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☆ THE QUARRY ☆ | It was very hot. Mustafa, the boy, was soaked in sweat. The torn shoe he had been trying to stitch remained in Mustafa’s hands. He drifted off so deeply... Outside, the sun had completely collapsed onto the town’s crooked, broken street with its uprooted paving stones. In the dark shade of the thick-leaved fig tree at the corner of the dirty wall of the opposite roof, a dog lay stretched out, its tongue hanging far out, dozing. He looked at the dog for a while. He was so unwilling that it felt as if the torn shoe would fall from his hands. From the corner of his eye, without letting the master notice, he glanced over. The master, as always, was absorbed in his work.
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He placed the shoe on the anvil and drove in a nail carelessly. He began sewing the tear at the heel. He did not feel like doing it at all, so he stopped.

This shoe was the most ruined shoe he had ever held in his hands. Every part of it was falling apart. He truly could not believe he would be able to finish repairing it.

“I can’t do this,”
he said.
The master raised his head for a moment and looked at Mustafa:

“What is it?” he said.
“What is it, Mustafa? You’ve been turning it over and over since morning.
What is it?” Mustafa said: “Master,
every part of it is falling apart. It just won’t come together...”
The master said: “Keep trying.”

Until evening, Mustafa worked with all his strength, sewing and undoing, sewing and undoing. It did not work. Sweat was running from his nose like a stream.

The heavy shadow of the fig tree across the way stretched toward the east. The sun, too, descended toward the opposite hill. Just then, the master’s wealthy friend, Mr. Hasan, came into the shop. He and the master joked around.

At one moment, Mr. Hasan’s eyes fell upon the child, drenched in sweat and exhaustion. Then he said to the master:

“Lend me this boy for three days,” he said.
“Can he work at the brick kiln?”
The master asked, “Would you work, Mustafa? Uncle Hasan is firing up the brick kiln.”

Mr. Hasan said, “Three days, three nights.
You’ll get your daily wage. The daily wage is one and a half liras. You know Cumali, from Savın neighborhood? You’ll help him. He’s a good man, he won’t make you work too hard.”
Mustafa became happy: “Alright, Uncle Hasan, let me tell my mother...”

“Tell her,” said Mr. Hasan.
“Tell her and come to our garden tomorrow.
You’ll start work in the afternoon. I won’t be there. You find Cumali.”
The master gives twenty-five kurus once a week. It was July. In one month that makes one lira. A pair of summer shoes costs two liras. A pair of white trousers costs three liras. Altogether that makes five liras. July, August, September... How much does all that make? Three liras. Which means there is no hope left for the summer shoes or the milk-white trousers.

Long live Mr. Hasan... Bless Mr. Hasan. There is no man like Mr. Hasan in this town.
“How much is the daily wage?” he had said. “One and a half liras.” Three days makes four and a half liras.
You wash your hands very well, but very well, with soap. Then you gently take the white linen shoes out of their paper.You would wash your feet very,
very well until they were spotless, then slip them into the shoes. The socks would also be pure white. The trousers should never even be touched. Trousers white as gum stain quickly.
The head of the bridge... Girls stroll by the bridgehead. The wind lifts their skirts. The white trousers on their legs are pulled tight by the wind.

Mustafa ran to his mother: “Mother! Oh, mother, my beautiful mother, I’m going to fire Mr. Hasan’s bricks together with Cumali.”

“No,” she said.

Mustafa grew angry: “Why not?” he asked.

“Have you ever fired bricks before?” she said.
“Do you know what firing bricks means? You won’t sleep for three days and three nights. Can you endure that, my child?”
“I can endure it.”

“Wouldn’t I know?” she said.
“What trouble I go through just waking you in the mornings!”
“That’s different, this is different.”

“Well then...”

“I won’t sleep at all,” Mustafa said right after.

“You will sleep, I’m telling you. You won’t be able to endure it.”

“Look,” Mustafa said,
“my beautiful mother, you know Mr. Tevfik’s son Sami...”
“Yeees?”

Mustafa’s eyes shone with hope. He knew his mother’s nature well.

“You know, the one who wears white trousers. You know, milk-white. Those milk-white shoes...”

“Yeees?”

“So beautiful... Milk-white... So beautiful... White as snow. Don’t I have my silk shirt? I’ll wear that too. Wouldn’t it suit me?”

His mother lowered her head, her face turned pale.

“Tell me now, tell me now, wouldn’t it suit me?”
he said.“I won’t dirty them at all. For three days I’ll work so well. I’ll earn the money...
Yes, I’ll earn it. I’ll take it to Master Vayis the tailor. And with the other two liras I’ll buy white shoes from Hacı Memed. My silk shirt is already in the chest. Tell me, wouldn’t it suit me?”
His mother raised her head. Her eyes had filled with tears. Then she slowly approached her son. She embraced him.

“My dear!” she said.
“My dear! What wouldn’t suit you...”
“Master Vayis sews well, and strong too... Mother, mother, my beautiful mother, should I go?”

His mother smiled faintly, softly. “I won’t interfere,” she said.
“Do whatever you want!”
The moment Mustafa heard this, he tumbled from one end of the house to the other over and over again. His clothes became covered in dust.

Mustafa woke before sunrise. The garden where the brick kiln stood was near the dentist’s field. He set out on the road. The road was dusty. The dust slipped coolly beneath his feet and scattered to both sides.

From behind the hill came a growing flood of damp light. By the time he reached the brick kiln, the day had settled upon the hilltop like a ball of glowing embers. The dew dried away at once.

The boy bent down and looked inside the brick kiln. The kiln was dark. In front of it, brushwood had been piled up like little hills. Until noon he wandered around there restlessly. Between the joy of the white trousers and the fear of working sleepless for three nights, a shiver kept passing through him.

At noon, Cumali arrived, covered in dust and sweat. He was a large man. He walked slowly, carefully placing each step. He stopped beside the kiln. The moment Mustafa saw Cumali, his fear increased even more. Cumali again moved with the same heaviness toward the mouth of the kiln. Not once did he turn to look at Mustafa’s face. Slowly he bent down and stuck his head inside the kiln opening.

He stayed like that for a while. Then he pulled back. He took a step or two toward Mustafa. Then, without raising his head, harshly he said:

“What are you doing here, boy?”

Mustafa stammered: “Nothing,” he said.

For a moment he thought about dropping everything and running away. He could not do it.

“What are you staring at there, boy?” Cumali repeated.

“Mr. Hasan sent me here,” he said.
“To help you.”
With anger, and with an agility one would never expect from his heavy body, Cumali turned his back on the boy.

“Just look at this,” he said,
“just look at what that bastard Mr. Hasan has done! He’s going to make a tiny child fire up a huge brick kiln.”
He spread out his huge hand: “This tiny.” Then to Mustafa:

“You little bastard,” he said,
“do you even know how to fire a kiln?”
“Yes, I do.”

“You son of a dog, three days, three nights...”

“I know...”

“You son of a whore, did you learn this job in your mother’s womb? Can you endure three nights?”

Mustafa stayed silent.

“My boy, you can’t handle this work. Don’t get me into trouble too. That kiln you see there will burn for three days. For three days and three nights you’ll keep carrying brushwood without stopping. One or two hours me... one or two hours you’ll take over. You can’t endure this. Go back to your mother’s house. Go tell Mr. Hasan,
‘I can’t do this job.’ Alright? Let him find another man and send him instead.”
Mustafa stood there for a while, then took a few steps toward the town. It felt as if his feet were moving backward. He gave up walking. Before his eyes floated white trousers — whatever happened, as long as they were white — white clouds, white laundry, heaps of cotton, countless whitenesses. A desire to cry, an unbearable urge to cry, burned in his throat. If he had not held himself back, he would have burst immediately.

With a pleading, gentle voice he said: “Uncle Cumali, I’ll work harder than even a grown man. I won’t sleep at all.” Then suddenly it came to his mind: “And if I leave now, Mr. Hasan will send me back. I already took my wages in advance, and with them I bought a pair of shoes and white trousers. Oh, Uncle Cumali...”

Cumali angrily said: “Go away, don’t become trouble for me!”

Mustafa straightened up:

“What do you mean? Why are you ruining my livelihood? Why? I work harder than everyone else. I already took the money. If I go now, Mr. Hasan will send me back!”

“Ahh,” said Cumali,
“so that’s how it is, huh!”
“I took my money in advance.”

“Then come... But if you can’t work and leave halfway? Then I’ll show you...”

Mustafa ran quickly to Cumali’s side. He was overflowing with joy. He grabbed Cumali’s huge right hand.

“I’ll work so hard... I’ll fire that kiln so well. Yeah, I already took my money in advance, and with it I bought white trousers. Master Vayis said,
‘I made my finest stitching on your trousers,’ he said. Yeah... You took yours in advance too, didn’t you? I’ll fire that kiln so well...”
In a soft voice, almost caressing, Cumali said: “Let’s see then, crazy boy, let me see you.”

Cumali lit a piece of pine wood he had brought with him and threw it into the kiln. Soon the brushwood inside began crackling softly. Then all at once it caught fire. Flames stretched out from the opening as large as a window.

Cumali cursed: “Bastards,” he said,
“they’re all bastards anyway. Who stuffs this much brushwood into a kiln from the start?”
He stood Mustafa before him. He explained at great length how and in what manner he should throw
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