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On an ordinary steppe day, when the midday sun begins to scorch the place, even though it is April, daisies, thistles and poppies paint the steppe in the colors of the rainbow; Ants, snakes, turtles leave the cold cines of the soil one by one and pursue new adventures. Butterflies and bees, the perpetual drunken customers of the red-dyed poppy fields, flitter to and fro; The cries echoing from the pipe of the shepherds who let their sheep out into the pastures are reluctantly accompanied by the barking of the shepherd dogs that tear the curtain of silence of the steppe at night. Chick yellow, fiery red, sky blue tractors make deep wounds in the bosom of the earth; It gives off an earthy smell that makes people faint. In the steppe, where receptive birds roam, wild pigeons try to catch the worms and insects that come to the surface of the soil through the crevices opened by the tractors by making pikes.

In the steppe, spring lasts a little longer than the life of a butterfly. Then there is the scorching heat during the day, and the cold winds in the evening, especially at night, which freeze people to the bone. This coldness is also reflected in the temperament of the people living in the steppe. You can never fully understand the emotions that the steppe man feels. The time between joy and sadness is much shorter than the time period between day and night. It is as if God created the steppe man not to be understood. He is not in a hurry, he is a sluggish steppe person. It is said that if his house burned down, he would not be able to save anything, but he could barely save his own life. Yet it is like steel: it does not bend, it does not bend, it does not bow. Man is a part of the geography in which he lives; Its temperament, water and dough are always determined by the conditions of the geography in which it lives. Geography is the destiny of man himself; it is the cause of his grief....

Although Hassan is in his thirties, he is an ordinary steppe person with white hair and deep lines on his forehead. 

He has lost his mother at twelve and his father at twenty-one, and lives in a village of twenty-six households in the shadow of the village of bird rock. The few acres of land and the two-eyed house inherited from the father are where almost all of his time is spent.

Hassan straightened up from the coolness of the shade of the lonely mulberry tree where he lay for a long time. On the mulberry tree, which resembled fresh leaves, such mulberries would appear in summer that the met halva would melt spontaneously in one's mouth, as if it were blessed. It wasn't that the birds didn't know the taste of his mouth, either. Sparrows, in particular, used to swarm on the branches of the mulberry tree for a summer with a cracking heart. This mulberry tree, which was left alone, was planted by Mevlüt from Tatar at the time. His intention was to tie it up from his torso, it didn't last long. He used to brew in the shade of the walnut tree in his deceased garden and kept his radio next to him. When a Mahsuni sheriff's song is played, don't enjoy it.

Although he did not like daytime sleep, he succumbed to sleep, Hassan. He slung the smoothbore shotgun that hung from the branch of the mulberry tree around his neck, and wrapped the cartridge around his waist. Since he had no watch, he tried to estimate the time from the length of his own shadow. Then, as he must have decided that time was of no importance in village life, he gave up treading his shadow. He scratched the soil with his index finger and looked at it, the soil was moist. If there was no rainfall, the scorching sun would take all the moisture from the lungs of the earth, the peasant would be miserable again, and as in every May, hands would be opened to the sky and blessings would be begged from God for rain. The drought had become such that the peasant could only plant water-resistant crops. Hasan heeded Şirin Abdil's advice and planted chickpeas this year.
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Every year in the first week of May, the people of the village pray for rain under the leadership of the Kurdish imam. Until now, it didn't work very well, but it had become a tradition. 

With the participation of the surrounding villages, bulgur pilaf with meat was poured on phyllo bread, desserts cooked at home were served, and ice-cold buttermilk was served. After the meal, the drummers and drummers of the Black Lamb give the participants an indescribable musical feast.

Most of the people of the village had migrated and settled in Malatya Kercik, Kara Kuz. From this, it is not possible to see any difference between the traditions of the village people and the traditions of the sphere. Weddings and the meals prepared at weddings overlapped exactly. However, since it is not possible to come across folk songs from the rich oral traditions of Kürecik, minstrels are brought from Elbistan at weddings and entertainments.

Their journey, which started in the steppes of Central Asia, ended first in Aleppo, then in Antep, Maraş, Mersin, Söke and finally in the steppes of Anatolia. Although the name of Oğlakkaya, who was a member of the Avşar and Beydilli Turkmen tribes, was changed to kuskaya over time, his old name was still used in unofficial transactions.

Chickpeas started to bury on the soil surface from time to time. The people of the village have been planting chickpeas, which do not need much water for several years due to drought. If this continued, everyone would sell their fields and migrate to the cities. There were only twenty-six households left in the village. Twenty years ago, the chirping of the Capricorn rock . He sold his field and made cities his own. Some of them migrated to other countries. In the summer, Capricorn rock would be chirping again. The old people of the village living abroad used to drip into the village one by one. Colorful cars adorned the dead streets of the village, and the fancy expatriate wives sold the women of the village with the few foreign words they learned and the gold bracelets lined up in rows

Şirin Abdil's words last year came to mind: the people of the village are always reliable and sincere, but it is absolutely necessary to stay away from the people of the village who have just met the city. It does not belong to the village or to the city, it is like a flood. He erases and sweeps everything that stands in front of him. 

Shirin Abdil did not talk idly. He was a shaman endowed with experience and wisdom. And if he didn't drink, he was the man who would have been a mufti.

He rubbed his burred eyes, untied his tip and emptied his piss bag at the bottom of a bush, took a cigarette from his shirt pocket but couldn't find his lighter. He turned to the shade of the mulberry tree, his metal lighter resting on a small stone, and bent down to pick it up. He took a cigarette out of his shirt pocket and ignited it. In a few breaths he was halfway through, disgusted and crushed under his feet.

At this time, he turned to the Earless, which he knew was flowing with a roar. Along the way, the grass of his head caught his eye, and his stomach was gurgling with hunger. He must have made up his mind to make a meal of the buckthorn when he sharpened the end of a stick he found on the ground with his penknife. Since the soil was wet, he could easily remove the grass from the soil. 

He thought of the smell of onions when they were cooked in hot oil. He would add the herb before the onions died in the oil. She dreamed of the spices that smelled of the zodiac sign, the yogurt she would drizzle on it, the warm phyllo bread. Then a bowl of molasses, how well it would go. Then he asked himself why he was so fond of food, and he couldn't find an answer.

A turtle appeared in front of him, with its head pulled into its shell. Dawn struck Hassan, evidently eyeing the chickpea sprouts that had just begun to bloom. He threw the turtle as he grabbed it, hurling unopened curses. The poor animal turned over. As if asking for help, he stuck his feet out of his shell and struggled like a person in danger of drowning in water. No matter how hard he tried to straighten up, he couldn't. At one point, he wanted to go and correct her, but she gave up. Let him see what he has, let him cook under the hot sun, he thought to himself. Capricorn was almost halfway through Kaya's path, and walked without looking back. With one last hope, the tortoise looked after Hassan, the hot sun 

He felt the burning in his internal organs, and even as he pulled his head into his shell, the sun seemed to take all the water out of his body, drop by drop, from the turtle's eyes. He imagined himself in the coolness of a vine. It has never been closer to the fine line between life and death.

Hassan immediately forgot about the turtle and fell into a dream. As soon as he harvested chickpeas, he would take Can İsmail, Bayır Mehmet and Çolak Fahrettin with him and steal them one day. First, they would take their breath at the honeycomb butcher. Master Hüseyin would prepare the filling for the pita bread and then they would go to the fertility bakery in the Friday Market. In the past, it was possible to find this favorite dish on the streets of Çifteler every second, but over time, it became a dish made only at home and from abundance. Before the pita got cold, they would take Ayran Dede, a corner of heaven, and eat it with pleasure. In the evening, they would take their breath in the tavern of friends on the
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