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Once there was, and once there wasn't, when God's creatures were 

many but it was a sin to talk too much— in those olden times, there was

and he had a young and very pretty

wife.

a richf merchant He was an

One day his wife said to the merchant, "Please give me some money 

so that I can go to the church and be forgiven of my sins." Then 

she went to a church and said to the priest there, "Oh, priest, here is much 

money for you. Please clear me of my sins."

The priest looked at her and thought of what a pretty woman she 

was. "All right," "he said, "I’ll clear you of your sins." After he had 

cleared her of her sins— I don't know how— he said, "May I come to visit 

you at your house tonight?"

"Go on, you dog!" said the woman. To herself she said, "Mv sins were 

probably not cleared by such a man. I must go to another church."

She went to another church, and when she saw the priest there, she 

said, "Here is money for you, oh, priest. Can you clear me of my sins?"

He cleared her of her sins— I don't know how— and then he said to 

her, "Heogelin!"^

^"Anti-clerical tales are as common in Turkey as they are in many countries 
of Europe. This tale is both anti-clerical and anti-Christian. The 
narrator has only a passing acquaintance with Christian traditions, for 
she is uncertain about just how the wife is absolved of sin. The refer
ence, apparently, is to the practice of confession in the Catholic 
church. Beneath these surface details, however, lies a well-known 
folktale type, "The Three Hunchback Brothers Drowned" (#1536B in the 
Aarne-Thompson Type Index, #26k in the Eberhard-Boratav Type Index).
2Npt certain of this corrupt form, we are translating it "Hey, now, 
come on!" Gelin is the polite form of the imperative singular of gelmek



The woman answered, "You dog! Whatever do you mean? I shall tell my 
husband of this."

Then she went to still another church and there she also gave the priest 

money. "Here is money for you," she said. "Please clear me of my sins."

'All right," said the priest, "but tell me when I may come to see you at 
your home

"What kind of talk is this?" she asked. "I have a husband."

The woman went home and said to her husband, "You should have come to 

the churches with me. I went to three different priests, and you should know 

what they said to me."

"Well, what did they say to you?" asked the merchant

"The first asked if he could come to visit me tonight. The second said 

*Heogelin!' And the third asked when he could come to my home to see me."

"Very well," said the merchant, "this is what we shall do. Tomorrow

send your servant to those churches and have her invite the three priests to

come here to see you. Have her invite the first one to come at one o'clock, 

the second at two o'clock, and the third at three o'clock."

"What sort of talk is this?" she asked her husband. "What do you mean?"

"Never mind," said the merchant. "Do as I tell you."

The next day the maid went to the first church and said to the priest,

"The lady who was with you yesterday to be forgiven of her sins sends

greetings. She says that her husband will not be at home at one o'clock 

tonight and that you should come to visit her then." She then went to the 

second church and said to the priest there, "The lady who was with you 

yesterday to be forgiven of her sins sends her greetings. She says that her
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husband will not be home at two o'clock tonight and that you should come to 

her house then." She then went to the third church and said to the priest 

there, "The lady who was with you yesterday to be forgiven of her sins sends 

her greetings. She says that her husband will not be home at three o'clock 

tonight and that you should come and see her then." And none of those 

priests knew that the others had been invited

At home, the merchant prepared for their coming. He put food and drinks 

on a table in the bedroom. Then he crawled under the bed and waited.

At one o'clock there was a knock on the door, and the wife, dressed very 

attractively, went downstairs and opened the door. "My husband is not at 

home now. That is why I invited you. Welcome!"

The first priest went upstairs with her, and they sat down at the table 

and began to eat and drink. As the time neared two o'clock, she knew 

the second priest would soon be coming, but she said to the first priest, "My 

husband will be coming home soon."

"All right, then," said the priest, "let us go to bed now."

"You sit on the edge of the bed and get undressed," she said, "and I 

shall take the lamp and go downstairs to lock the door and the windows."

"As the priest was sitting there undressing in the dark, the merchant 

crawled out from under the bed, jumped on the man, and strangled him. 

he threw his body over in a corner and covered it with a blanket.

"What have you done with the priest?" asked the woman when she returned 

to the room.

"Don't interfere with my work," said the merchant. "I have told you 

what you are to do." Then they rearranged the table and laid out new food 

and drinks, and the husband crawled under the bed again. Soon there was a 

knock at the door again, "Tok! tok! tok!" The second priest had come, and so
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the wife went down to meet him.

"Come in! Come in! My husband isn't here, and that is why I invited you, 

So they went upstairs and they ate and drank, and when the second priest had 

drunk much wine, he said to the woman, "Let us go to bed now.

"You sit on the edge of the bed and get undressed. I shall take the 

lamp downstairs and lock the door and the windows

As soon as the woman had left the room, the merchant crawled out 

under the bed, jumped on the man, and strangled him. Then he threw his body 

in the corner and covered it with the blanket also.

"What have you done?" asked the wife, when she returned. "Have you killed 

the second one, too?"

"Don't interfere with what I am doing," he said. "You know what you are

to do
They rearranged the table and put more drinks on it, and at three 

o'clock came "Tok! tok! tok!" on the door. This was the third priest 

the woman went down to let him in.

"Come in! come in!" she said. "My husband is away tonight."

They went upstairs and sat down at the table. After they had eaten and 

drunk for a while, the third priest said, "Let us go to bed now."

"You sit on the edge of the bed and get undressed. I shall take the 

lamp and go downstairs and lock the door and the windows."

As the priest was sitting there undressing in the dark, the merchant
wcrawled from under the bed, jumped on him, and strangled him. He thre£ him 

in the corner with the other two priests.

"Now," said the woman, when she came back, "What are we going to do with 

these three bodies?"
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I know what I am going to do with them," said the merchant. He tied a 

rope around the waist of the first priest, and he dragged him to the door of 

a|xavem.jj He knocked on the door, "Tok! tok! tok!"

tavern keeper was tired and he had gone to bed, for it was almost 

morning now.^ When he heard the knocking, he called his servant and said,

"It must be Crazy Mehmet, and he is probably drunk again. Go down and open 
the door,

The merchant had propped the dead priest against the door and had then run away 

When the servant came and opened the door, Flop!— the priest fell into the 

tavern. "Master! master!" cried the servant, "he was terribly drunk. When I 

opened the door, he fell down and died here on the floor. What shall we do with 
him?"

When the tavern keeper came down, he saw at once that it was not Crazy
■■ 4Mehmet. Drag him over behind this barrel of raki. Pretty soon Crazy

Mehmet will arrive, and we shall have him dispose of the body." And so the

tavern keeper went back to bed

As soon as he had put his head on the pillow, the merchant arrived with 

the second priest. "Tok! tok! tok!" he knocked on the tavern door, and then he 

ran away after propping up the second priest in the same way. When the tavern 

keeper heard the knocking, he said to his servant, "It must be Crazy Mehmet 

now. Go and open the door for him."

3Although alcoholic beverages can be bought in Turkey, and although there 
are taverns in the major cities, they are very rare elsewhere. Devout Moslems 
do not drink, and in rural Turkey consumption of alcohol is very low.

^Rakx is a liquor made from rice, molasses, or grain. In Arab lands it is 
known as arrack. Turkish raki has an anise flavor. Mixed with water it 
becomes milky, and it is often referred to as lion's milk.
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The servant opened the door, and Flop!~the second priest fell into the

tavern. "Master! master!" cried the servant, "this one »as also very drunk,

and „hen I opened the door he fell in on his head and died. What shall „e do 
with him?"

"Put him behind the rakl barrel, too," said the tavern keeper, and „e 
shall have Crazy Mehmet haul him away later.

They had hardly gotten back to bed „hen the merchant arrived „ith the 

f third priest and knocked, "Tok! tok! tok!" when the servant opened the door a 

third time, the body again fell into the tavern, dead. They dragged this body 
behind the rakt barrel also, and then they went back to bed again.

Almost at daybreak there was another "Tok! tok! tok!" on the door of the 
tavern. "Maybe that is Crazy Mehmet this time," said the tavern keeper and

r  SUre en°USh ifc WaS> He was already drunk, but he wanted still more to drink. 
The tavern keeper took a body from behind the barrel and said to him "Take 

this body out of here and throw it into the bottomless lake. If you will do 
you may have this whole barrel of rakl."
Crazy Mehmet tied a rope around the priest and dragged him to the bottom

less lake. He hurled the body into the lake and then returned to the tavern 

for his raki. The tavern keeper met him at the door and said, "What is the 
natter with you? He has come back again!"

"But I threw him into the middle of the lake. How could he come back 
again?" said Crazy Mehmet

"I don't know," said the tavern keeper, "but you can see for yourself 
that he did."

"Very well, then," said Crazy Mehmet, "I shall take him back again." And 

picked up the second priest and dragged him to the lake and threw him in.
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"You stay there this time," he said, and he hurried back, thirsty for his raki.

Once again the tavern keeper met him with a body and said, "What have you 
done, Mehmet? Look— he is back again!"

"But I threw him into the middle of the lake. How could he return here 
even faster than I did?"

I don't know," said the tavern keeper, "but you can see that he did."

So once again Crazy Mehmet dragged a body to the bottomless lake and threw 

it into the water. In this way the tavern keeper got rid of the three corpses.

As Crazy Mehmet was on his way back to the tavern for his raki, the sun was 

rising. He saw a priest, riding his donkey,5 on the way to his church. The 

priest rode along rapidly, "tekker, tekker, tekker."

"Oho!" said Crazy Mehmet, "so that is how you do it! I throw you into the 

middle of the bottomless lake, and you beat me back to the tavern by riding a 

donkey." He grabbed the priest off the donkey, took him to the lake, and 

threw him in. Then he threw the donkey in, too.

Crazy Mehmet ran all the way back to the tavern and said, "I have thrown 

him into the middle of the lake for the fourth time, and this time he won't come

for I have thrown his donkey in, too

The tavern keeper was curious about this, but he simply said, "All right,

is your barrel of rakt." So Crazy Mehmet had all the raki that he wanted 
to drink.

The village hoca, the teacher-preacher, commonly rides a donkey, and so 
his parallel, the priest, is given a donkey. Nasreddin Hoca, the principal 
hoca image in folktales of Turkey, had a donkey which figures in many of the 
countless tales about him; on postcards, greeting cards, and various decora
tions, Nasreddin Hoca is shown riding his donkey, usually seated on it backwards.


