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Story #632 (1961-62, Tape #13) Narrator: Hatice Geng, 60

Location: iskenderun, kaza town
of Hatay Province

Date: February 1962

63— H#632—

(Kelo_g_lg and the Hoca) Who Owned a(Bath— (v
=t Wt -
There once were a hoca and his f#ife who owned aW

had a keloflan [baldheaded boy] who cleaned the (urnacte, and kept
the @going in the bathhouse. The keloglan, however, was very
clever. Clavesets —-oF K&_ﬁ__/;‘:\-—

The hoca would go to the bathhouse every day and sit at the
cashiep's place. Every once in a while the keloglan would say to
his mother, '"It is very hard to get any money from the hoca. He
does not pay me my wages."

His mother said, "Oh, son."

The keloglan then asked, "Do you still have the long @
you wore when you became a @? And the long hair you had which
got cut off?®

"] do," said his mother.

"Can you get them for me?" asked the boy.

Topslurtelohe (e on his mother's GoRiiaa ESED and placed her GID

be @
on his bald head. Tying a thin(§card over the hair, he went to

the bathhouse. When he got there, he asked the bath keeper, "What
are you doing, é%?"
The hoca replied, "I am just sitting here, child.”

"When will the men come out so that I can go in?" asked the
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keloglan.

The hoca: "They'll be out any time now, but I could give
you a separate room, and you could stay there."

The boy: "No, I couldn't stay there. Whenever they get out,
I shall then come back."

The hoca then said, "Could you go get my(giéég; from my home,
(@anghterg"

The boy replied, "Where is your home, uncle?"

"Right across the street."

The kelo#lan went across the street, knocked on the door, and
told the wife that the hoca wanted his dinner. She went in and got

his dinner and took it to the hoca. The hoca ate his dinner which
Ms o The

The next day, the keloglan told his mother he would go to the

the keloglan had just brought and started making

"girl. n

hoca once again [in disguise]. His mother said, "All right."

And the boy once sagain went to the bathhouse. The hoca, see-
ing the "girl,! said, "Would you go and get my dinner again,
daughter? This time, have my wife make(Ghicken and ride and maybe

some Qgiéken sou;b too."

A1l right." said keloglan

He went to the hoca's wife, got his dinner, but took it to his
mother instead of taking it to the hoca. His mother exclaimed, "How

wonderful,” and they sat down and ate the dinner and drank the soup.
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Meanwhile, the hoca waited and waited for his dinner, but
when no one brought it to him, he went to his house to see what
had happened. He asked, "Whatever happened to my dinner?"
Meanwhile, his wife, after giving the boy the dinner, had had to go
on an errand.

The "girl" then told the hoca that there were Euests waiting
for him at his home and took him to his house. When they arrived,
the boy said, "The company is downstairs," and directed him down

some dark GE;EEED The hoca, misinterpreting the ''girl's" inten-

tions, started to descend the stairs merrilly. The keloglan then

gave him a swift kick from behind, and the hoca tumbled down to the

moll = ‘L“JV}
bottom of the stairs. The boy left the hoca there, with bloody -
T P ’ Mrgady —— blocth,

nose and mouth and his legs hurting, and returned to his own home.
When the hoca's wife returned, she exclaimed, "Oh, my God. What a

state you are in!" She went to get a(doctors

(In the old days doctors used to go down the street crying,

7 ; “,.—~'K:E§bfﬁoctor, doctor." Of course that was a few hundred years ago.)
/eﬂﬁ‘i‘ £iy
pret to b e i Right then, the bald-headed boy got quickly into a doctor's

Gﬁﬂﬁﬁ"'°é doef o~

costume and went by the hoca's door crying, "Doctor, doctor. Is
there anyone who needs a doctor?"
The hoca mesnwhile, was moaning and crying and would not let
his wife touch him. His wife said, "Hoca, we must call the doctor.
i Look, he is just passing by. Let me call him."
"But, woman, we will have to pay him on;Z;éEE:EEEE:Br exclaimed
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the hoca.

Then the woman said, "Well, let us sacrifice one gold piece
80 that you can get better."

So they called the doctor in. The doctor examined the hoca
thoroughly while he asked the wife to leave the room. Then he said,
"Hoca, you can never get well sitting here. I will take you gold

piece, but I must take you to the bathhouse and apply these (0int-

—

L ]
oy e Crne

[Ahmet Uysal: "On the belly stogfe_?_,!&f;’ff:;mrﬁ__.fe"_' -

— -

But the hoca protested, '"How can I get there?"

The keloglan said, "We'll get you there, but there must be no
one else there, while I minister to your (wounrds) "

And he took him to the bathhouse. He washed his head with
soap and wrapped it with a head dress. Supposedly he was a doctor.
Then he oiled his body, butﬁsedﬁiﬁiigi and also treated him in
several other ways. The poor hoca was all broken up by the day's
events anyway. The keloglan left him there moaning and went straight
to the hoca's house.

He found the hoca's wife there and told her the hoca was just
fine, and that she should go get him, because he had been unable

to get him out of there. The hoca's wife went to the bathhouse to

lThe belly istone is a large round stone, heated or in a not
part of the bath, but in an area of dry heat rather than steam.
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fetch her husband, but could not find him anywhere. ¥inally, she
found him lying on the belly stone moaning and groaning, lamenting
that he was dying. His wife helped him up and they made their way
home. On the way, the hoca said, "Woman, the kelo¥lan is behind
all these mishaps that have befallen me.!

And the wife replied, "Is that so, husband?"

The hoca had a faithful man. He called him and told him to
get a@ and parade it on the streets, crying out, "A camel
for a ride. For a piece of gold, a camel to ride."

Meanwhile, the keloglan was preparing himself. Wwhile the man

paraded the camel in the street, he ran into a(fortune-telled who

cried, "I tell fortunes. Have your fortune told, and be more
fortunate.!" The faithful man got to talking with the fortune~
teller. Meanwhile, the bald-headed boy came riding on a(ﬁéiE)
and recognized the hoca's faithful man. He approached him and
told him the fortune-teller was very good at her trade and that
she was an exceptional fortune-teller. While the faithful man
became engrossed in conversation with the fortune teller, the
keloglan ran off with the camel. In the midst of his fortune-
telling, the faithful man happened to look up and exclaimed,
"Whatever happened to the camel?"

Tha(EiiEp fortune teller, in her dialect, said, ""Oh, the
camel. The fellow standing by took it a long time ago."

The poor faithful man was distraught at having lost the
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hoca's camel. He went to the hoca and told him what had happened.
The hoca was angry at the loss but told the faithful man to go

out and cry out, "Camel meat! Camel meat! For the love o

who has some camel meat?"

Soy the faithful man went out on the street, and together

with the street @ﬁi—ﬁﬁiﬂjjcried out, "Some camel meat! Some camel

meat! TFor the love of God, who has some camel meat?" The bald-

headed boy's mother, who was at home, heard the street criers and
came out to inquire why anyone should want camel meat. She asked
the faithful man why he needed camel meat, and he said, "Oh lady,
we have a sick man, and the doctor says that the only thing that

will cure him is eating some camel meat."

The keloglan's mother said, "My poor fellow, I wish I could
help you out, but our camel meat is all finished. However, the
head remains, and I could give that to you."

The faithful man happily exclaimed, "May God bless you, (Iady)
and all your r as well. May all that you touch turn to
gold." And he quickly marked the door of the bald-headed boy's
house with an "X" sign in tar.

At about this time the keloZlan returned home and asked his
mother, "How are you, Mother? How is everything going? Do we have
meat to eat?"

And the mother replied, "Everything is fine, son. But the
meat is all finished. I had the head of the camel that remained,

but there was a fellow walking the street asking for camel meat,
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and I gave him the head."

"Oh,Mother. what did you do? What kind of a fellow was he?"
asked the bald~headed boy.

And the mother said, "well, son, he was asking for camel meat
because he had a sick man who could only be cured by eating some

camel meat."

The keloflan was very alert and grasped the situation imme-

diately and said. "It is some kind of a tzzc Look, he took the
head of the camel, but also marked the door with (tar) We should
have some tar around here. Would you fetch it for me?"

His mother went and brought him a peil of tar. The bald-

headed boy took the tar and made the same mark on eery door in +Far -~ a¥reo

T';L_:ﬂ;_ﬂz - A v S ‘“? .
his neighborhood. dis Qp‘pw'\,s jff Orang j“ ooy v avsrwod

Meanwhile, the hoca, having been informed of the latest develop-
ments, went out to find the keloglan's house. When he discovered
that all the houses had the same mark, he became furious with his
faithful man and shouted, "May both your eyes never be blind! How
can I ever find the keloglan's house when you have made the same
5ign on every door?" Since they were unable to find the house,
they returned. The hoca tried and tried to find a way to catch
the keloglan. Come what might, he was determined to catch him.

They kept watch, and when the keloglan was seen riding his mule,
they went after him and caught him. They told the @'s men

that he was a €hied and had him thrown into (LD

The keloglan found out that the keeper at the jail was a
K:ﬁ:v - of 3.601
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story lover. He struck up conversation with the keeper, and
after they had talked about general subjects for a while, he asked
him, keeper, do you like tales?"

The jailer brightened with/—(enthusiasg and replied, "I love

tales."

The keloflan then said, "I'1l tell you the most beautiful
tales in the world, but you will let me go free for twenty-four
hours."

The jailer said, "If you tell me stories, I'll do anything you
want,."

So, the keloflan told him many wonderful tales, and the
Jailer was overjoyed by them, and he let him go for twenty-four
hours. The keloglan went straight to a @:r:@'s shop and had a

Qi::il costumedmade of @ Be had zsmal@l} sewn on every bit of
fur. The costume was completed in twenty-four hours, and the
keloglan returned to jail, just as he had Promised.

The jailer was delighted to see him and said, "Good for you, my
boy. You came back just as you promised. You can be trusted on
any account."

Upon hearing that statement, the keloglan said,

favor to ask of you.

him which passage he should take, where thegzm:dn;; slept, and

so forth. He stressed the importance of being careful about the
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guards and told him they would cut him into bits if they caught
him.

[Abmet Uysal: "Was the jail part of the sultan's palace?"
Narrator: "Yes, they were both in the same building."]

So, the keloglan took some(gleeping powderr—yes, sleeping

powder-——and went along his way sprinkling the powder here and
there as he encountered adversaries, and finally got to the
sultan's sleeping chamber. He stocd by the sultan's bed, and
when the sultan woke up, he told him he was thW
and that he had come to take him. The sultan became very frightened, fizﬁiil
got on hisﬁéé;;) and begged him to spare his life and promised
him anything his (heart) might desire. As the keloglan moved
closer, all the bells on his costume jingled. The sultan was so
terrified that he almost died, right there and then. The keloglan
continuwed frightening him and asked him for his daughter. "COther-
wise I shall come every night to you until I have your(éééi) So,
if you do give me your daughter, it will be best for you. Other-
wise, I shall be back each night for you."
The frightened sultan, in order to save hisz soul from the
devil, promised to announce the giving of his daughter's hand to
him the next moraing.

(I should have told you that the Angel of Death asked for the

27he Moslem and Jewish Angel of Death is Azrail. He is not
usually pictured as a devil but as a winged being. The devil
figure often comes for the soul of a person whose death is due in
the Christian tradition, as with Faust.
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sultan's daughter not for himself but for a friend who was in
jail.)
[(Woman interrupts to recapitulate action and remind narrator
where he had left off.]

So the sultan ordered the keloglan to be released from prison,
and the keloflan got out of jail. The sultan told him he would
give hi(z:ﬁd‘%}’e_d_agghter's hand in marriage to him and that there

—
would be@rty days and forty night@ of celebration.

The keloglan protested slightly to this fortune, but, of

course, inwardly he was rejoicing at this turn of events. Every-

one was astounded that the sultan would give his daughter to a

poor keloglan. But everyone celebrated é’o—;{:y d@ and(iorty

_ﬁghts)



