for her as a beautiful woman.
As for my father, he was so strong he could beat me up, so I had to keep everything inside and didn’t dare
question him. If I was angry I must have kept the anger to myself as I always did. I was a docile child and I
became a docile man.
Docile … there are very few people in the world who could sum up their whole life with one single word like
that. I am a docile man. I have always lived a docile life, though once in a while I am capable of thinking about
revolting. Since I have no one left to revolt against, I direct the revolt against myself. I tell myself that one of
these days I am definitely going to get off at that stop. It is not enough to get on and get off at the stops written on
the front of the bus and complete the circle twice every single day. It is not enough to ride in the middle of life but
not be a part of it … it is not enough to be an unread letter inside a bottle floating in a river. One has to get out of
that bottle even at the risk of getting soaked and becoming illegible or even getting torn and completely lost.
Even if I can’t find my grandmother’s chest in that dusty, shabby shop … it must be there … the coat-and-hat
rack, the mirror and the funny chair all are there … the chest must be there too. But even if it is not there, I have
to get off to find out. I am sure I’ll do that.
The bus is corning near the other stop. I’ll get off there too. I know full well that the mannequins in wedding
gowns will not come to life, yet I am not even capable of killing a bloodless female puppet. I’ll definitely get off
there.
I’ll break the bottle and join the flowing river. Will the letter be legible when wet? Or will it go to pieces and
disappear? I don’t know. And I don’t care. I have to face up to life. I have to get onto another road whether it is in
the sweaty, sticky, dusty heat of a summer evening that makes all the bright colors fade, or in the dreadful purple
cold of a winter morning. I’ll do it one day.
A coat-and-hat rack, a stained mirror, a funny chair, and maybe a chest, all in the back of a dusty window …
four mannequins in wedding gowns with open arms, up in the window of a building. They are all lifeless, all dead
… I don’t know why I think I’ll find life in one of those places.
180.182 The Prisoner\fn{by Incl Aral (1944-

)}

Manisa, Manisa Province, Turkey (F) 3

May I ask you why you came here and what your job is? How did you find out about me? Dear abla,\fn{Elder
don’t they say nobody ever cares for the fallen … even God has
forsaken me. Though I must reckon my father tried to help me; he sold his land and gave all the money to a
lawyer. But what happened? Nothing. Now there isn’t even a glimmer of hope, but when you came like this … I
like to see the good side of everything. They wouldn’t have sent you to make me talk again? I don’t know … We
treat our guests well, it is our custom. Although we’re in prison you’re still my guest. How are you? How am I
doing? Well, I am trying to manage.
Let me introduce you to the people here. This one lying down in the corner is Habibe; she’s here for adultery.
The one next to her is Nurten; she wounded her husband. He has forgiven her, but they still won’t let her go. This
sister; also used in addressing older women respectfully }
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is the nurse who had her husband killed by a hired thug—she had suffered him for twenty years and that was the
only way she could get out of it. The old auntie over there hacked her husband to pieces with an ax. There’s a
political one too, from the people’s army or some such thing; her name is Seher.
Well, everybody here is in jail because of men. Are you married, abla? Good, good, don’t even go near men.
Why bother? Just stay happy.
Well, how’s everything? Did you come here to chat with me? So you heard about my case. I don’t know if I
should be happy or surprised. Of course, between us women. Shall we talk alone? Yes, of course. I was about to
have lunch, I had boiled an egg in the guard’s room. Let’s go there. She’s a good woman, she treats me well. She
feels sorry for me because I am innocent. Let me give you some tea. I like you, I can tell from your face what kind
of person you are. I am glad you came. We don’t have many visitors here. My mother has no strength to come
here; she tells me,
“When I see you here, Meliha, I feel as if I’ll have a stroke.”
My father has become a total wreck since I came here. Please, have something, just break a piece of the bread,
I’ll be unhappy if you don’t eat. I really have no appetite. Since you came here I feel as if I have eaten already. I
don’t know if I should laugh or cry … let me give you a hug, my dear abla. Excuse me, I am a little teary-eyed, I
made you sad. I should be strong? It is from joy really. Here all day long I tie this kerchief on my head and lie
down. I made this beaded gauze kerchief when I was a young girl.
Women aren’t even as strong as the kerchiefs. How can I stop crying? They gave me life, but Ankara\fn
{Meaning the government or a higher authority } changed it. If the child is by someone else they give you a shorter
sentence. But I never even stuck my head out the window. Now that there’s going to be another trial, they want
me to lie so I can get a shorter sentence. I cried a whole week because I have to lie.
I’ve been here for about two years: twenty-two months and nineteen days. I count every single day. All this
time I haven’t seen my children. But every night I dream about them. My in-laws are taking care of them. They
said, “Your mother is dead,” to my poor little ones. The girl is nine and the boy is seven. The other day they had
the boy’s circumcision ceremony. They told my daughter, “You dance too,” when they played the music. She
answered them,
“You can’t play the song I can dance to.” They asked her,
“Which one is that?” She answered, “They shouldn’t build houses on high hill,” and cried.
My father told me that when he visited me. How can I bear this?
Father’s small piece of land is all gone because of the lawyers’ expenses. He’s destitute and in debt now. That
man, my husband Süleyman, didn’t look me up at all. First he filed for divorce, but now he may have changed his
mind, because he sent me a message:
“Meliha, I’ll wait for you.” I answered him back:
“Meliha doesn’t care for you, don’t ever wait for me.”
Some people have no shame! I’ve gotten into this mess because of him, and he won’t even let me see my
children. I never wanted that man. My mother, too, said,
“You can’t give a daughter to that family.”
I never liked my husband, but they were pretty well off. He and his father were peddlers. They sent a
matchmaker. I cried a lot but I couldn’t say, “I don’t want it” and beg my father.
Ah, dear abla, in villages young girls cannot say a word. No one would listen. I was so docile. How else could
I be? If I had had a lover we could have eloped; this is the only way out for a village girl. But I was always docile,
it was my nature. I could never raise my voice. So Father decided and I got married. They gave a handsome sum
of bride money. Father told me:
“If they don’t treat you well I’ll help you.”
I tried to manage for ten years. I had two children but I couldn’t get used to him. When I rejected him he
became wilder and treated me even worse. When he tortured me I went to my parents’ home; but then they would
make us reconcile. Your parents’ home is yours only until you get married. Then, whether you like it or not, you
belong to your husband’s home.
Süleyman made mountains out of anthills; he would beat me to a pulp and that same night come to me. To be a
woman is like being an animal. I was fed up and disgusted with that man.
Abla, shall I give you another cup of tea? Believe me, I am so glad you came. I know you can help me. After
all, you’re an educated woman, you know everything. Shall I petition to see my children? Is it possible? Of course
I’ll tell the lawyer. He does nothing besides take money; after all, he’s a man. How can I tell him I miss my
children? He won’t even think of such things, or understand; didn’t I say he’s a man; men only care for their fun.
Oh, abla, let me kiss you. I am so glad you came. What made you think of it? When nobody was thinking
about poor Meliha …
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Oh, yes, when I was pregnant I tried to get rid of it. I didn’t tell my husband or my mother-in-law anything. I
lifted heavy sacks. I climbed over fences. I even drank some medicine, but nothing happened. I was two months
pregnant; Süleyman and I had a fight; I provoked him, because I thought if he beat me I might have a miscarriage.
He kicked me in my back and my belly. I lay under his feet, he kicked me but I didn’t run away. My arm was
dislocated, but the damn thing wouldn’t come out. I had heard that if I stuck chicken feathers inside, that would
get rid of it, but I was scared that I might die; I couldn’t do it. I would have been better off if I had died.
During the tobacco-hoeing time we had a fight again. I went to my parents’ house. I stayed there for five
months. Mother asked me if I was pregnant, and I said no. I am quite plump, so it was hard to tell. Then again
they intervened and I went back because of the children. I missed them a lot. Both my mother-in-law and my
husband asked me if I was pregnant, but I said no. I was supposed to have said to Halçe Kadm that I was pregnant
and didn’t want the child and wanted to get rid of it. But it’s a lie! That woman is my mother-in-law’s kin, of
course she’s on their side. Süleyman insisted:
“Tell me the truth, are you pregnant?” I said,
“It’s a tumor, or perhaps it’s gas and it’ll go away.”
He wanted to take me to a midwife, but I wouldn’t go. He beat me up. You understand, abla, these people
plotted against me. They didn’t want me. That’s why they did this. How else could they get rid of me? What
would the outsiders say? I was twenty-five years old and had been married for ten years. It was a plot. How could
I give birth by myself. Chickens cackle when they lay eggs, but I don’t have such easy deliveries. The first time
we had the doctor from the municipality. The second time a midwife delivered the baby. My mother-in-law
delivered this one. After that they beat me up, saying, “Why did you hide it?” and threw me out. When I left the
baby and ran to my parents’ house, they threw it there—and then blamed me.
Did I say all this in the court? Yes, of course I did. I told them everything but they wouldn’t listen. They
plotted against me. How could you give birth in a latrine?
Did I say that in the first trial? I guess I did, I didn’t know any better. Dear abla, I am telling you the truth; of
course you know what I did and you don’t blame me. Yes, I believe you. I told you the truth, go and tell the judges
…
Of course, you understand. Woman to woman … of course, you wouldn’t have bothered to come here if you
weren’t concerned. I am so glad you came. Oh, I feel like crying, but don’t pay any attention to it It is only
because every day here I cry. For God’s sake, abla, don’t be upset I don’t care why you came as long as you came.
Ab, abla, you’re so thin I can feel your bones when I hug you. Let me give you another cup of tea … you should
have had a bite.
Look, now I feel as though something has broken loose inside me. I am sick and tired of lies. Of course, I trust
you. We have the same fate; we’re both women. Even if I get out, my life will be rotten. Even with all your
education, don’t you think our fate is the same? Of course, dear abla, but if something like this happens to you,
you could right away get an abortion. You could find the doctor, pay the money and get rid of it. Everybody does
it, but I couldn’t do it
In the village you can’t have an abortion. It is a sin. If you try to abort, it had better look like a miscarriage, or
you have to give birth; you keep on having children until you have five or six. I tried but couldn’t find a way out
of it. What would that child have gotten out of life? I gave life to him, carried him unwillingly for nine months;
the one who caused it should have died, but that dog, he didn’t.
Of course I trust you; aren’t you, too, a troubled woman? Yes, I try to see the good side of everything; I know
you came here with goodness in your heart. We have become like sisters, why should I be ashamed of telling you
the truth?
The truth is that I myself delivered the baby. I didn’t make a sound. The biggest pain was in my heart. I didn’t
scream. I couldn’t cut the cord, I just waited. Then I brought it there. When my belly got smaller, my mother-inlaw became suspicious and told my husband. When he asked me I said,
“Nothing happened, the swelling went down.”
He didn’t believe me; he beat me, but I wouldn’t tell him anything. He beat me for three days and I bled for
three days. I couldn’t stand it anymore; finally I ran away to my parents’ home. I told my mother I had had a
miscarriage; she believed me. But then, when the latrine was clogged, my father-in-law took off the planks, and
they found it there; they washed it.
It was a boy! They told the imam to bury it, but he was scared and didn’t want to get involved. They told the
village headman; he said:
“Don’t make a big thing out of it, bury it yourselves.”
Their relatives Mehmet and Sükrü buried it. But somebody (nobody knows who) wrote to the public
prosecutor. They opened the grave; they came and got me, and since that day I’ve been here. If the child weren’t
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my husband’s I would have gotten only five or six years. It’s better to commit adultery.
Now they have taken up the case again and will tell them there was adultery involved. Maybe they’ll believe it.
When I was a young girl there was a young man in the village who was crazy about me. He died last year, so he’ll
be shown as the culprit Anyway, he’s dead … maybe they’ll believe it.
No, I won’t lose hope, dear abla. Otherwise how can I stay here? If I get out I’ll invite you to our village—it’s
so beautiful in the spring. You will come, won’t you? I must tell you again, I am so happy that you came. I feel as
happy as a lark. Will you come again?
Do I want you to? Of course I do. But if you can’t come, give me your address. I write very slowly, but you
wouldn’t mind my bad hadnwriting, would you? Write it right here, dear abla, yes.
No, I want nothing, only your well-being. It is raining outside. Do you have an umbrella? Oh, my goodness,
you’ll get wet …
96.244 Monte Kristo\fnb{by Nazli Eray (1945-

)} Ankara, Ankara

Province, Turkey (F) 3

In the district of Ayranci, on the second floor of 51 Orange Blossom Street, there lived a housewife who wasn’t
happy at all with her life in her four walled world. Her husband came home tired every evening and couldn’t give
her enough attention. Anyway, he was a dense guy who often hurt her feelings. The narrow spaces of her house,
her daily housework, taking care of the children, had tired and depressed the poor woman. Her name was Nebile
and she had secretly started to dig the wall of a little store room with her nails, where the brooms, wax polish,
dustbins, mops, soap, and detergents were kept. Her aim was to dig a tunnel and reach out to freedom. Now and
then she could hear voices from the other side of the wall.
She usually dug towards evening, her housework done, her children at school and her husband at his office. At
first she dug wit her nails; after a while she dug with the broken handled tin fork. Every evening she put the debris
that came from the wall into a plastic bag. Every night she secretly poured it into the dustbin. She was up early
every morning at the usual time. She laid the table, prepared breakfast, washed the dishes and put the house in
order. But for two days since she had started the digging she felt sudden flashes of happiness and hope. Her house
work seemed suddenly easier to her.
Nobody except her entered the store room where the brooms, wax polish, dustbins, mops, soap and
detergents were kept. Nevertheless, Nebile hid the hole with the big laundry basket every day. She also hid the
broken handled fork behind the yellow bread box.
Every morning she left home to do her shopping. She went to the butcher, to the grocer and the green grocer.
Then she could have entered into an unknown street and gotten lost. But she didn’t want this kind of freedom.
Her arms and hands were always full. For instance, one morning she had a big cabbage under her arm, her grocery
bag was full of oranges, potatoes and minced beef meat. At that moment it occurred to her to get into a street and
get lost. She couldn’t do it. Instead she went home and cooked stuffed cabbage.
From the other side of the wall, murmurs of a happy and orderly life came to her ears. At first it had been those
voices that had attracted her attention to the wall. She had decided to enter into the happy life on the other side of
that wall. “If I miss my children too much, I may even take them there later,” she said to herself.
She couldn’t concentrate on her housework anymore. In the old days she could immediately wipe away the
cobwebs dangling from the ceiling. Now, she didn’t care anymore.
That morning, her husband, while going to his office shouted,
“Another button is missing from my light blue shirt. God dammit, I’m late again,” he said.
“For god’s sake, whatever you cook, don’t let me eat stuffed cabbage again. I’ve had enough of it.”
“Why don’t you go to a hairdresser, your hair looks awful. Well, goodbye,” he said.
When the children left for school, Nebile washed the breakfast dishes, took her grocery bag into her hand, and
went shopping. From the butcher she bought a pound of lamb chops, from the grocer she got some margarine and
a bag of bow-shaped noodles and from the green grocer she bough a medium sized cauliflower. When she got
home she hung her coat on the hanger by the door. She took off her shoes and put on her slippers. She boiled the
cauliflower, cut it into small pieces and made a sauce of oil, lemon and salt. She left it to cool. She boiled a pot of
water and poured the bow shaped noodles into it.
Then she went to the mirror. She combed her hair wit her fingers.
“Tomorrow I will go to the hairdresser,” she told herself.
Later she said to her husband:
“Shall we go to the movies tonight? There is a French new wave film.”
Her husband looked at her in a stupefied way.
“My God, Nebile, do you think I have time to scratch my head? I come home dead tired in the evening and you
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expect me to go to a movie. What is the television for?”
Her knotted his shoe string and went to his office.
Nebilie washed the dishes. She put the leftover cauliflower salad into the refrigerator. She took the broken
handled fork from behind the breadbox. Then she went to the store room where the brooms, wax polish, dustbins,
mops, soap, and detergents were kept. She pulled aside the laundry basket and went on digging from where she
had left off. Nebile was digging a hole big enough for her to pass through. It wouldn’t take her long to get to the
other side. When the hole opened it wold be possible for her to crawl through it.
She heard the click of high heeled slipper from the other side.
“The slippers that the woman on the other side is wearing must be the kind that are adorned with ostrich
feathers,” thought Nebile.
She also heard the pattering feet of a child and his talking.
The doorbell rang.
Nebile stood still. At first she thought everything was over. Heer hands got moist with sweat. Then she pulled
herself together. She closed the hole with the laundry basket, dusted herself with her hand and went to open the
door.
It was her friend. It was obvious that she had just had her hair set. Her name was Güzin.
“Did I wake you up, Nebile? I was just passing by. I’ll drink a cup of coffee, then leave.”
“Of course I wasn’t sleeping. I’m bored to death. How good of you to come.” They sat opposite each other.
“Do you know, Nebile, now that the spring is here and the days are longer I don’t feel like sitting at home.
After I do my housework I throw myself into the street.”
“I feel depressed at home, too Güzin. Just a minute, let me make the coffee.”
“Today I cooked a roast. It was delicious, with garlic. I garnished it with potatoes and carrots. I made a soup
out of its stew. Hilmi likes variety in his food. But don’t ever cut the roast while it is hot. It all comes to bits.
Never forget that. Wait until it gets cold.”
When Nebile finished her coffee she nearly turned her cup over on the saucer to read her fortune in the pattern
the dried coffee would make. She said,
“Güzin, I’m closing my coffee cup.”
“Nebile, how do you wash the curtains?”
“The night before I put them in sudsy water. The next day, I change the water three times. I put four lumps of
sugar in the last wash. Then they look well starched.”
“Nebile, there is a road in your cup. I swear, look here. A very short road. It’s about to open.”
After Güzin left, Nebile washed the coffee cups and put them in the cupboard. Then she went straight to the
store room where the brooms, wax polish, dustbins, mops, soap, and detergents were kept.
She began digging.
From beyond the wall came the sound of chamber music. The woman in the house was moving, clicking her
slippers, and saying:
“My son, wash your hands. Your father will be here in a minute. You must be clean for him!”
Nebile gathered the debris coming out of the wall into a plastic bag. Once more she closed the hole with the
laundry basket and went out to the room.
The children came home from school. Then her husband came. In the kitchen Nebile was preparing the
evening meal.
“I’m going to have a hot bath tonight and got to bed,” said her husband. Next morning Nebile went to the
hairdresser.
“Trim my hair without shortening it. Wash and set it, please. I want a manicure and a pedicure too,” she said.
While she was under the dryer, her feet in the hot tub, she thought a lot.
When she got home, she heated the meal and set the table.
In the afternoon, after her husband left, she put on her sleeveless black dress. It was a nice dress. She usually
wore it at engagement parties and on new year’s. It was tight. She wore her smoke-colored panty hose and high
heeled black shoes.
She looked quickly in the mirror. Then she filled the tea pot with water. She watered the plants in the sitting
room. The camel’s foot plant was thriving. It liked its place.
She wound the clock on the sideboard. She straightened out the fringes of the carpets, gave the right shape to
the drapes. She looked at the children’s room. Everything was in order. She drank a glass of water from the
refrigerator, she rinsed the cup and put it on the shelf. She wondered if she ought to leave a note to her husband.
She thought it best to leave nothing. Maybe nobody would notice her absence anyway.
Nebile dug at the wall once or twice with the broken-handled fork. The wall was already thin as paper and a
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hole opened. Silently, Nebile widened the hole. When the hole was big enough for her to go through, she crawled
to the other side and pulled the laundry basket back in its place.
From now on nobody could see the hole in the store room where the brooms, wax polish, dustbins, mops, soap,
and detergents were kept.
Nebile found herself in a very dark room. When her eyes got used to the dark, she looked around. It was the
same as the store room, though probably used for another purpose. There were no signs of mops, brooms, or
dustbins. In a corner there was a water tap. Nebile went near the door and tried to listen. The lady of the house
sometimes passed in front of the door. Time passed. The doorbell rang. The lady of the house opened the door.
“Welcome, dear Selahattin,” she said.
“Take my bag. I’m dead tired today. What do we eat tonight?” Selahattin said.
Nebile crouched ina corner of the dark room. From her own household she could hear voices coming too. She
didn’t give them an ear.
After a while the door of the room opened. Somebody turned on the light. It was Selahattin Bey. Nebile
straightened up from her crouching position. On seeing Nebile, Selahattin Bey was astonished. He stood rooted to
his place.
“Excuse me, I have left my house. I have taken refuge here.”
“This is my darkroom where I develop my photographs. No one else can come into this room. On weekends I
develop my photographs here. That’s my hobby,” Selahattin Bey said.
Then something occurred to him.
“Did you have anything to eat?” he asked.
Selahattin Bey was tall with a mustache. He looked at Nebile through narrowing eyes.
Selahattin Bey secretly brought Nebile two loaves of brad with some sliced cold tongue. He had wrapped it in
his handkerchief and hidden it in his pocket. While Nebile was eating her sandwich, Selahattin Bey watched her.
Nebile felt a strange excitement, a fluttering in her heart from those looks Selahattin Bey gave her from his
narrowed eyes.
From then on Selahattin Bey spent most of his time in the darkroom. He brought Nebile food and water. They
sat together and talked for a long time in a murmuring voice.
Nebile told him all about her old life beyond the wall. She felt very near to Selahattin Bey. It pleased her to be
fed and looked after like this. Selahattin Bey said:
“I’ve been married fifteen years. Feriah doesn’t understand me. We live in different worlds. When I come
home tired in the evening, she wants to go out. When I feel like going out, she is tired. Every morning she takes
Ömer, our son, with her and goes out shopping. It is then that you can go to the toilet.”
Gradually, Nebile had become Selahattin Bey’s intimate friend. Selahattin Bey secretly brought her the latest
fashions in dresses, perfumes, sheer ash-colored stockings, cork heeled shoes, birth control pills, and sometimes
flowers.
Nebile stretched a rope from one corner of the dark room to the other and she hung her dresses on it. They put
a mattress on the floor in the other corner. They were happy.
During the day, Nebile lay on her mattress and listened to Feriha doing her housework. She got up late in the
morning. She was with Selahattin Bey until late at night. Selahattin Bey took poses and poses of Nebile with his
flashbulb camera and developed them in the darkroom. The pictures were in color.
Nebile was very jealous of Selahattin Bey’s wife. When Selahattin Bey left her to be with his wife, Nebile put
her hear to the door and tried to hear what they were saying. But the bedroom was far away. There was a corridor
in between. She couldn’t hear anything.
Selahattin Bey said to Nebile:
“Our marriage has been dead for years. I feel alive only when I am next to you. I don’t understand why you
keep worrying about nothing.”
Nebile was very curious about certain things concerning Feriha. She kept thinking and making up certain
things in her mind. At last she couldn’t resist and asked Selahattin Bey:
“Selahattin, I am full of curiosity. What does your wife wash the dishes with? What brand of dishwashing soap
does she use? Is it Citi or Pril? For heaven’s sake, tell me, or I’ll get mad.”
Selahattin Bey didn’t know what soap his wife washed the dishes with.
“Is this so important to you, Nebile? Why do you think of these things?” he asked.
Nebile said:
“For me those are most important things. The brand of the product which the dishes and laundry are washed
with, or the kind of margarine and butter used in the kitchen is most important. You can’t understand this. These
things were my whole life. I can never escape from them.”
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Selahattin Bey couldn’t bear Nebile to be sad. This woman’s deep thoughts fascinated him.
He learned all the names of the soaps and detergents and food products which his wife used and told Nebile all
of them.
There were also times when Nebile shed tears because of Feriha.
“Ah, Selahattin,” she would say. “Is our love always going to remain in the dark?”
Then Selahattin Bey would say to Nebile:
“Believe me, Feriha and I are so far apart, we are not even on talking terms. I haven’t even touched her for
three months. If she learns of this, she will never divorce me, we will suffer endlessly. She is already suspicious,
we must be careful. Be patient, Nebile.”
As time passed by, Nebile had little by little forgotten her old life on the other side of the wall. Sometimes,
usualy at night, she could hear voices coming from there. Usually it was her husband’s loud voice.
“Ah!” her husband would say to his visiting friends in a suffering voice.
“Oh, what a good woman she was. She seemed very content and happy too. She loved me very much. Mind
you, very much. Every morning while going to the office, she rushed behind me, bringing me my clean
handkerchief. ‘Don’t forget your clean handkerchief,’ she used to say.’”
“She was an honest woman. They probably tricked her into leaving me. I put an ad in the newspaper saying,
‘Nebile, come back home.’”
“Maybe she’ll read it and come back.”
“Ah, my Nebile, ah!” he would say.
Her children went back and forth to school. Housework was done as before. Her husband had hired a
charwoman.
Nebile was as happy as could be. She rested all day long, she creamed her face, she filed her nails, she wore
the black silk nightgown that Selahattin Bey had given her as a present, she stretched out on the mattress. She
waited for the day when she would come out of the darkroom, and enter into the house.
108.64 The Padishah’s Three Sons And The Wicked Wives Of Sultan Fedlifa: A Folktale\fn{told by Dirkmen Gürün
(1947- )} Iskenderun, Hatay Province, Turkey (F) 2
Once there was and once there was not a padishah who had three sons. One day the oldest of these sons went
to the padishah and said,
“Father, I want to see the world. Please give me forty bags of gold, a good horse, and your permission to
leave.”
After his father had granted all three of these wishes, the oldest son said farewell and departed. The prince rode
his horse steadily day and night without finding a suitable stopping place for three days. Then he came to an inn,
where he reined in his horse and stopped. The weather was very warm at that time of the year there, and he found
that his room was so overheated that he could not sleep in it. He therefore took his mattress to the roof of the inn
to sleep there.\fn{Rural residents, especially in central and southern Turkey, frequently sleep on the nearly flat
mud roofs of their houses during the hottest part of the summer.} As he lay there on the roof, he gazed into the sky
and was amazed to see not one but two moons shining there. Unable to believe his eyes, he called the innkeeper
and said,
“I seem to see two moons here tonight. If I am seeing correctly, please explain to me the meaning of this
unusual situation.” The innkeeper answered,
“One of those moons that you see is the real moon. The other is a reflection of the beautiful face of the
daughter of the padishah of this land.\fn{The moon is a symbol of beauty; attractive women are sometimes fancifully compared
with it.} But don’t you dare attempt to see that girl, for she is exceedingly cruel. Any suitor who wishes to win her
hand can do so only by answering a question that she asks him. If a suitor can answer her question, she is
committed to marry him, but if he fails to answer it correctly, she has his head cut off. So far, all of her suitors
have lost their heads.” Heedless of this warning, the young man went to the palace the next day and announced,
“I have come to ask for the hand of the padishah’s daughter.”
All those at the palace who heard him say that pitied the boy, but they called the princess. She came, wearing a
veil, and with only her beautiful shining eyes visible. She said,
“You are a handsome young man, and I pity you. Why don’t you abandon the idea of marrying me? For if you
cannot answer the question I ask you, you will die.” But the boy was bewitched by her great beauty, and so he
said only,
“Ask me the question.” She asked,
“What does the black dog of Sultan Fedlifa eat.”
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Of course he could not answer such a question, and of course they chopped off his head.
When two years had passed and the oldest son had not returned, there began to be concern about him back at
the palace. Worried about his older brother, the second son decided to go and search for him. He too requested
from his father forty bags of gold, a good horse, and permission to leave. When these wishes were granted, the
second son mounted his horse, said farewell, and left.
It was not entirely by chance that he stopped at the same place his older brother had stopped, for that inn was
the first place along their route which offered suitable accommodations. It was again summer, and like his older
brother, the middle prince decided to sleep on the roof. He too saw the two moons in the sky, and after listening to
the explanation of the innkeeper, he too decided to become a suitor for the hand of the beautiful but cruel princess
of that land. She asked him the same question:
“What does the black dog of the Sultan Fedlifa eat?”
And when he failed to answer that question, his fate was the same as that of his brother.
The concern at home for the two older princes was now growing strong. As a result the youngest son waited
only a year before requesting forty bags of gold, a good horse, and his father’s permission to leave. Having
secured these, the youngest son set out in the direction his brothers had taken. When he reached the inn where his
brothers had stayed, he asked the innkeeper if two young men who resembled him had stopped there. The
innkeeper remembered those two young men quite well, and he told the youngest brother the sad story of what
had happened to them.
On the following day the youngest son walked past the palace and began observing what went on there during
the course of the day. He saw a very old woman walking in the garden with the beautiful princess, the two of them
talking and entertaining each other. He wondered if this old woman might possibly be able to help him. He
continued to walk past the palace for several days in a row with the hope of finding an opportunity to talk with the
old woman alone. When finally one day such an opportunity did occur, he said to her,
“Old lady, I want to marry the princess. I shall give you thirty-nine bags of gold if you will discover a secret
from her. Discover and tell me what question she will ask me as a suitor test.”
When the old woman saw the thirty-nine bags of gold, she accepted this task. On the following evening she
went to the inn to see the boy. There she told him,
“The question is this: ‘What does the black dog of Sultan Fedlifa eat?’”
The boy had never even heard of a person named Fedlifa, but he decided to locate his country and then find the
sultan himself. He set out in the direction of a distant mountain range, and he rode day and night. After several
days of such traveling, his horse died, and he had to continue his journey on foot. As he was walking along one
day he noticed a tree in which there was a large nest full of baby birds. He noticed also that there was a snake
crawling up the tree to eat those baby birds. Drawing his sword, he quickly killed the snake. Then, tired from
hours of walking, he lay down beneath the tree and fell asleep. Later, when the huge mother bird returned to her
nest, she saw the dead snake and the prince sleeping beneath the tree. When the boy awakened, she said to him,
“Because you have saved the lives of my children, I shall do anything that I can do for you.”
“Can you tell me where the land of Sultan Fedlifa is located?” asked the youngest son.
“It lies beyond seven mountain ranges and seven seas, but I shall carry you there if you wish to visit that land.”
The boy climbed upon the back of this enormous bird, and she began to fly toward the land of Sultan Fedlifa.
She flew and flew for seven days without stopping before she reached that country. After landing him near the
city in which the sultan lived, the bird said to him,
“Here are two pieces of feather. If you ever find yourself in serious difficulty, blow on these feathers, and I
shall appear to rescue you.”
Having said that, the bird flew away.
The boy then began wandering through the city. He soon discovered that there was no activity of any kind
there, and for some time it seemed to him completely unoccupied. After a while, however, he approached a
palace, and as he drew nearer to it, he saw a man, dressed like a sultan, sitting on a balcony. With the man was a
dog. This was the very man the prince was seeking, Sultan Fedlifa himself. When the sultan saw the young man
coming, he called to him,
“Come upstairs here and dine with me.”
The youngest son was glad to accept this invitation. As the two men sat at the dining table, the prince noticed
that the sultan and his dog were just like friends in the way they behaved toward each other. The guest asked,
“My sultan, will you please tell me what you feed your dog?” The sultan remained silent for a moment, and
then he said,
“If I were to tell you that, I should have to kill you afterward, for the answer to that question involves a great
secret.”
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“Never mind the penalty,” the prince responded. “Kill me afterward if you wish, but do tell me the secret.”
The sultan then began his story.
“I once had three wives who were as beautiful as it was possible for any three women to be. Their beauty was
so great that it was reflected in the skies. At night there were four moons in the sky. I was so pleased with my life
that I supposed we were living together here most happily, but such was not the case.
“Now one of those wives is dead, one will die, and the whereabouts of the third wicked wife is unknown to
me. But wherever she is, I am sure that her great beauty is reflected in the sky like a second moon My disaster
began one day while the three of them were in the garden plotting against me. What I overheard I could hardly
believe, for those three wicked women were planning to kill me and then rule the kingdom themselves.
“The next day they invited me to go walking with them along the riverbank and through the valley that bends
around the edge of the city. I accepted their invitation, but I took my black dog with me. As we were walking
along, a huge giant suddenly appeared before us. My wives ordered this giant to kill me at once. As I was trying to
draw my sword from its scabbard in order to defend myself, my black dog leaped upon the giant and blinded both
its eyes. The giant then could do nothing but flee.
“Observing this, one of my wives turned herself into a bird and flew away. One of them I killed with my
sword. But the third one pulled from her belt a long stick and touched me with it. As soon as she did this, I was
turned into a black dog. She then escaped to the palace, where she reported that I was dead.
“I then had to return to the city as a dog. None of my people recognized me, and I was such a filthy dog that
everyone who saw me kicked me as I walked along the streets. My wife was by then ruling the country, and my
life seemed to me utterly hopeless. But then my dear black dog, who is as clever as any human being, rescued me.
He sneaked into the palace one day and stole the magic stick from my wife. Dragging it to me, he used it to
restore me to my former self—though not completely, for I still have a dog’s tail. After I had returned to human
shape, I went to the palace at night. There I touched my wife with that stick while she slept and turned her into an
ugly black bird.
“Do you see the black bird in that cage over there? Every evening I feed my dog a large bite of that bird, and
this will eventually kill her. After executing those people who had kicked and stoned me while I was a dog, I
ordered all the rest of my subjects to leave the city. You are a stranger, and I have no reason to trust you. You
might well reveal my secret to others, and you might even make fun of my tail. Therefore, I now have to execute
you too.”
“Very well,” said the prince, “but first permit me to take ablutions at your fountain and pray to Allah.”
As the prince walked toward the fountain, he took the two pieces of feather from his pocket and blew upon
them. Suddenly the large bird reappeared and carried him back to the inn where his difficulty had begun.
On the following day he went to the front gate of the palace and sent word in to the padishah that he wished to
marry his daughter. When the woman came to ask him the test question, he knew at once that she was the wicked
wife of Sultan Fedlifa, the wife who escaped by becoming a bird and flying away. She asked him the question he
was expecting:
“What does the black dog of Sultan Fedlifa eat?” The prince answered,
“Sultan Fedlifa feeds the black dog every evening with a large bite of the flesh of an ugly black bird.”
The padishah’s daughter acknowledged that the answer was correct, and she agreed to marry the handsome
young prince. After the wedding ceremony in which everyone feasted for forty days and forty nights, the prince
said,
“It is now time for us to go to my father’s country.”
They left the palace and began riding in the direction of his own land. Along the way, however, the prince
stopped the horses and said,
“You are the wicked wife of poor Fedlifa!”
Allowing her no opportunity to escape, he cut off her head at once and thus avenged the deaths of his two older
brothers as well as the harm she had done to Sultan Fedlifa.
After reaching his own country, he related the entire story to his father. The padishah was so proud of his
youngest son that he immediately made plans for this prince to succeed him on the throne.
180.173 The Dagger\fn{by Isil Ozgenturk (1948-

)}

Gaziantep, Gaziantep Province, Turkey (F) 2

The dagger is on the sofa.
There is a dagger lying on the sofa in the basement of the big apartment house called Koseoglu.
In the darkness of the night a novice heart is looking for a place to rest. The gloomy silence of the mountains is
torn with a piercing shriek. A river changes its bed, forgetting all the adages.
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A blue child with the wings of an angel comes inside, slipping through the small basement window, and offers
his delicate neck to the dagger. The dagger dares.
The basement door of the Koseoglu apartment house is opened. It was Nuriye who opened the door. She was
wearing a long white evening gown that bared her left shoulder. The chill of the night made her bare left shoulder
quiver. She had put her black hair on top of her head with two barrettes made of fake gems. In the dead light of
the basement her delicate young girl’s neck shone with innocent sexuality. Her full lips, painted bright red, were
open, suggesting a calculated vulgarity.
She climbed up with determined and measured steps as if she were the Princess Snow White. Her younger
sister walked behind her holding the hem of her evening gown so it wouldn’t get dirty. But her peasant hands
were perspiring, and her high-heeled evening shoes were pinching her wide feet.
Nuriye stood at the entrance to the apartment house for a moment and then disappeared into the night.
There are three armchairs in the basement of the Koseoglu apartment house. There are also two stools and a
small wooden table. The sofa is covered with a Yörük\fn{ A pastoral nomadic Turcoman tribe of Anatolia } kilim, and a
Yörük dagger is lying on the kilim.
Nuriye’s younger sister closed the door of the apartment house and came inside. She sat by the wooden table.
She opened her social studies book, which was covered with a huge poster of Ferdi Tayfur, the movie idol. She
read the chapter entitled, “What is Democracy?” three or four times. Then she closed the book, looked up at the
ceiling and mumbled what she had memorized:
Individual freedom is the basis of democracy. Freedom means that individuals can do anything they want to do,
provided that they don’t harm anybody or do anything against the law. In Turkey one is free to think what one wants, to
write what one thinks and to publish what one writes; one can live anywhere and travel any place. One of the
foundation stones of democracy is equality. Everybody is equal before the law. Nobody has any privileges.

Two people are sitting on the sofa in the basement, next to the dagger and the blue child with the wings of an
angel. They are the parents of Nuriye—the janitors of the big Koseoglu apartment house.
“God would be offended,” said the mother. “If you complain too much, God is offended. There are things
much worse than this. Thank heavens she’s not out on the streets. The man loves the girl, he’s crazy about her, he
wants to marry her, but his wife is horrible. She won’t give him a divorce. She wants a lot of money. She wants an
apartment, she wants a car. Greedy, nasty woman. May she choke to death! Nothing will satisfy her! If she gave
him the divorce, he wouldn’t wait for a second before marrying Nuriye. He would make her the lady of his house
and let her live like a princess. But what can we do? We should be grateful for this too. When we finish building
our house we can leave this place. To hell with this apartment house! We live in a big city. Who knows who we
are, who would recognize us? The man is going to rent a place for Nuriye, we would say they are legally married.
Who cares?”
The father was looking at the dagger. The dagger was a family heirloom. It had been brought to Istanbul six
years before and hung on the wall of the basement apartment. When they told the father, “Watch out, your
daughter is very beautiful,” he brought the dagger down from the wall and put it under his pillow.
Now the dagger lies beside the head of the blue child with the wings of an angel. The blue child with the wings
of an angel is waiting with incredible docility to have the cold surface of the dagger touch the blue veins of his
neck, tear its delicate skin and make the blood run like a river.
A honey-colored Mercedes was waiting for Nuriye, who had disappeared into the darkness. As she approached
the Mercedes, the door opened, and a clean-shaven, well-dressed, middle-aged man stepped out As soon as
Nuriye got into the car, she opened her velvet evening bag and took out a pack of cigarettes. Taking out a
cigarette, she put it in her mouth. At the same moment the man lit her cigarette with a gold lighter. Nuriye
thought:
“This can’t go on forever. My father will end up killing me. For days now he hasn’t taken his eyes off the
dagger. He will surely kill me in the end. I must make my father forget the dagger. I must protect myself from it.”
Nuriye’s red mouth opened with a dark passion; she grabbed the man’s leg with her long-nailed fingers and
squeezed it; and then with a skillful motion her hand went up.
The young university student who lived on the third floor of the Koseoglu apartment house saw Nuriye in her
white gown getting into the honey-colored Mercedes in the dark street. He closed the curtains with rage and paced
the floor furiously in his book-filled room. After a while he stopped in front of the bookshelf. He pulled out a
heavy book with difficulty, turned the pages quickly and found what he was looking for.
The bourgeoisie has torn the sentimental veil away from the family and has reduced the familial relationship to a
mere monetary relationship.
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The dagger is lying on the sofa. Father’s hand grabbed the handle of the dagger. The blue child with the wings
of an angel closed his eyes. Mother held the father’s hand and asked,
“What’s the use of it? Don’t you know every hearth is maintained with the fires of a sacrifice? To hell with
beauty. Look what happened, you made her marry that bastard because he was our kin, our own blood. The next
day he sold the girl. She was confused. She thought, ‘this is no way to live; at least I should be able to have the
money of my own flesh.’ She was right. Let her live like this.”
The honey-colored Mercedes stopped in front of a tourist hotel. Nuriye and the man went inside. The man took
the horseshoe-shaped key from the clerk at the front desk. They took the elevator. A very young bellboy in the
elevator thought Nuriye must be the same age as his sister. With great rage he made fists and pressed his nails into
his palms until they became bloody red.
As soon as the door was closed the man bit Nuriye’s shoulder with passion. With trembling hands he tried to
undo the buttons of the white evening gown.
“My angel, my darling,:” he moaned.
Nuriye saw the checkbook with the red leather cover in the man's pocket A sly light flickered in her speckled
pupils. She made the man go away. She walked toward the mirror with the bronze frame.
She freed herself from the white evening gown with a slight motion of her shoulder. She didn’t wear a bra. She
lifted her arms and undid her hair. Her thick black hair fell over her shoulders. The man was watching her with
admiration and kept mumbling,
“All I have is yours, everything, everything.”
Suddenly Nuriye covered her face with her hands and started to cry. Her timing was skillful; the man was
surprised. He came near, pulled the girl’s hands from her face and asked:
“My angel, why are you crying?” Nuriye moaned,
“My father, one day he’ll surely kill me. He will, definitely!” The man cupped Nuriye's small, firm breasts in
his hands and said,
“Don’t worry, I’ll find a solution to stop my angel from worrying.”
“How?” Nuriye asked in a brazen voice.
The man took his hands off the girl’s breasts and took the checkbook out of his pocket. There was a moment of
silence. Nuriye became impatient. Her heart beating faster, she asked,
“Well, how much are you writing it for?” The man said,
“Is seventy-five thousand liras enough?”
“It’s enough,” said Nuriye. “My father is building a house.”
The man handed the seventy-five thousand lira check to Nuriye. Nuriye looked at the check. It really was
made out for seventy-five thousand liras. She uttered a small cry of happiness, kissed the check and ran toward
the bed. The man took his pants off quickly and got into bed.
The blue child with the wings of an angel could feel the warmth of the blood, the smell of the burning human
flesh, and the hopelessness.
The young university student wrote in his notebook:
“Prostitution is the scourge of society.”
*
At dawn Nuriye opened the door of the basement apartment and slipped inside. The dagger was still lying on
the sofa. She and the blue child with the wings of an angel looked each other in the eye. Nuriye, taking care not to
wake up her parents, who were sleeping on a mattress on the floor, left the check for seventy-five thousand liras
beside the dagger on the sofa. Then she took off the white evening gown, hung it on the nail on the wall, put on
her flannel nightgown and lay down on the bed she shared with her sister.
First the mother woke up. She looked around. The white evening gown was hung on the wall. She was
relieved; Nuriye had returned. She got up to make tea, then she saw something: the Yörük kilim on the sofa was
full of blood. At last the blue child with the wings of an angel had offered his jugular veins to the sharp edge of
the dagger. Mother moved fearfully; the check for seventy-five thousand liras was lying in the blood. She
stretched out her hand and picked up the check; she shook off the blood and put the check beside the father.
Father jumped up from his sleep. He saw the check beside him, he picked it up and looked at it. His mouth
grew tight like an epileptic’s, his eyes opened wide, he was agitated and looked for the dagger. The dagger wasn’t
on the sofa. It had dissolved in the blood of the blue child.
Some time later Father went up with his basket filled with bread and newspapers for his morning rounds. He
rang the bell of number three. The young student opened the door. When he saw the father, he asked, with an
uncontrollable tenseness in his voice,
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“Do you know what your daughter is doing?” Father shook his head.
“The girl is suffering from cancer, sir,” he said. “Poor thing, she has only a short time to live. I let her do
whatever she wants to do.” The young student was shaken.
“I am sorry, I didn’t know,” he said. “But even then—” Father interrupted,
“Don’t worry about us, here’s your paper.”
The young student took his paper and closed the door. Suddenly he thought of Nuriye’s healthy and vigorous
body. He opened the door, ran up the steps and grabbed the father by his shoulders, just when he was about to ring
another bell,.
“You’re lying!” he yelled. “Would they do this where you come from? Tell me, tell me!” Father looked at the
young student and with a dead voice he said:
“It’s been a long time since we left that place. Since then it has snowed a lot and the sun has shone a lot.”
The young student took a deep breath and let the father’s shoulders go. With staggering steps he went back to
his apartment and entered his room. He tried to imagine a world where prostitution did not exist. He could not do
it. He dressed and went out. As he was walking he kept repeating to himself,
“Maybe the girl really has cancer. Maybe, maybe …” At that moment Nuriye was talking in her sleep:
“Father, don’t kill me, don’t, don’t …”
108.121 Behlül Dane Beats Harun Resit And The Seybülislam At Their Own Game: A Folktale\fn{told by Hasan
Tekis (1949- )} Seydiler, Afyon Province, Turkey (M) -1
Behlül Dane ms the brother of Harun ar-Rashid. That blessed person used to speak very sternly to his brother,
and this came in time to annoy Harun ar-Rashid greatly. One day Harun ar-Rashid said to the seyhülislam,\fn{The
highest ranking religious official in the government.}
“You must discover some means of finding Behlül Dane so guilty of religious offense that you can rule him
deserving of execution. Then you can execute my brother!”
“How can I possibly do that?” asked the seyhülislam.
“I do not know, but you must find some way to justify our executing him.”
“Well, then, let us do it this way,” said the seyhülislam. “I’ll say to him, ‘Behlül Dane, you never invite us to
your home.’ Upon hearing that, he will then of course invite us to his home. Being very poor, however, he will not
have much food to offer us. He will undoubtedly say, ‘Sirs, if I had more food, I would serve it to you, but this
poor fare is all I have. What else can I do?’ I can then convict him of ingratitude for speaking that way.”
Accordingly, the seyhülislam went to Behlül Dane and said,
“Behlül Dane, you never invite us to your house.”
“Well, then, please come to my house for lunch today,” said Behlül Dane.
At noon the seyhülislam and Harun ar-Rashid went to Behlül’s house. For lunch they were served a small piece
of bread, a little salt, and some water. The seyhülislam said,
“Oh, Behlül Dane, you are poor. You would, of course, serve us better things to eat if you had them.” Behlül
Dane grew very angry at this remark and said,
“You shameless fellows! Can’t you be grateful for what you have without wanting more?”
He had convicted his guests of the very offense they had plotted to charge him with having committed. There
was no way now in which they could execute him for ingratitude.
Behlül Dane was a man who had attained a high spiritual level. Among his special talents was the ability to
read the minds of people and thus anticipate their behavior.
249.150 Excerpt from Songs My Mother Never Taught Me\fn{by Selçuk Berilgen (1950- )} Artvin, Artvin
Province, Turkey (M) 9
1
My mother, the most fearless woman I’d ever known, had succumbed to cancer. After seven weeks in the
hospital so charmingly named after Florence Nightingale, she died. Her final words before entering Intensive Care
had been,
“They say the best döner kebab house in Istanbul is on the street to the right of this building. Go and try it,
Arda.”
To anyone reading the script on my parents’ headstone, which was on the plot next to the poet Oktay Rifat,
they might have seemed like father and daughter:
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I waited seven days before breaking up with Jale, queen of dilemmas, who compared herself to the film star
Julia Roberts and was a sociology student at an American university with an absurd name. Liberated from this
wealthy girl I’d got engaged to merely to please my mother, I was savouring belated pride like a high-school
student heading to a brothel for the first time.
In the Ottoman mansion where I’ve lived as its heir, guest, prisoner, and now master, I enjoy the excitement of
not knowing how many days or years I’ll remain. For Ifakat’s sake—the tireless servant of a tired old building
who’d swallow a stale prostate pill so it wouldn’t be wasted—I haven’t taken refuge in my apartment at the top of
a skyscraper in central but quiet Sisli. As the shutters’ futile struggle with the south wind ends, the morning
ezan\fn{Call to prayer} begins. I wait patiently in the drawing room, surrounded by bronze statuettes. When the
prayer ends the wind will assail again.
My left hand enjoys shaking cigar ash onto the silk carpet, and I realize I’ve forgotten what kind of drink is in
my right. At the funeral service attended by the elite of the city I had murmured lines from Kuçük Iskender’s
Rock Manfèsto,\fn{Smear me with eczema, Mother! O Mother, sell me a sedative! Buy me a treasure map! Hire me a warning siren;
give me back my umbilical cord, Mother; warm me milk and menstrual blood and cook me raki; bring me up dissolute; offer me so many
hormones and enzymes! Bite me, Bitch-Mother! Be the bass-guitarist to the Iron Maiden. Go and train in guerrilla warfare and take to the
mountains! Start a firing squad for shooting rows of children! Grow up, Mother, and leave my penis in peace! With it I’ll ensure credit from
the sperm banks!} and now I can hum that cruel tirade until I pass out in the dim morning hours. Today I am

twenty-seven years old. And the only gift I desire is the ecstasy of being liberated from my mother and my
fianacée.
2
According to Ebu Musa el-Es’ari, Our Lord the Prophet has announced:
“On the Day of Judgement Muslims will come laden with sins and Allah will still forgive them.”
Today your humble servant Bedirhan Ozturk is thirty-seven years old! Instead of buying myself a birthday
present I've come to a crucial decision. God willing, I’m going to break away from the business I’ve undertaken
so patiently for the last twelve years.
Please don’t let the fact that I’m a hired killer alarm you. My mission was limited to those who’d committed
deadly crimes, particularly against our religion, and dared to hide in the cracks of our system of justice and
security. God knows I haven’t taken more than two lives a year.
And in a country where it is claimed that for every 100 lira paid in tax 225 lira are lost through tax evasion, I
donate a fortieth of my income to the orphans and the fatherless.
When I first took up with the trade I was warned that it was hard to enter the world of bullets but even harder
to get out. A revolting individual (who goes by the name of Baybora) would pass on the Head Executioner’s
orders to me.
“Don’t even think about early retirement! You’d have to take out the Boss first,” he’d threaten.
I’ve never even heard our Master’s voice, let alone seen his face.
But retirement will come to pass, by the grace of God! Listening reverently to the evening ezan and eating my
blessed pomegranate, I’ll say my prayers and go to sleep, if you’ll allow me. I’m sure you’ve already begun to
realize that your humble servant is no ordinary gun-toting operator.
3
How often my mother had boasted that there couldn’t be any mansion more elevated than ours, or with a better
view of Istanbul. I used to trace the panoramic mosaic of the city, square by square, and the strategic points that
seemed to be waiting their turn for a march past of history. Despite the barricade of mist, a Byzantine residue, I
would flirt with the towers of Topkapi Palace, and when a lazy breeze drifted over the stone wall it would carry a
fresh smell of garden herbs into the drawing room and die away in a sigh.
She said she chose Çamlica, which draws the morning ezan from the 3,000 city mosques like a magnet,
because “there’s no neighbourhood left that hasn’t lost its flavour”. She made her father buy her a wedding
present of the Ottoman mansion with its symmetrical façade and ornate carvings.
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“As soon as I saw Mürsel I was determined to have him as my lord and master,” she would eagerly confide.
“As he walked around the campus biting his lower lip, hands in the pockets of his crumpled trousers, even the
left-wing girl students trembled. He played hard to get all right, but those condescending little smiles of his were
enough to charm people, and despite his oily hair and his unseemly scratching at certain organs, even the women
cleaners admired him.”
Unfortunately my mother was an attractive woman with her abundant blonde hair, eyes blue as the sea, her
turned-up nose and her shapely figure. I thought that even the street dogs would stop and stare as she walked by.
When we went to the market together I wanted my toy gun to zap all those shabby men whose eyes were glued to
her.
I mustn’t enter into the flirtatious details of how she brought her husband to the boil. But while my father was
busy divorcing “the barren first wife whose teaching diploma no one had ever seen” and whom he had married
“under orders from his aunt”, I can just whisper how Tilda Taragano changed her name and religion to gain access
to her lord and master.
My mother’s father, Izak Taragano, was a Sephardic Jew. While studying law at the University of Geneva, he
fell in love at first sight with Anna, a student who was taller than him. For twenty-seven months he begged his
mother for permission to marry the attractive girl who was a philosophy student from Stockholm and the daughter
of a couple of Christian atheist academics. On 7 April 1947, the day when Henry Ford, founder of the motor
industry died, my grandmother gave birth to a paralysed male child, and her neurotic mother-in-law grumbled,
“The cold-eyed Viking dybbuk.”\fn{A mischievous wandering djinn in Jewish folklore which takes over a human soul until
driven out by prayer}
My uncle Salvador dragged his left leg from the hip as he walked. I never saw such a saintly person.
My mother and Princess Anne of Great Britain were “privileged” to be born on 15 August 1950, under “the
sign of Leo”. She was named Tilda, after the wife of the eminent writer Yaar Kemal, my grandmother’s
confidante. When she was little, my mother was headstrong and greedy, but pretty as a doll, and she became the
family mascot, beloved by her father’s mother who called her “the dybbuk fawn”. She graduated from the
American Girls’ College at Usküdar, second in the whole school, and was steered in the direction of Brandeis, the
favoured university of young Jewish girls, by Tilda Kemal. While my father was professor in the Mathematics
department of Bogazici University, she was studying for her doctorate in the department of English Language and
Literature. I was seven years old when they bought me a bicycle because I could rattle off the title of her thesis,
“The Indirect Influence of Elias Canetti in the Novels of Iris Murdoch”. She was preparing this under the
supervision of Professor Oya Baak, one of the rare academics she considered important. The family did not
approve of her marriage to a professor who was old, a widower and a Muslim, but raised no objection, realizing it
would fall on deaf ears.
When I was still a baby crawling on all fours, my grandmother died of cancer. Whenever I look at her
photograph on the birchwood coffee table in our drawing room I note with surprise how much she resembles my
mother on her deathbed.
After her death my grandfather and uncle found themselves within my mother’s orbit once again.
My mother's womb was torn at my birth and had to be removed. I thought she was subconsciously taking her
revenge by imprisoning me in her palace of detention.
(I felt proud if, in a dream, I said, “Hey, Mother, how come you never noticed how you shoved the son you
worried about so much into such a vortex of distress?”) I was as shy and docile as a prince and heir apparent in
exile. I was wealthy but captive in the midst of decisions and vetoes made in my name.
My mother didn’t stop at deciding which toy I should play with and when; she forbade me to have friends.
“I can be much funnier than them, Arda,” she would say with feeling. And I was bewitched by the fantastic
stories she whispered. The modulations of her magical voice, her artificial chuckle and threatening eye
movements took over my life. On the two half-days she went to the university she was happy if I cried when she
left. Apparently as the garden gate closed behind the huge Mercedes, I beat at Ifakat’s huge breasts and bit her
snow-white arms neurotically.
When I was in the second year of my primary school the driver of the school minibus was sacked for scolding
me. The following year a bad-tempered teacher who tried to punish me for an April Fool joke that he didn’t
appreciate was banished to a distant village. In the preparatory class at Robert College a young thug pinched my
cheek, jeering that I was prettier than a girl, and I knew that next day he would get a beating from Hayrullah our
driver and his twin. Then Seydo the neighbourhood bully, who didn’t know what he was letting himself in for,
bellowed after me, “Secret Jew”, and was thrashed to a pulp, his father’s dried-fruit store reduced to dust and
ashes, and his family forced to leave Çamlica.
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On Sunday evenings our family would trot off to a Bosphorus fish restaurant. While my mother chatted with
the hoi polloi at the next table, I fed the resident cat seabass in Soy sauce, and I never let the evening pass without
boasting that my mother could make me walk on water if I asked her.
*
My mother always addressed her husband as “my Hodja”, a respectful form of address to a senior teacher. He
was one of the twentieth century’s leading mathematicians, “unmatched in Graph Theory according to his former
student and the bibliophile Professor Haluk Oral, whom I met after my father’s death. My father published in the
Journal of Combinatorial Theory but his timidity (and fear of flying) led him to refuse offers of guest professorships and participations in international conferences.
I think my mother devoted herself to publicizing my father’s genius. I was torn: should I be jealous of her
exaggerated interest in my father or feel sorry for him? Every time she whispered in my ear, “You’re very
fortunate to be the son of a genius,” I would repeat my vow that I would never be a genius when I grew up. When
my father became eligible for retirement and, thanks to his wife, rose to the ranks of the rich, he left his job
immediately.
“An all-out war against the socio-economic defect of shallowness that sticks to this country like tar,” was the
Hodja’s new mission. My mother whispered it distinctly in my ear, and promised me a prize of $100 for repeating
it without a mistake. Reverently she said,
“Arda, your father is a genius and a man of eminence. From now on, he will mobilize all his abilities for this
grand project.”
The structure of our nuclear family life was determined by the tempo of my father’s activities. It took order to
the nth degree. I felt ill at ease every time he emerged from his soulless study to join us. As the creaky old door of
the living room opened, my mother would jump up to push the velvet pouffe in front of his antique armchair.
Baroque music was set up on the hi-fi and, while his drink was being prepared, he remained silent. Unnecessary
or perhaps trivial subjects would be rejected and a new agenda respectfully anticipated.
“Enigma”, the silent hairdresser, came to our mansion when our master’s hair grew too long. Fabrics chosen by
my mother were made into suits and if the head tailor of Zegna’s was in town he would drop by for fittings. On
holidays celebrating the Republic my mother and I took off for London and went to concerts and plays. She
grumbled at having to shop in Harrods and in Bond Street boutiques for the husband who couldn’t or wouldn’t
join us for fear of flying.
If religious holidays coincided with spring our family took a trip to Venice. Walking rapidly through the timewarp streets of this solitary city, bridge after bridge, my father, if he wasn’t solving equations, would be
composing theorems. We stayed at the Bauer Hotel, the secluded palace in St Mark’s Square; if Cimador,
Dragonetti, Lorenzetti or Bottesini were being performed, we would stroll to the charming Church of San Vitale.
(How is it I recall these marginal composers of classical music in whom my mother feigned an interest because
my father had such a passion for them? Ever since I was seven I haven’t forgotten a single name I’ve read. My
father’s cheap display of genius was due to his ability to multiply five-digit numbers in his head with the speed of
a computer. I don’t know if anyone else can do this, but ever since I got the hang of the four basic operations of
arithmetic, I’ve been able to tackle six-digit numbers. I concealed this meaningless gift of mine which would have
been offensive to my father and would have roused my mother to an ecstasy of pride.)
Thanks to my mother’s unfailing attentions, my father turned into a querulous gourmand. Favourite foods were
specially ordered—fresh halloumi from Kyrenia, lean pastrami from Kayseri, mildly hot sausage from Afyon,
hazelnuts double-roasted from Giresun and spicy chickpeas from Çorum. Tea and jam were procured from
Fortnum & Mason in London, pastries and sauces from Fauchon in Paris. My mother had even learned how to
serve a cheese omelette Café les Deux Magots style. If there was a special order of oven-cooked Sicilian pizza
from Il Pomodoro (London), or extra-tender veal from Peter Luger (New York), they were met at the airport and
ceremoniously rushed to the mansion like life-saving medicines.
My father, who couldn’t ride a bicycle let alone drive a car, confessed that, “rather than fight a duel with a
computer”, he preferred to just get on with his work longhand.
He couldn’t swim or sunbathe by the pool. He was nervous of miniature dogs and sleepy cats and electronic
instruments. It irked me when, tired of the TV channel he was watching, and too lazy even to lean over to reach
for the remote control, he’d shout to my mother, frantically busy in the kitchen. Sometimes I wondered if he even
pulled the chain after relieving himself. I was sure that when they made love my mother was twice as exhausted.
It seemed his mechanical inadequacy was “the sublime characteristic that separated his genius from the rest”.
I was sure that even if my father had been twenty-eight instead of forty-eight at my birth, we would never have
had a close relationship. He was not loving. A certain attitude to those around him seemed to indicate that you
owed him respect for sharing the same time zone with you. His merciless wit would wound anyone who talked
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nonsense. He was tall, green-eyed, attractive and cynical. I liked to compare him to John le Carré, master of the
Cold War spy thriller. If I was the nightingale in a gold cage, caught in the spiral of my mother’s house arrest, he
was the rare exotic fish in an aquarium made for one.
The Master, as his wife called him, was the only man who could gather under one roof fragmented Social
Democrats and disgruntled right-wing intellectuals. He even had a plan to raise the level of prosperity in their
unfortunate country to that of Spain within five years, and to become Prime Minister in the first general election.
On the eve of my fourteenth birthday we received the news of my father’s death. After the first shock I had to
prepare myself for what was to come.
*
While I was busy concealing my potential genius my mother continued hissing like a snake for three years,
“When my son finishes high school he’ll enrol in business studies at Harvard.”
I was accepted by Harvard with the help of influential teachers at my school, references from famous friends
of my father and my mother’s efforts, and I was happy for her. But when she had the tabloids print simplistic
headlines like, “Harvard Chosen for Top Professor’s Son,” she became, from that moment, the object of my
disdain.
If I didn’t call her twice a day in my first year her partially suppressed anger would find me out at the oddest
hours to extract a verbal report. To stop her flying over at once and picking a quarrel with my tutors, I had to
make 90 per cent grades. Unfortunately, the summer I passed into the second year she was appointed Project
Consultant at Harvard. We were to spend an intimate spell of two terms in a pile of bricks called a villa
overlooking the River Charles in the campus city of Cambridge. In the remaining years that seemed to last
forever, while guest lecturer Ada Ergenekon was teaching comparative literature in her pretentious English, I was
overwhelmed by depression.
I’d even prepared myself for the possibility of an American stepfather, as a way of escaping her irritating
attentions. But, as she declared to the media world, “she could think only of her one and only Arda.” She made
provocative use of dress, speech and body language to keep the men around her under control. I was furious when
she flirted subconsciously with friends who came to see me. And with her artificial sincerity, subtlety and
powerful mind games she was constantly trying to wear down my poor girlfriends.
My mother held various trading companies under the umbrella of the Taragano Financial Services, of which
she was one of three partners. My grandfather, chairman of the board of directors, was uneasy with Uncle
Salvador, his assistant, who was behaving honestly and failing to increase corporate profits. He would tickle my
nose with his amber rosary beads and say,
“Finish your schooling, for goodness sake, then we’ll make a killing and share it between us.”
My great-great-grandfather had risen into the wealthy class through his black-market profiteering on basic
foodstuffs. As for my grandfather, on the eve of the military intervention of 12 September 1980, he’d been
involved in smuggling gold and then turned his hand to fictitious exports and pilfered government tax returns,
thereby making a profit of $150,000,000 in the process, only to regret that “we missed the big one!”
My mother’s shares were transferred to my name after I graduated with honours from Harvard, but I knew she
wouldn’t allow me to move to the high-rise flat my grandfather had given me. She’d also rebuked my uncle for
buying me a sports car.
My world darkened that summer night I heard of Iris Murdoch’s terminal illness while I was driving along the
Bosphorus. My mother later reported that “the minibus that hit your Ferrari from behind flew into the sea at
Yenikoy and the pervert driver with his Slav slut are now feeding the fish.”
I remember my inner organs shifting at the moment of impact. As I was gradually sliding down that dark
tunnel perhaps I smiled at the consoling thought that sooner or later my mother would drag me out into the light. I
had severe head injuries and was subsequently admitted for surgery and diagnosed with acute subdural
haematosis. Despite a successful operation, and because of the possibility of chronic bleeding, I was flown to the
Mayo Clinic in Rochester, USA, in an ambulance plane brought from Switzerland. It seems a second operation
was performed to prevent blood accumulating between the brain cells. For seven months I wrestled with visual
and speech difficulties, partial memory loss and, most embarrassing of all, incontinence. I recall only half-seeing
my mother and being unable to remember if my name came from a river or a lake. If she wasn’t beside me when I
woke, I’d hear her crying in the next room and start to worry. A doctor of Tartar origin conveyed to me in his
broken Turkish that if it hadn’t been for my mother not only would a quick recovery be out of the question, but I’d
probably have remained partially disabled.
During my convalescence I’d longed in vain to be rid of my cerebral talents. I vowed, as we boarded the New
York-Istanbul flight, that I would never ever again upset my saintly mother.
*
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As the noon ezan ended and before her ghost entered the scene, I had to throw the cigar butt that had fallen on
the floor into the Ottoman ashtray. My mother’s soul was even capable of arriving uninvited while I was wrestling
with whatever old bottle of booze was at hand. Then I could wonder if she’d put the Tartar doctor up to that last
compliment.
I can’t just invent a shower of autumn rain as in trashy novels and then drop off to sleep. Instead, I’ll doze off
humming a passage from Kuçuk Iskender’s Rock Manftsto.\fn{ While I weep in my room, take a shower in blood, Mother!
Warm me up milk and menstrual blood! Please don’t be startled if I howl to the full moon, don’t be angry with my friend the devil for
staying over now and then, don’t be angry with him having an orgasm and yelling, “666 666” as he urinates in the toilet … you sing and
dance, Mother, while others are being murdered! Clean my weapons, oil them! Don’t even try to understand why I masturbate till dawn!
We are alone, all of us alone. I know it’s very funny, but now it’s time for you too to learn this, Mother! }

4
Our Lord the Prophet read the following prayer for Hasan and Huseyin, his grandsons:
“Lord God! I seek refuge in nurturing words, against all humankind, djinns, devils, all harmful things and the
evil eye.”\fn{Buhari: Tecrid-i sarib, 1348}
I confess I’m the poet who wrote the following graffiti on the wall: “How can I yearn for tears when I haven’t
been given a taste for laughter?” and “Show me the poor soul who has never been victimized first by his own
family!”
My master Baki, may he dwell in paradise, uttered the words,
“How can the Four Sacred Books fit into a single volume if they’re not more poetically precise than Hamlet?”
In the first twenty-five years of my life –shall I see a second?—spent struggling to survive, I couldn’t even enjoy
my unhappiness to the full. If your humble servant is not to upset you with episodes from his naïve youth, he must
get down to the nitty-gritty of the psychological make-up of his soul.
As my ancestors were a mixture of Kurdish Yazidi and Arab Christian, who lived at N—— on the Syrian
border, it’s clear why they took the surname “Oztürk”.\fn{ “A genuine Turk”; from oz (real) and Turk (Turk) } My greatgrandfather wasn’t from a noble tribe and was saved from poverty by smuggling live animals and imperishable
foodstuffs. He had a folk song composed in his honour after he happened to shoot a famous army captain in selfdefence. On the eve of the holy Kurban festival, while he was out foraging, news arrived that he’d been blown to
bits in a minefield.
They say that my grandfather, a janitor in the Public Registry Office, was overjoyed when eventually a son,
Vahit, was born after four daughters. Vahit attended primary school for six years and middle school for five and,
returning from military service, ran away to Istanbul with Piraye, a student from the teachers’ training college.
She was the only daughter of a director from Urla who had come to N—— as a left-wing exile and womanizer,
and when he disowned his daughter and banished his future in-laws to the Bulgarian border, the town was rife
with rumours. My namesake grandfather died of a heart attack and his family scattered.
It seemed to me I came into the world at the age of four in Tarlabai, the very navel of Istanbul, and didn’t mind
if the crazy taxi-drivers and street vendors underestimated our kaleidoscopic streets. I saw hopeless women
relaxing at their ramshackle windows, scolding their kids in heavily accented Turkish or Kurdish. If no
quarrelsome voices arose from the rotting front of a building it was blacklisted as “eccentric”. We sheltered in
resigned companionship, the common denominator of absolute poverty.
My father would return home at dusk and I’d prepare to shut my ears to the inevitable row. He beat my mother
until she took refuge in my room, embracing me and crying, “My poor son”, but somehow her sobs and trembling
failed to move me.
My father was head bouncer at the notorious WoManhattan Night Club. My mother shot him and his gypsy
dancer mistress, and then committed suicide, leaving me to the care of seventy-year-old Marika Anadolyadis on
the ground floor.
My mother had dubbed Marika the original Queen of Tarlabai, as she emerged into Istildal Street wearing her
violent redskin warpaint and her gear that was thirty years out of date. In her flat, which resembled a warehouse
of museum pieces, she distracted me by reading detective stories.
Our lumpen neighbourhood spokesman grew irritated with this funny woman who was cinema-obsessed and
always reading to the accompaniment of classical music. Declaring that “this hunchback dwarf will ruin my
adopted nephew”, he decided that I must be taken away from her. I remember hugging Marika and crying for one
last time in my dark cellar that reeked of detergent. Through the intervention of my late father’s tough patron I
was placed in the Kasimpaa Education Institute for Orphans and put in the fourth year of the primary school. The
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arrival of your humble servant was the most momentous event in the history of this public institution that housed
orphans and the poor. I was shunned as though I had murdered my parents.
Later, at the Artisan School of Printing, also for orphans, I knew that my tragic fame would leak out at
registration time and that within forty-eight hours the whole school would be full of rumours. I learned not to take
offence at the feigned compassion of the teachers. I wasn’t popular in the dormitory on account of my great love
of books and my taciturn nature. But at the beginning of every year I had a period of peace after I made a public
demonstration of beating up the first unwary fellow who wasn’t deterred by my bulk.
The teachers at the school were as poor and unhappy as the children. Many collapsed with exhaustion after the
extra work they took on to make ends meet. Books became my only friends, and I read every one in the school
library. For this I was regarded as eccentric. I dreamt of becoming a secondhand bookseller who enjoyed the
aroma of the books and was consumed, sentence by sentence, sucked into the whirlpool. The job that would
threaten my solitude least was perhaps that of a lighthouse keeper.
(Was it because of my parents’ tragedy, three generations of wasted lives, that I was unable to read novels or
poetry? In my bookshop there would only be detective stories and books on religion, history and travel.)
Marika visited me, sometimes twice a month, proudly presenting her retirement card at the door, as Head of
the Archives from the Bank of Salonika. After a chat in a secluded kebab house we’d race to catch up with the
latest detective film. On winter nights, when those back in the dormitory were cursing and blinding to keep
themselves warm, I’d be reciting belated prayers for Marika, this disabled woman who’d fired my passion for
reading.
Our literature teacher was a learned Tartar, God bless him! He worked in the secondhand book business at
weekends, and arranged work for me at the Enderun Book Conservation Workshop on Huzur Street, noble
Çamlica’s arterial road. In the middle of a lonely hill adorned with uncut stones, a willow tree still stood, perhaps
a sole survivor of an earthquake. I was nervous at first, working in the basement of the building in the shadow of
that magnificent tree.
Baki Kutay, highly regarded in the book world as a restorer of antiquarian books, was a retired marine colonel.
He was white-haired, white-bearded and, like many craftsmen, a silent scholar. If I succeeded in a trial period
with him I was to undertake an apprenticeship in Enderun until my compulsory military service. My master didn’t
inquire into my past and made no move to encourage an interest in his craft.
At first I was afraid of this manly ex-sailor who lived with his ill-bred daughter Hale on the second floor of an
old wooden building left him by his mother. Hale resembled Princess Caroline of Monaco but had no right arm,
probably from birth. On the top floor of the building smeared with pest-resistant paint lived his granddaughter
Dalga, a high-school student, and his sly daughter-in-law Sila. Naval Lieutenant Nazim, Sila’s husband, had been
killed during military manoeuvres.
Dalga’s name (Wave) made me smile when I first heard it, but later it spoke to me of depth. She was one of
those unhappy people who are nevertheless a source of love. This tall, enterprising girl was surely sent into the
world to play volleyball. As I was leaving for military service she asked, God forgive me,
“Bedo, how old must men be before high-school girls can fall in love with them?”
The spacious first-floor drawing room had the atmosphere of a minimalist studio, despite the posters in Arabic
script on the wails. My master worked reverently accompanied by instrumental music. He concentrated as though
performing a life-or-death operation on these rare books, conversing, even flirting with them from time to time.
The works he decided to save were given a dossier number, then restored, photographed and put away. If his
clients were lost in admiration he was pleased but compliments annoyed him. For every hour spent on restoration
he charged a fee of $50, adding fifty per cent for the materials he used. Clients from Europe and America,
knowing there was no question of bargaining, were wary of arguing with him.
I didn’t blame him for not trying to teach me his craft. For the apprentice secondhand bookseller “book
conservation” didn’t always lead to the book trade and he was pleased to welcome any routine work I managed to
handle. I respected my master Bald’s pride and his genuine talent for eloquence and was glad he found no fault
with my passion for detective stories.
“After the Holy Bible and the Qur’an, the most intelligent and worthwhile books are detective novels. The
particular characteristic of the Holy Books is their immunity to misinterpretation. So many literary types owe their
style to them,” he would say.
With my first wages I immediately acquired a Qur’an, a Bible and a Pentateuch. Compared with the others I
found the Qur’an, the last to be written, the most compassionate and tolerant. Respectfully, I limited myself to
reading it line by line. I found that when my eyes recited the music of the sentences, peace and calm embraced my
soul. Every reading meant the discovery of new spiritual strength. Absorbing it did not change my attitude but
perhaps my self-confidence increased. I was determined to come to terms with myself but I couldn’t shake off my
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loneliness. I found a place for my own religion beyond that of the intellectuals and the religion-mongers, and I
was attached to it by the coordinates of personal respect and love.
In the dark room next to the drawing room was a bookcase containing 2,000 handwritten rare and ancient
manuscripts. I loved to breathe in the aroma of the manuscripts, none less than 250 years old. In my lino-floored
bedroom between the Anatolian toilet and the library I read continuously, and on the evenings when my master
was yelling at his daughter or daughter-in-law, I managed to avoid being dragged back to my rotten past by
reciting Evliya Çelebi, the Ottoman travel writer.
Under his influence, and thanks to my education, physical size and increased self-confidence, I decided to do
my military, service as a commando. In mountainous Hakkâri I completed my service successfully, thank God,
ending up with the rank of sergeant. I mustn’t go into the military details. A commando shouldn’t boast just
because he’s doing his duty!
Towards the end of my military service I received two sad letters. Because of a neglected hernia Bald Kutay
could no longer use his right hand and had finished with book conservation. And Marika, whom I loved much
more than my father, had died.
With the help of a letter of recommendation from my company commander, God bless him, I got a day job in a
security firm as soon as I returned to Istanbul. The firm had transformed a crude four-storey building in the
modest district of Aksaray into a dormitory for unmarried workmen. After those action-packed days in Hakkâri, I
grew bored with keeping watch at the door of a business office.
I bought scented Turkish Delight and went to kiss Baki Kutay’s hand, but I noticed that my visit made him
uncomfortable. He was drinking cognac and rereading The Secret History of the Mongols. I remember him
saying,
“We are living more comfortably now that I’m gradually selling off my books. But what makes me sad is that
all the old important works are taking refuge in foreign collections.”
Every family member was well; Dalga was at school. Bald’s look intimated that I should go and not visit him
again. As he said goodbye he addressed me by name for the first time.
“Hey, Bedirhan!”, he said, “being a commando seems to have done you good..”
*
I headed for Tarlabai one last time to locate Marika’s grave. A few steps beyond the main street that November
morning I found myself travelling back in time. It was as if the labyrinthine street theatre I had left behind some
4,000 days before had been waiting for this moment to start again—the overhanging laundry that shields the sky,
half-naked children playing football with empty plastic bottles, lazy granddads strolling around in every season in
the same cardigans, restless youths dashing to the coffee houses to play board games till closing time, barbershops, experts in alopecia,\fn{ Baldness} the dried-fruit shop with a sideline in faxes, and the pedlar of old clothes
and birds, the abandoned Greek mansions with piles of waste on the street, despite the signs, “Whoever dumps
garbage here is a donkey,” posters from previous elections of well-groomed local candidates alongside leaflets by
practitioners of circumcision pinned up by hand on wooden doors darkened by time, pithy notes written in chalk
for workers come to read the electricity or water meters, near-illiterate praise for the Diyarbakirspor football team
inscribed on walls that have once again resisted that final demolition order, young girls letting off steam as they
brusquely sweep the narrow streets leading off the main thoroughfare—all these were not scenes I wanted to see.
The plague of rot that, despite nature and urban man, had failed to corrode the worn buildings within, had
nevertheless inundated the streets. My nostrils became clogged with dirt as I climbed Paa Bakkal Street. I walked
up the stairs of the building with “1894” inscribed over the doorway, expecting to feel the whole street tremble.
Semiha, who had been my mother and Marika’s friend, was sitting there knitting away furiously.
My blood ran cold when I heard what she had to tell me.
Zazo, a drug addict gang leader, had broken into Marika’s home, where he had strangled and raped her.
Apparently he was still at large, and nobody had blown the whistle, obeying some principle of thieves’ honour. I
thought that life-and-death decisions taken in the blink of an eye belonged only in detective novels. But the
moment I got my breath back, I made up my mind that I would avenge Marika’s death, assured that the people
who hadn’t informed on this creep certainly wouldn’t inform on me.
My request for five-day leave was approved, and I was as delighted as a young artist granted time to complete
a first commission. I learned that Zazo and two of his mates had taken over a building left empty due to an
inheritance dispute. While the ground floor of the building with the ornate façade on Taksim Firin Street was
being used to store the loot, his two accomplices occupied the middle floor, and gang leader Zazo resided on the
top floor. This experienced leader who delivered drugs to high schools was also involved in theft, and was a lowlife pederast.
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The gang members hung out at Dallas Teahouse on Turan Street, where vendors of music cassettes competed
for trade through loudspeakers. The key to their house was left in an unlocked box at the main entrance for the use
of friends, but was removed at night. One evening when the gang was intent on gambling, I borrowed the
makeshift key to have a copy made, and asked a stammering street urchin, proud of his Werder Bremen shirt, to
perform his good deed for the day by returning the key.
I stayed away for the next forty-eight hours.
On Saturday at midnight, with God’s permission, I intended to raid the gang’s headquarters. I could catch them
off guard when they were flying high on hash after a raki party.
Before slipping on my snow mask, in God’s name, I exchanged farewells and forgiveness with the Walther P88 handgun. Amidst the squealing of mice I passed through the entrance, up to the middle floor, and approached
the open door through which hoarse moans filtered. Zazo’s two henchmen lay semiconscious as they watched a
porn film in the living room. Suddenly my stomach turned, and I sent two bullets each into the heads of those lost
young men.
I climbed the stairs, tiptoeing, determined. In my left hand Walther, its barrel growing nervous, in my right a
torch. I inhaled the rosemary-scented aroma of the barrel of my pistol. Long live communal living, the upstairs
door was open too! As the moans from the dimly-lit room increased my hands began to shake. I slowly peeped
inside, where a tender young curly-haired boy lay on a bed, knocked out and probably doped by paint thinner. His
naked body looked like a bag of bones. Zazo hadn’t yet taken off his dirty underpants. He was like a vulture
sniffing its victim, God forgive me! I pointed the pistol at the bed, from three metres away, and screamed,
“Enough! You inhuman bastard!”
Astonished, Zazo slowly turned. There was a knife wound on the right side of his young, handsome face.
Squinting his green eyes, he said,
“Who are you? What the hell do you want?” as he struggled to get the upper hand.
“I’m your Angel of Death, and I’m sending you to hell.”
As he reached for his knife under the pillow with his left hand, I shot the first bullet into the middle of his
forehead. Then into his mouth, and ear-holes! Your humble servant then lost his head, and with the red flick-knife
of this compulsive criminal, he cut off his balls and penis. After stuffing his balls into his mouth and the other
organ into the appropriate orifice, to set an example, I slipped down to the quiet street with a sense of relief and,
in a south-eastern Turkish accent, called the police from a phone-box on Tarlabai Street, thinking that at least I’d
given that poor young boy a second chance.
Then I stole away to the Unkapani Bridge behind the Pera Palas Hotel. Some people had already entrusted
their fishing-lines to the waters of the Golden Horn and were waiting idly. I felt as uneasy as if I’d gotten off at
the wrong bus stop amidst this crowd of fishermen. Twenty steps away from the last amateur fisherman, whose
eyes were fixed on the dark waters, I dropped the knife and pistol into the silence of the Golden Horn, in God’s
name.
Where the well-behaved Walther touched the surface, the water gleamed and was transformed into an almost
infinite chain of circles.
I thought of how I’d set Marika’s soul free from suffering, and how her frail eighty-year-old body had been
touched by a man for the first time after her death. (I’m proud to say I have never laid a finger on a woman’s body
and have never masturbated except accidentally in sleep. I protect my self-respect from orgasms.)
Below Byzantium’s Pantokrator Church, that stubborn survivor, I got into a taxi reeking of cigarettes and
sweat, and headed for Aksaray. The moustachioed folk-songkiller on the radio was bellowing,
If you meet with death
I’ll be consumed with longing.

It must have been nerves, God forgive me, but I remember laughing to myself! …
249.208 Excerpt from The New Life\fn{by Orhan Pamuk (1952- )} Istanbul, Istanbul Province, Turkey (M) 11
1
I read a book one day and my whole life was changed. Even on the first page I was so affected by the book’s
intensity I felt my body sever itself and pull away from the chair where I sat reading the book that lay before me
on the table. But even though I felt my body dissociating, my entire being remained so concertedly at the table
that the book worked its influence not only on my soul but on every aspect of my identity. It was such a powerful
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influence that the light surging from the pages illumined my face; its incandescence dazzled my intellect but also
endowed it with brilliant lucidity.
This was the kind of light within which I could recast myself; I could lose my way in this light; I already
sensed in the light the shadows of an existence I had yet to know and embrace. I sat at the table, turning the pages,
my mind barely aware that I was reading, and my whole life was changing as I read the new words on each new
page. 1 felt so unprepared for everything that was to befall me, and so helpless, that after a while I moved my face
away instinctively as if to protect myself from the power that surged from the pages. It was with dread that I
became aware of the complete transformation of the world around me, and I was overtaken by a feeling of
loneliness I had never before experienced—as if I had been stranded in a country where I knew neither the lay of
the land nor the language and the customs.
I fastened onto the book even more intensely in the face of the helplessness brought on by that feeling of
isolation. Nothing besides the book could reveal to me what was my necessary course of action, what it was that I
might believe in, or observe, and what path my life was to take in the new country in which I found myself. I read
on, turning the pages now as if I were reading a guidebook which would lead me through a strange and savage
land. Help me, I felt like saying, help me find the new life, safe and unscathed by any mishap. Yet I knew the new
life was built on words in the guidebook. I read it word for word, trying to find my path, but at the same time I
was also imagining, to my own amazement, wonders upon wonders which would surely lead me astray.
The book lay on my table reflecting its light on my face, yet it seemed similar to the other familiar objects in
the room. While I accepted with joy and wonder the possibility of a new life in the new world that lay before me,
I was aware that the book which had changed my life so intensely was in fact something quite ordinary. My mind
gradually opened its doors and windows to the wonders of the new world the words promised me, and yet I
seemed to recall a chance encounter that had led me to the book.
But the memory was no more than a superficial image, one that hadn’t completely impressed itself on my
consciousness. As I read on, a certain dread prompted me to reflect on the image: the new world the book
revealed was so alien, so odd and astonishing that, in order to escape being totally immersed in this universe, I
was anxious to sense anything related to the present.
What if I raised my eyes from the book and looked around at my room, my wardrobe, my bed, or glanced out
the window, but did not find the world as I knew it? I was inhabited with this fear.
Minutes and pages followed one another, trains went by in the distance, I heard my mother leave and then
return; I listened to the everyday roar of the city, the tinkle of the yogurt vendor’s bell in the street, car engines, all
the sounds familiar to me, as if I were hearing outlandish sounds. At first I thought there was a downpour outside,
but it turned out to be the sound of some girls jumping rope. I thought it was beginning to clear up, but then there
was the patter of raindrops on my window. I read the following page, the next one, and the ones after that; I saw
light seeping through the threshold of the other life; I saw what I knew and what I didn’t know; I saw my life, the
path I assumed my own life would take …
The more I turned the pages, the more a world that I could have never imagined, or perceived, pervaded my
being and took hold of my soul. All the things I had known or considered previously had now become trivial
details, but things I had not been aware of before now emerged from their hiding places and sent me signals. Had
I been asked to say what these were, it seemed I couldn’t have given an answer while I still read on; I knew I was
slowly making progress on a road that had no return, aware that my former interest in and curiosity for things
were now closing behind me, but I was so excited and exhilarated by the new life that opened before me that all
creation seemed worthy of my attention. I was shuddering and swinging my legs with the excitement of this
insight when the wealth, the multiplicity, and the complexity of possibilities turned into a kind of terror.
In the light that surged from the book into my face, I was terrified to see shabby rooms, frenetic buses,
bedraggled people, faint letters, lost towns, lost lives, phantoms. A journey was involved; it was always about a
journey. I beheld a gaze that followed me on the journey, one that seemed to appear in the least expected places
only to disappear, making itself sought all the more because it was so elusive, a tender gaze that had long been
free of guilt and blame …
I longed to become that gaze. I longed to exist in a world beheld by that gaze. I wanted it so much that I almost
believed in my existence in that world. There was no necessity even to convince myself: I did in fact live there.
Given that I lived there, the book must, of course, be about me. Someone had already imagined my ideas and put
them down.
This led me to understand that the words and their meanings ere, of necessity, dissimilar. From the beginning I
had known the book had been written expressly for my benefit; it was not because these were portentous phrases
and brilliant words that very word and every figure of speech pervaded my being, it was because I was under the
impression that the book was about me. I could not fathom how I became subject to this feeling, but perhaps I did
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figure it out only to lose it trying to see my way through the murders, accidents, death, and missing signs with
which the book was filled.
So it was that as I read my point of view was transformed by the book, and the book was transformed by my
point of view. My dazzled eyes could no longer distinguish the world that existed within the book from the book
that existed within the world. It was as if a singular world, a complete creation with all its colors and objects, were
contained in the words that existed in the book; thus I could read into it with joy and wonder all the possibilities in
my own mind. I began to understand that everything the book had initially whispered to me, then pounded into
me, and eventually forced on me relentlessly had always been present, there, lying deep in my soul. The book had
found the lost treasury that had been lying below the surface for ages and brought it up, and I felt I could
appropriate for myself what I read in between the lines and the words. Somewhere in the final pages, I wanted to
say I too had come up with the same ideas. It was much later, after I had been totally overtaken by the world the
book described, that I actually saw death appear in the half-light before dawn, radiant as an angel. My own death.
I suddenly understood that my life had been enriched beyond my ken. Losing sight of the book was the only
thing that frightened me then, but I was no longer as afraid of being unable to recognize what the book had told
me of in the mundane objects around me in my room or in the street. I held the book between my hands and
sniffed the smell of paper and ink that rose from the pages, just as I would do in my childhood when I’d finished
reading a comic book from cover to cover. The smell was the same.
*
I rose from the table and pressed my forehead on the cool windowpane, as I used to do when I was a child, and
I looked down into the street. Five hours ago, shortly after midday when I had placed the book on the table and
begun reading, there had been a truck parked across the street which was now gone; ward robes with mirrors,
heavy tables, stands, boxes, pedestal lamps, et cetera, had been unloaded from the vehicle and a new family had
moved into the vacant flat across the street. Since the curtains hadn’t yet been put up, in the light of the bare bulb
that lit the scene I could see the middle-aged parents, the son who was about my age, and their daughter; they
were eating their evening meal in front of the TV. The girl’s hair was light brown, the TV screen green.
I watched my new neighbors for a while; I liked watching them, perhaps because they were new or perhaps
because watching them kept me safe. I didn’t yet want to face the entire transformation of a familiar world now
changed from top to bottom, but I was well aware that my room was no longer the same old room, nor the streets
the same streets, my friends the same friends, my mother the same mother. They all implied a certain hostility,
something dreadful and menacing that I could not quite name. I took a few steps away from the window but could
not return to the book beckoning me back to the table. The object that had taken my life off its course was there
on the table behind me, waiting. No matter how much I turned my back on it, the inception of everything was
there in the pages of the book, and I could no longer put off embarking on that road.
Being cut off from my former life must have felt so horrifying for the moment that I too, like other people
whose lives have been irretrievably altered by some disaster, wanted to comfort myself by assuming my life
would resume its former course, that it was not something terrible that had befallen me, some accident or
catastrophe. But the presence of the book standing open behind me was so palpable to my senses that I could not
even imagine how my life could ever return to its old track.
It was in this state that I left my room when my mother called me to supper; I sat down like a novice
unaccustomed to a new place, and tried making conversation. The TV was on; before us were platters with a stew
of potato and chopped meat, cold braised leeks, a green salad, and apples. My mother brought up the new
neighbors who were moving in across the street, my having sat down and, bravo, worked all afternoon, her
shopping trip, the downpour, the evening news on TV, and the newscaster. I loved my mother; she was a goodlooking woman who was gentle, temperate, and sympathetic; I felt guilty of having read a book that had estranged
me from her world.
Had the book been written for everybody, I reasoned, life in the world could not continue to flow on this
slowly and this carelessly. On the other hand, it wouldn’t do for this rational student of engineering to think the
book had been written specifically for him. Yet, if it hadn’t been addressed to me, and to me alone, how could the
world outside possibly go on being just what it was before? I was afraid even to think the book might be a
mystery constructed for my sake alone. Later when my mother washed the dishes, I wanted to help her: her touch
might restore me back to the present from the world into which I had projected myself.
“Don’t bother, dear,” she said, “I’ll do them.”
I watched TV for a while. Maybe I could get involved in that world, or else kick in the screen. But this was our
TV set, the one we watched, a lamp of sorts, a kind of household deity. I put on my jacket and my street shoes.
“I’m going out,” I said.
“What time will you get back?” my mother said. “Shall I wait up?”
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“Don’t, or you’ll fall asleep in front of the TV again.”
“Have you turned off the light in your room?”
*
So I ventured out into the precincts of my childhood where I had lived for twenty-two years, walking in the
streets as if I were in the danger zone in some strange realm. Damp December air touched my face like a light
breeze, making me think a few things had possibly penetrated through from the old world into this new world that
I had entered, things which I should soon come across in the streets that constituted my life. I felt like running.
I walked briskly along unlighted sidewalks, avoiding hulking garbage cans and craters of mud, watching a new
world materialize with each step I took. The plane and poplar trees that I’d known since my childhood still
seemed the same planes and poplars, but they were bereft of their powers of association and memory. I observed
the haggard trees, the familiar two-story houses, the grimy apartment buildings I had watched being built from the
stage when they were mere mortar pits to the time when the roofs were raised and tiled, and where I played later
as new playmates moved in; yet these images did not seem to be inalienable pieces of my life but photographs
that I couldn’t remember being taken: I recognized the shadows, the lighted windows, the trees in the yard, the
lettering at the entrances, but the objects I recognized exerted no pull on my sensibilities. My old world was all
around me, in the street across from me, here, there, everywhere, in the form of familiar grocery-store windows,
streetlights at the Erenkoy Station Square, bakery ovens still baking çörek, fruit crates that belonged to the
greengrocer, pushcarts, the pastry shop called Life, dilapidated trucks, tarpaulins, tired and obscure faces.
Part of my heart, where I carried the book surreptitiously as if it were a sin, had frozen itself against all the
forms that were softly shimmering in the city lights. I wanted to run away from these well-known streets, away
from the sadness of rain-drenched trees, the grocer’s and the butcher’s brightly lit signs, neon letters reflected on
the asphalt and in the rain puddles. A light wind rose, droplets fell off the trees, and there was a roaring in my ears
that made me decide the book must be a mystery that had been bestowed upon me. I was gripped with fear. I
wanted to talk to other people.’
At the Station Square, I made for the Youth Café, where some of my neighborhood friends still met in the
evenings, playing cards, watching the soccer game, or just hanging out. Someone I knew from the university who
put in time at his father’s shoe store and another from the neighborhood who played amateur-league soccer were
at the table in the back, chatting in the blackand-white light reflected off the TV screen. In front of them were
newspapers that had fallen to pieces from being read too much, two tea glasses, cigarettes, and a bottle of beer
bought at the grocery and concealed on the seat of a chair. I needed to have a long conversation, maybe one that
went on for hours and hours, but I soon realized I couldn’t talk to these two. I was gripped with a sorrow that
brought tears into my eyes for a moment, but I pulled myself together arrogantly: I could only bare my soul to
persons chosen from among those who already existed in the world implied by the book.
That was how I almost came to believe I had total possession of my future, but I also knew what possessed me
at present was the book. Not only had the book permeated my being like a secret or a sin, it had dragged me into
the kind of speechlessness one experiences in dreams. Where were the kindred spirits with whom I could talk?
Where was the country in which I’d find the dream that spoke to my heart? Where were those who had also read
the book? Where?
I walked across the train tracks, took back streets, trampled on yellow autumn leaves stuck to the pavement. A
deep feeling of optimism surged up inside me. If only I could always walk like this, walking fast, without
stopping, if only I could go on journeys, it seemed I’d reach the universe in the book. The glow of the new life I
felt inside me existed in a faraway place, even in a land that was unattainable, but I sensed that as long as I was in
motion, I was getting closer. I could at least leave my old life behind me.
When I got to the shore, I was astonished that the sea looked pitch-black. Why hadn’t I ever noticed before that
the Sea of Marmara was so dark, so stern, and so cruel at night? It was as if objects spoke a language which I was
beginning to hear, even if just barely, in the temporal silence into which the book had lured me. For a moment I
felt the weight of the gently swaying sea like the flash of my own intractable death that I’d felt inside me while
reading the book, but it was not a sensation of “the end has come” brought on by actual death; it was more the
curiosity and excitement of someone beginning a new life that animated me.
I walked up and down the beach. I used to come here with the kids in the neighborhood to look through the
piles of stuff the sea deposited along the shore—the tin cans, plastic balls, bottles, plastic flip-flops, clothes pins,
light bulbs, plastic dolls—searching for something, a magic talisman from some treasury, a shiny new article the
use of which we couldn’t begin to fathom. For a moment I sensed that if any old object from my old world were
to be discovered and scrutinized now, from my new viewpoint enlightened by the book, it could be transformed
into that magical piece children are always looking for. At the same time I was so besieged by the feeling that the
book had isolated me from the world, I thought the dark sea would suddenly swell, pull me into itself, and
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swallow me. I was beset with anxiety and started walking briskly, not for the sake of observing the new world
actualize with every step I took, but to be alone with the book in my room as soon as possible. I almost ran,
already envisioning myself as someone who was created out of the light that emanated from the book. This tended
to soothe me.
*
My father had had a good friend about his own age who had also worked for the State Railroads for many
years and had even risen to the rank of inspector; he wrote articles in Rail magazine for railroad buffs. Besides
that, he wrote and illustrated children’s comics which were published in the series called Weekly Adventures for
Children. There were many times when I ran home to lose myself in one of the comics like Peter and Pertev or
Kamer Visits America that Uncle Railman Rifki presented to me, but those children’s books always came to an
end. The last page said “The End” just like in the movies and, reading those six letters, not only did I come to the
exit point of the country where I’d wanted to remain, I was once again painfully aware that the magic realm was
just a place made up by Uncle Railman Rifki.
In contrast, everything in the book I wanted to read again was true; and that’s why I carried the book inside me
and why the wet streets I tore through did not appear real but seemed like part of a boring homework assignment
I’d been given as punishment. After all, the book revealed, so it seemed to me, the meaning of my existence.
I’d gone across the railroad tracks and was coming around the mosque when, just as I was about to step in a
mud puddle, I leapt away, my foot slipped, and I stumbled and fell to one knee on the muddy pavement. I pulled
myself up immediately and was about to go my way.
“Oh, my, you almost had a bad fall, my boy!” said a bearded old man who’d seen me take the spill. “You
hurt?”
“Yes,” I said. “My father died yesterday. We buried him today. He was a shitty guy; he drank, beat my mother,
didn’t want us around. I lived in Viran Bag all those years.”
Viran Bag yet! Where in the world did I come up with this town called Viran Bag? Perhaps the old guy was on
to my lies, but momentarily I convinced myself that I was too clever by half. I couldn’t tell if it was the lies I
made up, or the book, or simply the old man’s stupefied face that prompted me, but I kept telling myself:
“Never fear, never fear! The world in the book is real!”
But I was afraid. Why?
I had heard of others who had read a book only to have their lives disintegrate. I’d read the account of someone
who had read a book called Fundamental Principles of Philosophy; in total agreement with the book, which he
read in one night, he joined the Revolutionary Proletarian Advance Guard the very next day, only to be nabbed
three days later robbing a bank and end up doing time for the next ten years. I also knew about those who had
stayed awake the whole night reading books such as Islam and the New Ethos or The Betrayal of Westernization,
then immediately abandoned the tavern for the mosque, sat themselves on those ice-cold rugs doused with
rosewater, and began preparing patiently for the next life which was not due for another fifty years. I had even
met some who got carried away by books with titles like Love Sets You Free or Know Yourself, and although these
people were the sort who were capable of believing in astrology, they too could say in all sincerity,
“This book changed my life overnight!”
Actually, the frightening thing on my mind was not even the bathos of these scenarios: I was afraid of
isolation. I was afraid of the sorts of things a fool like me might very well end up doing, such as misunderstanding
the book, being shallow or, as the case may be, not shallow, being different, drowning in love, being privy to the
mysteries of the universe but looking ridiculous all my life explaining the mystery to those who are not in the
least interested, going to jail, being considered a crackpot, comprehending at last that the world is even crueler
than I’d imagined, being unable to get pretty girls to love me.
If the contents of the book were true, if life was indeed like what I read in the book, if such a world was
possible, then it was impossible to understand why people needed to go to prayer, why they yakked their lives
away at coffeehouses, why they had to sit in front of the TV set in the evening so as not to die of boredom,
unwilling to close even their curtains all the way, just in case something halfway interesting in the street might
also be watched, like a car speeding by, a horse neighing, or a drunk cutting loose.
I can't figure out how long it was before I realized I was standing in front of Uncle Railman Rifki’s building
and staring up into his second-floor flat through the half-open curtains. I had perhaps realized it without realizing
it, and I was instinctively sending him my regards on the eve of my new life. There was an odd wish on my mind.
I wanted to take a close look at the objects I’d seen in his house when my father and I had last paid him a visit.
The canaries in the cage, the barometer on the wall, the meticulously framed pictures of railroad trains, the
breakfront in which cordial sets, miniature railway cars, a silver candy dish, a conductor’s punch, the railroad
service medals were placed in one half of the showcase and maybe forty or fifty books in the other half, the
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unused samovar standing on top of it, the playing cards on the table … Through the half-open curtains, I could see
the light emanating from the TV but not the set itself.
A surge of determination suddenly hit me out of nowhere, prompting me to get on top of the wall around the
front yard and see not only the TV set Uncle Railman Rifki’s widow Aunt
Ratibe was watching but also her head. She was seated in her dead husband’s easy chair at a forty-five-degree
angle to the TV and had hunched her head between her shoulders, just the way my mother does when watching
TV, but instead of knitting, this one was smoking up a storm.
Uncle Railman Rifki had died a year ahead of my father, who went of a heart attack last year, but Uncle Rifki’s
death was not due to natural causes. He was on his way to the coffeehouse one evening, it seems, when he was
fired on and killed; the killer was never caught; there was some talk of sexual jealousy, which my father never
believed a word of during the last year of his life. The couple had never had any children.
*
Past midnight, long after my mother had gone to sleep, I sat bolt upright at the table staring at the book
between my elbows and, gradually, zealously, and wholeheartedly, I put out of my mind everything that identified
this neighborhood as my own—the lights that went out all over the neighborhood and the city, the sadness of the
wet and empty streets, the cry of the boza vendor going around the block one last time, the premature cawing of a
couple of crows, the patient clatter of the freight train on the tracks long after the last commuter train had gone by
—and I gave myself over totally to the light that emanated from the book. So everything that constituted my life
and expectations—lunches, movies, classmates, daily papers, soda pop, soccer games, desks, ferryboats, pretty
girls, dreams of happiness, my future sweetheart, wife, office desk, mornings, breakfast, bus tickets, petty
concerns, the statistics assignment that didn’t get done, my old trousers, face, pajamas, night, magazines I
masturbated to, my cigarettes, even my faithful bed which awaited me for that most reliable oblivion—all slipped
my mind completely. And I found myself wandering in a land of light.
2
The next day I fell in love.
Love was every bit as devastating as the light that surged from the book into my face, proving to me how
substantially my life had already gone off the track.
As soon as I woke up in the morning, I reviewed all that had happened to me on the previous day and knew at
once that the new realm which had opened before me was not just a momentary reverie but as real as my own
torso and my limbs. Finding others who were in the same predicament as myself was of the utmost necessity to
save myself from the feeling of unbearable loneliness that beset me in the new world into which I was projected.
It had snowed in the night, and snow had accumulated on the windowsills, the sidewalks, and the rooftops. In
the chilly white light from outside, the open book on the table appeared sparer and more innocent than it was,
which gave it a more ominous character.
Even so, I succeeded in having breakfast with my mother as usual, savoring the smell of toast, thumbing
through the morning edition of Milliyet, glancing at Jelal Salik’s column. As if nothing were out of the ordinary, I
had some of the cheese and smiled into my mother’s good-natured face. The clatter of cups, spoons, and the
teakettle, the noise of the citrus truck in the street were telling me to trust in the normal flow of life, but I wasn’t
deceived. When I stepped outside, I was so sure the world had been utterly transformed that I was not
embarrassed to be wearing my dead father’s worn and cumbersome overcoat.
I walked to the station and got on the train; I got off the train and boarded the ferry; at Karaköy I leapt out on
the landing; I elbowed my way up the stairs, got on the bus and arrived at Taksim Square; on my way to the
university, I stopped briefly and watched some gypsies hawking flowers on the sidewalk. How could I trust life to
continue as in the past? Or forget I had ever read the book? For a moment the prospect before me seemed so
terrifying that I felt like running away.
At the lecture session on stress mechanics, I solemnly copied down the schemata, the figures and formulas on
the blackboard. When the bald-headed professor was not writing something on the board, I folded my arms on my
chest and listened to his mellow voice. Was I really listening? Or just pretending to listen like anybody else,
playing the part of a student in the department of civil engineering at the Technical University? I couldn’t say. But
a while later, when I sensed that the familiar old world was intolerably hopeless, my heart began to beat fast, my
head began to swim as if a drug were coursing through my veins, and I was thrilled with the power that surged
from the book, spreading gradually from its locus in my neck throughout my entire body. The new world had
already annulled all existence and transformed the present into the past. Things I saw, things I touched were all
pathetically old.
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Two days before, when I first laid eyes on the book, it was in the hands of a girl from architecture. She was
getting something at the canteen in the lower level and needed to find her wallet, but because she was carrying
something else in her other hand, she was unable to rummage through her bag. The object in her hand was a book
and, in an effort to free her hand, she was forced to put the book down just for a moment on the table where I was
sitting; and I had, just for a moment, stared at the book placed on my table. That was all there was to the
coincidence that had changed my life. On my way home that afternoon, when I saw another copy of it among the
old tomes, pamphlets, volumes of poetry and divination, love stories and political thrillers being sold in a
sidewalk stall, I had bought the book.
The moment the noon bell buzzed, most of the other students hurried up the stairs to get in the cafeteria line,
but I just sat there at my desk. Then I wandered through the halls, went down to the canteen, passed through
courtyards, strolled down colonnaded galleries, went into empty classrooms; I looked through windows to see
snow-laden trees in the park across the way, and had some water in the bathroom. I walked and walked, up and
down all over Takila Hall. The girl was nowhere to be seen, but I was not worried.
After the noon hour, the hallways got even more crowded. I walked the corridors all through the school of
architecture, I went into the drafting rooms, I watched coin games being played on the tables; I sat in a corner and,
putting together a newspaper that had fallen apart, I read it. I took to the corridors once more, went up and down
staircases, listened to conversations about soccer, politics, and what was on TV last night. I joined a group making
light of some movie star’s decision to have a child, I offered around my lighter and cigarettes; someone was
telling a joke, I listened to it and, what’s more, while I did all this, I provided good-natured replies to whoever
stopped and asked me if I had seen so-and-so. The times I didn’t manage to find a couple of friends to josh around
with, or windows to look out of, or a destination to walk to, I walked briskly with great determination in some
direction or other, as if I had something very important on my mind and was in an awful hurry. But since I had no
particular goal, should I find myself at the library entrance, or up the staircase, or run into someone who asked for
a cigarette, I changed direction, blended into the throng, or stopped to light up.
I was just about to look at a newly posted announcement on a bulletin board when my heart began to pound,
then my heart took off and left me helpless.
There she was, the girl in whose hand I had seen the book; moving away from me in the crowd, but walking
away ever so slowly as in a dream, she seemed, for some reason, to beckon me to her. I lost my head, I was no
longer myself, I just knew it, I let myself follow her.
She was wearing a dress that was pale but not white, it was the lightest of shades to which I could assign no
color. I caught up with her before she reached the staircase, and when I caught a glimpse of her up close, the
radiance of her face was quite as powerful as the light that the book emanated, but ever so gentle. I was in this
world, breathing at the threshold of the new life. The longer I beheld her radiance, the more I understood my heart
would no longer heed me.
I told her I had read the book. I told her I’d read the book after seeing it in her hand. I had my own world
before reading the book, I said, but after reading the book, I now had another world. We had to talk, I said, for I
was left entirely on my own.
“I have a class now,” she said.
My heart missed a couple of beats. Perhaps the girl had guessed my bewilderment; she thought it over for a
moment.
“All right,” she said, making up her mind. “Let’s find a free classroom and talk.”
We found a classroom on the second floor that was not in use. My legs trembled as I walked in. I couldn’t
figure out how to tell her I was aware of the world that the book promised me, considering that the book had
spoken to me in whispers, opening up as if yielding a secret. The girl said her name was Janan, and I told her
mine.
“Why are you so drawn to the book?” she asked.
I had a notion to say, Angel, because you have read it. But how did I come up with this angel business
anyway? My mind was in confusion. My mind is always getting confused, Angel, but could it be that someone
will help me?
“My whole life was changed after reading the book,” I said. “The room, the house, the world where I live
ceased to be mine, making me feel I have no domicile. I first saw the book in your hand; so you too must have
read it. Tell me about the world you traveled to and back. Tell me what I must do to set foot in that world. Give
me an explanation as to why we are still here. Tell me how the new world can be as familiar as my home and yet
my home as strange as the new world.”
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Who knows how much longer I would have gone on in this vein, chapter and verse, but my eyes seemed to be
momentarily dazzled. The snowy light of the winter afternoon was so consistent and clear outside that the
windows of the little chalk-laden classroom seemed to be made of ice. I looked at her, afraid to look in her face.
“What would you be willing to do to reach the world in the book?” she asked.
Her face was pale, her hair light brown, her gaze gentle; if she was of this world, she seemed to have been
drawn from memory; if she was from the future, then she was the harbinger of dread and sorrow. I gazed at her
without being aware of gazing, as if I were fearful that if I looked at her too intently the situation would become
real.
“I would do anything,” I said.
She gazed at me sweetly, a hint of a smile on her lips. How must you act when a phenomenally beautiful and
charming girl gazes at you like that? How to hold the matches, light a cigarette, look out the window, talk to tier,
confront her, take a breath?
They never teach these things in the classroom. People like me writhe in pain fecklessly, trying to conceal the
pounding of their hearts.
“What do you mean by anything?’ she asked me.
“Everything,” I said and fell silent, listening to my heartbeats.
I don’t know why but I suddenly had an image of long journeys that seemed endless, the deluges of myth and
legend, labyrinthine streets that vanish, sad trees, muddy rivers, gardens, countries. If I were to embrace her one
day, I must venture forth to these places.
“Would you be willing to face death, for example?”
“I would.”
“Even if you knew that some people would kill you for reading the book?”
I tried to smile, listening to the engineering student inside me say: It’s only a book, after all! But Janan was
watching me with rapt attention. I thought with misgiving that I’d never get anywhere near her, nor the world in
the book, if I were careless and said something wrong.
“I don’t think anyone’s going to kill me or anything,” I said, acting the part of some character I couldn’t name.
“But even if that were the case, I would truly not be afraid of death.” Her honey-colored eyes flashed for a split
second in the chalky light that filtered into the room.
“Do you think that world really exists? Or is it a mere fantasy dreamed up and written in a book?”
“That world has to exist!” I said. “You are so beautiful that I know you come from there.”
She took a couple of swift steps toward me. She held my head between her hands, reached up, and kissed me
on the lips. Her tongue lingered briefly on my mouth. She stepped back, allowing me to hold her lithe body at
arm’s length.
“You are so brave!” she said.
I picked up some kind of a fragrance, the smell of cologne. I stepped toward her as if intoxicated. A couple of
boisterous students went past the classroom door.
“Wait a minute and listen to me, please,” she said. "You must tell Mehmet everything you’ve told me. He did
go to the world in the book and managed to come back. He came back from there, he knows, you understand? Yet
he doesn’t believe others can also get there. He’s lived through terrible things and lost his faith. Will you talk to
him?”
“Who’s this Mehmet?”
“Be in front of Room 201 in ten minutes, before class starts,” she said and went out the door suddenly; she
vanished.
The room felt totally empty, as if I weren’t there either. I stood there astounded. No one had ever kissed me
like that before, no one had ever looked at me like that. And now I was left alone. I was afraid, thinking I would
never see her again, nor ever again be able to plant my feet squarely on the ground. I wanted to run after her, but
my heart was beating so fast that I was afraid to breathe. The bright white light had dazed not only my eyes but
also my mind. It’s all because of the book, I said to myself and instantly knew that I loved the book and wanted to
exist in its universe—so much that I thought for a moment tears would stream down my eyes. It was the book’s
existence that kept me going, and I somehow knew the girl would surely embrace me once more. But right now I
felt the whole world had pulled up and left me.
I heard a racket below, and looking down, I saw a bunch of construction engineering students noisily throwing
snowballs at each other near the edge of the park. I watched them without really registering what I was seeing.
There was nothing left of the child in me. I had slipped away.
It has happened to all of us: one day, one ordinary day when we imagine we’re making our routine rounds in
the world with ticket stubs and tobacco shreds in our pockets, our heads full of news items, traffic noise,
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troublesome monologues, we suddenly realize we are already someplace else, that we are not actually where our
feet have taken us. I had long slipped away; I had melted into a color paler than pale where I stood behind the
windowpane made of ice. If you are to come down to earth, or any kind of reality, you must then hold a girl, that
girl, hold on to her and win her love. How quickly had my racing heart learned all this claptrap! I was in love. I
yielded myself to the immeasurable measure of my heart. I looked at my watch. Eight minutes to go.
I walked like a ghost through the high-ceilinged hallways, oddly aware of my body, my life, my face, my story.
Would I encounter her in the crowd? If I did chance upon her, what would I say? How was my face? I cannot
remember. I went into the washroom next to the staircase, put my mouth on the water spout, and drank. I looked
in the mirror to see my mouth that had so recently been kissed.
Mom, I am in love. I am slipping away, Mom. Mom, I am afraid, but I will do anything for her. I will ask
Janan, who is this Mehmet anyway? Why is he scared? Who are these people who want to kill those who’ve read
the book? I fear nothing. If one has understood the book and believed in it, as I myself have, one would naturally
have no fear.
Back among the crowd, I again found myself walking briskly as if I had important business. I went up to the
second floor and walked along the tall windows that look down on the fountain courtyard, walked and walked,
leaving myself behind, thinking of Janan with every step. I went by classmates congregated for our next class.
Guess what! Only a little while ago a very attractive girl kissed me, and how! My legs were taking me swiftly to
my destiny, a destiny that contained dark woods, hotel rooms, mauve and azure phantoms, life, peace, and death.
When I reached Room 201 three minutes before class, I picked Mehmet out of the crowd in the hall even
before I saw Janan standing near him. He was pale, tall and thin as myself, pensive, preoccupied, wan. I had a
vague memory of having seen him before in Janan’s company. He knows more than I do, I speculated; he has
done more living; he’s even a couple of years older than me. How he knew who I was, I cannot say, but he took
me aside, behind the lockers.
“I hear you’ve read the book,” he said. “What’s in it for you?”
“A new life.”
“Do you buy it?”
“I do.” His complexion looked so wan it made me dread the things he must have gone through.
“Look, listen to me,” he said. “I too went for it. I thought I could find that world. I was always on some bus to
some place or other, going from town to town, thinking I would find that land, those people, the very streets.
Believe me, at the end there is nothing but death. They kill without mercy. They could be watching us even now.”
“Don’t scare him now,” Janan said.
There was a silence. Mehmet looked at me for a moment as if he had known me for years. I felt I had let him
down.
“I am not scared,” I said, looking at Janan. “I am capable of pursuing it to the very end,” I added with the air of
a strong type in the movies.
Janan’s incredible body was just a few steps from me, between the two of us, but closer to him.
“There is nothing to pursue to the end,” said Mehmet. “Just a book. Someone sat down and wrote it. A dream.
There is nothing else for you to do, aside from reading and rereading it.”
“Tell him what you told me,” Janan said to me.
“That world exists,” I said. I wished to take hold of Janan by her long graceful arm and draw her to myself. I
paused.
“I will find that world.”
“World shmorld!” Mehmet said. “It doesn’t exist. Think of it as tomfoolery perpetrated on children by an old
sap. The old man thought he’d write a book to entertain adults the same way he did children. It’s doubtful he even
knew what it meant. It’s entertaining reading, but if you believe it, your life is lost.”
“There’s a whole world in there,” I said, as strong but stupid men do in the movies. “And I know I will find a
way to reach it.”
“In that case, happy trails …” He turned away, gave Janan an I-told-you-so look, and he was about to leave
when he stopped and asked,
“What makes you so sure of the existence of that life?”
“Because I have the impression the book is telling the story of my life.”
He smiled amiably and walked away.
“Don’t leave,” I said to Janan. “Is he your lover?”
“He actually liked you,” she said. “Not for himself, but for me. He fears for people like you.”
“Is he your lover? Don’t leave without telling me everything.”
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“He needs me,” she said. I had heard those words so many times in the movies that I supplied the fervent
response with spontaneity and conviction:
“I will die if you leave me.”
She smiled and joined the students crowding into Room 201. For a moment I had an impulse to follow her and
sit in. Looking in the classroom’s wide windows from the hallway, I saw them both at a desk they had found to sit
at together among the other students all dressed alike in khakis, faded clothes, and blue jeans. They were waiting
for class without talking when Janan pushed her light brown hair gently behind her ears, making another piece of
my heart dissolve. Contrary to how love is portrayed in the movies, I felt more miserable than just miserable
following my feet wherever they took me.
What did she think of me? What color are the walls in her home? What did she and her father talk about? Was
their bathroom sparkling clean? Did she have siblings? What did she have for breakfast? Were they lovers? In that
case, why did she kiss me?
The tiny classroom where she kissed me was free. I retreated in there like a defeated army which was
nonetheless staunchly expecting new battles. My footsteps echoing in the empty classroom, my miserable,
reprehensible hands opening a pack of cigarettes, the smell of chalk, the white light made of ice—I pressed my
forehead against the windowpane. Was this the new life I beheld myself in at the threshold of this morning? I was
exhausted by all that had taken place in my mind, but still, the rational student of engineering in me was busy in
one corner doing his calculations: I was in no condition to go to my own class, so I’d wait for theirs to end in two
hours. Two hours!
My forehead was pressed against the cold windowpane, I don’t know for how long, but I was full of self-pity; I
liked wallowing in self-pity; I thought tears were about to well in my eyes when snowflakes began drifting on
light gusts of wind. Beyond the steep street that leads to Dolmabahce, I could see the plane and chest nut trees.
How still they were! Trees did not know they were trees, I reflected. Blackbirds took wing out of the snowy
branches. I watched them with admiration.
I watched the snowflakes, which fell in gentle flurries, lingering indecisively at some point in pursuit of their
fellow flakes, unable to make up their minds, when a light wind bore down and whisked them away. And at times
a single flake swayed in the air for a moment and stood still, then acting as if it had changed its mind, it turned
around and began to rise slowly up toward the sky. I observed many a snowflake revert to the sky before it could
land in the mud, the park, on the pavement or the trees. Did anyone know this? Had anyone noticed?
Had anyone ever noticed that the acute point of the triangle which was formed at the intersection and which
seemed to be part of the park pointed to the Tower of Leander? Had anyone noticed the pine trees which, under
the influence of the east wind all these years, had leaned over the sidewalk in perfect symmetry, forming an
octagon over the minibus stop? Watching the man with a pink plastic bag in his hand stand on the sidewalk, I
wondered if anyone had realized that half the population of Istanbul goes around carrying plastic bags. Utterly
unaware of your identity, I wondered if anyone had seen your footprints, Angel, in the tracks left by starving dogs
and ragpickers in the snow and ash that cover dead city parks? Was this how I was to witness the new world,
revealed to me like a secret in the book I bought at the sidewalk stall two days ago?
It was my heart and not my eyes that first became aware of Janan’s shape in the graying light and the
deepening snow on the same sidewalk. She was wearing a purple coat; my heart must have impressed the coat
upon itself without my knowledge. Beside her was Mehmet, wearing a gray jacket and walking in the snow like
an evil spirit that leaves no tracks. I had an impulse to run after them.
They stopped to talk at the same spot where the bookstall had been two days ago. Janan’s hurt and withdrawn
stance, accompanied by their wide gestures, indicated that, more than talking, they were having an argument, like
a pair of old lovers all too accustomed to fights.
Then they started to walk again only to stop once more. I was at a great distance, but still I could coolly infer
from their body language, and the looks they got from the sidewalk traffic, that they were arguing even more
violently now.
This didn’t last very long either. Janan turned around and began walking back to the building where I was,
while Mehmet followed her with his eyes before continuing on his way toward Taksim. My heart kept missing a
beat.
That is when I saw the man who stood at the Sariyer minibus stop cross the street, carrying the pink plastic
bag. Focused as my eyes were on the grace of the purple-clad figure, they were in no state to notice someone
crossing the street, but there was something like a false note in the man’s behavior. A few steps from the curb, the
man pulled something—a gun—out of the pink bag. He aimed it at Mehmet, who also saw the gun.
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I first witnessed Mehmet take the hit and shudder, then I registered the report; after that, I heard the second
gunshot, expecting to hear yet a third. Mehmet stumbled and fell. The man dropped his plastic bag and made for
the park.
Janan was still approaching, her steps wounded and dainty like a little bird’s. She hadn’t heard the gunshots. A
truck full of snow-covered oranges rattled rambunctiously into the intersection. It was as if the world had gone
back into motion.
I noticed some commotion at the minibus stop. Mehmet was getting up. In the distance the man was running
without his plastic bag down the hill toward Inönü Stadium, skipping and hopping across the snow in the park like
a clown bent on entertaining the kids, with a couple of playful dogs on his trail.
I should have run downstairs to meet Janan halfway and tell her what had happened, but I was riveted to the
sight of Mehmet wobbling and looking around in a daze. For how long? For a while, a long while, until Janan
turned the Takila corner and disappeared from my angle of vision.
*
I ran down the stairs and hurtled past a group of plainclothes police, students, and janitors standing around.
When I reached the main entrance, there was no sign of Janan anywhere. I quickly went upstairs but didn’t see her
there either. Then I ran to the intersection and still didn’t see anything or anybody related to the scene I had just
witnessed. Neither Mehmet nor the plastic bag that the man with the gun had disposed of were anywhere.
The snow on the spot where Mehmet fell had melted into mud. A two-year-old kid wearing a beanie went by
with his stylish and attractive mother.
“Mom, where did the rabbit go?” the kid said. “Where, Mom?”
I ran in a frenzy across the street toward the Sariyer minibus stop. The world was once more wearing the
silence of snow and the indifference of trees. Two minibus drivers who looked exactly alike were much
astonished by my queries. They had no idea what I was talking about. What’s more, the tough-looking fellow who
brought them their tea had not heard any gunshots either; besides, he had no intention of being astonished by
anything. The attendant at the minibus stop held on to his whistle, staring at me as if I were the criminal who had
pulled the trigger. Blackbirds congregated in the pine tree over my head. I stuck my head in the minibus at the last
moment before it left and anxiously asked my questions.
“A young man and woman hailed a taxi over there and took off,” an elderly woman said, “just a little while
ago.”
Her finger pointed to Taksim Square. I knew what I was doing was not sensible but I still ran in that direction.
I thought I was all alone in the world among all the vendors, vehicles, and stores around the square. I was about to
make my way to Beyoglu when, remembering the Emergency Care Hospital, I tore off down Sira selviler Avenue
and went through the emergency entrance into the smell of ether and iodine as if I were a trauma case myself.
I saw gentlemen lying in pools of blood, their trousers ripped, their cuffs rolled up. I saw the blue faces of
victims of poison and gastroenteritis whose stomachs had been pumped, and who were now stretched out on
gurneys and left in the snow behind the potted cyclamens for a breath of fresh air. I showed the way to the tubby
but nice elderly man who was searching door to door for the doctor on duty, all the while holding tight to the
clothesline he had made into a tourniquet for his arm to avoid bleeding to death. I saw the pair of old cronies who,
after knifing each other with the same knife, were now politely giving their statements and apologizing to the
arresting officer for failing to remember to bring along the offending knife. I waited my turn and was informed by
the nurses first, and later by the police, that no, no student had showed up that day who was suffering from a
gunshot wound, accompanied by a girl with light brown hair.
Then I stopped at Beyoglu Municipal Hospital too, where I had the impression that I was seeing the same
cronies who had knifed each other, the same suicidal girls who had resorted to drinking iodine, the same
apprentices who had had their arms caught in the machinery or their fingers under the needle, the same pas sengers
who had been crushed between the bus and the bus stop, or between the ferry and the ferry platform. I examined
the police reports carefully; I made an off-the-record statement for the benefit of a policeman who became
suspicious of my suspicions; and upstairs on the obstetrics floor, I was afraid I was going to burst into tears
smelling the cologne a delighted new father doused liberally into our hands.
It was getting dark when I returned to the scene of the incident. I wove in between the minibuses and made my
way into the minipark where blackbirds darted angrily over my head at first and then kept watch skulking in the
branches. I might have been in the thick of city life, but I heard a deafening silence in my ears as if I were a
murderer who had knifed someone and was keeping out of sight. In the distance I saw the dim yellow light in the
little classroom where Janan kissed me and surmised a class must now be in progress there. The same trees whose
distress had baffled me that very morning had now turned into clumsy and pitiless stacks of bark. I walked on the
snow in my shoes, tracking the footprints of the man with the missing plastic bag, who four hours ago had hopped
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and skipped his way through the snow like a carefree clown. To make certain that the tracks were indeed there, I
kept on his trail all the way down to the highway, then turned back, and as I backtracked I noticed that my
footprints and the footprints of the man with the missing plastic bag had been inextricably intertwined. Presently,
two dark dogs appeared from the bushes looking like just such a guilty party as I was, only to take fright and flee.
I stopped for a moment and stared at the sky, which was as dark as the dogs.
My mother and I ate our supper watching TV. The news broadcast, the faces flashing on the screen, accounts of
murders, accidents, fires, and assassinations seemed as distant to me as the stormy waves on a tiny section of an
ocean visible in between mountains. Even so, the desire to be “there,” to be part of that leaden ocean in the
distance kept stirring inside me. Pictures kept flickering on the black-and-white TV for which the antenna was not
properly set, but no mention was made of a student who had been shot.
I shut myself in my room after supper. The book stood open just as I had left it on the table, just so … I was
afraid of it. There was brute force in the book’s summons for me to return and wholeheartedly abandon myself to
it. Thinking I would not be able to resist the call, I took to the streets once more and walked in the snow and mire
all the way, again, to the sea. The darkness of the water gave me heart.
I sat down at the table thus heartened and, as if submitting my body to a sacred task, I held my face to the light
that surged from the book. The light was not so powerful at first, but as I turned the pages it reached into me so
deeply that I felt my entire being dissolve. An unbearable urge to live and run, aching with impatience and
excitement in the pit of my stomach, I read until daybreak. …
46.91 Black And Turkish\fn{by Ayse Bircan (1954-

)}

Istanbul, Istanbul Province, Turkey (F) 6

I was born in Istanbul, my parents’ third child. My mother worked for a while as a house cleaner, then she
stayed home; my father first worked in a factory then was a fireman for a bus company. I have an older brother
and three sisters, one younger than me. I don’t know a lot about my family’s history; my mother’s parents were
also Black but she didn’t tell us much about their own background, so I don’t know that part of the history. But
my father was always talking about his history, especially when Roots came out on television;\fn{Roots: The Saga of
an Americn Family, by the American author Alex Haley (1921-1992) first came out in book format in 1976, and was adapted as a eight-part
miniseries for television in 1977.} he tried to find out and began to write our family’s history, but I haven’t seen it yet

because I was here when he died. When I go back I will see what he wrote. He was always thinking of writing
about our history.
My father’s grandfather was sold in Mecca as a slave and freed by a rich Turkish man who adopted him as a
seven-year-old child. We don’t know my great-grandfather’s original country; of course he was from Africa, but
we don’t know which part. During that period there was slavery not only to the West of the world but in that area
too. I’ve tried to find out when but I can’t; it could be the middle of the 1880s or so. In the west of Turkey,
capitalist trade started earlier than the other part and there were more slaves. In that area—Mugla—after slavery
was banned some small villages were only Black people; I recently found that out, from a few Turkish novels of
about the 1920s. But I can’t find out exactly where. My mother’s village (Gok<;ekóy)\fn{Imperfect scan.} and
my father’s village (Seyitoba) neighbor each other in Mansia, a city near Izmir—which is an ancient Greek area,
full of famous places like Ephesus. There was only one Black family in my father’s village and one Black family
in my mother’s, but they were always matching people so they kept their color. An old women who was a matchmaker in my mother’s village told my mother about my father. My mother escaped to his village without her
parents’ permission, and they got married. My parents are both Black. It’s not that there’s a real problem about
intermarriage. In some parts of Turkey you can’t easily marry with a white man or woman, but in that part we are
mixed. It depends on your wealth, not your color.
The man who took my great-grandfather was the richest man in Father’s village and had no children, so he
bought himself a son in Mecca. Of course, he was there to make the religious pilgrimage but at the same time to
buy a son. He chose to free and adopt a Black slave because it was more valuable in terms of religion and going to
Heaven. Later he had his own children and when he died he divided all his lands equally. Now we call them
“Uncle” and so on; they are the same family, though they are white. We get on well but have different surnames,
because surnames were taken after the Independence War.\fn{ 1918-1923, in which Turkish forces loyal to the Republic of
Turkey drove out British, Italian, Greek and French troops from modern-day Turkey and established a secular state .} Before, we shared
the same surname but when it was allowed to take another surname my grandfather took a different one—Bircan,
which means “Alone”—“the only one,” “the one Black,” something like that. It’s more meaningful in Turkish. He
separated himself from the others, I think. He was sent to the town to be educated and when his father died he left
and came back to the village.
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My parents married when they were 18 and then my father went into the military for four years—it’s usually
two but during the Second World War it was four years. Then there was a famine and when he came back he had
to move to Istanbul for work, so after 1945 our family lived there. He didn’t go to school; he taught himself to
write and read on cigarette boxes. And when he was 45 he got a primary school diploma—we already had ours!
He gave us a lot of Black identity and consciousness, especially us three girls, because although there isn’t much
color prejudice in Turkey still he felt we had to have an occupation, had to be well educated and have a good
status. The three of us girls went to university.
When I was seven we moved to an area, like a slum area, something like a ghetto—a shanty town. You built
your own small shack. It was illegal—we were squatters on the land, didn’t pay anything for it. In the 1960s there
was an important change in Turkey in terms of industry, in terms of a new constitution, and everything was
changing politically, economically. When industry started to increase, many peasants came to Istanbul and
established this area. It was the best part of my childhood, my best memories. They were all workers, they had to
work, men and women, and we kids were alone in the area; and if someone was sick, or in any case, all the elderly
looked after the children. It was very different from anywhere else. You could be another family’s daughter, they
would feed you, wash you. The whole area was like an extended family. If someone wanted to go to their village
for harvest they left their children with their neighbors. It was a nice thing. That’s why I really know how to share
everything and feel responsible for others.
I was bright—we all were, because my father encouraged us. For example, he never let us do housework.
Instead, he would say:
“Leave it.”
So I don’t know how to do sewing, for example. If he saw me doing it he just put it in the dustbin and said:
“Take a book and read it. This is what you need. Those are easy and silly things you can do whenever you want
but they aren’t important in terms of the outside world. You must learn other things first. You can’t be dependent
on your husband when you grow up, and if you don’t want to be spoiled by him you must have your own
occupation and economic freedom. Then you can sack him whenever you want.”
It was really unusual for Turkey. It’s not an ordinary story about my father. He wasn’t formally educated; he
educated himself with our school books. Every day when we came home we would all sit together and discuss
what we had learned, putting arguments for and against. It was fun.
We mostly read school books, because there weren’t facilities like local libraries. But my sister who is six
years older than me found whatever she could, and whatever she found I could also read, but she showed
responsibility in what she chose and we didn’t read any rubbish. She always chose good things for me. Because of
her I read many translated world classics—Tolstoy, Dostoevsky, Balzac, Voltaire. But I was really more interested
in the outside world in my area, not just what I learned out of a book, I think, because in that area there was
always something happening and you had to help each other.
So when I was twelve, before I got my period, I saw bleeding after birth, because people had come from their
village and didn’t have any relatives, so when a woman gave birth I stayed with her and looked after her. And
sometimes a big storm broke down all the shanty houses and we helped them, we’d get them together. I think that
was more important than the books. And of course you apply something from what you read to what you live.
In the 1960s when I was in primary school I was very lucky to have a woman teacher who taught me for five
years who was a really good person. In my area there was no school; I had to walk miles to go to school. Istanbul
is the biggest city in Turkey but because that area was so newly established there was no school, no bus, and the
school we had to go to was in a posh area. My teacher talked about the Black civil rights fighters in America and
showed me English magazines—I couldn’t understand English but I saw Martin Luther King, etcetera—and she
told me about racism in America.
Of course there is some racism in Turkey. For example, when you walk down the street, small kids call after
you:
“Negro, Negro!” In Turkish it’s “Arab.” Yes, Arab! It’s funny. It’s a kind of ignorance to call a Black person
that; educated people don’t do it. In religious terms it’s a sin to exclude Blacks or any others. The most important
thing is whether you’re Muslim or not. It’s different from in the West. Religion, not color, divides. Older people
especially respect that anyone can be a true Muslim. But kids, seeing someone different for the first time, may call
after you, though your white friends will challenge them, “What are you saying?” So color prejudice isn’t that
strong. I mean, if you go to any institution you don’t feel threatened because you are Black.
There are some limitations. You can’t, for example, be a general in the army if you are Black. I don’t know if it
is written or not, but you definitely can’t be. You can only go to a certain level. So there are some things, but not
as hard as here. There aren’t many Black people high in Turkish life. There is a Black woman singer who is like a
mascot,\fn{I.e., a token.} you know—she was on television. People like her. For me, she’s not that good, actually,
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but because she is Black she is given sympathy. I don’t think there is that much pressure on Black people,
especially in the big cities. When you go to the other part of Turkey which is less developed, or not developed,
because they haven’t seen Blacks in their lives they are shocked; then they realize and come up and say:
“Sorry, if I’ve done something it’s because I didn’t know, that’s why I was afraid of you, but now I’m not
afraid.”
Things like that happen. The population of Turkey is very great—about 50 million or so,\fn{ In 2002, the
population estimate was 67,308,928, of whom 80% were Turkish and almost all the rest were Kurds .} with maybe not even one per
cent Blacks. Maybe in total we Blacks are less than three thousand.
My own situation was more important for me than my color: being among other working-class families. I
wasn’t much aware of difference in terms of being Black. Maybe because we Blacks aren’t a big population we
don’t threaten anyone’s power. Whatever the cause, it doesn’t make sense to say I really experienced racism. Yet
my father was very careful; he was always telling us that we were Black and had to be aware of it. Once he was
asked to be in a film with a famous blonde actress. He was pleased, but when he went to the set they told him:
“You just hold her horse.”
He refused because he didn’t think it was work for him; he could act other things as well. When I was fifteen I
wanted to go into the theatre, to study acting; and he just said:
“Yes, you can do whatever you want, I’m not saying you can’t, but think about it—think about what kind of
roles you can get.” I realized there wasn’t much opportunity as a Black, you couldn’t be really famous even if you
had ability.
In the newly developing working-class district of Istanbul where I grew up, girls usually were not sent to
school. They either just about finished primary school or went straight to work in factories before even finishing
primary education. I was the only girl of my age-group who was allowed to go on to secondary school, which
thrust great responsibilities upon me. The whole neighborhood knew when I was going to sit an exam. All the
women waited for me on their doorsteps in the morning of any important exam and each one gave me something
sweet to eat to—according to superstition—“make my brain work better!” They were all anxious for me to do
well at school. It was a matter of pride for them that a child, a girl at that, should be successful among the rich
children. Support and solidarity among the neighbors were tremendous. After the end of my secondary schooling
when I was 16, I went to the main university in Istanbul and choose to study sociology. While I was attending
university I became involved in politics and I left home to find a job. I didn’t get any money from my family; we
all had to earn our own money. And that way you aren’t dependent on your family and can do whatever you want.
My father was afraid for my future if I was involved in politics, because in Turkey being in politics means you
may die.
I was involved in the socialist movement. I published a newspaper, Socialist Youth. I did all the technical
things at first and someone else was the editor, but he had to leave Turkey because he was taken to court and faced
many years’ sentence—it’s illegal to write about class struggle—so he had to leave Turkey. I took over the
editorship as well as writing and doing the technical things. It was published openly but you had to take copies to
the authorities. They check and if they find things that were illegal they take you to court, open a trial and you can
easily get many years.
It happened to me in 1975. I was taken to court. But the process can take a long time. When in 1979 my trial
ended they gave me 6 years and 8 months, and two years’ refuge in another city in Turkey; but after that, I faced
many other trials which would have meant 40 years’ imprisonment. One trial was over but my others were also
coming to an end. Altogether my sentence would have been 40 years. When my first trial finished, I tried to
appeal, but they refused my application. Then I went into hiding, living in an illegal flat.
In another capacity I was working in a mass women’s organization, Ilerici Kadinlar Dernegi, the Progressive
Women’s Organization of Turkey, which was founded in 1975. I was one of the organizers, responsible for one of
seven parts of Turkey, a big area, including Istanbul. That organization was banned in 1979, at the same time as
my trial, and that’s why I had to go into hiding. Then in 1980 the military coup came.\fn{ On September 12, 1980, the
Army took over the government, suspennded the constitution, imposed martial law, banned political activity, restricted the press, and jailed
thousands of suspected terrorists.} I couldn’t really be free, but I did work sometimes. Many people also had to hide

from the police, and while I was hiding I hid other people in my flat. I changed my name, I used a false identity
card, I moved to another place—Istanbul is a big place, so you can hide. Even with so few Black people, I could
still hide. But twice they asked me for my passport—I changed my appearance, didn’t wear what I usually wear; I
looked really different then, more like a model—all my money went on clothing! Once I was going somewhere in
a taxi and they stopped it and asked for my passport. I shouted:
“I’m Turkish! How dare you?”
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In 1983 it was really a narrow space to move in Istanbul because a lot of friends who were members of
democratic organizations from Anatolia came into the city and the police knew that most of them were living
there because it was so easy to hide. They became stricter, increased the pressure, and I realized I couldn’t stay
there any longer. I found a false passport but when I got to the border the man checking passports told me:
“We can’t let you out.”
My heart stopped, and I asked him why. He said:
“Is this you? Are you Turkish?”
He had never seen a Black person before, so he was confused and I took advantage of this, shouting:
“How dare you? I am Turkish!” He forgot about anything else. Then other people in the queue shouted:
“Ignorant man, how can you ask?” But my passport was false! I left with one of the friends I had been hiding
in my flat for about a year; sometimes I would put him in a cupboard when guests came, because I was acting at
being another woman.
I came to England because I had friends here. I could go back to Turkey from now on. Last week there was an
important new Act passed: it is no longer the case that you can’t write about class struggle—this was abolished.
Still I don’t think you can write freely; since there is another new Act which in another sense makes it illegal. You
can write but you can’t organize; so if you write or say something about organizing it is still illegal. It means you
still can’t do anything against the government, I think. But many people have been freed from prison; most of
them are out since last week. It is good for the time being, but for the future it’s not literally an amnesty, because
there are conditions. For example, if you offend again you go to prison and have to serve out what was left of your
previous sentence.
I left university in 1975—when I was pregnant—because fascist students occupied our faculty. In the History
and other departments there were many fascist students, and because I was Black and politically active they knew
me; also my husband was the leader of an organization. I couldn’t get into the university even for the exams. One
of my friends who tried spent eight days in hospital. He was beaten almost to death. Eight days he stayed in
hospital. So I just left.
Once when my husband was in prison and my son was three and a half months I tried to go back to take my
exams in order to get a better job. I worked in a really bad place. It was hard to tackle all those problems with the
uneducated bosses. (You could work as well as study; it wasn’t compulsory to go full-time to lectures, that’s why I
chose that university.) So I tried to complete my studies and get a good job; but I couldn’t achieve that. I had to
work so hard because my husband was in prison and I was paying for a private creche for my son.
He’s in Sweden now, with his father. He chose to live there. At first I couldn’t get him here. The government
didn’t give him a passport. His father went to Sweden, I came here. We both ran away but left our son in Turkey
and for five years they wouldn’t give him a passport. At that time there was a problem with Turkish people in
Bulgaria. There was a girl who was split from her family and a big campaign was mounted to get her out of
Bulgaria to Turkey to rejoin her family, and during that time there were magazine articles about my son as well,
some publishers took up the case and said he should be given a passport. Then I got my son back, after five years.
He lived with me in London for a year and a half, then he wanted to see Sweden and what life is like there, and he
found it better than here. He’s sixteen now.
I was also a founder of the Peace Movement in Turkey, in 1977. It’s banned and the executive committee were
in prison for a long time, but they’ve now been released. When the Gulf war began in January,\fn{ The author is
referring to the attack on Iraqi forces in Kuwait which began on January 17, 1991. Actually, the war began on August 2, 1990 with an Iraqi
military attack on Kuait, and ended on February 28, 1991 with the declaration of a cease-fire by the American-led coalition after the Iraqis
had been chased out of Kuwait. The Iraqi army sustained between 20,000-35,000 casualties; the Allies lost 240 killed and 776 wounded .} I

was so sad just because Turkey is a neighbor of Iraq and it will cost us more than other people living in America,
for example, or in England. But fortunately the Turkish people were against war and that was very hard, because
the government is a kind of dictatorship, despite there being elections. There isn’t democracy like here, yet still
people—as in Germany—marched against war. I’m really proud of them. The government wanted to be involved
with their army, but just before the war the top general of the army resigned, it’s said because of the dangers of
involvement in the war, which was the first time in the history of Turkey it happened; so they were afraid of the
army itself, couldn’t find any support for becoming involved with their forces. Still I think Turkey lost many
things but in terms of manpower they didn’t.
The situation for Kurdish people is a long and sad story. There are 12 million Kurdish people living in Turkey
and in Turkish history there are three big riots—Kurds against the Turkish government. Kurds and Turks fought
together in the War of Independence; and in the first parliament of 1920 there were Kurdish MPs representing not
just Kurdish people but others as well. But it changed. Kurds began to rebel against the government. After the
military coup in 1980, it wasn’t law that you couldn’t speak Kurdish—there was no mention in an Act—but that’s
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what happened after 1980; there are many Kurdish prisoners in prison whose family know no other language but
Kurdish and they couldn’t speak to their relatives since it was banned. Some are in prison just for speaking
Kurdish, others were involved with banned democratic organizations—youth organizations, trade unions—and
were imprisoned for being representatives of those organizations, as my former husband was. There is a big
Kurdish-Turkish war in our history, and Kurdish people really have a lower status. Most want their own rights as
Kurds, but some of them … there are still Kurdish MPs who are … you know how some Blacks are called
“coconut,” Black on the outside, white on the inside?\fn{ Oreos, actually.} It’s kind of like that. That whole area—
the Iran, Iraq and Turkish border—has Kurdish people.\fn{ The region is informally known as “Kurdistan,” and includes parts
of northeastern Syria, Armenia and Azerbaijan; it is thought that some 27,000 Kurds live there, and they appear to regard the region as their
independent state, though, of course, nobody else does .} But the Kurdish refugee problem after the Gulf War happened

while some Kurdish organizations were fighting with the Turkish army in the east of Turkey, so that’s why the
Turks didn’t respect them when they came, kicked them, didn’t really want to help them in humanitarian terms,
since in the meantime they were fighting with another part of the Kurdish population in their own land. It’s
horrible. For a long time there has been this massacre in all parts of that area. The Kurds have to have their own
country to stop this sad story. It’s horrible—you can’t imagine
There is racism against Kurds in Turkey. When I was a child in Istanbul, some people said Kurdish men had
tails which they hid in their clothes, like what people elsewhere used to say about Blacks. Because Kurds have a
sizeable population, they are noticeable—not just a few of them, like us. They are 12 million. And they had their
own land which is occupied by the Turkish. So this is where there is racism. My ex-husband was Kurdish and I
was asked:
“Has he got a tail?”
I was taught and brought up in different attitudes; because I was Black I was conscious about excluding people
or feeling against them. My family don’t have any attitudes towards different, other people. But some people …
I think my son has an identity problem, being Black and Turkish. Yes, he has lots of problems. It’s not easy for
him to be like us, because he was weaker than us when he came—I came here when I was nearly 30; he came
when he was 12. He became ashamed of himself. In his London school, for example, the Turkish kids weren’t
predominant but the Black kids were. He identified with the Jamaican boys and I was afraid for him because he
copied everything they did. Copying them wasn’t the problem.
The problem was his identification—I wanted to make him proud of himself but I couldn’t achieve that. And
he stopped studying hard. He was really good in Turkey, always got distinction for schoolwork. He stopped, because he was called chicken for studying, so he didn’t want to do it any more. The same thing is continuing now
in Sweden. There he’s the only Black in his school and no one wants to go out with him. It’s sad, it’s sad for him.
His father is white, so maybe he is mixed up. This is the worst part of it—I think being mixed-race sometimes
brings identity problems, thinking of yourself as neither Black nor White. He didn't have that problem in Turkey.
Being an immigrant brought those kinds of problems, I think.
One of my sisters didn’t finish university, got married, had daughters and now works as a secretary; the other
finished university and is a high-school English teacher. My elder brother—he’s twelve years older—was a driver
but has stopped work now, he is pensioned.
In Turkey women share the same problems of oppression as women anywhere, but their position is changing as
a result of industrialization. Old attitudes have begun to change. Before the 1960s there were different attitudes
towards women. In big cities women can go to school and do whatever they want, but it’s not the same
everywhere. Women can also vote in all parts of Turkey; they have the right to vote and to be elected, which is
before\fn{I.e., better than.} in some European countries. Because in the War of Independence women fought along
with men, when the new country was established (it was the Ottoman Empire before) Atatürk\fn{ Mustafa Kemal
Atatürk (1881-1938), founder of the Republic of Turkey, and its first president (1923-1938) .} gave women all these rights—yet
there are many barriers.
There are laws. For example, if a man doesn’t sign that his wife can work, she can’t work; it has to be written
on paper. But the situation doesn’t arise in the first place, since women, being oppressed, anyway ask their
husbands. After the industrialization of the 1960s many women went into the workplace. Their labor was needed
because it’s cheap and a woman generally isn’t a danger for a boss. In the textile industry especially, most of the
workforce is female. In the women’s organization I worked in an area that has the country’s highest population of
women workers. It was in Bursa, where there are many textile factories, 90 per cent staffed by women; only the
managers were men. Our organization lasted four years before it was banned, but during those years it expanded
very quickly.
When I came to Britain, because I was a political refugee I thought I should continue working with Turks till I
went back, since I came as a guest, not to settle down and stay for ever. Most of the Turkish workers here didn’t
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know any English or what their rights were and didn’t have a good organization to help them, or any organized
social life, so I and some of my friends decided to found an organization. I am also a founder of a Turkish
community center in Stoke Newington where I worked voluntarily for four or five years; all my effort and time
went there. I didn’t want to do anything for myself while I had left my son in Turkey; I felt guilty and—I can say
it now, I couldn’t then—I think I punished myself deeply, doing nothing for myself, even in terms of personal
relations—I didn’t settle down or choose a man to live with, didn’t want to make myself happy because of my
feelings of guilt. When I brought my son here I realized that I had to and wanted to do something for myself
because I had paid enough. The year he came, I went to an English class and got a certificate, applied to London
University and began studying sociology again at Goldsmith College in 1989. This is my second year. I don’t
know what I will do after I get my degree. I may work with women again, in London or in Turkey. It depends on
the situation here and in Turkey.
I don’t have much contact with other Black or British people here, having spent so many years in the Turkish
community. Also after a certain age you can’t easily get on together when attitudes, culture, everything is so
different. For example, I met a man at a party, and in Turkey I could be his friend rather than girlfriend, and I told
him we could see each other because we really had a good chat—about Black people here, about racism, about
teenage problems, etcetera—it wasn’t like something soft or to do with love and sex. He brought me home and I
gave him my phone number but when he came to see me I understood that he took it in another way. That sort of
thing wouldn’t easily happen among Turkish people; they can infer what you really mean—it’s not only about
language, it’s about custom: it’s not strange for Turks of opposite sexes to be just friends. But here it seems in the
first place it’s either sexual relations or nothing …
But I have friends from the political movement, and I was involved also with two solidarity organizations we
established—one was about solidarity with women in Turkey; the other about solidarity with peace fighters in
Turkey, and many British MPs were also members of that organization—during that time I had English friends
and still have some of them. But most of my friends are Turkish, though now in college I have good friends.
I have begun writing about my family, but because of studying I haven’t been able to finish. I started with my
grandfather’s father, imagining what he might have thought, what he might have felt; I know the area, the village
we came from, the people and their attitudes. I just have to build up the story of his family history, including my
sister’s, brother’s and father’s life. My mother’s history is very sad and important for me. Her father was not poor;
it was the fashion for rich white people to adopt Black children, so my grandfather—Mother’s father—gave her
up to a rich white family as an adopted child. But when the rich man who adopted my mother died, everything
spoiled; she and her sister were alone. She often told us about what she lived through. When she was 16 she
escaped and caused many problems for the family; she had no money, knew nothing of how to go to her village
and she could only imagine—she didn’t know how to return to her village—but eventually through the police she
was taken back to her own family. My mother and my aunt were together but my aunt didn’t go with my mother
and her life is now worse than mymother’s. She’s all right now, though her youth was spoiled as a cleaner in huge
houses, being sexually abused, and so on. It is important that I write my family’s story. I really want to write, but I
have to be settled.
36.96 Excerpt from Berji Kristin: Tales From The Garbage Hills\fn{by Latıfe Tekin (1957Kayseri Province, Turkey (F) 5

)}

Karacafenk,

… When Flower Hill broke into blossom, the first thing to be erected by daylight was a mosque with a minaret
made of tin plate, but the very day the mosque went up the night wind tore it apart and blew it away. The rumor
spread that if anyone found the minaret and brought it back, everything they touched would turn to gold, and
many went without sleep to search hilltop and valley. But in spite of all the searching the minaret was never
found. The discussion over the lost minaret lasted for days until finally a decision was reached to build a new one,
and as a result of these discussions one more commandment was added to the Five Pillars of Islam:
“Thou shalt hold down the minaret at night.”
It was decreed that children, the handicapped, nursing mothers and pregnant women would be excused from
holding the minaret, and it would be counted a sin if they did.
One morning a stone with an inscription was uncovered behind the mosque on Factory Foot. Word spread
through the huts that a saint lay under the stone, and it was considered an offence to urinate or spit on the spot or
pass by without saying a prayer. The whole community went to the stone and prayed for water. Metal bowls and
little tins were filled with water and lined up round the stone to show the saint what water was. They explained the
difficulties of carrying water from wells on top of far-away hills in tins dangling from both ends of a yoke slung
across their backs. Buttons were undone and backs bared, and everyone in turn showed the stone the calluses on
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their necks and backs. From then on they carried water to the stone and bared their backs with prayers and
invocations. But not one drop of water could be had from “Water Father” and in time people forgot they had ever
prayed to him for water. Instead, childless women and those with wishes to be fulfilled took him whatever they
could spare from the little water in their cans—until there were so many bowls and tins at Factory Foot that they
blocked the way.
One of the chemical factories was built over Water Father who lay right under the warehouse for raw materials,
so when the warehouse workers began to die of poison. Flower Hill believed they had incurred Water Father’s
anger.
In early summer, showers of pure white from this factory began to pour over Flower Hill. At first they thought
it was snow and were amazed. Then an intolerable stench reached the huts and within three days this factory snow
had withered the first blooms on Flower Hill and wilted the branches of trees. Hens curled up with drooping necks
and died, and people were unable to hold their heads upright. In the middle of playing, children turned dark purple
as if drugged and fell into a deep sleep. One of the sleeping children never woke up.
For days the factory which rained snow was pelted with stones. Its garden wall was torn down, gates were
smashed and windows broken. There were rumors that the factory owner was going to bring down the huts and
clear the neighbourhood. Flower Hill exploded with anger. Women marched on the factory with clubs, and when
they entered and failed to find the owner they knocked the workers to the ground and beat them up. For days the
men kept watch on the road for a glimpse of the owner but it was a never ending vigil. Over the huts the factory
snow grew to six inches deep.
One day at noon when Flower Hill was only half conscious from the foul stink, a gift of yoghurt in white
bowls arrived for everybody from the owner, followed by a man in white who went round the huts one by one
examining the people. They gave up cursing the owner and everyone raised their hands in prayer to him. Once
rewarded with their prayers, he flooded the neighborhood with the hot bluish water in which the factory serum
and medicine bottles were washed. That was a truly festive day for Flower Hill. They diverted the first jet of hot
water and cemented round the channel where it flowed. A fountain was built there and for three whole days
clothes, kilims, scraps of wool, pots and pans were washed in the hot water, and the children bathed. Only Flower
Hill had the good fortune to wash in blue hot water under snow on a summer’s day. The men dragged an old truck
chassis a long distance to the fountainhead and from then on married couples on the Hill took it in turns to get
inside this chassis at night after intercourse and wash themselves in hot water. The enervating snow still fell, and
in the light of the moon the blue water gleamed and splashed.
Before long, odd changes began to appear in those who washed in this water. The skin of some began to peel
while the faces of others turned purple. Bright blue spots came out on the children’s bodies and the hair of two
women went white. The clothes took on a blue color which came to be known on Flower Hill as “Squatter’s
Blue.”
Squatter’s Blue got into everything on Flower Hill. Lime for whitewashing the huts was mixed with the water
and the huts, dyed blue, all looked alike and confused people. Then everyone put an individual mark on his hut;
one inlaid the walls with colored stones; another planted a tree in his garden; and another stuck a post in front of
the hut and tied a rag to it. People were just becoming acquainted, so when they did not remember each other’s
names, they were called after their signs, like “Waving Rag” and “Inlaid Stone.” Some of the names were dropped
altogether and forgotten and replaced by signs.
Ever since the first homes went up on Flower Hill, the women had organized nightly lantern groups. Lavatory
pits had not yet been dug so they assembled and went off down to the stream together, initiating an entirely new
custom as they went up and down. It was not acceptable for women to go down to the stream in daytime and, if
they saw a man bounding downhill, they giggled and shut their eyes. But when it was quite dark they quietly
slipped out of their homes and tapped on each other’s windows. Every night there was a long procession as the
women emerged holding their lamps and skipped quietly down to the stream.
These were the earliest customs established on Flower Hill. In time other customs were added to do with unemployment, wind and garbage. Some took root and remained, others vanished. At one baby’s birth an argument
over different customs and beliefs ended in a violent quarrel. Some women said that the baby girl arrived with
Mother Fadime’s veil, a lucky omen, and they maintained that the Bird of Luck would perch on the head of
anyone who took the veil and hid it in their bosom for three days. They advised the recital of the Mevlut. Another
said that a woman who put the veil under per pillow for three days and slept on it would lengthen her days. Yet
another declared that if any woman held the veil in her hand or in her bosom she would never in her life be hit by
a bullet.
The baby’s veil rose in value and got stolen, and immediately the child sickened. An old woman summoned to
pray for the child said that unless the veil was found and put on its chest, the child would die in three days. In
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desperation Flower Hill chased after the veil to save the baby’s life, but meantime the baby died. The mother rose
from her childbed and stoned the huts: she rushed on every woman she saw. Some ran inside and closed their
doors, others threw stones that cut her head. When the men interfered, a fierce fight suddenly broke out involving
the three communities. The dispute jumped from adults to children and for a time no one could go out alone on
Flower Hill.
Meanwhile refuse was dumped continuously on the Hill, and with the milder weather the seagulls forsook the
garbage. Amidst their shrill cries new little refuse mounds grew up around the piles of pickings and all hell broke
loose over the division of these mounds among the neighborhoods and the hut people. People took their children
there very early in the morning and did not go home until dark. The bits of plastic, iron, bottles and paper they
gathered were sold to the nearby workshops, while all the time the trucks came to Flower Hill driving the pickers
down to the stream away from the refuse. Every time the trucks arrived, the Flower Hill people ran to the stream
and huddled together, but as soon as the trucks left they dispersed again among the refuse heaps. They were
harried for days. Then one forenoon the garbage owner came to Flower Hill in his snow-white car and, holding a
white handkerchief to his nose, he showed them sealed and stamped documents proving his rights.
After that morning the owner gave the Flower Hill people a little money per kilo for their pickings, and no
more trucks came to the Hill to attack the scavengers. Instead of precious stones and pieces of gold, blood-red
sores appeared on their hands. The children stole plastic baby dolls with broken legs and heads from the rubbish
heap and played with them in secret. The women kept an eye open for the watchmen and thrust the cracked fancy
mirrors they found into their pockets, and at night they looked in these mirrors and combed their hair with combs
from the garbage. Flies from the refuse settled on their hair. With the mingled stench of refuse and factory, the
wind blew continuously into the huts and into people’s noses, so they sealed their doors and windows and ate
bowlfuls of yoghurt to avoid being poisoned. At night they wore plastic sacks to escape the flies. Children were
lost inside the bags; the adults drew up their knees and curled up into balls. Breathing holes were made for their
mouths, but after midnight the sacks were like steaming clouds dripping hot tears.
Back in the village the community shepherd girls who used to milk the sheep that grazed out in the summer
pastures at night were called “Berji Girls” by the community who held the job of bringing in the milk and
carrying it to the village in high esteem. A girl’s upbringing was measured by the way she went about milking the
sheep. A shepherd girl had her hair stroked and was called “Dear Berji girl.” On Flower Hill only the girls who
picked over the refuse were considered worthy of the name and awarded such praise. A girl’s reputation on Flower
Hill was judged by whether she collected refuse or not, and by the way she went about her work.
When it became clear who the owner was the men gave up picking over the garbage and went off to find work
and a living beyond the Hill. Collecting garbage was considered child’s work, women’s work. The women filled
their pouches rapidly as though gathering herbs or sorting over cracked wheat. At the same time they minded their
homes and children. The men went without work for days, for so long that they got into the habit of getting
together to congratulate anyone who had found work, and a woman whose husband had found a job strutted
proudly round all the huts, distributing halva and kissing hands. But those who had failed to get work turned this
custom into something very different. The halva distributors were cornered behind doors by the other women,
pinched black and blue, and eventually beaten up openly.
There was no lack of wind to tear the roofs off the shacks on Flower Hill. Holding on to roofs, wearing plastic
sacks at night and washing in bluish hot water came to seem as natural as eating and drinking. And when the wind
blew very hard the squatters climbed out on the roofs and lay down flat to stop them taking off. This was far more
effective than pulling from below with ropes and hooks. Meanwhile “stoning the wind” became a custom. For
every roof climbed, a handful of radish seed was scattered below Wind-Curse Point and the wind was stoned to
death.
But stoning the wind was useless. On the contrary, after every stoning it blew up even blacker and fiercer
against the people. Sweeping straight down on the roofs it tore the pitch paper off the ceilings and left it swinging
loose. It lifted walls off the ground, caught women and children in the street and blew them over. No tears could
wash away the dust swirled about by the wind. Heads were racked with pain, and over their floral headscarves the
women tied thick bands of cloth called “Windbreakers” round their aching heads. The men went about pressing
their hands to their ringing ears. The trees on Flower Hill grew sideways instead of upwards, and the birds came
and went, swooping over the hill.
While the wind blew in fits and starts the Flower Hill folk made up all kinds of wind stories. They believed the
wind was the hill’s lover who resented their coming and establishing a community up there and they thought if
they adopted the wind’s name, it would quiet down. They gave the name “Wind” to children born at the time,
whether they were male or female. They composed wind songs and even invented games about it.
The children forgot blind man’s buff and hide-and-seek and discovered new games, mostly played sitting
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down. They stood before the wind and turned into whirligigs or, sitting on sheets of tin, flew down to the stream
with outstretched arms, and they called this game. “Giving the Wind the Slip.” The women carrying water on their
backs produced other unusual games as they came and went. They walked from one hilltop to another swinging
and splashing water from their cans. They knelt, then stood in a row and sang:
Water, water, pretty water!
Droplet, flying droplet!
Let the wind, my lover, come!

The men invented a different game called “Walking Against the Wind.” They played it on Rubbish Road which
joined the minibus route half an hour away from Flower Hill.
Oh Wind,
My eyes keep running, my poor knees shake,
All the time my shoulders ache,
My arms can’t lift, my fingers chill,
One of us must leave this hill.

The Flower Hill sirnit-sellers and pedlars made up the song. The factory workers on the Hill countered the
Flower Hill folk by making up their own song and dance, in which the Flower Hill men also took part. Every
morning they walked ten steps apart in a row, from one end of the road to the other, some facing, some back to
back. First they began to sing all together, then with hunched backs and bowed heads and arms held stiffly by
their sides, they compressed their shoulders and drew in their necks. When they reached the middle of the road
they sang, “Hey, Wind, hey!” and all turned sideways on to the wind.
Surprisingly, this dance continued in the same order every morning and evening. When the factory night-shift
had dispersed, the workers appeared at the gates in a row. They stood before the watchmen who searched their
pockets to check if they had stolen anything from inside; after the search the workers came out on the road and
began the wind dance. And before they got half-way down the road the hut people met them gliding slowly like
black birds.
In time changes came about through the wind dance performed by the Flower Hill men on Rubbish Road. They
became accustomed to walking sideways, hands pressed to their sides, bowing their heads as they walked. One
winter day when the wind was flinging the snow over the shacks, they were completely bent double and that
snowy night they came home with twisted backs and necks awry and fell into bed fevered and sweating. For ten
days the Flower Hill men did not open their eyes from “Wind Sickness;” then the fever and sweat stopped and the
illness passed but left them with neck and shoulders even more twisted and lopsided.
The people of Flower Hill resorted to unheard-of remedies to try and heal the distortions caused by Wind
Sickness. The women strapped their husbands to bedsteads and divans with stout ropes, but when the ropes were
loosened the muscles of their knees and necks collapsed. Their spines caved in, flaccid as dough. For days on end
men lined up at the bonesetters’ doors. There were men in plaster, men with their backs tied to wooden planks,
and men with their necks encased in metal hoops.
These incurable distortions opened the way for endless debate on Flower Hill; a different suggestion issued
from every throat. The women left off singing the water song and every day they keened a different lament,
Backs are bent in bandages of wood;
Necks are aching, knees don’t hold.

Holding their stooping backs, the men walked sideways to the coal depot and gathered by the stove. They
looked for a cure for their condition, but however much they talked around the problem they arrived only at a
dead-end. Yet the debate went on and on. Some said the remedy was to have a bus service, and they made written
applications at the coal depot, some signing with names and some with fingerprints. Then, with their sideways
walk, they took their applications to an official building. But no bus service came. Some said it had come but
gone back because of the mud on Flower Hill, or that the wind had stopped it. Dreams and twitching eyes were
regarded as good omens for the bus service. Woollen bandages were wound round the necks and backs of the men
as they all watched the road. When the bandages were undone, smoke from the stoves was applied to their
contortions and steam to their necks and backs. The steam rose and a cloud formed. After the snow, rain fell on
the settlement for days. Water dripped into the huts, and in the dripping rain which dissolved and crumbled the
walls the twisted necks of the Flower Hill men and the tearful eyes of the women remained unchanged. The
women waited for days on end at the gates of the chemical factory but the deathly-white pills they got from the
workers were useless.
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As the white pills were no good they followed the advice of the oldest bedridden woman in the community. At
the beginning of spring they gathered to pray. They took their husbands’ underwear and the bandages that had
been wrapped round their backs and necks and climbed up to Wind-Curse Point where they heaped up the
bandages and clothes, set fire to them and circled round the fire. At each circling they beat their breasts, invoking
“my lord of the black eyebrows and tapering moustache” and prayed to God to remove their husbands’
deformities. The bandages and underwear burned to ash and the women took hope from Wind-Curse Point and
went back home where they waited for days sitting by their husbands.
But the prayer for a cure was not heard and did not work. With their deformed necks and backs, the men who
had been ill that spring were unable to keep their jobs. The Birnie-trays and lemon boxes stood empty in the
gardens, construction builders were turned away in ones and twos from the building sites. Every day they met and
turned up at the gate of a different factory, holding their heads as upright as they could. They stuck their hands in
their pockets and secretly straightened their backs but with their weakened spines and wilting necks they could
find no work at the factories.
At the time the men of Flower Hill were struggling to find work, a shiny blue sign— NATO AVENUE—was
hung on the wall of one of the chocolate factories up Rubbish Road. United by curiosity they marched with their
sideways walk until they arrived under the street sign, but as they could not figure out what the writing on it stood
for or why it had been put up, they turned back. They were quite pleased, but after lengthy discussions they
decided this road could not possibly be an “avenue.” Some said an avenue must be made of asphalt and some
insisted that asphalt had nothing to do with it, but a road could only be called an avenue if it had rows of
apartment blocks or trees planted on both sides. Others suggested that an avenue must have buses and taxis. Two
other people recovering from Wind Sickness thought the street sign was a good omen—it meant that Flower Hill
would soon have water, buses and electricity.
Discussions went on, and they finished up by speculating on the meaning of “Nato.” Some said that once upon
a time the papers had written about Nato, and others that the radio played folk songs from Nato. One said it meant
“Armed Force,” another, “Bombing.” The hut people were upset by this talk of arms and bombs and did not warm
to the name. They came in a body to Güllü Baba’s place. He listened in silence. In his own mind he attributed the
deformity of the Flower Hill men to the erection of the street sign. He struck the ground with his stick again and
again and asked:
“Can it possibly be that Nato has some connection with deformity?”
Once Güllü Baba had suggested this, the hearts of the Flower Hill people trembled and all kinds of ideas were
put forward. Some made guesses about the men who had put up the street sign, where they came from and where
they’d sneaked off to; some asked what business was it of anyone whether they were deformed or not. They
swore, and the women raged at the wind and the street sign. Some people wanted to know in what language
“Nato” meant “deformity” and others were obsessed by the question of why the sign didn’t simply say
“deformity.”
In the end the whole matter reached an impasse. Those who said “Nato” had no connection with “deformity”
and who had come out and explained to everyone that it was a “big institution” to do with the state, fell silent.
And one night the men and women of Flower Hill took down the street sign and threw it over Wind-Curse Point.
The women returned to their huts cursing and the men assembled and kissed Güllü Baba’s hand.
Güllü Baba’s stick touched the backs of those who kissed his hand. Head in hand, he sank {muttering into the
depths of his wisdom). He introduced the subject of the pockets of “language-cells” in the right side of the head—
and to these he attributed the fact that Nato Avenue could not survive as a name. He explained that it was
impossible to erase the name Rubbish Road from the minds of the Flower Hill dwellers. After Güllü Baba’s
explanation, the name of the road remained always Rubbish Road in the settlers’ language-pockets …
120.64 The Dream That Couldn’t Be Told: A Folktale\fn{by Kalayji Mehmet (before 1962Village, Icel Province, Turkey (M) 2

)}

Deghirmendere

Once there was a man who had a son. In order to educate his son, this man could afford a private tutor, and so
he hired one. The teacher said to the boy one day,
“When you dream, don’t tell it to anybody unless he says first, ‘May your dream be an auspicious one.’”\fn{ It
is believed by many in Turkey that if one tells his dream before being extended this courtesy, the event foretold in the dream may end in
disaster.}

This lesson constituted one of the most important subjects that the tutor suggested to the student, and he
repeated this lesson to him every day for several days.\fn{ In Turkey, as in many countries whose dominant culture has not
originated in the West, a fairly high percentage of statements, actions, and situtations require specific traditional, stylized responses from
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people commenting on them as well-wishers, including events as commonplace as going to the barber or buying clothing. They are
linguistic accretions; and in more sophisticated areas of the same culture, they are probably done away with as a matter of course, since to
such speakers they would certainly sound artificial. But in any country, East or West, there are areas, often containing millions of people, in
which their omission would be regarded as rude; and, of course, rudeness brings consequences at times of a very unfavorable nature .}

Later, after the child had completed his training with this tutor, he had a dream one night. He told his mother in
the morning,
“I had a dream last night.”
“Let us hear it,” said the mother.
“No, I cannot tell you.”
“Let us hear it,” insisted the mother.
“No, I can’t tell you,” said the boy.
Since the boy refused to tell the dream he had, in spite of his mother’s insistence, she gave him a good beating.
The boy went to his father crying. The father asked the child,
“What is the matter? Why are you crying?”
“I had a dream last night and Mother beat me because I wouldn’t tell her.”
“Well,” said the father, “let us hear about the dream.” When the boy refused to answer, the father insisted,
“Tell me what the dream was!”
The boy refused again and he got a good beating from his father this time. The boy then went to his teacher
crying.
“Why are you crying, son?”
“I am crying because I had a dream last night and I refused to tell it to my mother and she beat me. Then I
refused to tell it to my father, and he beat me too.”
The teacher had by this time forgotten what he had taught his pupil about telling dreams. He also said to the
boy,
“Well, let us hear what sort of dream it was.”
Because the teacher did not say, ‘May it be an auspicious one,’ the boy refused to tell the dream to him. Once
again he got a good beating for this refusal. Crying, the boy went by himself to the public square, where there was
a large crowd gathered.
In the crowd the boy saw the padishah of Turkey and his wise men sitting. The padishah of Turkey had
received a stick from a foreign padishah with a message that war would be declared on Turkey if the Turkish
padishah could not determine which end of the stick came from the base of the tree from which it was cut and
which end of the stick came from the higher part of the tree from which it was cut.
“If you can answer this riddle,” said the foreign padishah’s messenger, “there will be no difficulty between our
countries. If you cannot answer, then there will be war.”
The padishah of Turkey and all his viziers were trying to determine which end of the stick came from the base
of the tree. The boy watched them for a while. Nobody in the crowd was able to guess which end of the stick was
from the base. Finally the boy said,
“I can tell which end of the stick is from the base of the tree.”
Thinking that the child might perhaps have an answer, they permitted him to try. The boy asked that a pool be
built there. When the pool was built and filled with water, the boy threw the stick into the pool and said,
“The end which sinks is the end closest to the base of the tree from which it was cut. The end which stands up
in the water will be from the tip of the tree.”
After this solution was arrived at, the padishah of Turkey marked the stick accordingly, and sent it back to the
foreign padishah saying that the problem had been solved. Upon this, the foreign padishah sent another puzzle.
He sent two mares.
“Which of these horses is the mother?”
The horses looked exactly alike, and there was no way to distinguish their age. Many people tried to solve the
problem about which was the mother, but all of them failed. Then the boy volunteered and said that he could tell
which was which. Again the padishah permitted him to try.
The boy mixed some barley with some gravel. He divided the mixture into two parts and he gave it to the two
horses to eat. He then asked everybody to go to bed for the night and come the next day to see the results of this
experiment. As it turned out, the older horse ate the complete mixture in the feedbag, gravel and all. The younger
horse, with better teeth, had been able to pick out only the barley and leave the gravel there. Again the Turkish
padishah, who was very happy, sent the answer to this problem to the foreign padishah.
Finally another letter came from the foreign padishah with one more problem to solve. The foreign padishah
ordered the Turkish padishah to have made for his troops a set of marble uniforms. The Turkish padishah started
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thinking deeply as to how he could perform this task. He and his viziers thought for a long while but could not
arrive at a way of making marble uniforms. Desperate, at last, he thought about the wise boy again and he
wondered if he could solve this problem too. He had him called to his presence for this purpose. When the boy
arrived he asked the padishah,
“Efendi, why are you thinking so deeply?” The padishah answered,
“Well, they want me to make marble uniforms for my troops. I do not know how marble uniforms can be
made.” The boy took a pen and paper from the hands of one of the padishah’s viziers, and he wrote on the paper
this message to the foreign padishah,
“Your majesty, we have cut the cloth for the marble uniforms, but we do not have the right thread to sew them.
Will you please send us the right kind of waxed thread for sewing marble uniforms?”
When this letter reached the court of the foreign padishah, the learned men there thought that there must be a
very great genius indeed in the Turkish court, and they decided to invite him to their country in order to learn
some of his scientific knowledge. One of them wrote a letter to the Turkish padishah asking him to let whoever
that genius was come to the country as their guest.
When the boy was informed of the invitation, he said that he would go, but only on the condition that he be
given a camel, a goat, and a cat. A camel, a goat, and a cat were found for the boy. He placed the cat and the goat
on the back of the camel and strapped them there. Then he set out to journey to the land of the foreign padishah.
When he arrived in the strange country, great crowds were waiting for him in the city streets. People lined the
streets because they wanted to have a glimpse of the Turkish genius. When they saw, however, that he was only a
child, they were disappointed. To the man who said, “You are very small to be a genius,” the boy responded,
pointing to the camel,
“He is very large. You could ask him.” To the man who said to him, “You have no mustache,” he pointed to the
cat and said,
“He has a mustache. You can ask him.” To the man who said, “But this genius has no beard,” the boy pointed
at the goat and said,
“He has a beard. Ask him what you want to know!”
In this manner he passed through the huge crowd in the city and finally reached the presence of the foreign
padishah. This padishah had had his wise men design a contraption which would automatically send flying
through the air into the chair next to him anybody who stepped on the machine. When the boy stepped on this
spring contraption, he suddenly found himself sitting next to the padishah, but he said nothing at all about the
ingenious gadget. A little later, a mechanical girl brought coffee to the padishah and to his young Turkish visitor.
After taking a cup of coffee from the tray in the hand of the mechanical girl, the young man commented,
“She is a beautiful girl, but it is a pity that she has no life!”
The foreign padishah, observing the calm manner of the young man, began to realize how intelligent he was.
The padishah decided to give his own daughter to him in marriage. There was a long wedding, after which the
young man stayed a year in the court of the foreign padishah. He then asked his father-in-law to let him and his
wife go to Turkey. Permission was granted.
When he returned to Turkey he visited the Turkish padishah, who gave him his own daughter. The boy said to
the Turkish padishah,
“But I already have a wife.” The Turkish padishah answered,
“That doesn’t matter. One wife can pour water on your hands, and the other can hold the towel for you.”\fn{ An
allusion to a ritualistic custom in rural Turkey wherein, after a meal, two people appear, one with a large basin, and the other with a pitcher
of water—one of the people also carries a towel—and water is poured over the hands of each guest, beginning with the eldest, who then
dries his hands with the towel.}

The young man laughed when he heard this proposal.
“Why did you laugh? Did I say something funny?” asked the Turkish padishah.
“No, not really. But once I had a dream, and what you said reminded me of it.”
When the Turkish padishah heard the boy say that he had had a dream, the padishah said,
“May it be an auspicious one.” Then the young man proceeded to tell him what the dream was.
“Once I dreamed that the moon came up and entered my bed from the right-hand side. Then a short while
afterwards the sun came up and entered my bed from the left-hand side. Perhaps that is why my foreign bride is
named Ay and why my new Turkish bride is named Günesh.”\fn{ Turkish words for moon and sun, respectively.}
When the girls heard him tell about this dream, they both jumped up and embraced him.
120.52 1. The Bektaqshi 2. The Bribe: Two Folktales\fn{by Hasan Ozgürbüz (before 1964Province, Turkey (M) 2
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)}

Unye Town, Ordu

1
One day a Bektashi was sitting under a huge sycamore tree, near a fountain, eating bread and cheese and
drinking raki. It was just a few days before Ramazan, and the kadi of that place had forbidden the drinking of all
alcoholic beverages. He had had criers announce that anyone who disobeyed this ruling would be thrown into jail.
A khoja, going to preach at a village mosque, happened along and saw the Bektashi.
“Selamünaleyküm,” he said.
“Aleykümselam,” answered the Bektashi. Seeing the Bektashi drinking raki, the khoja asked,
“Aren’t you ashamed to drink raki on such a blessed day?”
“Sit down, khoja,” said the Bektashi.
The khoja was rather tired from walking, and the place was cool and inviting, and so he accepted the
Bektashi’s suggestion and sat down. He took bread and olives from his bag and began to eat. The Bektashi
addressed him, saying,
“Khoja, look at this natural beauty given to us by God. If we people do not benefit from the wealth of such
beauty, given to us by God, then tomorrow, in the next world it may accuse us of ingratitude. God will demand
their right from us. Look at this beautiful tree, its cool shade, and that fine fountain. Shouldn’t one drink this
excellent raki in such beautiful surroundings?”
“What you say may be true,” answered the khoja, “but the Ramazan is very close. Wouldn’t it be better to do
this after Ramazan?”
“Ah, khoja, the Ramazan comes every year, again and again, but once we go, we shall never return.\fn{ Apparently a common remark throughout Turkey made by those who do not observed the fast .} Come—have a drink!”
The khoja could not resist the temptation, and so he took a swallow of raki. But once he had taken a swallow,
he wanted another, and so he began drinking with the Bektashi. At night when the night watchman saw them
there, quite drunk, he arrested them and took them before the kadi.
The kadi was surprised to see a khoja, wearing his large turban and black gown, brought before him in the
company of a Bektashi. Addressing the Bektashi, he said,
“What is your name?”
“Yorgi,”\fn{Probably George, but certainly non-Turkish and hence, by implication, non-Muslim.} answered the Bektashi.
“You are not one of the faithful anyway, then,” said the kadi. Turning to the khoja, he said,
“But you, you shameless fellow! Aren’t you embarrassed for your turban and your gown? I am told that you
preach in mosques. How could you do such a disgraceful thing on such a blessed day? The Bektashi observes
neither prayers nor fastings and is more Christian than Moslem. But you—why did you do this?”
Then the kadi ordered the khoja carried off to jail and the Bektashi released.
“You are not a true Moslem and your customs are different from ours. It may not be a sin for you to drink
raki.”
As the Bektashi was leaving the court, he felt sorry for the khoja. He asked the guard if he might speak to the
kadi again, and when he had been granted permission, he said to the kadi,
“Kadi, efendi, would you like to convert an unbeliever to Islam?”
“Of course I would,” answered the kadi.
“Then I should like to become a regular Moslem,” said the Bektashi, “but I have one condition: you will set the
khoja free.”
The kadi thought about this proposal for a minute, and he came to the conclusion that converting a Christian to
Islam was a greater act of piety than imprisoning a sinner.
“All right, I shall set the khoja free, but now repeat after me, ‘There is only one God and Mohammed is his
Prophet.’”
After the Bektashi had repeated this, he left the court with the khoja. As they were walking down the street, the
Bektashi said,
“How wonderful religion can be!”
The khoja was ashamed of his disgrace and angry at the Bektashi.
“How can a person like you say that?” he demanded. “What do you mean?”
“Well, first I became a Christian and saved myself,” said the Bektashi, “and then I became a Moslem and
saved you.”
2
Once a farmer went to a kadi to have a contract signed. The kadi said that he did not have time to sign it just
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then, but that he would sign it on the following day.
When the farmer appeared at court on the following day, however, the clerk told him that the kadi was still too
busy and that he should return again on the next day.
After this had continued for some time, the farmer finally realized that the kadi wanted a bribe. This angered
the farmer, but he needed the kadi’s signature on his contract, and so he decided to give him a present.
He took a large jar and filled it most of the way with ox dung. Then on top of this he spread a layer of white
cheese. Taking this jar to the court, he presented it to the kadi with his compliments. At once the kadi found time
to sign the contract. After the farmer had the contract safely in his hands, he could not resist asking,
“Kadi, efendi, do you think it was proper for you to take that jar of cheese for signing this paper?” The kadi
smiled at him and said,
“My friend, let us not go too deeply into that.” Then he scooped some cheese from the jar and put it into his
mouth.
“What a fine jar of cheese.”
“Well, as you said, let us not go too deeply into that,” answered the farmer and left the court.
108.119 The Padishah Sends The Farmer A Goose To Pluck: A Folktale\fn{told by Naydar Tufan (before 1973Gümüshaciköy Kaza, Amasya Province, Turkey (M) 2

)}

One day the padishah was restless and did not know what he wished to do. At last he said to the grand vizier,
“My vizier, why don’t we take a trip somewhere together for a change? We remain fastened here so much that
we do not see anything that goes on beyond Istanbul.”
“Well, then, let us go somewhere,” said the grand vizier. “Where do you suggest that we go?”
“Have some bread and other food prepared so that we can set out to go somewhere tomorrow,” said the
padishah. “We shall decide then where to go.”
In those days Istanbul seemed a great distance from our Central Anatolia, and it took them all of ten days just
to reach this area. One day as they were passing through a rural section, they saw an old man plowing in a nearby
field.
“May it go easily, father!” the padishah called.
“You are welcome here, my son,” the old man replied.
“Father, it looks as if it has snowed on the mountain there. Are you aware of that?”
“It is the time for snow, sir. It is that time.” Then the padishah asked,
“Are you getting along now with two or with three?”
“Now I am sometimes getting along with three.”
“Father, what is the news about the thirty-two?”
“Sir, there is no news at all left about the thirty-two.”
As this conversation was going on, the vizier was listening carefully to all of the questions and answers, but he
was bewildered by them. He could not understand them at all. He could not even determine what the general
subject of their discussion was. The padishah continued by asking,
“Father, how many times has your property been lightened?”
“Twice, and it will soon be lightened again.”
“Well, how are you managing the distant, and how are you managing the near at hand?”
“Sir, I can manage the distant all by myself, but I need help with the near at hand.”
“Tell me this, father. If I were to send you a goose, would you be able to pluck it?”
“I am an expert in that sort of thing—a regular expert!” Then the farmer said, “Ho!” to his oxen and continued
plowing the field.
The padishah and the grand vizier returned to Istanbul after that, a journey of about ten days. After they were
back home, the padishah asked his traveling companion,
“What did you make of my conversation with the old man in the field? How much of it did you understand?”
“I didn’t understand a bit of it! How would I know what you were talking about, my padishah?”
“If that is the case, then you had better go and find out what we were talking about and then come back and tell
me. Otherwise, I shall relieve you of your position and hire that old man to be my vizier. Go learn about this and
then return.”
Packing some provisions in a sash around his waist,\fn{ There are no pockets in the salvar, the traditional baggy Turkish
trousers: money and small objects were carried in sashes and cummerbunds .} the vizier again traveled the route he and the
padishah had earlier taken into Central Anatolia. After a trip of nine or ten days, he reached the old farmer’s
property and found him plowing now in another field.
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“Selâmnaleyküm, father.”
“Aleykümselâm, son,” said the farmer.
“Father, do you remember the man who came here and talked with you the other day?”
“How should I know what man you mean? There are many people who pass along this way and talk with me.”
“That man was the padishah.”
“May he remain the padishah. But of what concern is that to me?”
“Well, you may remember that he called to you, ‘May it go easily!’ Then he said to you, ‘It has snowed on the
mountain there.’ What did he mean by saying that?”
“My son, every piece of information that I provide costs ten red liras.\fn{I.e., ten pieces of gold.} Give me ten red
liras, and then I shall tell you.”
“Here are your liras.”
“He was referring to my gray hair, and that was his way of saying I was growing old. Well, I am in fact sixtyfive years old, and so I answered, ‘It is time for snow. It is time for that.’”
“Then he asked you, ‘Are you getting along now with two or with three?’ What did he mean by that?”
“Well, for that additional information, I shall require another ten liras.” After the vizier had paid another ten
liras, the farmer continued,
“Well, you see, son, at my age I am sometimes stiff on cold mornings and need a stick to lean on as I walk. At
such times I am walking on three legs. On other occasions I do not need the stick and can walk simply on my own
two legs. That was why I answered him, ‘Now I am sometimes getting along with three.’”
“The padishah then asked you, ‘Father, what is the news about the thirty-two?’ What was that about?”
“Excuse me, but you have forgotten the cost of such explanations.” After he had received ten more liras, the
farmer said,
“When he asked me for the news about the thirty-two he was inquiring about the condition of my teeth. As you
may remember, I replied, ‘There is no news at all left about the thirty-two,’ meaning that I had lost all my teeth
and so there was nothing that could be reported about them.”
“I see. Well, next he asked you, ‘Father, how many times has your property been lightened?’ Here are ten liras
to tell me what he meant by that.”
“That was his way of asking me how many dowries I had had to provide. I told him that it had been lightened
twice and would soon be lightened again. By this I meant that I had married off two daughters and that my
youngest daughter would be married in a short while.”
“Then he asked you, ‘How are you managing the distant and how are you managing the near at hand?’ You
replied, ‘I can manage the distant all by myself, but I need help with the near at hand.’ What were the two of you
talking about?”
“Wouldn’t it be worth at least ten liras to know that?”
“Yes. Here—take them!”
“He was inquiring about my eyesight—how good it was for seeing things far away and how good it was for
seeing things near at hand. I told him that I could see the distant with my own eyes but that I needed the help of
glasses to see what was closer.”
“The padishah’s last question was even more confusing to me than the others. He spoke of a goose. He said to
you, ‘If I should send you a goose, would you know how to pluck it?’ You answered, ‘Yes, I should. I am a regular
expert at that sort of thing.’ Why in the world would he send you a goose to pluck?”
“If you really want to know the answer to that question, you might be able to get it for only ten liras.”
“Yes, I do really want to have the answer, and here are your ten liras.”
“Geese are known to be foolish, and you were the fool he sent me. I have just plucked sixty gold liras from
you.”
After another journey of nine or ten days, the grand vizier was once more back in Istanbul. There the padishah
asked him,
“How are you? What have you been doing? Did you discover the information that you were seeking?”
“My padishah, I did discover the information I sought, but I did so only at the cost of sixty liras.”
“Then remember this well, and from now on try to be more perceptive. For if you can do that, such
information will cost you only a little thought.”
Permanently Inhabited Territorial Dependency
Northern Cyprus
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[Rauf Raif Denktaş (1924-2012), Paphos, Cyprus*] … 1995 est., 134,000 … 1,295 sq. mi. … this was formed in
1974 to protect Turkish Cypriots from systematic ethnic cleansing.
--(*Though he was born in Paphos, in southern Cyprus, Mr. Denktaş was from 1968 the chief Turkish Cypriot representative to the United Nations sponsored
peace talks between the Turkish Cypriots and the ultra-nationalist Greek Cypriots (whose political desire was to unite the island with Greece, and whose
1974 massacres of the Turkish Cypriot population led to the Turkish military intervention of the country in that year); and their chief (and democratically
elected) political leader from 1976 until his death.)

209.119 Excerpt from Rauf Denktash At The United Nations: Speeches On Cyprus: “Forward”\fn{by Rauf Raif
Denktash (1924-2012)} Paphos, Cyprus (M) 4
In 1931, when Greek Cypriots under the leadership of the Greek Orthodox Church, burned down the
Government House in the name of enosis,\fn{Union with Greece} I was seven years old.\fn{A note reads: A lecture given
by H. E. Mr. Rauf R. Denktash at the Royal Institute of International Affairs, London, on 18 November 1986. He was President of Northern
Cyprus from 1983-2005 (the “H.E.” stands for “His Excellency”, a customary title for a head of state), when he announced that he would
not seek anther term; of all three primary actors in this drama, only he is still alive as of this writing (01/23/2011):H }

I was twenty-one, in 1945, when all leaders who had been banished from the island for having organized that
revolt, were allowed to return, carrying higher banners for enosis.
I was twenty-six in 1950 when the Church organized what they called a plebiscite for enosis, which the British
Government rightly regarded as a sham, and which Turkish Cypriots took as a calculated threat and a provocation.
Four years later Colonel Grivas\fn{ George Grivas (1898-1974, when he died of a heart attack) } landed in Cyprus as part
of a conspiracy with Archbishop Makarios\fn{ Primate of the Cypriot Orthodox Church (1950-1977), First President of Cyprus
(1960-1974 and 1974-1977, when he, too, died of a heart attack) } and the Greek Government in order to start a terrorist
campaign for enosis. I was 30 by then and a prosecuting counsel in the Attorney General’s Office, able to see,
from day to day, how terror affected my Greek-Cypriot friends, who began to declare that they were all for enosis.
They knew that everyone who opposed enosis was branded a traitor, to be gunned down.
For decades we the Turkish Cypriots were opposed to enosis which we regarded as changing one colonial
master for another, and a far worse one at that.
Self-government, proposed by Britain in 1948 had been rejected by Greek Cypriots because it was thought to
be inconsistent with enosis.
Blood was needed they said for “full freedom”: meaning the right to unite the island with Greece. In 1954
Greece had taken the Cyprus problem to the United Nations seeking enosis and claiming the right of selfdetermination.
EOKA started its campaign on 1 April 1955, and their struggle lasted until 1958. I was now thirty-four and for
four years my people had struggled against enosis and died side by side with British soldiers because of it. We lost
33 villages in that struggle and tasted the bitterness of being refugees in our own land.
At the age of thirty-five, in 1959-60, I took part in the London and Zürich conferences and later in the
preparation of the Constitution of Cyprus, all of which gave birth to the bi-national partnership Republic of
Cyprus.
Functionally this was a federal state as communal matters were separated from state matters.
I must make it clear at this stage that the newly created Republic was not a unitary state in which we were no
more than a minority. We would never have agreed to join the new State on that basis, and other options would
have had to be considered at London and Zürich.
Legitimacy rested in power-sharing (70:30 percent) in all organs of the state. Executive power was entrusted to
a Greek Cypriot President (elected by Greek Cypriots) and Turkish Cypriot Vice-President (elected by Turkish
Cypriots). Any governmental action or state action which did not comply with the constitutional requirements was
null and void.
Enosis was outlawed by the Constitution, and permanence of the Republic was assured by three guarantors:
Turkey, Great Britain and Greece!
However, for Makarios and his Greek Cypriot Ministers who all dreamed of enosis, the struggle was just
beginning. The bi-national independence was to be used as a stepping-stone for enosis.
A plan of action was prepared—the Akritas plan—in which the future strategy for Hellenizing Cyprus and
managing world opinion was carefully set out.
Cyprus survived as a bi-national republic for only three years, and in November, 1963, Makarios demanded
that we, the Turkish Cypriots, should abandon most of our basic constitutional safeguards. Of course we refused.
In 1963 the Greek Cypriot onslaught against us began. All Greek Cypriot party-leaders were allowed to have
their own militia, and at this time the Communist AKEL Party was helping Makarios to achieve enosis. Mainland
Greek Army contingents and “volunteers” from Greece were soon in Cyprus. Greek Cypriot members of the bi459

national Cyprus PolIce and of the Army were under the charge of the Minister of Interior, Yiorkadjis, who was an
ex-EOKA gunman. He was the Commander of all striking forces, directly responsible to Makarios.
Very soon we were driven out of all the organs of the State. Our MPs, our judges, our civil servants and our
Ministers were all excluded from their offices. We lost 103 villages, and hundreds of our people, in a few short
days. It was a terrible time and we prayed that we should never see such suffering again. Sadly, more was to
come.
We appealed to the guarantor powers for help, but Turkey was willing only to fly two fighter aircraft over
Nicosia. The Green Line Agreement was achieved, giving us limited protection, and Britain took over the policing
for two months, only to be attacked and insulted by Greek Cypriot gunmen for giving some protection to us, for
being impartial. The Turkish Cypriot people will always be grateful to the British soldiers who guarded our
families at that time.
The hot Cyprus potato was passed on to the Security Council where a resolution was passed for sending
UNFICYP to the island. That was 1964 and I was by then forty years old. We could not believe it when we read
the resolution, for it recognised the Greek Cypriots as the Government of the whole of Cyprus despite the fact that
they had destroyed the 1960 Constitution.
Makarios, later, was to declare that by achieving recognition of a one-hundred per cent Greek Cypriot
administration as “the Government of Cyprus” and throwing out all Turkish Cypriot elements from all state
institutions, he had brought Cyprus to the nearest point ever to enosis!
In the mind of the Greek Cypriot leadership that is where the Cyprus issue has stood ever since! They see no
reason for retracing their steps to re-establish a partnership State with us. And why should they? They had not
destroyed the 1960 bi-national state in order to share power with the Turkish Cypriots in a new partnership state
which would again be guaranteed against union with Greece!
In 1967 Makarios agreed with the Greek Government that he would never sign an agreement which would bar
enosis; and in the same year Greek Cypriot MPs passed a resolution that enosis was their aim. If there had ever
been any doubt that the Greek Cypriots did not intend to respect the 1960 Constitution, this was the confirmation.
I was then forty-three, and for three years now I had been living as an exile in Turkey because, in spite of my
constitutional rights, Makarios said I would be arrested if I landed in Nicosia on my return from the Security
Council meeting of 1964.
I had spoken the truth at that meeting and, therefore, had become a traitor to Cyprus in their eyes. Many
suffered a worse fate, for 203 Turkish Cypriots, who had been “arrested” during those days are still missing.
Many of them were known to me personally.
Intercommunal talks began in 1968 for settling the problem, but there was no settlement because the Greek
Cypriot leaders saw no reason for sharing power with us and they certainly did not want a new agreement which
would again outlaw enosis and give Turkish Cypriots a system of effective guarantees which had prevented them
[the Greeks] from achieving their national aims in the past.
The coup of July 1974 by the Greek Colonels against Makarios was an inter-Greek affair. The over-all policy
of not retracting from the nearest point to enosis (which Makarios thought he had achieved) was still the basic
national policy. On 15 July 1974 the Republic of Cyprus was attacked by mainland Greek troops and EOKA
gunmen. They overthrew Makarios and began to murder us in our homes for no other reason than that we were
Turkish Cypriots.
The Turkish intervention under the 1960 Treaty of Guarantee which saved my people from utter destruction
was to our amazement soon to be looked upon by the world as an “invasion” of Cyprus. It was very quickly
forgotten that but for this intervention Greece would have annexed the whole of Cyprus, the Turkish Cypriots
would have been killed or driven out, and the international agreements of 1960 would have been utterly
destroyed. The Turkish army is still in Cyprus, and I wish to make it clear that they are there at our request in
order to ensure the safety of our families. They are in no sense an army of occupation.
Why were the facts so callously ignored by the world, and why was the Greek Cypriot administration regarded
as the legitimate Government of Cyprus when in law and in fact, morally and legally, it had no right to claim to
be?
This one-sided treatment has been a priceless political asset to the Greek-Cypriots. Their ability to move freely
in all international fora as the legitimate government of the State, and to get one-sided resolutions from the United
Nations, has enabled them so to manipulate world opinion that they and not we are thought to be the injured party.
Mr. Kyprianou\fn{Second President of the Republic of Cyprus (1977-1988) } who succeeded Makarios took over from
him a high-level agreement which I made with Makarios in 1977 and which made it clear that the future of
Cyprus was to be settled on a bi-zonal, bi-communal federal basis. This was ratified in my agreement with
Kyprianou himself in 1979.
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For many years now the Turkish Cypriot and Greek Cypriot sides have been discussing the problem under the
auspices of the UN. The Secretary-General treats us on an equal footing, but in Britain the Greek Cypriots have
diplomatic status and we do not. I have to tell you that the Turkish Cypriot people are both confused and hurt by
this unequal treatment.
The Secretary-General of the UN, Mr Perez de Cuellar,\fn{ Fifth Secretary-General of the United Nations (1982-1992) }
has produced, after long consultation with both sides, two draft agreements which we have accepted in full as a
package deal, but Mr. Kyprianou, after consulting with Athens, has not accepted them. We have agreed as part of
this package deal to work out a timetable for withdrawal of Turkish troops, to discuss the proportion of the land
area occupied by each community, and to pay compensation to those who have lost their land as part of a mutual
adjustment of claims.
However my view is that the Greek Cypriots will continue to reject any formula which envisages powersharing with us and which still leaves our basic rights guaranteed by Turkey, because that will be going back from
the point to which Makarios had brought the island.
The Secretary-General, at the request of Mr. Kyprianou, has taken the views of all the members of the Security
Council on the Soviet proposal for an international conference. Mr Kyprianou is an enthusiastic supporter of the
Soviet proposal, but most members have indicated that they will not support a procedure which one of the parties
to the conflict (the Turkish Cypriot side) rejects. So, that avenue is out.
Mr. Kyprianou’s alternative suggestion was that he would take three items out of the draft agreement and
discuss it at a summit meeting with me. We objected to this because it would mean breaking up the package deal.
Once we did that we would have to start again from the beginning. The title “the Government of Cyprus” would
forever be owned by the Greek Cypriot side. They would continue to use their exclusive diplomatic position on
the world stage; they would condescend to discuss the matter with us as their minority as if Cyprus were a unitary
state for another thirty or fifty years but they would never sign an agreement.
What is the present\fn{1997} position? It is this:
What Britain, and others, guaranteed in Cyprus was a bi-national partnership Republic which no longer exists
due to its deliberate destruction by the Greek Cypriot partner. The Greek Cypriot partner is claiming the exclusive
right to rule Cyprus as its legitimate Government. Turkish Cypriots have no claim to rule the Greek Cypriots but
we do have an undeniable political right to share power with them.
Turkish Cypriots are suffering an international economic boycott which the Greeks and Greek Cypriots have
persuaded the world to impose. Airlines will not fly direct to North Cyprus, ships will not go direct to north
Cyprus, we cannot telephone or telex direct and almost all the international aid and investment goes to the South.
I can assure you that the Turkish Cypriot people are as much committed to democracy and the freedom of the
individual as the British people. We are well aware of Western security interests in our part of the world and we
stand ready to discuss them at any time.
For twenty-three years the guaranteed power-sharing partnership State has not been functioning in Cyprus and
Turkish Cypriots, who were co-founders of the Republic, and who agreed to Cyprus continuing as a
Commonwealth country, who agreed that Cyprus should join the UN, whose consent is required for the extension
of UNFICYP’s\fn{United Nations Peacekeeping Force In Cyprus} mandate in the island, and who are discussing the
problem of the island with the Secretary-General on the basis of political equality, are not enjoying the full
benefits of their membership in the Commonwealth where matters affecting Cyprus are discussed. In our absence
one-sided resolutions are taken at the request of the Greek side only.
We have tried our best to reach a sensible agreement with the Greek Cypriots, but we are getting nowhere. We
could not live in. suspense for ever, in an imposed stateless form so we declared our own Republic in the North of
Cyprus. However I wish to make it clear that we still wish to see a federal solution for the future of our island.
Unfortunately the Greek Cypriot side has now indicated that federation as foreseen by the UN SecretaryGeneral’s “Set of Ideas”, on which so much work has been done, is not what they want. Their unilateral
application to join the EU, under their assumed title of “the government of Cyprus”, in 1990, without consulting
us—and, most recently, their arrangement with Russia to install advanced missiles in a military base they are
constructing near Paphos, for the use of forces from Greece—has let me to believe that the Greek Cypriots are
still determined to use confrontational methods in dealing with us rather than seeking a conciliatory compromise
through a federal solution. I now take the view that there is little point in further negotiations with the Greek side
unless they explicitly agree, first of all, to accept the fact that the sovereignty of the island lies with with
communities; in other words, they must accept our sovereignty. This need not be the same thing as accepting the
TRNC\fn{Turkish Republic of Northern Cyprus } as it stands as a sovereign state. What it does mean is that the Greek
side must agree that we—the Turkish Cypriots—will be equal political partners in any federal Cyprus government
that is formed, and that that new government will not simply be the successor of the present (purely Greek)
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Cyprus government. The sovereignty of the new government will derive not just from one but from both
communities. Indeed these are the parameters put forward by the Secretary-General of the United Nations in his
“Set of Ideas” of 1992. Alas, since the Greek aim still seems to be to get the whole island for themselves, by force
of arms, even, if they could, the chances of meaningful negotiations getting underway appear to be as remote as
ever.\fn{A note reads: Note added by Denktash in January, 1997; it applies only to this paragraph:H}
We are certainly not a break-away state, and it was the Greek Cypriots who broke away from the partnership
Republic which we founded together in 1960.
We hoped that our declaration of independence would focus the attention of the world on the realities of
Cyprus and put an end to the Greek Cypriot fantasy. We have partially succeeded. We hope we shall succeed fully
because it is only when our position is fully understood by the world that the Greek Cypriot side will have any
motivation for accepting a joint state, where power-sharing will be accepted as a matter of fact.
I was asked, the other day, by an American Senator how unity could be achieved in Cyprus. I said the
achievement of unity rests on the acknowledgement of the fact that duality exists. In the case of Cyprus the Greek
Cypriot side, which divided the island, refuses to accept the duality of the peoples of Cyprus and looks upon the
island as a unitary Greek Cypriot state which Turkish Cypriots have damaged. According to them the damage can
be put right by Turkish Cypriot submission to Greek rule. According to us duality can be turned into unity when
the two peoples agree to share power under agreed terms that have been worked into the draft agreement of the
Secretary General. We have accepted it as a basis for discussion and for the settlement but the Greek Cypriot side
sees no necessity for accepting it as such.
In the meantime life must go on. It is going on for us in the North where Turkish Cypriot people of the
Commonwealth live their democratic life, taking full charge of their day to day affairs and of their destiny.
My call to all diplomats who call upon me is this:
Treat us on a basis of equality with the Greek Cypriots and give a direct motivation to the Greek Cypriot side
for talking Federalism with us. There are some people who think that to maintain the status quo is to support the
Secretary General’s efforts, but nothing could be further from the truth, as the Greek Cypriots are not going to
give up the unfair advantages which the status quo confers upon them. There is now a need for the Western
powers to endorse the Secretary-General’s draft framework agreement and to indicate that if the Greek Cypriots
do not accept it their unequal privileges will be withdrawn. There is no legal, moral, or political reason why this
should not be done.\fn{Since this was written, there was one major new development. In 2004, Kofi Annan, then Secretary-General of
the United Nations, proposed a plan, in the words of Wikipedia, “to extinguish the Republic of Cyprus through the formation of loose
confederation along ethnic division” prior to the entry of Cyprus into the European Union, something which both communities desired. Put
up for a referendum in both communities, it failed in southern Cyprus among the Greek Cypriots, where it was rejected by 76% of those
voting, but passed 65-35% in northern Cyprus among the Turkish Cypriots; whereupon, Wikipedia continues, “the EU declared it would
seek to implement trade concessions and other measures designed to alleviate the isolation of Northern Cyprus as a reward for the Turkish
Cypriot referendum result.” Ultimately Cyprus entered the EU in her divided state, and economic benefits which would have resulted for
the northern part of the island had enosis with the south been achieved were suspended. In 2008, W continues, “the two sides began another
round of negotiations after committing themselves to working towards” in the words of a UN News Centre bulletin, “a bicommunal,
bizonal federation with political equality, as defined by relevant Security Council resolutions”. This solution failed to materialize, and for a
time matters stood at a complete standstill; but on May 15, 2015, reunification negotiations by both sides were relaunched. These talks
continue. (07/25/16): H Below: the flag of the Republic of Turkey (10/06/17): H }
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The Mosque of Mehmet II, Istanbul, Istanbul Province, Turkey

The Mosque of Ahmet I, Istanbul, Istanbul Province, Turkey
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The Nuruosmaniye Mosque, Istanbul, Istanbul Povince, Turkey

The Kocatepe Mosque, Ankara, Ankara Province, Turkey
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The Hisar Mosque (1598), Izmir, Izmir Province, Turkey

The Ulu Mosque, Bursa, Bursa Province, Turkey
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The Iskele Mosque, Antalya, Antalya Province, Turkey

The Sabanci Mosque, Adana, Adana Province, Turkey
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The Selimiye Mosque, Konya, Konya Province, Turkey

The Şirvani Mosque, Gaziantep, Gaziantep Province, Turkey
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The Great Mosque, Urfa, Sanhurfa Province, Turkey

A mosque in Mersin, Mersin Province, Turkey
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The Orhan Gazi Mosque, Izmit, Kocaeli Province, Turkey

The Behram Pasha Mosque, Diyarbakır, Diyarbakır Province, Turkey
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The Habib-i Neccar Mosque, Autakya, Hatay Province, Turkey

The Merkez Efendi Park Mosque, Manisa, Manisa Province, Turkey
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The Maphen Hunat Khatun Mosque, Kayseri, Kayseri Province, Turkey
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The Yeni Mosque, Samsun, Samsun Province, Turkey

Zağnos Pasha Mosque, Bahkesir, Bahkesir Province, Turkey
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The Abdülhamid Han Mosque, Kahraman, Kahramanmaraş Province, Turkey

The Kaya Çelebi Mosque, Van, Van Province, Turkey
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The Cihanzada Mosque, Aydin, Aydin Province, Turkey

A mosque in Acipayam Town, Denizli Province, Turkey

474

A mosque in Tarakli Town, Sakarya, Sakarya Province, Turkey

A mosque in Tekirdağ, Tekirdağ Province, Turkey
475

A mosque in Bodrum, Muğla Province, Turkey

The Reşadiye Mosque, Eşkisehir, Eşkisehir Province, Turkey
476

A mosque in Mardin, Mardin Province, Turkey

A mosque in Malatya, Malatya Province, Turkey

477

The Battalgazi Mosque, Malatya, Matalya Province, Turkey

The Uzungol Mosque, Uzungol, Trabzon Province, Turkey

478

The Lyla Musytafa Pasa Mosque, Erzurum, Erzurum Province, Turkey

A mosque in Ordu, Ordu Province, Turkey

479

The Imaret Mosque in Afyonkarahisar, Afyonkarahisar Province, Turkey

The Divrigiulu Mosque, Sivas, Sivas Province, Turkey
480

A mosque in Eregli, Zonguldak Province, Turkey

The Hatuniye Mosque, Tokat, Tokat Province, Turkey
481

The Yenipinar Mosque, Adıyaman, Adyaman Province, Turkey

The Çinili Mosque, Kütahya, Kütahya Province, Turkey
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The ĺzet Pasha Mosque, Elaziğ, Elaziğ Province, Turkey

The Er-Rizk Mosque, Batman, Batman Province, Turkey
483

The Byazit Mosque, Dogubeyazit, Ağri Province, Turkey

A mosque in Çorum, Çorum Province, Turkey

484

A mosque in Osmaniye, Osmaniye Province, Turkey

A mosque in Cizre, Sirnak Province, Turkey

485

The Çapanoğlu Mosque, Yozgat, Yozgat Province, Turkey

The Çinarlar Mosque, Giresun, Giresun Province, Turkey

486

A mosque in Isparta, Isparta Province, Turkey

The Haci Serif Mosque, Mus, Mus Province, Turkey

487

The Selimiye Mosque, Edirne, Edirne Province, Turkey

The Pertevniyal Valide Sultan Mosque, Aksaray, Aksaray Province, Turkey

488

The Nasrullah Mosque, Kastamonu, Kastamonu Province, Turkey

The Akçakoca Mosque, Düzce Province, Turkey
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The Burma Mosque, Uşak, Uşak Province, Turkey

The Hizir Bey Mosque (1383), Kırklareli, Kirklareli Province, Turkey
490

A mosque in Niğde, Niğde Province, Turkey

The mosque built on the campus of Bitlis Eren University, Bitlis, Bitlis Province, Turkey
491

A mosque on Kble Mountain, Rize Province, Turkey

The Bayezid II Mosque, Amasya, Amasya Provicce, Turkey

492

The Ibrahim Hakki Shrine, Siirt, Siirt Province, Turkey

A mosque in Kars, Kars Province, Turkey
493

A mosque in Nevşehir, Nevşehir Province, Turkey

A mosque in Bolu, Bolu Province, Turkey

494

A mosque in Hakkâri, Hakkâri Province, Turkey

The Kırıkkale Merkez Nur Mosque, Kırıkkale Province, Turkey,
495

The Ulu Mosque in Bingöl, Bingöl Province, Turkey

The Grand Mosque in Burdur, Burdur Province, Turkey
496

Selahaddin Eyyubi Mosque, Karaman, Karaman Province, Turkey

A mosque in Safranbolu, Karabük Province, Turkey

497

The Hersekzade Ahmet Pasha Mosque, Yalova, Yalova Province, Turkey

The Terzibaba Mosque, Erzincan, Erzincan Province, Turkey

498

The Caca Bey Mosque, Kırşehir, Kırşehir Province, Turkey

A mosque in Söğüt, Bilecik Province, Turkey
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A mosque in Sinop, Sinop Province, Turkey

The main mosque, Iğdır, Iğdır Province, Turkey
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The Fatih Mosque, Bartın, Bartın Province, Turkey

The Grand Mosque, Çankırı, Çankırı Province, Turkey
501

The Central Mosque, Artvin, Artvin Province, Turkey

A mosque in Kelkit, Gümüshane Province, Turkey

502

A mosque in Ardahan, Ardahan Province, Turkey

A mosque in Kilis, Kilis Province, Turkey
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The Yelmaniye Eski Mosque, Çemişğezek, Tunceli Province, Turkey

A mosque in Cicekli, Bayburi Province, Turkey
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Caption: “[The] Gülpınar Town Mosque / Gülpınar-Çanakkale” [Province, Turkey]

Caption: “[The] Hüdavendigar Mosque / Behramkale-Çanakkale” [Province, Turkey]
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