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XTI AN INTERLEAVED LETTER

]uly. 83 Cairo

Dear Diahmel
In this one 1 miglxt be telling you about Cairo because you knew it once and you

somehow escaPe(l. ..
Dear Sara,

How goes? HoPe my letters haven’t been too intrusive. We just escaped from
Cairo; took us five days before they’d let us go. ‘We flew to Athens on a Plane that listed
10°-20° the whole way.

... There where you lay for dark ages on en(l, l)urning in rooms that lay askew, the
floor tilting, the walls curved and cracking. The slaves held you down and would not let you
go till you burst their grip with demonic anger...

By the last day, our friend Linda was near panic and Nancy was not far behind. T
was coping 1)}7 l)eing angry and nasty to PeoPIe, who themselves were intoleral)ly rude l)y

American stan(larcls, having no regar(l for Personal space or Privacy. Such a contrast to

Israe”

I might be the Holy Land I'm talking about, or the Sacred Pyrami(]s, the

‘7isi0nar}7 Tombs where they altered the alignment of your cells. Your friends Panicked;
they left you. The Priests entered your l)ocly without regard for borders and membranes.
‘W as it here and now or was it ages before in a dream? Filth Poured from your open
wounds, and cyml)als clange(l ceaseless]y in your brain...

It was different from the moment we crossed the Israel-Egypt border. The desert
l)egan, confusion began, and a hopelessness about nature l)egan that Israel doesn’t llave; nor
do we. So the streets Piled with filth; the old mosques became garl)age dumPs! They drive
their cars with one hand on the wheel and one hand on the horn. If they want to 1ig11t a
cigarette or shake a fist, they use the hand that was on the wheel. The rule is: don’t pay
attention to anyone l)ellind you, ancl constantly llonk. It was Rama(lan, so People were up
all night driving.

... We have lived this at least 99 times, and sti]l, consider our confusion and
ignorance. Before the Priests came it was more like a game; the collisions didn’t seem to do
any (lamage. There was still lloPe you would come out as easily as you went down in — go
down Moses, way down — l)ut P haraoh sPrea(l a desert aroun(l you that you couldn’t Cross;
a sealed entrance to your Tomb. When you tried to run you could only walk. When you
tried to walk you could only crawl. When you tried to sing, you howled. When you called
for llelp you babbled. When you tried to help yourself, you could only l)eg. A (lay of

fasting, a year of starving. At night, in the darkness, you were free, wildly free...

1 ©S5MBerer, 2002
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R,ama(lan; 110° in the da R and nothing was permitted to be drunk, not even water,
y S P

not until 7:oopm. Then the mad celebration l)egan. We staggered amidst it. We made
Plans to leave 1)ut they woul(ln’t se]l us Plane tickets. We I)egge(l; we threw tantrums.
Then the computers went down and the room filled with 100 PeoPIe trying to get to the
counter, disbe ieving. e spent an alternoon rying o Iin e bus station. ut we di

ter, disbel W t fe t to find the bus stat But we did
find it finaﬂy, and it was much worse than the airline office. There were no trains available
for two weeks to get us out of Cairo, excePt Srd class cattle cars. 1 nee(ln’t te]l you any
more. You alrea(ly know. Anyway, we escaPed.

= L o

XIIT. FISHERMEN AND THEIR WHARVES
Istanbul.

I am now 1iving in an old wooden mansion beside the wall of a 15th century fort,
Perche(l up on a higll bluff ﬂanking the BosPorus. Giant Russian and Turkish tankers
slowl}7 Plow the narrow channel that divides EuroPe and Asia. In between them, large
ferries shuttle back and forth and up and down to the various towns that have been
swallowed up in Istanbul's modern sPrawl. There are also commercial trawlers, 40—60-80
footers with their one or two higll winches, stoclgy, soli(l, Plod(ling. Scuttling and (larting
among tliese larger l)oats are tlle innumeral)le colorful taxi-l)oats, harl)or Patrols, TOowW l)oats,
slooPs, yachts, and one and two man fishing dinghies. 011, and I mustn't forget the
occasional submarine or cruiser that slides 1)}7 like an al]igator. The current is strong,
ﬂowing from Black Sea to Marmara to Aegean Sea, so clocliing boats angle in carefuﬂ}r to
maintain position. Underneath the surface, sardines, mackerel, and giant l)lues, among
many others, jockey for position much like the boats above them.

Near the S.W. extremity of the BosPorus (which all the westerners here call the
'Bos') is the Golden Horn, where new and old Istanbul meet. There, the waters are
unl)elieval)ly crowded. In addition to all the otllers, ocean going cruise shiPs anchor an
mid-channel or are tugged over to docks to Pick up and discllarge passengers. Black smoke,
cinders, and sParks belch from the smoke stacks of the coal-driven ferries, darkening the sky.
Ovver the years, the old stone mosques and narrow a]leys have also been blackened. The
current is stiller in the Horn, and the water is thick with del)ris, and slick with oil. But not
to worry. It ul’[imatel}r gets washed out into the Aegean.

In spite of the traffic, noise, and Pollution, the Bos is renowned for its fishing, no less
than the Black Sea or the Mediterranean coast. UP and down its length, and even from
the Galata (GAL—a-ta) Bridge, wliich spans tlie Gol(len Horn, men and l)oys an(l an

occasional woman can be seen fishing all year long. Bait sellers hunch over on their stools,

2 ©S5MBerer, 2002
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each attencling to a bucket of live sardines, which is the most commonly used bait. Some of
their clients have nothing more than a coiled Iine, a hook, and sinker. Others are sporting
soPhisticated reels on colorful fil)erglass rods.

Docked at waters' edge are hundreds of 12' to 18' motorized skiffs, often with
fishermen in them, cleaning and repairing their nets. Fishing from these boats is usua]ly a
two person operation, and the catch, 1ike1y as not, goes (],irectl}7 to the restaurant or
fishmonger nearest the fisherman's docking spot. Occasionaﬂy, however, you may find a
man selling his fish directl}7 from his boat. One esPeciaHy PoPular depot is the Galata
Bri(lge, which is Turkey’s 'Fishermen's Pier'. Along the sidewalk, or in l)ol)l)ing skiffs tied
to the docks, batter diPPed fish filets, fried in Iarge wok-like pans, and served on a quarter of
a loaf of bread, advertise themselves with delicious odors. Tlley are famous and cheap, and
often the sellers are quite entertaining. Some gui(le books warn the traveller to l)eware, but
that aPPIies only to those tender ones who need the Protection of a 5-star hotel.
(Unfortunately, the M_inistry of Tourism, taking its cues from Madison Av. ) has decided
these fish sellers are too funl{y, and has l)egun to shut them down. This tradition may soon
be a thing of the Past.)

But the Galata Bridge is more than funl{y, funky Broadway. Itis a two story
pontoon structure in constant motion. Underneath the roa(lway 15 or 20 restaurants occupy
every available cubic centimeter. Some are see(ly, some are rather rustic and aﬂuring, and
even a bit Posh. Generaﬂy, each will be offering three to five different types of fish,
including l)luefish, Perch, muﬂet, swor(]fisll, bass, lxalil)ut, and/ or sardines. APPetizers
(Turkish: meze (MEZ-ay)) almost always include various preparations of mussels, squid,
and shrimP. A meal here will range in price from 15 cents for a toasted cheese sanclwicll, to
about $12.00 for a luxurious dinner including multiple fish and Vegetal)le appetizers, salad,
gri]lecl or baked fish, wine, raki (Turkisll Pernod), dessert, and coffee.

In spite of the al)un(lance, and seeming cheaPness to Americans, fish here is more a
luxury than a staple. Altllough fresh sardines may be got for a dollar or less a kilo (2.2 H)s)
bluefish is about the same price as beef ($5.00 - $7.00/ l{ilo), and swordfish or red mullet is
quarcls of $25.00. In this country where a common salary is about $6.00 - $8.00 a clay,
there isn't much room in the l)uclget for fish or meat. For the poorer families, the only fish
they will eat, outside of sar(]ines, will be that caught by a child fislling in the oil slick waters
of the Gol(len Horn.

s [ o

3 ©SMBerer, 2002



125

Stephen M. Berer Ottoman Beachcombing, Part 3

% LUV 7 = ans S} SVURC 72000 N SSURE 7000 S SO 7 Zang SR NERE 75 ont U SVIRE - ant =} SN 7ot SURE 7 X gt S NUR FE00 S VRE 7 Eans SUONIRT Eant t R SN TR ot R SN 7 age "3 SNURE 7 Zage T3 W i@

XTV. THE IZMIR FISH MARKET

Izmir

Izmir is Turkey's third largest city, and a very modern Place l)y Turkish standards.
It sPrawls among the hills at the back of a very long and narrow l)ay on the Aegean Sea.
An hour to the north is the imPortant Roman site of P ergamon on the e(lge of the gorgeous
and quaint town of Bergama. An hour to the south, and now inland, is the even more
imPortant site of the Roman port of Epllesus. P erhaPs 2000 years hence arcllaeologists will
discover a 1arge military complex at the e(lge of silted lowland. If they have done good
researcll, they may be able to determine that it was Turkey's largest NATO base in the late
20th century.

But for now Izmir's l)ay is not silted. A wide boulevard Para]lels the waterfront for
miles, and on the inland side of the road higlx-rise apartments and hotels jut one after
another. It appears as a rather ugly and uniform wall of terraces as one comes into the port
l)y sea.

In the center of town the wharf area is restricted to a naval l)ase, and 100 yards south
is a two-story concrete warehouse. Beyon(l that, very colorfuﬂy Painted, 0riental~looking
fishing trawlers are anchored in the l)ay. At about 5:00 A.M.. the warehouse l)egins to stir
with life, and l)y 6:00 its wide doors are open, revealing an enormous fish market. There is,
in fact, no second story inside the I)uil(ling, and the space is only divided 1’7 a temporary
waH Part way (lown tlie center. At the far en(l of the warehouse is a restaurant, not cleane(l
up for tourists, or anyone else for that matter.

On either side of the temporary wall dozens of small fish stalls display fish so fresh
that the gi]ls still suck for water. Here is Turkish marketing at its finest. Stall owners must
surely compete with each other to display their fish most attractively. Some arrange them in
neat rows, from largest to smallest. Others create a (lesign of little circles. Still others make
concentric circles or scaﬂoPed lines. In some, fresh, giant fish heads with mouths PrOPPe‘l
open are Place(l, like gargoyles, at tlle corners; Oor one enormous fish migllt l)e Put in the
center, and smaller fish arrange(l around it. The fish themselves are silver, striPed, mottled,
grey, gol(l, Pink, an(l oPalescent. Often the displays are decorate(l with tomatoes, Parsley,
ﬂowers, or finely arranged fishnet. To prove their freshness if the gills have ceased to Pulse,
a neat little slice is made beneath a gi]l and it is turned inside out. Thus disPIayed, it stands
out like a little fan, Pink and ril)l)e(l, surPrisingly attractive. Among every species in each
sta]l, one or two fish have their gi]ls turned out.

Actuaﬂy, not all tlie stal]s are so ornate. One staﬂ has 4o or so rays Piled on the
(lirty concrete floor. They are slimy and slightly quivering, and slithering with their last
twinges of life. A couPIe of rays have four foot wing spans. Another stall has three or four
shark, each over 3 feet long, and back in the corner, the heads of more shark whose bodies

4 ©SMBerer, 2002
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have l)een sol(l. Another staﬂ has l)uckets of octoPus, with three very large ones out of water
on tlle ﬂoor. A few stal]s have only a couPIe of fis}l left. There is an eel sel]er, an(l two men
seﬂing spiny little clams, and two stalls sPecializing in shrimp, some of which are 6—7 inches
long. All in aﬂ, I counted over 25 species of fish, including some very strange warty and
spiny ones, which are not entirely uncommon. I've seen them in Istanbul, as well.

This is the condition of t}lings at 10:30 A. M. Ttis l)usy but not crowded. Stalls
seem about half or more sold out. I was asked numerous times if I owned a restaurant, so I
presume many of the l)uyers are restauranteurs. At one Point a man wanted to sell his last
kilo and a half of fish, and was certain I was the one who wanted them. We bargained for a
few minutes, and his price droPPed in half, step l)y step, but fortunately I was offering too
little and didn't get into the eml)arrassing situation of llaving gotten my price and yet still
refusing to l)uy. In general, prices are Posted, but I'm certain that the final price is often
open to discussion. 1 am, in fact, surPrise(l at how expensive some of the fish is. Giant
shrimP, for example, are listed at about $20.00/ kilo, and fish large enougln to cut into steaks
are commonly $15.oo/ kilo. Sole is $20.00 or more per kilo. But bluefish can be got,
dePending on size, for as little as $2.00/ kilo and, of course, sardines are cheaP enough for
anyone to afford at $.50 - $. 75/ kilo.

Museums in Izmir? Local crafts? Historic districts? 1 don't know. 1 spent my
time on the wharf, comParing this to what Doug Trumbo and Bob Meads taugllt me about
CaPe Cod's ecosystems. You want to know about discos and restaurants? Read Yyour
guidel)ook.

= L o

XV. FRAGMENT OF POETICS TO A BIOLOGIST
Istanbul.

...so that the whole can be known in itself, or as a Product of its parts. Of course, a
tissue, ceﬂ, atom can also be viewed this way. So the Poem is arranged, compose(l in the
same way. It is not so much (or %lv_) a story line, but a story cycle in which the lines create
a greater Pattern tllan tllemselves. This 1s the shaPe of tlle space. The content of tlle space,
the story is of seven SeraPhim who leave their home, their Moment of Bliss, at the

command of their Eldern (Mater-F ater)(olcl name: Gocl), to go as emissaries to the children

of Fldern. Those children, Protos, and his wife Solyla, have left Eternity to establish a
seParate “king(lom.” Protos an(l Solyla eml)ody Perfect love. Tlley are tlle l)ocly macle of

organs; the organ made of tissues; tlle tissue made of ceHs; the cel] made of molecules; the
molecule made of atoms. Tllus, their king(lom/ l)eing 1s comprise(l of lesser states, lluman,

common, incomPIete, fragmented. T}le SeraPhim are drawn into these lesser states an(l lose

) ©SMBerer, 2002
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contact withe their higlier selves, their Eldern.

FEach of them falls in love. With this final descent they lose contact with each other,
and act out their individual dramas. But the poem shows how these individual dramas
unconsciously but Profoun(ﬂy affect and influence each other, for they (we) are Psychicaﬂy
related without linowing it. Their thougllts are felt/ exPeriencecl l)y all the others, yet they
have not yet gained the discernment to disting‘uish among the multiple threads, Personal and
other, in their tlloughts, that constitute their l)eing.

s L o

XVI. OASES AND CARAVANSERAITS
Tokat

ImPressions :

In Tral)zon the Byzantine church overlooking tlle Black Sea; where we got the
woven horse-straPPing; where a bookstore owner gave me a Sift of a tattered volume, since no
one else seemed to value antique books. Eigllt hours on a bus tllrougll lligh passes and rougll
gorges, on dirt and gravel roa(ls, hazelnuts drying on many roofs, to Erzincan (ER zin
J AN) Then the train to Divrigi (div REE ee), a Vi]lage all mud brick and timber. The
old man that walked us from the train to our llotel, l)ig and a bit round, haPPy to talk to us,
tell us of his home, his children and their successes. HaPPy with or without us, a wise man
for all appearances. The little shePherd l)oy who walked us around Divrigi till Nancy and 1
fought and went off seParately. The l)oy stayecl with me and we walked among the mud
brick and mud Plaster houses, he announcing me to everyone we Passe(l. Because of him 1
got to see the inside of three houses — immaculate and or(lere(l, mud Plaster floors and wa]ls,
timber and straw ceilings. They had no corners square or sharP, all rounded, smooth,
unforced. The inlaid woodworked doors made l)y local craftsmen; the (leeP storage cellars
and kitchens undergrouncl; the Plaster falling off the exteriors, revealing latll, timl)er, brick.
The women who were not afraid to show their faces, their smiles, to me. I climbed to the
kale (KALL ay; fort) overlooking town, gat}lering sherds all around it, and then back down
to the market, where we tried to trade a calculator for a saddle l)ag, spin(lle, knife, and
shotgun l)ullet loader. No deal. Aﬂ eyes on us, sweat Pouring down from the heat; dust aﬂ
over us from the unPave(l roads, and afraid to drink the water. Guzzled beer; true infidels.

In this region we saw villages as primitive, or moreso, than any we d ever seen. The
Piles of clung cal{es, the llay Piled in great mounds on the flat roof tops, nearl}r the size of the
houses themselves. Onl}7 residential l)uil(lings, mud brick dissolving, l)arely surviving the
elements. These are the Vi]lages, and Erzincan too, that in 1959 fell into a single heaP of
rubble in an earthquake. And when the quakes occur at nig}lt, these towns become a giant

6 ©S5MBerer, 2002
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tomb, everyone buried in their beds.

On to Sivas (SEE vas) where we remained a great attraction to the People. We
were l)latantl}r stared at, constantl}r aPProached. Ohne after anotller, PeoPIe asked, in
German or in Turkish if we were German. This is the heart of the worker exodus to
Germany. Even the gray beards who wear the skull caps and tattered gray sports coats and
old woolen Pants, the ones Wl’lO go to tlle mosque at each call, even the}7 came up an(l sPoke
in broken German. Not once have we been aPProached and asked if we were Americans.
A_lways German or English. Sivas seemed rougii and outPost~1ike, a large town with few
cars, but lots of horses and carts. The 1ine~uP of Push carts at 7:50am, at least 50 of them,
waiting at the central warehouse to l)uy fruit and make their rounds, many with wheel—sPokes
Painte(l 1)1ue, recl, and wllite, with rural scenes Painte(l on the sides. We loved it tllere, the
smells like Afghanistan, like times when we were wilder.

From there to Tokat (toe KOT), and instanti)r we knew this Piace was better still,
magnificent, untouched, prosperous but old. Sometimes it looked AJPine; other times
smelled like Darjeeling. The stark stone mountain and kale (fort) behind, and the Afghani
women Legging (refugees from the Russian invasion), sitting on the street corners. Not
Sivas, l)ut Tokat was tlxe Place to come for a month or a year to (10 research. Tokat even
surPasse(l Bergama in quaintness, beauty, lival)ility. The children, who in groups, would
call out “How are you?” as we Passe(l, a chorus that crescendoed when we’d call back,

slowly, clearly, “We are fine,” rePeate(l and rePeated as we walked away. The children

who’d giggle when we’d say “Merhaba” (MAR,E ha BAH; he]lo), and excite(ﬂy whisPer
“Merhaba soglecli” (SOY led e}l; he said ‘llello’). The Parading escort of children when
we explore(l the back streets and saw the women sPreading wheat on blankets in every open
space. The frien(lly smiles; the curious “Merhaba’s” when we’d say “Merhaba” or “Iyi
gunler” (EE yee GOON ler; good (lay). Sometimes five or six would gatller round, and
we’d chat in Turkish awhile. The l)oys who held my hands as we walked and explored.
Once tlley asked my age and I said “12 years old” and tlley laughed and 1aughed.

I climbed up to the kale and Percliecl like a dove or an eagle on the cliff and saw how
truly beautiful and traditional Tokat was. Reminded me of Prizren, another Place I could
call home. Bargained alot. Traded a new $5 calculator for 3 hand woven l)eclsPreads. In
another three hour session traded a pair of Levis and another calculator for 3 kilim cuvals

large kilim-weave bags). It’s hard to imagine a more beautiful 1ace, but I expect Amasya
S S St P P Y
(all MOS ya) may be it. Tomorrow we’ll see.

And I mustn’t forget the yaymalianesi WAY ma HON es eh; cloth hand—Printing

factory); the great muze (mu Z EH, museum); the man who made horse harnesses l)y
knotting and weaving rope, using both his hands, a bare foot, and a horn tool. 1 Passed him
at least 20 times during my explorations and bargaining sessions. Lhe garlic seller who saw
me looking in a win(low, and with grandfatherly tenderness took me l)y the arm and let me in

the slxoP to rummage among all the scraP~iron junk. He was a joﬂy seeming man with a

7 ©SMBerer, 2002
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great white beard and a l)ig l)eﬂy who could rarely be found at his slloP, but ratller, Visiting
his friends in shoPs all around the neighl)orhood. The game of Largaining I Play, never
smiling, working hard to reach the limits of my partner, never quite satisfied that I've got the
best deal. I must have drunk chai with at least 20 different PeoPIe in those two days. The
Piles of wheat in the fields and in the hans (traditional warehouses/hotels). The old man in
Divrigi making a threshing board of wood and flint C]liPS, using tar to hold the flint in
narrow slits.

‘What is a tradition? P erhaPs, nothing more than a commonly shared idea. It
becomes, tllough, alaw and a way of life , and to do differently becomes a sin. The woman
wearing her head shawl in ’].-‘url«le}7 ~ for her to strip it off is as great a sin as our women in
the West pursuing sexual freedom. Yet this Idea is like a wall or a dike, containing what is
within or l)ehincl, and making or(ler; protecting; holding back the sea. When the wall is
fina]ly broken, the culture, and the individual may be overwhelmed; but for others, the sea is
discovered to be dry and the ancient tradition is l)itterl}7 disclaimed.

s [ o

MESSAGES IN BOTTLES
The Calls tu Prayer, Transliteral

[read slowly, with Protracted vowels]

Yuar... Yuar...
The Master.
Yuar... Yuar...

The Master.
Baal, the golclen Baal
Yu throw down.

How, oh how iz the lite
Come down, far down tu our harts?

Yea, how, oh how do we lie, do we lie in Lite
Far down, down, oh down in this eartlﬂy grouncl.

Come rize in our llarts,
A sun tu our eyes
In this earth, so far, so far...

From Yu...
APart.
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Yuar... Yu will be

Our dying laber.

Long we call,

We bow

‘With our heads tu the groun(l.

We fall
As dust on the groun(l.

Clear iz the sky

Glinting like diamond.
Clearer Your brite dezire.
But gloom iz hanging

In this ruined morning
Wen Yu have not come
Far down, far down

Tu our utter Pallor.

This l)all, this clay l)aﬂ,
Clay ball, baked clay,
Yu have cast

Cast (lown, thrownl

An(l we ar l)rol{en.

We look so high.
He set us so low.
Again I call, T call.
All my hart I call.

Again, and again, and all my hart asks how.

In my house and in the hills

So high so high

My hart it flies.

In my home, in my hoPe, in my hart
It flies, it comes.

He takes us so higll.

And then it iz gone.

It iz gone.

He set us so low.

P lease gather now,
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The breeze wanders out of the hills.
It gathers where fathers

And daughters wonder how...

The trees are filled with swirling lite,
Pearls and sParks, unfurling shoots
And spires of desire.

Come gatherl

Come gather now

And rather than hours that pass
So drab,

And the harsh bowers

That gral) your hair.
Come un(ler the wondrous
SPeﬂ of our Song.

Come intu the wondrous shadows.

s [ o

YOll Beacllcoml)ers!

You lovers, (lrunkar(ls, thieves; you Avrtists!
Men such as these, I saw on Cypress:

They looked like men who 1augll at fo]ly,
Full of disdain, and disregard for sorrow.
They looked like men who spent years crying
And when they stoPPe(l, all that remained
Was a grunt as they swallowed their wlliskey.
So they looked at me with disdain and 1auglned
At me, who still believes in a quest,

Filled with drummed up hoPes

And Ieaning over the edge, as I am.

P erhaPs tlley are rea]ly men as | imaginecl,
‘Who have mastered all this sorrow.

Or Perhaps they have learned only this for sure:
To say, “Go to hell!” to everyone.

= L o
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From the Black Sea

The hills of Anatolia

Veiled like her women,
Seductively wraPPe(] in haze.

The mother carrying fruit
And behind her the daughter,

Subdued and obscure,

Yet to bear her fruit.

So the hills, one behind another,
Waiting to be discovered.

The mother carrying water
An(] l)ellin(] ller the memory of her mother,

Slowly fading into a syml)ol
Of all she clings to.

So the hills aﬂure, illusively.

s [ o

Venice

A bare-breasted woman standing in a gonclola,
Drifting down a mucl(ly canal.

An oil—refinery emits a gray and smol«ie}7 Plasue.
The rotted piers and Pilings jutting in the waters.

= L o
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