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On an ordinary steppe day, despite it being April, the midday sun began to scorch the earth; daisies, thistles, and poppies painted the steppe in the colors of the rainbow; ants, snakes, and turtles emerged one by one from the cold earth to pursue new adventures. Butterflies and bees, the ever-drunken customers of the poppy fields dyed red, fluttered about; the melodies echoing from the shepherds' flutes as they released their sheep into the pastures were reluctantly accompanied by the barking of shepherd dogs tearing through the steppe's veil of silence at night. Chick yellow, fire red, and sky blue tractors plow deep furrows into the earth, releasing a soil scent that makes one dizzy. In the steppe where migratory birds soar, wild pigeons dive to catch worms and insects emerging from the cracks the tractors have created.

Spring in the steppe lasts only a little longer than the life of a butterfly. Then, scorching heat during the day and freezing cold winds at night—especially at night—take hold. 

This coldness is reflected in the temperament of the people who live in the steppe. You can never fully understand the feelings of a steppe person. The time between joy and sorrow is much shorter than the time between night and day. It is as if God created the steppe people to be incomprehensible. They are never in a hurry; they are lazy. It is said that if his house burns down, he cannot save anything but himself, barely managing to escape with his life. Yet he is like steel: unyielding, unbreakable, unbowed. Man is a part of the land he lives on; his character, his nature, his essence are all shaped by the conditions of the land he lives on. Geography is man's destiny; it is the cause of his sorrow...

Kürecik's Hasan, despite being in his thirties, is an ordinary steppe man with gray hair here and there and deep lines on his forehead. He lost his mother at twelve and his father at twenty-one. He lives in the village of Kara Kuz, a village of twenty-six households in the shadow of Kuş Kaya . The few acres of land and the two-room house left by his father are where he has spent nearly his entire life.

Hasan sat up straight, stretching out under the cool shade of the lone mulberry tree. In summer, the mulberry tree, covered with fresh leaves, would bear such delicious mulberries that they seemed like a sacred treat, melting in your mouth. The birds were no strangers to its sweetness either. Especially the sparrows, whose hearts seemed to burst with joy as they sang and danced among the branches of the mulberry tree all summer long. This solitary mulberry tree had been planted by Mevlüt from Tatlar long ago. His intention had been to make a lute from its trunk, but he did not live long enough to see it through. He would sit in the shade of the walnut tree in his garden, never without his radio. If a Mahsuni song came on, there was no stopping him.

Though he didn't like daytime naps, Hasan had succumbed to sleep. He hung the smooth-bore hunting rifle hanging from the mulberry tree branch around his neck and fastened the cartridge belt to his waist. Since he had no watch, he tried to estimate the time by the length of his shadow. Then, as if he had decided that time held no importance in village life, he stopped measuring his shadow. 

He dug into the soil with his index finger to check the moisture, and the earth was damp. If it didn't rain, the scorching sun would drain all the moisture from the soil, and the villagers would suffer again. As they did every May, they would raise their hands to the sky and pray to God for rain. The drought had become so severe that the villagers could only grow crops that could withstand the lack of water. Hasan had followed Şirin Abdil’s advice and planted chickpeas this year.

Every year, during the first week of May, the villagers would gather under the leadership of the Kurdish imam to pray for rain. Though it had never really worked before, it had become a tradition. With the participation of neighboring villages, meat-stuffed bulgur pilaf was poured over flatbread, sweets baked in homes were served, and ice-cold yogurt was offered. After the meal, the flute players and drummers of Kara Kuz treat the participants to an unforgettable musical feast.

Most of the villagers had migrated from Malatya Kürecik and settled in Kara Kuz. As a result, there is no noticeable difference between the traditions of the villagers and those of Kürecik. Weddings and the meals prepared for them were identical. However, since it is rare to encounter the rich oral traditions of Kürecik in the form of folk songs, minstrels from Elbistan are invited to weddings and celebrations.

Their journey, which began in the steppes of Central Asia, first took them to Aleppo, then to Antep, Maraş, Mersin, Söke, and finally to the steppes of Anatolia. Although the name of Oğlakkaya, a member of the Avşar and Beydilli Turkmen tribes, was later changed to Kuş Kaya, the old name is still used in unofficial documents.
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On an ordinary steppe day, despite it being April, the midday sun began to scorch the ground. Daisies, thistles, and poppies painted the steppe in the colors of the rainbow; ants, snakes, and turtles emerged one by one from the cold earth, setting off in pursuit of new adventures. Butterflies and bees, the ever-drunken customers of the poppy fields dyed red, fluttered about; the melodies echoing from the shepherds' flutes as they released their sheep into the pastures were reluctantly accompanied by the barking of shepherd dogs tearing through the steppe's veil of silence at night. Chick yellow, fire red, and sky blue tractors plow deep furrows into the earth, releasing a soil scent that makes one dizzy. In the steppe where migratory birds soar, wild pigeons dive to catch worms and insects emerging from the cracks the tractors have created.
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Spring in the steppe lasts only a little longer than the life of a butterfly. Then, scorching heat during the day and freezing cold winds at night—especially at night—take hold. This coldness reflects in the temperament of the people who live in the steppe. You can never fully understand the emotions felt by a steppe person. The time between joy and sorrow is much shorter than the time between night and day. It is as if God created the steppe people to be incomprehensible. They are never in a hurry, they are lazy. It is said that if their house were to burn down, they would not be able to save anything but their own lives. Yet he is like steel: unbending, unyielding, unbowed. Man is a part of the land he lives on; his character, his nature, his essence are all shaped by the conditions of the land he lives on. Geography is man's destiny; it is the cause of his sorrow...

Hasan of Kürecik, though in his thirties, has gray hairs here and there, deep lines on his forehead, and is an ordinary steppe man going about his business. 

He lost his mother at twelve and his father at twenty-one, and now lives in the village of Kara Kuz, a shadow of the village of Kuş Kaya, with its twenty-six houses. The few acres of land and the two-room house left by his father are where he has spent nearly his entire life.

Hasan stood up from the shade of the lone mulberry tree where he had been lying stretched out. In summer, the mulberry tree, covered with fresh leaves, would bear such delicious mulberries that they seemed like a sacred treat, melting in one's mouth. The birds also knew how to enjoy them. Especially the sparrows would sing joyfully all summer long in the branches of the mulberry tree. This lone mulberry tree had been planted by Mevlüt from Tatar. His intention was to make a lute from its trunk, but he did not live long enough. He would sit in the shade of the walnut tree in his garden, never without his radio. If a Mahsuni Sherif song came on, there was no stopping him.

Though he didn’t like daytime naps, Hasan had succumbed to sleep. He hung the smooth-bore hunting rifle hanging from the mulberry tree branch around his neck and fastened the cartridge belt to his waist. Since he had no watch, he tried to estimate the time by the length of his shadow. Then, having decided that time held no significance in village life, he gave up measuring his shadow. He dug into the soil with his index finger and looked at the soil. It was moist. If it didn't rain, the scorching sun would suck all the moisture out of the soil, and the villagers would be devastated again. As they did every May, they would raise their hands to the sky and pray to God for rain. The drought had become so severe that the villagers could only grow crops that could withstand the lack of water. Hasan had followed Şirin Abdil’s advice and planted chickpeas this year.

Every year, during the first week of May, the villagers would gather under the leadership of the Kurdish imam to pray for rain. Though it had never been very effective, it had become a tradition. With the participation of neighboring villages, meat-stuffed bulgur pilaf was poured over flatbread, sweets baked in homes were served, and ice-cold yogurt was offered. After the meal, the musicians and drummers of Kara Kuz treat the participants to an unforgettable musical
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