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Some Adven

Location: Duracasi village,
Gole kaza,
Kars Province

Date: April 23, 1977
Tale taped by Ahmet Ali Arslan

tures of My Youth
One day we went to Kalgizman^ to get a large quantity of 

“salt*». Some of our neighbors went along with us for the same
purpose. After we had reached Ka^izman and loaded many bags 
of salt on the backs of our ^onkey^ we got ready to start 

One of our neighbors, however, said, "We have been 
traveling for a long while|. We need something to eat. Let 
us buy some food and have la lavish meal. What should we buy? 
What should we cook?"

While they were discussing this, I approached one of them 
said, "There is a lot of bekme^ made in this town. Let's 
some, and then I shall make some (helvaf for us."
They asked me, "Do you know how to cook?"
I said, "Yes, I know how. I learned that skill from my 

mother. Go and ask my father if that is not so. If he will

1 A kaza town in extreme south-central Kars Province
 ̂ A heavy syrup made jay boiling down grape juice.
3 A confection made wfth sesame-seed oil, flour, and 

some liquid sweetener such!as honey or pekmez.
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give me permission, I can ^ook for all of us.
They went to ask my father about this. My father said, 

"He doesn't know anything ^bout cooking He doesn't know 
what he is talking about."

"Oh, no!" they said. "He told us he could cook.
My father said, "Very well, then, but I shall not be 

responsible for anything h\> does. Whether he cooks well or 
badly is something I'll sp^ak to him about later.

The neighbors went to| buy the ingredients. They bought 
some butter, flour, and pejcmez. We built a fire, and I melted 
some of the butter. I poured some flour into the melted 
butter and started to browjn the mixture. I cooked it and 
stirred it, stirred it and cooked it. I suddenly remembered 
that I had not put any sal̂ : in it. Breaking off a chunk of 
salt that weighed about a jcilogram, I shredded it into tiny 
pieces and poured it into the mixture. I then made some 
ŝherbet^ from the pekmez and poured that into the mixture too. 
But I am afraid, however, jthat I put in too much salt and that 
I browned the butter and fjLour too long.

After they had arranged something to serve as a table,

In the Middle East s 
it is in the U.S. It is a 
could be made by diluting 
diluted just very slightly 
for the sweetening needed 
would have been better.

lerbet is not the frozen dessert that 
cold, sweet fruit drink. Sherbet 

pekmez in water, but unless it were
it would be too thin and too sour 

for helva. The undiluted pekmez
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they sat down to eat. Thesy had bought some lavas bread,^ 
and they were going to spread the helva cjn this bread. I was 
sitting by my father when[everyone started to eat. Several 
of them took a small spooijful of the hel^a just to taste it, 
and each of those who did so spat it out immediately. My 
father got a strange expression on his face and asked them, 
"What is wrong with it?" After he had also tasted it, he 
understood what was wrong with it. It was very salty and sour 
Turning to me, he said, "y|ou did not cool̂  it correctly! You 
ruined it!" He slapped mej so hard that all of my nose and 
mouth were distorted. Taking off a shoe, he arose and tried 
to beat me with it, but ou|r friends stopped him.

I ran away from my father's side and went to a wagon 
where I sat alongside one of the wheels and cried. I said to 
myself, "When they go to bed tonight, I shall run away from 
them." That is how angry I was at my father.

After a while, night came. My father came to where I 
had our blankets. As soon as I saw that he was sleeping 
deeply, I got up and started walking as fast as I could, 
though I did not know in w îat direction I was going. The 
light of dawn was getting brighter now, ajid I could see smoke 
rising a long way ahead of me. As I hastened toward it, I
realized that the smoke wa 

5
s rising from a

A thin bread, somewhat like the weltL-known Turkish pide bread.

fairly large city,
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but in those days I really didn't know what a city was.
In the market quarter]of that city a gentleman came 

walking along in my direction. He was driving a cow along 
before him as he came. When he saw me, he acted rather 
picious about me. He said| "My son, you look like a stranger." 
I told him that I was indeed a stranger. He then asked me, 
"Well, why are you walking about in this way?"

I said, I am trying .̂o find a job as a servant 
He said, "Oh-h-h, I jî st happen to need a servant. Come 

along and work for me. I ^hall buy two kilograms of meat from 
a butcher here. Take it tcj> my wife and tell her to cook it 
for my lunch. I have some[things yet to attend to in this 
quarter of the city, but I[shall be home for lunch

I said, "But, Sir, I ĉ o not know where your home is. How 
shall I know which house id yours?"

"Well, I am known as Ahmet (fjTencPiy and anyone you meet 
can tell you where I live. But if you will take this cow along 
with you, it will lead you to the correct house. Follow the 
cow. She will take you th^re. Whatever house the cow stops 
in front of will be my houde."

Efendi is a respectful epithet following a man's name.
Besides being used in this 
as a noun, just as the the 
of a clergyman can be used 
"Good morning, Reverend."

adjectival way, it can also be used 
adjective Reverend before the name 
as a title apart from the name: 
Although once used to honor men of 

distinction, the term has had so much of its prestige eroded 
in the twentieth century thjat it is now applied only to 
servants and children.
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"All right," I said
After he had purchased the two kilograms of meat and 

handed the package to me, jl started walking along behind the 
cow in order to reach Ahmet ^tend^'s house. The cow turned 
this corner and that corner, and it was just going around a 
bhird corner when it was attacked by some loud-barking wild 
c[6^. I set the meat on a rock, grabbed a stick, and went 
to the defense of the poor cow. I ran as quickly as I could 
and began striking the dogfe with the stick. I finally managed 
to drive them off, but it was too late, for the cow was al
ready dying. I turned back then to get the meat, but one of 
the dogs had already carried it off. I caught a glimpse of 
him as he ran out of sight with it. "Oh, God, what shall I 
do now?" I asked myself.

Well, I knew that the man's name was Ahmet Efendi. I 
asked the first person I encountered where Ahmet Efendi's 
house was, and he showed me where it was located. When I 
knocked on the door of that house, a woman opened it and asked, 
"Who are you? Where have you come from? What are you doing 
here?"

I told her, "Your husband, Ahmet (̂ fe'ndiT*) hired me as a 
servant. He gave me his cdw to bring here, and he also bought 
two kilograms of meat and gave that to me to bring also. He 
said, 'Tell my wife to cook this meat. I shall come home and
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it for lunch.'"
The woman said, "Thatj is all very well, but where is the 

cow? Where is the meat?"

I said, "Ah, ah! Don't ask me that. The cow was killed 
by wild dogs as we were on the way here. I placed the meat 
on a rock so that I could ^o to help the cow, but while I was 
busy beating off the pack |of dogs, one of them went to the 

and carried off the m^at."
The woman shook her h^ad and said, "Oh, son! You have 

caused us a serious loss, but I cannot really blame you for it. 
It was not all your fault. The greater blame belongs to my 
husband. And then she said, "Come in, my son; come inside."

She then took me to tjie barn and gavé me some work to do. 
She had me clean the animal stalls and thën wash off the
animals. "Don't worry," she said. "I^sh£jl try to conciliate 
my husband."

After a while the /aqâ
Where is the boy I sent h^re? Hasn't he arrived yet?"

His wife said, "Yes, l)ie came."
The then asked, "Well, then, where is my lunch? Have

you cooked it? I sent you two kilograms of meat."
7 .An aqa {English aqha) is a rural landowner. The stereo

type pictures him as wealthy and powerful, and some are just 
that. Many rural landowners, however, are small farmers doing 
little more than making a meagre living.

got home. He asked his wife,
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She answered, "Such a master as you are gets such a ser
vant as this one is!"

"Why? What happened?" he asked.
Don't you know that the neighbors' dogs have always 

harassed our cow? You gavej the cow to this boy to bring home 
without even warning him about that As a result, the dogs 
killed the cow. And while |he was trying to protect the cow, 
a dog carried off the package of meat."

"Oh, God, how could sijch a thing happen?" he asked.
"It is all your fault The poor boy! How could he know 

that there would be dogs th|at would kill the cow?"
Anyway, they cooked something else for the noon meal, 

and we ate it. We then talked about what salary I was to 
receive for my work. After] some discussion, they decided to 
pay me fifty liras per montai.

After a few days had pjassed, my master came to me one 
and said, 'Our villjage people will go to the forest 

tomorrow to cut wood. You |go with them and bring home a load 
of wood for us."

I said, "Yes, my master.
I woke up early the following meaning. After feeding all

the animals in the barn, I put packr'saddles^ on two horses and
prepared to go to the forest with the other villagers. But I 
then discovered that all of the neighbors had gone to the
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while

You just go straight down 
this road, and when you dome to the end of this road, you

Walking

slightly. "My God, what is that?" I asked myself. When I 
got a little closer, I cojild see that it was a/camel)— perhaps

arrived and everything was in darkness, 
which I could then return home

the horses' necks to keep them together, and then I turned

just a stray camel or one that a merchant had carelessly
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allowed to separate from some ts^ravaiu) While the camel was 
sleeping, my horses had accidentally walked on either side of 
it as they grazed. The ifope holding the horses had rubbed 
the camel's back and awakened it. When the startled camel 
had arisen, it had liftec| the two horses off their feet by 
the rope around their nec^ks, and in this way both horses 
had been strangled. I cî t the rope, and the horses fell to 
the ground dead. Taking the pack saddles off the horses, I 
put both of them on my ov̂ n back. Then I walked and walked 
and walked until I finally reached my master's house.

When the(QaaXs wife opened the door in response to my 
knocking, I handed her the two heavy pack saddles. She 
looked at them, and she looked at me, and she then asked, 
"What happened? Where is the wood? Where are the horses?"

I said to her, "Oh, my lady, the horses were dead, 
and so I took their saddles and brought them back. I never 
saw either the forest or (cur neighbors."

She shook her head ajjain, and then she said very sadly, 
"Oh, son, this is the secjcnd mishap you have had since coming 
here to us. May God granjt that it may all work out well in 
the end."

After a while the returned home and spoke to his 
wife: "Hey, wife, did the servant boy get home yet? Did 
he bring us very much wooil?"



Story 929

No, she said. The|i she added, "Such a master as you 
are gets such a servant a^ this one!"

Confused, the^ga^ as.ced, "What has happened now?"
She answered, "What pould happen? The horses are dead—  

they stabbed themselves— and the servant took off their pack 
saddles and carried them back here."

The aga was very angjry. He asked his wife, "Where is 
that boy? Where is he? I shall give him a few resounding 
slaps!"

But his wife said, "No, you do not have any right to do 
that. Once more it is all your fault. You did not see to 
it that he went with the Neighbors. The poor boy got lost 
and then he had this accident." Speaking in this way, she 
was able, after a while, to calm him down

Several days now passed very quietly. Then one morning 
the îffa) said to me, "My boy, come along with me. Today we 
shall go bird-Kiuntinth," And so we went hunting. He had two 
hunting (ciogsy both hounds and a h^nting^birciy a (parrot.
He took the two hounds and he placed th^ parrot in my hands
He said, "Now, if any animal comes from/ nfiy side, I'll call to
you, and then you should tyit the bird t/o make it take to

In a land long famous for its (falct^nry, there are often 
references to that ancient sport. There ~are also spoofs of the 
sport, such as Nasreddin Hoca's hunting with a crow. Using 
a parrot for that purpose would also seem to be a spoof, and 
one quite in keeping with the general absurdity of this tale.
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air.
"All right," I said.
Right at that moment a ^bbitT^came out of the brush 

right alongside of the He yelled to me to release
the bird. I hit the bird to make it fly, but instead of
flying, it just collapsed] in my hands. I tried twice to make 
it fly, but it was no use.

The aga yelled at me again, "Hurry Hit the bird!"
I shouted back, "Oh, Master, he couldn't fly! He didn't 

fly even a little!"

He said, "Come here, boy. How are you handling the bird? 
me what you did to mjake him fly."
I went to him and sa[ld, "My A£a, the first time you 

called to me, I hit the bird like this, but he didn't fly. 
Instead, he just collapseji in my hands."

When the aga saw me |iit the bird, he became very angry.
He said, "My God, how coujLd you ever hit a bird like that—  

like a stupid fool? You ^hould hit it by prodding it with 
a very small force.
"But, my Master, you never told me how hard to hit the 

bird. You said to hit it| and that is what I did."
He said, "All right. Let us let it go at that. This 

is the third mishap you h^ve had since coming to work for us 
This caused a great loss ^o me. Here I have lost my bird
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before we even started to hunt. Come now, and let us go 
back home." And so it was that we began our return trip.

After a while we came to a village that had andiron
r— 4.^ 2- ----
gate/) My aQa said to mej "I am going to stop for a while at
this village in order to collect some money that is owed to

/ — s'me. You take the hounds and my î ur coatjhome. But be care
ful and do not, under any circumstances, put my fur coat on 
the backs of the hounds, for they might tear it to pieces."

said, "All right," and I started at once to walk 
homeward. After a while the fur coat seemed to grow heavier 
and heavier upon my arm. I said to myself, "Why should I 
have to carry this heavy coat when these dogs could just as 
well carry it? I can watch them carefully to be sure that 
they do not do it any harm." Saying that, I tied the coat 
carefully across the backs of the two hounds. They carried 
it perfectly well, and I walked along behind them. As we came 
to a hill, the hounds went over its crest just slightly before 
I did. When I passed over the brink of the hill, I saw two 
large flocks of sheep lyipg on the ground, resting. But 
guarding them there were four or five very large (sheepdogs) 
and they were buffeting the hounds about as if they were 
playing with a couple of bones. The fur coat was ripped into 
shreds, and every piece of it went in a different direction. 
The(shepher<is'~put forth a great effort, and I did the same,

6 ^ ^
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to save the hounds, but it 
had quickly killed the two

was a useless task, for the sheepdogs 
9hounds."' What could I do? I 

picked up the many small pieces of fur and continued on to 
the a^a's house. I though^ that I might just place the pieces 
of the fur coat on the threshold of the house and then run
away. But I didn't do that. Instead, I knocked on the door 
tak, tak, tak.

When the affa1s wife saw me, she looked puzzled and asked, 
"Oh, my God! What has happened to you?"

I said to her, Oh, please do not ask me. I had another 
mishap. Then I told her Everything that had happened. When 
she asked me where the aqa was, I said, "He stopped in the 
village o ^ I r on~Ga^e. He ^aid that he had some business to 
do there."

The wife said, "All rijght. Come inside.
But I had decided thatj I could not stay there any longer. 

I said, "Here, take these pieces of fur. When the aqa hears 
about this, he will probabl|y kill me.

She said, "No, nc* don'|t worry. I shall make it up with
him. "

9 For those unacquainted with the Anatolian sheep dog, 
it should be said that this could be quite realistic. Tall, 
powerful, and short-haired, this is a truly formidable dog 
capable of driving off wolves. Beginning in the 1970s and 
1980s the prowess of the Anatolian sheep dog became known 
internationally, and it is now exported to and bred in several 
countries, including the U.S.



;re was

My boy, from where have

the rest of the day. Wheij night was approaching but the: 
still about an hour_of light left, I came to a village. There 
I saw a^fgcia1̂  afT̂ a CountaIn\taking Ritual ablutibps. After 
he had finished doing this, I greeted him: fselaSnlRR

He answered, "Aleykiimselam. 11 
you come? Who are you?"

"My Hoca, I am a poor] man. 
guest in your home for one night?"

"Of course I can, my son." 
house, he said,

Thinking in that manner, I went to the butter jar, but 
Id not find the spoon that the woman had used.
^ A  hoca is a Moslem Driest.

The traditional exchange between strangers in the 
Moslem world: Peace be unto you / And may peace be unto you too. ~ —
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hand into the butter jar, but unfortunately it had a rather 
small neck, and my hand became stuck inside the jar. I pulled 
and pulled, and I tried and tried to get my hand out of that 
jar, but it was impossibl^. I decided, therefore, to keep 
that hand hidden inside oj: my coat.

In a short while the woman returned and set the table 
for dinner. After everyoijie had been seated around the table, 
we started to eat. I als<|> began to eat, but I did so with 
my left hand, for my righ| hand was still in the butter jar 
inside my coat. The hoca took hold of my wrist and said,
"My son, I do not know you, and I think that you do not know 
me. Only an enemy eats hjs enemy's meal with his left hand.12 
You are not my enemy— are you?"

I said, "I am very scurry, Hoca. Please forgive me. My 
right hand is deformed, arjd I can't use it. I am too em
barrassed about that even |to show my right hand.

"Oh, if that is the cjiase, then it is perfectly all right," 
said the hoca. "Of cours^ you may eat with your left hand. 
Please go right ahead and eat, son."

That was just \|hat I wanted to do, but with my 
left hand I could not manage to eat very much. Most of the
time the spoon ate me! After dinner the hoca went out, and 

12 .For a variety of reasons the left hand is considered 
inferior throughout much cjf the Middle East. To use it in 
the presence of others is to take a chance of offending them



Story 929

I thought, "Now! Now is ^he time to free my hand from the
butter jar." I looked fo]|r a rock against which I could strike
the butter jar and break .̂t. I saw what looked like a lime
stone rock. Going quietl^ to this rock, I struck the jar 
against it with all my strength. As I did so, someone screamed 
at the top of his voice, 'foh, my head! My head Someone has 
broken my head— oh, oh, oh!"

It seems that the white rock was actually theChoca^s
bald head. I started to ifun away just as fast as I could. It
was very dark, and I coulcl not see exactly where I was going.
In running down a bank, I fell into the ̂ himne^) of a house that 
had been built into that bank, and I landed on the hearth 
below. I found myself lying before some cows that were eating 
corn, but since it was nicje and warm there, I decided to spend 
the remainder of the night] there.

After a while a door [opened, and a woman entered the 
stable carrying a covered pan and two loaves of lavas bread. 
She set these on a table there and then went out again. I 
was still very hungry, and so I went immediately to the table 
and uncovered the pan. Finding fe'lva^fcsidef x spread 
the helva on the bread and| began to eat it. It didn't take me 
long to finish all of it. Then I filled the pan with cow 
dung and covered it again. After that, I hid myself and 
waited.
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me

man

Soon the womaivjseturned with a man, and I guessed that 
he must be h e r(^ver^ The man said, "I asked you to make 
some helva. Did you do that?" r | ^

"Yes," said the woman, and she handed the pan to the
The man took a spoonful of what he thought was helva, 

but he quickly spat it out and began shouting. Poor woman!
I really felt sorry for h4r now. The man said, "Woman, what 
is this? This is not hel^a! This is animal manure!" and he 
threw the pan from him violently. It flew through the air and 
struck the wall just above! my head. I ldt out a fierce scream 
that terrified the two, arjd they fled, ^s soon as they 
were gone, I fled too!

It was still very dar|k, and I kept Asking myself, "What 
can I do?" After a while |l came to a hay field where a 
great amount of hay was piled loosely on the ground. This 
seemed to be a good place to stay, and so I crawled beneath 
some of this hay to sleep. But before I could fall asleep 
a young man and a young wdman came along. They must have been 
newlywed or engaged.

The woman said to the man, "Tell me: When did you first
start to like me? And why did you like me?"

The man said, "Remember when you used to go to the 
fountain to get water? I first saw you there, and you were 
carrying a water bucket on your shoulder. I liked you very
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much at that moment. Now yotf tell me: When did you start
to like me?"

The woman said, "Remejmber when you were a policeman? You 
always kept cracking your whip and saying to people, 'Do this! 
Do that Why are you movijng so slowly? Get in line!' You 
seemed to be angry at everyone. That was the time when I began 
to like you. --Come now! Act like that again. Here is your 
whip.

Taking the whip from her, the man began to act as he 
apparently had in former times. Cracking his whip this way 
and that way, he yelled, "̂ tfhat are you doing there? Get in 
line! Hurry up!" As he w|as doing this, he continued to move 
closer and closer to the pjlace where I was lying. I rose up 
suddenly from nowhere and ¡frightened them both out of their 
minds. They fled in panic], leaving behind a basket of fruit 
they had brought there

Light very slowly cam^ into the sky, and when I could 
see clearly, I left the ^ajsture e n d  started walking in the 
direction of my own villag^. It took me several hours to get 
home. There I discovered that the people of my village had 
been searching for me, not] knowing whether I was dead or alive. 
They all seemed glad to se|e me again, and they asked me a great 
many questions about where] I had been and what I had done. I 
told them my whole story, jand now I have told it to you too.


