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Chapter 1

1 AM A CORPSE
I am nothing but a corpse now, a body at the bottom of a well. Though I drew my last breath long
ago and my heart has stopped beating, no one, apart from that vile murderer, knows what's
happened to me. As for that wretch, he felt for my pulse and listened for my breath to be sure I
was dead, then kicked me in the midriff, carried me to the edge of the well, raised me up and
dropped me below. As I fell, my head, which he'd smashed with a stone, broke apart; my face,
my forehead and cheeks, were crushed; my bones shattered, and my mouth filled with blood.

For nearly four days I have been missing: My wife and children must be searching for me;
my daughter, spent from crying, must be staring fretfully at the courtyard gate. Yes, I know
they're all at the window, hoping for my retum.

But, are they truly waiting? I can't even be sure of that. Maybe they've gotten used to my
absence-how dismal! For here, on the other side, one gets the feeling that one's former life
persists. Before my birth there was infinite time, and after my death, inexhaustible time. I never
thought of it before: I'd been living luminously between two eternities of darkness.

I was happy; I know now that I'd been happy. I made the best illuminations in Our
Sultan's workshop; no one could rival my mastery. Through the work I did privately, I earned
nine hundred silver coins a month, which, naturally, only makes all of this even harder to bear.

I was responsible for painting and embellishing books. I illuminated the edges of pages, coloring
their borders with the most lifelike designs of leaves, branches, roses, flowers and birds. I painted
scalloped Chinese-style clouds, clusters of overlapping vines and forests of color that hid
gazelles, galleys, sultans, trees, palaces, horses and hunters. In my youth, I would decorate a
plate, or the back of a mirror, or a chest, or at times, the ceiling of a mansion or of a Bosphorus
manor, or even, a wooden spoon. In later years, however, I only worked on manuscript pages
because Our Sultan paid well for them. I can't say it seems insignificant now. You know the
value of money even when you're dead.

After hearing the miracle of my voice, you might think, "Who cares what you earned

when you were alive? Tell us what you see. Is there life after death? Where's your soul? What



about Heaven and Hell? What's death like? Are you in pain?" You're right, the living are
extremely curious about the Afterlife. Maybe you've heard the story of the man who was so
driven by this curiosity that he roamed among soldiers in battlefields. He sought a man who'd
died and returned to life amid the wounded struggling for their lives in pools of blood, a soldier
who could tell him about the secrets of the Otherworld. But one of Tamerlane's warriors, taking
the seeker for the enemy, cleaved him in half with a smooth stroke of his scimitar, causing him to
conclude that in the Hereafter man gets split in two.

Nonsense! Quite the opposite, I'd even say that souls divided in life merge in the
Hereafter. Contrary to the claims of sinful infidels who've fallen under the sway of the Devil,
there is indeed another world, thank God, and the proof is that I'm speaking to you from here. I've
died, but as you can plainly tell, ] haven't ceased to be. Granted, I must confess, I haven't
encountered the rivers flowing beside the silver and gold kiosks of Heaven, the broad-leaved
trees bearing plump fruit and the beautiful virgins mentioned in the Glorious Koran-though I do
very well recall how of ten and enthusiastically I made pictures of those wide-eyed houris
described in the chapter "That Which Is Coming." Nor is there a trace of those rivers of milk,
wine, fresh water and honey described with such flourish, not in the Koran, but by visionary
dreamers like Ibn Arabi. But I have no intention of tempting the faith of those who live rightfully
through their hopes and visions of the Otherworld, so let me declare that all I've seen relates
specifically to my own very personal circumstances. Any believer with even a little knowledge of
life after death would know that a malcontent in my state would be hard-pressed to see the rivers
of Heaven. |

In short, I, who am known as Master Elegant Effendi, am dead, but [ have not been
buried, and therefore my soul has not completely left my body. This extraordinary situation,
although naturally my case isn't the first, has inflicted horrible suffering upon the immortal part
of me. Though I cannot feel my crushed skull or my decomposing body covered in wounds, full
of broken bones and partially submerged in ice-cold water, I do feel the deep torment of my soul
struggling desperately to escape its mortal coil. It's as if the whole world, along with my body,
were contracting into a bolus of anguish.

I can only compare this contraction to the surprising sense of release I felt during the
unequaled moment of my death. Yes, I instantly understood that the wretch wanted to kill me

when he unexpectedly struck me with a stone and cracked my skull, but I didn't believe he'd



follow through. I suddenly realized I was a hopeful man, something I hadn't been aware of while
living my life in the shadows between workshop and household. I clung passionately to life with
my nails, my fingers and my teeth, which I sank into his skin. I won't bore you with the painful
details of the subsequent blows I received.

When in the course of this agony I knew I would die, an incredible feeling of relief filled
me. I felt this relief during the moment of departure; my arrival to this side was soothing, like the
dream of seeing oneself asleep. The snow- and mud-covered shoes of my murderer were the last
things I noticed. I closed my eyes as if I were going to sleep, and I gently passed over.

My present complaint isn't that my teeth have fallen like nuts into my bloody mouth, or
even that my face has been maimed beyond recognition, or that I've been abandoned in the depths
of a well-it's that everyone assumes I'm still alive. My troubled soul is anguished that my family
and intimates, who, yes, think of me of ten, imagine me engaged in trivial dealings somewhere in
Istanbul, or even chasing after another woman. Enough! Find my body without delay, pray for
me and have me buried. Above all, find my murderer! For even if you bury me in the most
magnificent of tombs, so long as that wretch remains free, I'll writhe restlessly in my grave,
waiting and infecting you all with faithlessness. Find that son-of-a-whore murderer and I’ll tell
you in detail just what I see in the Afterlife-but know this, after he's caught, he must be tortured
by slowly splintering eight or ten of his bones, preferably his ribs, with a vise before piercing his
scalp with skewers made especially for the task by torturers and plucking out his disgusting, oily
hair, strand by strand, so he shrieks each time.

Who is this murderer who vexes me so? Why has he killed me in such a surprising way?
Be curious and mindful of these matters. You say the world is full of base and worthless
criminals? Perhaps this one did it, perhaps that one? In that ease let me caution you: My death
conceals an appalling conspiracy against our religion, our traditions and the way we see the
world. Open your eyes, discover why the enemies of the life in which you believe, of the life
you're living, and of Islam, have destroyed me. Learn why one day they might do the same to
you. One by one, everything predicted by the great preacher Nusret Hoja of Erzurum, to whom
I've tearfully listened, is coming to pass. Let me say also that if the situation into which we've
fallen were described in a book, even the most expert of miniaturists could never hope to

illustrate it. As with the Koran-God forbid I'm misunderstood-the staggering power of such a



book arises from the impossibility of its being depicted. I doubt you've fully comprehended this
fact.

Listen to me. When I was an apprentice, I too feared and thus ignored underlying truths
and voices from beyond. I'd joke about such matters. But I've ended up in the depths of this
deplorable well! It could happen to you, be wary. Now, I've nothing left to do but hope for my
thorough decay, so they can find me by tracing my stench. I've nothing to do but hope and
imagine the torture that some benevolent man will inflict upon that beastly murderer once he's

been caught.

Chapter 2
I AM CALLED BLACK

After an absence of twelve years I entered Istanbul like a sleepwalker. "The earth called to him,"
they say of men who are about to die, and in my case, it was death that drew me back to the city
where I'd been born and raised. When I first returned, I thought there was only death; later, I
would also encounter love. Love, however, was a distant and forgotten thing, like my memories
of having lived in the city. It was in Istanbul, twelve years ago, that I fell helplessly in love with
my young cousin.

Four years after I first left Istanbul, while traveling through the endless steppes, snow-
covered mountains and melancholy cities of Persia, carrying letters and collecting taxes, 1
admitted to myself that I was slowly forgetting the face of the childhood love 1'd left behind.
With growing panic, I tried desperately to remember her, only to realize that despite love, a face
long not seen finally fades. During the sixth year I spent in the East, traveling or working as a
secretary in the service of pashas, I knew that the face I imagined was no longer that of my
beloved. Later, in the eighth year, I forgot what I'd mistakenly called to mind in the sixth, and
again visualized a completely different countenance. In this way, by the twelfth year, when I
returned to my city at the age of thirty-six, I was painfully aware that my beloved's face had long
since escaped me.

Many of my mends and relatives had died during my twelve-year exile. I visited the
cemetery overlooking the Golden Hom and prayed for my mother and for the uncles who'd
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broken an earthenware pitcher beside my mother's grave. For whatever reason, gazing at the
broken pieces, I began to cry. Was I crying for the dead or because I was, strangely, still only at
the beginning of my life after all these years? Or was it because I'd come to the end of my life's
journey? A faint snow fell. Entranced by the flakes blowing here and there, I became so lost in
the vagaries of my life that I didn't notice the black dog staring at me from a dark corner of the
cemetery.

My tears subsided. I wiped my nose. I saw the black dog wagging its tail in friendship as I
left the cemetery. Sometime later, I settled into our neighborhood, renting one of the houses
where a relative on my father's side once lived. It seems I reminded the landlady of her son who'd
been killed by Safavid Persian soldiers at the front and so she agreed to dean the house and cook
for me.

I set out on long and satisfying walks through the streets as if I'd settled not in Istanbul,
but temporarily in one of the Arab cities at the other end of the world. The streets had become
narrower, or so it seemed to me. In certain areas, on roads squeezed between houses leaning to-
ward one another, I was forced to rub up against walls and doors to avoid being hit by laden
packhorses. There were more wealthy people, or so it seemed to me. I saw an ornate carriage, a
citadel drawn by proud horses, the likes of which couldn't be found in Arabia or Persia. Near the
"Burnt Column," I saw some bothersome beggars dressed in rags huddling together as the smell
of offal coming from the chicken-sellers market wafted over them. One of the m who was blind
smiled as he watched the falling snow.

Had I been told Istanbul used to be a poorer, smaller and happier city, I might not have
believed it, but that's what my heart told me. Though my beloved's house was where it'd always
been among linden and chestnut trees, others were now living there, as I learned from inquiring at
the door. I discovered that my beloved's mother, my maternal aunt, had died, and that her
husband, my Enishte, and his daughter had moved away. This is how I came to learn that father
and daughter were the victims of certain misfortunes, from strangers answering the door, who in
such situations are perfectly forthcoming, without the least awareness of how mercilessly they've
broken your heart and destroyed your dreams. I won't describe all of this to you now, but allow
me to say that as I recalled warm, verdant and sunny summer days in that old garden, I also
noticed icicles the size of my little finger hanging from the branches of the linden tree in a place

whose misery, snow and neglect now evoked nothing but death.



I'd already learmed about same of what had befallen my relatives through a letter my
Enishte sent to me in Tabriz. In that letter, he invited me back to Istanbul, explaining that he was
preparing a secret book for Our Sultan and that he wanted my help. He'd heard that for a period
while in Tabriz, I made books for Ottoman pashas, provincial governors and Istanbulites. What 1
did then was to use the money advanced by clients who'd placed manuscript orders in Istanbul to
locate miniaturists and calligraphers who were frustrated by the wars and the presence of
Ottoman soldiers, but hadn't yet left for Kazvin or another Persian city, and it was these masters -
complaining of poverty and neglect - whom I commissioned to inscribe, illustrate and bin d the
pages of the manuscripts I would then send back to Istanbul. If it weren't for the love of
illustrating and fine books that my Enishte instilled in me during my youth, I could have never
involved myself in such pursuits.

At the market end of the street, where at one time my Enishte had lived, I found the
barber, a master by trade, in his shop among the same mirrors, straight razors, pitchers of water
and soap brushes. I caught his eye, but I'm not sure he recognized me. It delighted me to see that
the head-washing basin, which hung by a chain from the ceiling, still traced the same old are,
swinging back and forth as he filled it with hot water.

Some of the neighborhoods and streets rd frequented in my youth had disappeared in
ashes and smoke, replaced by burnt ruins where stray dogs congregated and where mad transients
frightened the local children. In other areas razed by fire, large affluent houses had been built,
and I was astonished by their extravagance, by windows of the most expensive Venetian stained
glass, and by lavish two-story residences with bay windows suspended above high walls.

As in many other cities, money no longer had any value in Istanbul. At the time I returned
from the East, bakeries that once sold large one-hundred drachma loaves of bread for one silver
coin now baked loaves half the size for the same price, and they no longer tasted the way they did
during my childhood. Had my late mother seen the day when she'd have to spend three silver
pieces for a dozen eggs, she'd say, "We ought to leave before the chickens grow so spoiled they
shit on us instead of the ground." But I knew the problem of devalued money was the same
everywhere. It was rumored that Flemish and Venetian merchant ships were filled with chests of
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drachmas of silver, now, owing to the endless warring with the Persians, eight hundred coins
were minted from the same amount. When Janissaries discovered that the coins they'd been
paid actually floated in the Golden Horn like the dried beans that fell from the vegetable-sellers
pier, they rioted, besieging Our Sultan's palace as if it were an enemy fortress.

A cleric by the name of Nusret, who preached at the Bayazid Mosque and claimed to be
descended from Our Glorious Prophet Muhammad, had made a name for himself during this
period of immorality, inflation, crime and theft. This hoja, who was from the small town of
Erzurum, attributed the catastrophes that had befallen Istanbul in the last ten years-including the
Bahgekap1 and Kazanjilar district fires, the plagues that claimed tens of thousands, the endless
wars with the Persians at a cost of countless lives, as well as the loss of small Ottoman fortresses
in the West to Christians in revolt-to our having strayed from the path of the Prophet, to disregard
for the striectures of the Glorious Koran, to the tolerance toward Christians, to the open sale of
wine and to the playing of musical instruments in dervish houses.

The pickle seller who passionately informed me about the cleric from Erzurum said that
the counterfeit coins - the new ducats, the fake florins stamped with lion s and the Ottoman coins
with their ever-decreasing silver content - that flooded the markets and bazaars, just like the
Circassians, Abkhazians, Mingarians, Bosnians, Georgians and Armenians who filled the streets,
were dragging us toward an absolute degradation from which it would be difficult to escape. 1
was told that scoundrels and rebels were gathering in coffeehouses and proselytizing until dawn;
that destitute men of dubious character, opium-addicted madmen and followers of the outlawed
Kalenderi dervish sect, claiming to be on Allah's path, would spend their nights in dervish houses
dancing to music, piercing themselves with skewers and engaging in all manner of depravity,
before brutally fucking each other and any boys they could find.

I didn't know whether it was the melodious sound of a lute that compelled me to follow,
or if in the muddle of my memories and desires, I could simply no longer endure the virulent
pickle seller, and seized upon the music as a way out of the conversation. I do, however, know
this: When you love a city and have explored it frequently on foot, your body, not to mention
your soul, gets to know the streets so well after a number of years that in a fit of melancholy,
perhaps stirred by a light snow falling ever so sorrowfully, you'll discover your legs carrying you

of their own accord toward one of your favorite promontories.



This was how I happened to leave the Farrier's Market and ended up watching the snow as
it fell into the Golden Horn from a‘spot beside the Siileymaniye Mosque: Snow had already
begun to accumulate on the rooftops facing north and on sections of the dome exposed to the
northeasterly breeze. An approaching ship, whose sails were being lowered, greeted me with a
flutter of canvas. The color of its sails matched the leaden and foggy hue of the surface of the
Golden Hom. The cypress and plane trees, the rooftops, the heartache of dusk, the sounds coming
from the neighborhood below, the calls of hawkers and the cries of children playing in mosque
courtyards mingled in my head and announced emphatically that, here after, I wouldn't be able to
live anywhere but in their city. I had the sensation that my beloved's face, which had escaped me
for years, might suddenly appear to me.

I began to walk down the hill and melded into the crowds. After the evening prayer was
called, I filled my stomach at a liver shop. In the empty shop, I listened carefully to the owner,
who fondly watched me eat each bite as if he were feeding a cat. Taking his cue and following
his directions, I found myself turning down one of the narrow alleys behind the slave market-well
after the streets had become dark-and located the coffechouse.

Inside, it was crowded and warm. The storyteller, the likes of whom I had seen in Tabriz
and in Persian cities and who was known thereabouts as a "curtain-caller," was perched on a
raised platform beside the wood-burning stove. He had unfolded and hung before the crowd a
picture, the figure of a dog drawn on rough paper hastily but with a certain elegance. He was

giving voice to the dog, and pointing, from time to time, at the drawing.

Chapter 3

I AM A DOG
As you can doubtless tell, dear friends, my canines are so long and pointed they barely fit into my
mouth. I know this gives me a menacing appearance, but it please s me. Noticing the size of my
teeth, a butcher one e had the gall to say, "My God, that's no dog at all, it's a wild boar!"

I bit him so hard on the leg that my canines sank right through his fatty flesh to the

hardness of his thighbone. For a dog, you see, nothing is as satisfying as sinking his teeth into his
miserable enemy in a fit of instinctual wrath. When such an opportunity presents itself, that is,

when my victim, who deserves to be bitten, stupidly and unknowingly passes by, my teeth twinge



and ache in anticipation, my head spins with longing and without even meaning to, I emit a hair-
raising growl.

I'm a dog, and because you human s are less rational beasts than I, you're telling
yourselves, "Dogs don't talk." Nevertheless, you seem to believe a story in which corpses speak
and characters use words they couldn't possibly know. Dogs do speak, but only to those who
know how to listen.

One e upon a time, long, long ago, in a faraway land, a brash cleric from a provincial
town arrived at one of the largest mosques in a capital city; all right, let's call it the Bayazid
Mosque. It'd be appropriate to withhold his name, so let's refer to him as "Husret Hoja." But why
should I cover up anything more: This man was one boneheaded cleric. He made up for the
modesty of his intellect with the power of his tongue, God bless it. Each Friday, he so animated
his congregation, so moved them to tears that some would cry until they fainted or dried up and
withered away. Don't get me wrong, unlike other clerics with the gift of preaching, he himself
didn't weep. On the contrary, while everyone else cried, he intensified his oration without a blink
as if to chastise the congregation. In all probability, the gardeners, royal pages, halva makers,
riffraff and clerics like himself became his lackeys because they enjoyed the tongue lashing.
Well, this man was no dog after all, no sir, he was a human being-to be human is to err-and
before those enthralled crowds, he lost himself when he saw that intimidating throngs of people
was as pleasurable as bringing the m to tears. When he understood that there was much more
bread to be made in this new venture, he went over the top and had the nerve to say the
following:

"The sole reason for rising prices, plague and military defeat lies in our forgetting the
Islam of the time of our Glorious Prophet and falling sway to falsehoods. Was the Prophet's birth
epic read in memory of the dead back then? Was the fortieth-day ceremony performed, where
sweets like halva and fried dough are offered to honor the dead? When Muhammad lived, was the
Glorious Koran recited melodically, like a song? Were the prayers called haughtily and
pompously to show how close one's Arabic was to an Arab's? Was there such a thing as reciting
the call to prayer coyly, with the flourish of a man imitating a woman? Today, people plead
before gravesites, begging for amends. They hope for the intervention of the dead on their behalf.
They visit the tombs of saints and worship at graves like pagans before pieces of stone. They tie

votive pieces of cloth everywhere, and make promises of sacrifice in return for atonement. Were



there dervish sectarians who spread such beliefs in Muhammad's time? Ibn Arabi, the intellectual
mentor of these sectarians, became a sinner by swearing that the infidel Pharaoh had died a
believer. These dervishes, the Mevlevis, the Halvetis, the Kalenderis and those who sing the
Koran to musical accompaniment or justify dancing with children and juveniles by saying ‘we
pray together anyway, why not?' are all kaffirs. Dervish lodges ought to be destroyed, their
foundations excavated to a depth of seven ells and the collected earth east into the sea. Only then
might ritual prayers be performed there again."

I heard tell that this Husret Hoja, taking matters even further, declared with spittle flying
from his mouth, "Ah, my devoted believers! The drinking of coffee is an absolute sin! Our
Glorious Prophet did not partake of coffee because he knew it dulled the intellect, caused ulcers,
hernia and sterility; he understood that coffee was nothing but the Devil's ruse. Coffechouses are
places where pleasure-seekers and wealthy gadabouts sit knee-to-knee, involving themselves in
all sorts of vulgar behavior; in fact, even before the dervish houses are closed, coffeehouses ought
to be banned. Do the poor have enough money to drink coffee? Men frequent these places,
become besotted with coffee and lose control of their mental faculties to the point that they
actually listen to and believe what dogs and mongrels have to say. But those who curse me and
our religion, it is they who are the true mongrels."”

With your permission, I'd like to respond to this last comment by the esteemed cleric. Of
course, it is common knowledge that hajis, hojas, clerics, and preachers despise us dogs. In my
opinion, the whole matter concerns our revered Prophet Muhammad, peace and blessings be upon
him, who cut off a piece of his robe upon which a cat lay sleeping rather than wake the beast. By
pointing out this affection shown to the cat, which has incidentally been denied to us dogs, and
due to our eternal feud with this feline beast, which even the stupidest of men recognizes as an
ingrate, people have tried to intimate that the Prophet himself disliked dogs. They're convinced
that we'll defile those who have performed ritual ablutions, and the result of this erroneous and
slanderous belief is that we've been barred from mosques for centuries and have suffered beatings
in their courtyards from broomstick-wielding caretakers.

Allow me to remind you of "The Cave," the most beautiful of the Koran's chapters. I'm
reminding you not because I suspect there may be those who never read the Koran among us in
this good coffeehouse, but because I want to refresh your memories: This chapter recounts the

story of the seven youths who grow tired of living among pagans and take refuge in a cave where
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they enter a deep sleep. Allah then seals their ears and causes them to doze off for exactly three
hundred and nine years. When they awake, they learn just how many years have passed only after
one of them enters the society of men and tries to spend an outdated silver coin. All of them are
stunned to learn what has happened. This chapter subtly describes man's attachment to Allah, His
miracles, the transitory nature of time and the pleasure of deep sleep, and though it's not my
place, allow me to remind you of the eighteenth verse, which makes mention of a dog resting at
the mouth of this eave where the seven youths have fallen asleep. Obviously, anyone would be
proud to appear in the Koran. As a dog, i take pride in this chapter, and through it I intend to
bring the Erzurumis, who refer to their enemies as dirty mongrels, to their senses.

So then, what's the actual reason for this animosity toward dogs? Why do you persist in
saying that dogs are impure, and cleaning and purifying your homes from top to bottom if a dog
happens to enter? Why do you believe that those who touch us spoil their ablutions? If your
caftan brushes against our damp fur, why do you insist on washing that caftan seven times like a
frenzied woman? Only tinsmiths could be responsible for the slander that a pot licked by a dog
must be thrown away or retinned. Or perhaps, yes, cats . . .

When people left their villages for the sedentary life of the city, shepherd dogs remained
in the provinces; that's when rumors of the filthiness of dogs like me began to spread. Yet before
the advent of Islam, two of the twelve months of the year were "months of the dog." Now,
however, a dog is considered a bad omen. I don't want to burden you with my own problems, my
dear friends who have come to hear a story and ponder its moral - to be honest, my anger arises
out of the esteemed cleric's attacks upon our coffeehouses.

What would you think if I said that this Husret of Erzurum was of dubious birth? But
they've also said of me, "What kind of dog do you think you are? You're attacking the venerable
cleric because your master is a picture-hanging storyteller who tells tales at a coffeehouse and
you want to protect him. Go on, scat!" God forbid, I’m not denigrating anyone. But I am a great
admirer of our coffeehouses. You know, I have no problem with the fact that my portrait was
drawn on such cheap paper or that I’'m a four-legged beast, but I do regret that I can't sit down
like a man and have a cup of coffee with you. We'd die for our coffee and our coffeehouses -
what's this? See, my master is pouring coffee for me from a small coffeepot. A picture can't drink

coffee, you say? Please! See for yourselves, this dog is happily lapping away.
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Ah, yes, that hit the spot, it's warmed me up, sharpened my sight and quickened my
thoughts. Now listen to what I have to tell you: Besides bolts of Chinese silks and Chinese
pottery adorned with blue flowers, what did the Venetian Doge send to Nurhayat Sultan, the
esteemed daughter of our respected Sultan? A soft and cuddly Venetian she-dog with a coat of
silk and sable. T heard that this bitch is so spoiled she has a red silk dress as well. One of our
mends actually fucked her, that's how I know, and she can't even engage in the act without her
dress. In that Frankish land of hers, all dogs wear outfits like that anyway. I've heard tell that over
there a so-called elegant and well-bred Venetian woman saw a naked dog-or maybe she saw its
thing, I'm not sure-anyway, she screamed, "My dear God, the dog is naked!" and fainted dead
away.

In the lands of the infidel Franks, the so-called Europeans, every dog has an owner. These
poor animals are paraded on the streets with chains around their necks, they're fettered like the
most miserable of slaves and dragged around in isolation. These Franks force the poor beasts into
their homes and even into their beds. Dogs aren't permitted to walk with one another, let alone
sniff and frolic together. In that despicable state, in chains, they can do nothing but gaze forlornly
at each other from a distance when they pass on the street. Dogs who roam the streets of Istanbul
freely in packs and communities, the way we do, dogs who threaten people if necessary, who can
curl up in a warm comer or stretch out in the shade and sleep peacefully, and who can shit
wherever they want and bite whomever they want, such dogs are beyond the infidels' conception.
It's not that I haven't thought that this might be why the followers of the Erzurumi oppose praying
for dogs and feeding them meat on the streets of Istanbul in exchange for divine favors and even
why they oppose the establishment of charities that perform such services. If they intend both to
treat us as enemies and make infidels of us, let me remind them that being an enemy to dogs and
being an infidel are one and the same. At the, I hope, not too distant executions of these
disgraceful men, I pray our executioner friends invite us to take a bite, as they sometimes do to
set a deterring example.

Before I finish, let me say this: My previous master was a very just man. When we set out
at night to thieve, we'd cooperate: I'd begin to bark, and he'd cut the throat of our victim whose
screams would be drowned out by my barking. In return for my help, he'd cut up the guilty men

that he'd punished, boil them and feed them to me. I don't like raw meat. God willing, the would-

12



be executioner of that cleric from Erzurum will take this into account so I won't upset my

stomach with that scoundrel's raw flesh.
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