
Story 1059 (1972 Tape 7) Narrator: Esina l|[oca
Location: Seyran village, 

Karaciibey kaza, 
Bursa Province

Date: February .̂972

When this fisherman died, his wife decided |that she did 
not want her infant son to follow his fatl^r's trade.
She therefore packed up all of the fisherman's nets and 
other equipment and stored them in the atti[c. She had a 
neighbor who had a large and very prosperous farm, and 
wished to have her son become a farmer.

When the boy grew up, he said one day |to his mother, 
"Mother, what was my father's trade? It i^ time that I 
start working now. What work did my fatheij do?"

His mother said to the boy, "Your father was a farmer." 
To herself she said, "If I tell him that, tjhen he will 
choose to become a farmer." She then went |to visit her 
prosperous nesighbor and said, "Please give |my son a job 
on your farm. Teach him how to farm, for ]j want him to 
become a farmer

"All right," said the neighbor. "Tellj him to come 
here."

The following day the boy went to thei|r neighbor's
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farm. There he was given a team of oxen and told, "Plow 
this field."

Thinking that he had to plow that field in one day, 
he said, "Alas, white ox! Alas, black ox!" He worked the 
oxen so hard that day that one of them fell dead from ex
haustion. At the end of the day he returned with just 
one ox.

The neighbor said to him, "Where is your other ox, 
my son?"

"That other ox died," the boy said.
The neighbor thought, "What can we do about that?

The appointed hour of the ox's death arrived, and so it 
died."

next day they gave him another team of oxen and 
told him to plow. Again he said, "Alas, white ox! Alas, 
black ox!" And again he worked them so hard that one of 
the oxen died

When he returned to the neighbor's house in the 
evening, they asked him, "Where is your other ox?"

"He died."
The neighbor then said to him, "You are not the kind 

of worker we need. We don't want you to work here any 
longer. You may go wherever you wish, but don't come
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back here again.
The boy went home and said to his mother, "Mother I 

cannot work any longer on our neighbor's fâ rm. I cannot 
become a farmer. Tell me the truth about mjf father's trade, 

I shall do that kind of work."
His mother said, "Very well Your father was a (fish^ 

erman." Then she unpacked the nets and oth^r fishing tackle 
gave them to the boy. On the following| day he went to 
river and began fishing.
When the other ( ^ shermeh^saw him there they said

among themselves, "The son of our former fiishing companion 
now begun to follow his father's trade. Let us see 

what he will charge for the fish he catches
On the first day the son of the fisherman caught one 

fish. In the evening he started back to th^ village car- 
the fish. Along the way he came to a | coffeehouse 

where other fishermen were sitting. They called out to 
him, saying, "Stop here with us for a while] Son of the 
Fisherman. What price will you charge for jour fish?"

"I have never caught any fish before, <fnd I have 
never sold any fish before, and so I do not|know anything 
about prices. You know about such prices. Buy the fish 
and give me what it is worth."
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They said, "No, no Name your price."
"How can I know about the price? But purely

ncThey finally bought the fish from t 
kurus.1 Taking this money home, he said, "Mother, this 
job is better than the first one I had. I ][ike this 
job.

The following day he caught another fiŝ h, and he sold 
it for the same price, 200 kurus. This wenij. on day after 
day. One day, however, he caught a beautiful fish, and, 
admiring it, he said to himself, "I shall neft sell this 
fish even if they offer me a thousand liras |for it."
Taking this fish home, he made a pool for itj. in the garden 
and placed it in that pool

A few days later some of the friends o^ the Son of 
the Fisherman went to his house and said to |his mother, 
"Where is your son? We have not seen him for several 
days.

The boy, who was in the garden watching the fish in 
the pool, heard them and came out to the front of the 
house at once. He said, "What do you want ijie for? Why

1The kurus was 1/100 of a lira. Devaluation of the 
lira— there were 1,600 liras to the U.S. dollar by the 
late 1980s— made the kurus meaningless by the 1970s.
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have you been looking for me? I have something to keep 
me busy right here at home now."

"Let us see what it is that keeps you (Dccupied here.
"Of course," he said, inviting them in|to the garden, 

went with him into the garden and] admired the 
beautiful fish swimming about in the pool. They then 
said, "You have an attractive house and an (attractive gar
den. Why don't you invite us here for dinnjer so that we 
can have a good time together?"

"All right," he said. "Come tomorrow (evening."
On the following day he went to the majrket and bought 

various kinds of food for the dinner. Takijng these home 
to his mother, he said, "Please prepare the|se for a dinner 
for my friends."

His mother said, "All right, but beforje I start cooking 
that food, I want to visit one of the neighbor women brief
ly."

After the mother had gone, the fish came out of the 
pool, tookoff its skin, and set to work. She cooked 
all the food required for the dinner, set cjut the necessary 
dishes, and put the house in order. After |she had accom
plished all this, the fish put on its skin |again and jumped 
back into the; pool.
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When the boy's mother returned from the neighbor's 
house, she was surprised to find that all of the food for 
the dinner had been cooked. It was all ready to eat.

The friends of the Son of the Fisherman came then 
They enjoyed the dinner very much, and they had a good 
time talking and eating that evening. As they were leaving, 
the Son of the Fisherman said, "This was very pleasant 
Come back tomorrow evening and we shall do the same thing 
then."

On the following day the Son of the Fisherman bought 
more food and took it home to be cooked for the dinner. Again 
the mother went briefly to the home of one of her neighbors 
before starting work on the dinner.

As soon as the boy's mother had left the house, the 
fish again came out of the pool and removed its skin. It 
then cooked all of the food, laid out the necessary dishes, 
and set the house in order for the arrival of the guests. 
Then, putting on its fish skin, it again jumped back into 
the pool.

When the woman returned from the neighbor's house, 
she said to herself, "Oh my God, what is going on here?"
But she said nothing to her son about this

During the meal the Son of the Fisherman said, "This
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food is unusually delicious! Mother, you h^ve never before 
cooked food as delicious as this. How can we explain 
the marvelous flavor of this food?"

"Oh-h-h, my son," she said, "God causejd this food to 
be so tasty."

But the boy was not satisfied with thajt answer. He 
decided to remain at home the following day] and watch 
closely to see what happened. The next day] he began 
watching. At first nothing happened. After his mother 

left the house, however, the fish came out of the 
pool, took off its skin, and went into the kitchen. The
fish had turned into a very beautiful girl.
her, the boy realized that she was as . Lful as the
fourteenth of the moon.

Gazing at

When she saw what he was doing with th£ fish skin, 
she said, "Alas, don't do that!"'* But the ¡fish skin was 
burned, and very soon after that the Son of]the Fisherman

2Throughout the Middle East— and nowhere more than in 
Turkey— the moon is a symbol of beauty. It is considered 
most beautiful when it is full. On the Moslem lunar calen
dar— no longer the official calendar but still used to 
record the religious year— the moon is full on the four
teenth night of the month.

3 . . .However well the fish girl adjusts to
and no matter how much she was attracting t
Fisherman, she still makes this last effort
her relationship with the other world.

ordinary life 
le Son of the 
to preserve

r



_^ Everyone talked about the great beauty lof this girl
j! and after a while even the padi§ah heard about her.

-fW 7one reported to him,

"I want you to bring me a very special bunch of grapes.
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about it. He said to himself, 0 my God, how can I ever 
find such a bunch of grapes?"

When he arrived back home, his wife said to him, 
"What did the padisah want of you? Tell me." When the
boy had repeated to her everything that the padisah had
said, she said, "There is nothing easier than that. Go

5to the river and ask Big Sister Fatma for $uch a bunch of 
grapes. We have a great many grapes in our]vineyard

Going to the river bank, the Son of the Fisherman
shouted, "Hey, Big Sister Fatma! Hey, Big Sister Fatma

£Hey, Big Sister Fatma!"
"Hey!" someone said.
The Son of the Fisherman said, "Your younger sister 

sent me to you. You are to give me a bunch |of grapes, 
a bunch that has just three grapes in it."

"All right," she said, and disappeared.] Very quickly 
she returned with a bunch of grapes that contained just 
three grapes.

^There is truncation here. In many variants the exact 
speech of the padisah is repeated. Folk audiences like 
such repetition.

5The Turkish here is Fatma abla; such c. construction 
would normally be elided to Fatma* abla. Big 
older.

®The Turkish here is Fatma abla hul

here means
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Taking the grapes, he returned home witjh theiti. They 
had lunch, and after eating the other foods, they ate a 
grape from the special bunch. As soon as th|ey pulled a 
grape from the bunch, another immediately appeared in its 
place.

The Son of the Fisherman then took the bunch of grapes 
to the padi§ah and placed it upon a table bejfore the ruler. 
The padi§ah ate grape after grape; his children ate grape 
after grape; everyone ate grape after grape. But no matter 
how many grapes they ate, there were still two grapes on 
the bunch.

It was not long before the padigah again called the 
boy to his presence. He said, "I have another task for

The boy answered, "Let me hear what it |is.
The padi§ah said, "My mother died twenty years ago 

At the time of her death she was wearing upon her finger a 
ring of mine. I want you to go and get that [ring and bring 
it back to me."

"All right, Your Majesty," said the boy. Returning 
home, the boy told his wife, "The padigah has ordered me 
to recover a finger ring of his that was worn by his mother 
when she died twenty years ago.

"Don't worry about it," his wife said. "It will be
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easy to get it. Just go and ask Big Sister Fatma to help 
you get it."

Going to the river, the Son of the Fisherman shouted, 
"Hey, Big Sister Fatma! Hey, Big Sister Fatma! Hey, Big 
Sister Fatma!"

"Hey!" someone said.
"Your younger sister sent me to you for help. The 

padisah's mother died twenty years ago. At the time of her 
death she was wearing on her finger a ring that belonged 
to her son. He ordered me to recover that ring for him

Big Sister Fatma said, "Follow me."
They walked and walked, and finally they came to a 

place where Big Sister Fatma said to him, "I shall leave 
you here." Pointing off to one side, she said, "You must 
go to that grave over there."

The boy went to that grave and knocked on its door 
When the padigah's mother opened the door, the boy could 
see that she had been combing her hair. She said, "Are 
you a human being or a^jlnn^'^

The boy answered, "I am not a jinn but a human being.
7 .Anyone mxght ask a person that question if the person 

surprises him by appearing in an unlikely place— especially 
if the person's presence there seems in any way uncanny.
The formulaic expression is inmisin cinmisin?
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Your son sent me here to you. He wants bacjc from you 
ring of his which you were wearing at |:he time of 
death
The woman said, "May he go blind! I had to put up 

with him and his problems for many, many ye^rs in the 
real world. Haven't I done enough for him ^lready?
Now he has hunted me down even here in the afterlife!" 
Regardless of her remarks, however, she took the ring 
from her finger and gave it to the Son of -(the Fisherman. 
The boy walked to the palace and delivered j:he ring to 
the padigah, placing it upon a table before]the ruler

After a few days had passed, the Son o |e the Fisher
man was again summoned into the padigah's presence. The 
ruler said, "I have another task for you to accomplish.
If you can accomplish it, all will be well;|but if you 
fail to accomplish it, you will be executed|"

"Tell me about the task," said the boy 
The padigah said, "I want you to bring] me three eggs 
from one of these eggs the foal of a donkey must come 

forth."
When the Son of the Fisherman went home, his wife 

asked him, "What did the padigah say to you?"
"The padigah ordered me to take to himi three eggs,
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from one of which the foal of a donkey must | come forth.
His wife said, "Go and ask my Big Sister Fatma for 

this."
Going once more to the river, the Son <|>f the Fisher

man called, "Hey, Big Sister Fatma Hey, Big Sister Fatma
Big Sister Fatma!"
"Hey!" she answered. "What is it that you need this 

time?"
"I need three eggs, from one of which the foal of a 

donkey must come forth." She gave him thre^ eggs, and 
the boy started home.

As he was walking along, one of the eggs was broken.
4

A donkey foal immediately sprang forth from the broken 
egg and ran away. After he reached home, another one of the 
eggs was accidentally broken, and a second foal fled from 
it. Then only one of the eggs remained. He took that

egg very carefully to the palace and delivered it 
to the padi§ah. There were many people gathered at the 
palace. They had all come to see the Son of the Fisher
man executed, for no one could believe that he would be 
able to bring an egg from which a donkey's foal would 
come forth. But when the egg was broken open, a small 
donkey climbed out of it, shook himself, and ran away
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The padisah was greatly confused at the sight of the 
donkey1s foal.

A few days later the Son of the Fisherman was once 
more summoned to the palace. There the padisah said to

"I have one final task for you to perform. I want 
to bring to me a newborn baby who will speak to me 

even though he is not yet a day old
When the Son of the Fisherman returned home, his 

wife asked him, "What did he give you to do this time?" 
After the young man had repeated the words of the padisah, 
his wife said, "Go immediately and be quick about it! My 
older sister is having a child right at this moment. Get 
him and take him to the padisah."

Going still once more to the river, the Son of the 
Fisherman shouted, "Hey, Big Sister Fatma! Hey, Big Sister 
Fatma! Hey, Big Sister Fatma!"

"Hey!" she responded.
"Your younger sister said that you had just had a 

baby. Let me borrow that baby for a little while so that 
I can take him to the padisah."

Big Sister Fatma covered up the newborn baby and 
handed him to the Son of the Fisherman. On his way home, 
the young man lifted one corner of the blanket and glanced



Story 1059

at the baby. The newborn child gave him a[disgusted 
look. The young man carried the baby to his own home 
first. There his wife caressed the child for a few minutes 
and then sent him along to the palace.

When the Son of the Fisherman arrived at the palace 
with the baby, he saw that almost everyone in the city 
had gathered there to see him executed. Tl|e young man 
placed the baby before the padigah

"Make the baby stand up," said the padigah.
But the baby said, "Speak to me, not tjo him, my 

padigah! What do you want from me? First |you asked for 
a bunch of grapes from which people could eat and eat 
and eat without using up the grapes. Is that possible?
Then you asked to have your ring recovered from your 
mother, who had been dead for twenty years. Has any 
such event ever been recorded in history? Next you asked 
for an egg from which a donkey foal would come forth 
Who ever heard of such a thing? Finally, you have now 
disturbed me before I was even completely b|orn." Having 
said that, the baby snatched the padigah's |sword and 
killed the ruler with it. Then he began swinging the 
sword in every direction, killing many people crowded 
around the throne. That is how the story ejnds


