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 Nasreddin Hodja Tales 
Story 1 
One day Nasreddin Hodja borrowed a cauldron from his neighbor. A few days later, 
when he had finished with it, he sent it back with a pot inside it. “What’s this?” asked the 
neighbor, pointing to the pot.  “Your cauldron gave birth,” replied the Hodja. Without 
making any comment, the neighbor took the pot.   

A few days later, Hodja needed the cauldron again and asked his neighbor to loan him his 
cauldron once more. The neighbor gladly gave it to Hodja. 

Some time passed and the cauldron wasn’t returned.  The neighbor went to Hodja and 
asked, “Hodja, what happened to my cauldron?” “Your cauldron died,” said the Hodja.  
When the neighbor protested, saying, “Sir, how can a cauldron die?” the Hodja replied, 
“You believed a cauldron could give birth so why don’t you believe it could die?” 

Story 2 
One day someone came to the Hodja’s house and asked to borrow his donkey.  “The 
donkey’s not at home,” replied the Hodja.  Just then, the donkey on the roof started 
braying.  “Oh,” said the man, “you say that your donkey’s not at home but what is that 
braying then?”   

“What a strange man you are!” exclaimed the Hodja.  “Are you going to believe the 
donkey’s words or mine?” 



Story 3 
One of the Hodja’s two sons was a making a living from growing produce in his orchard, 
and the other was making his living from making clay jugs and pitchers.  Hodja asked the 
first son how he was doing and the son said, “This year I planted all sorts of things.  If 
there’s enough rain, I will be fine.  But if it doesn’t rain, Mom will shed tears for me.” 

Hodja went to his other son and asked how he was doing and the second son said, “This 
year I mixed a lot of earth and water.  If it doesn’t rain, everything will be just fine.  But 
if it rains, Mom will shed tears for me.” 

When the Hodja went home, his wife asked how the sons were doing and he answered, “I 
don’t know about the boys, but whether it rains or not, you’re going to shed a lot of 
tears.” 

Story 4 
On a moonlit night, the Hodja saw in his backyard a white figure. Thinking it might be a 
burglar, he asked his wife to hand him the bow and an arrow.  He took aim and let the 
arrow fly, right on target. 

The Hodja waited until daybreak to go into his backyard.  He was shocked to see that 
what he thought was a burglar was his own cloak that his wife washed and hung on the 
clothesline. 

He kneeled down and repeated, “Thank God! Thank God!” 

His wife asked, “Why are you thanking God?” and the Hodja replied, “Sure I have to 
thank God.  I managed to strike right in the middle of the cloak.  Just imagine what would 
have happened if I were in it!” 



Writing Assignment 

Retelling means to tell a story in your own words. 

On a separate piece of lined paper, you will write a retelling of your favorite Hodja tale.  
Be sure to include all of the key details.   

Grading Rubric 

5 4 3 2 1
I have included 
all of the 
important part 
of the story and 
many details.

I have included 
most of the 
important parts 
of the story and 
many details.

I have included 
some of the 
important parts 
of the story and 
some details. 

I have included 
a few of the 
details of the 
story and few 
details.

I have not 
included the 
important parts 
of the story or 
any details.
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Locate these countries with Hodja Tales on your map. 

1. Turkey
2. Russia
3. Romania
4. Georgia
5. Azerbaijan
6. Turkmenistan
7. Iran
8. Cyprus
9. Greece
10. Albania
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About Nasreddin Hodja 
Nasreddin Hodja is Turkey's (and perhaps all of Islam's) best-known trickster. His 
legendary wit and droll trickery were possibly based on the exploits and words of a 
historical imam. Nasreddin reputedly was born in 1208 in the village of Horto near 
Sivrihisar. In 1237 he moved to Aksehir, where he died in the Islamic year 683 (1284 or 
1285). As many as 350 anecdotes have been attributed to the Hodja, as he most often is 
called. Hodja is a title meaning teacher or scholar. He frequently is compared with the 
northern European trickster Till Eulenspiegel.  

The many spelling variations for Nasreddin include: Nasreddin, Nasrettin, Nasrudin, 
Nasr-id-deen, Nasr-eddin, Nasirud-din, Nasr-ud-Din, Nasr-Eddin, and Nasr-Ed-Dine.  

The many spelling variations for Hodja include: Hodja, Hodscha, Hoca, Chotza, Khodja, 
and Khoja.  

My sources for the following retold anecdotes include The Tales of Nasrettin Hoca, told 
by Aziz Nesin, retold in English by Talat Halman (Istanbul: Dost Yayinlari, 1988); Allan 
Ramsay and Francis McCullagh, Tales from Turkey (London: Simpkin, Marshall, 
Hamilton, and Kent, 1914); Somnath Dhar, Folk Tales of Turkey (New Delhi: Sterling 
Publishers, 1989); and Herbert Melzig, Nasreddin Hodscha, Wer den Duft des Essens 
verkauft: Schwänke und Anekdoten des türkischen Eulenspiegel (Reinbek bei Hamburg: 
Rohwolt, 1988).  

Everyone Is Right 
Once when Nasreddin Hodja was serving as qadi, one of his neighbors came to him with 
a complaint against a fellow neighbor.  

The Hodja listened to the charges carefully, then concluded, "Yes, dear neighbor, you are 
quite right."  

Then the other neighbor came to him. The Hodja listened to his defense carefully, then 
concluded, "Yes, dear neighbor, you are quite right."  

The Hodja's wife, having listened in on the entire proceeding, said to him, "Husband, 
both men cannot be right."  

The Hodja answered, "Yes, dear wife, you are quite right."  



Walnuts and Pumpkins 
Nasreddin Hodja was lying in the shade of an ancient walnut tree. His body was at rest, 
but, befitting his calling as an imam, his mind did not relax. Looking up into the mighty 
tree he considered the greatness and wisdom of Allah.  

"Allah is great and Allah is good," said the Hodja, "but was it indeed wise that such a 
great tree as this be created to bear only tiny walnuts as fruit? Behold the stout stem and 
strong limbs. They could easily carry the pumpkins that grow from spindly vines in 
yonder field, vines that cannot begin to bear the weight of their own fruit. Should not 
walnuts grow on weakly vines and pumpkins on sturdy trees?"  

So thinking, the Hodja dosed off, only to be awakened by a walnut that fell from the tree, 
striking him on his forehead.  

"Allah be praised!" he exclaimed, seeing what had happened. "If the world had been 
created according to my meager wisdom, it would have been a pumpkin that fell from the 
tree and hit me on the head. It would have killed me for sure! Allah is great! Allah is 
good! Allah is wise!"  

Never again did Nasreddin Hodja question the wisdom of Allah.  

Faith Moves Mountains  
The Hodja was boasting about the power of his faith.  

"If your faith is so strong, then pray for that mountain to come to you," said a skeptic, 
pointing to a mountain in the distance.  

The Hodja prayed fervently, but the mountain did not move. He prayed more, but the 
mountain remained unmoved.  

Finally the Hodja got up from his knees and began walking toward the mountain. "I am a 
humble man," he said, "and the faith of Islam is a practical one. If the mountain will not 
come to the Hodja, then the Hodja will go to the mountain."  



 

The Smell of Soup and the Sound of Money  
A beggar was given a piece of bread, but nothing to put on it. Hoping to get something to 
go with his bread, he went to a nearby inn and asked for a handout. The innkeeper turned 
him away with nothing, but the beggar sneaked into the kitchen where he saw a large pot 
of soup cooking over the fire. He held his piece of bread over the steaming pot, hoping to 
thus capture a bit of flavor from the good-smelling vapor.  

Suddenly the innkeeper seized him by the arm and accused him of stealing soup.  

"I took no soup," said the beggar. "I was only smelling the vapor."  

"Then you must pay for the smell," answered the innkeeper.  

The poor beggar had no money, so the angry innkeeper dragged him before the qadi.  

Now Nasreddin Hodja was at that time serving as qadi, and he heard the innkeeper's 
complaint and the beggar's explanation.  

"So you demand payment for the smell of your soup?" summarized the Hodja after the 
hearing.  

"Yes!" insisted the innkeeper.  

"Then I myself will pay you," said the Hodja, "and I will pay for the smell of your soup 
with the sound of money."  

Thus saying, the Hodja drew two coins from his pocket, rang them together loudly, put 
them back into his pocket, and sent the beggar and the innkeeper each on his own way.  

 
 

The Debt  
Nasreddin was strolling through the marketplace when a shopkeeper accosted him, 
berating the Hodja loudly for his failure to pay a debt.  

"My dear friend," answered the Hodja, "just how much do I owe you?"  

"Seventy-five piasters," shouted the angry shopkeeper.  



"Now, now," replied the Hodja. "You must know that I intend to pay you thirty-five 
piasters tomorrow, and next month another thirty-five. That means that I owe you only 
five piasters. Are you not ashamed of yourself for accosting me so loudly in public for a 
debt of only five piasters?"  

 
 
 

The Slap  
Nasreddin Hodja was standing in the marketplace when a stranger stepped up to him and 
slapped him in the face, but then said, "I beg your pardon. I thought that you were 
someone else."  

This explanation did not satisfy the Hodja, so he brought the stranger before the qadi and 
demanded compensation.  

The Hodja soon perceived that the qadi and the defendant were friends. The latter 
admitted his guilt, and the judge pronounced the sentence: "The settlement for this 
offense is one piaster, to be paid to the plaintiff. If you do not have a piaster with you, 
then you may bring it here to the plaintiff at your convenience."  

Hearing this sentence, the defendant went on his way. The Hodja waited for him to return 
with the piaster. And he waited. And he waited.  

Some time later the Hodja said to the qadi, "Do I understand correctly that one piaster is 
sufficient payment for a slap?"  

"Yes," answered the qadi.  

Hearing this answer, the Hodja slapped the judge in the face and said, "You may keep my 
piaster when the defendant returns with it," then walked away.  

 
 
 

The Burqa  
Nasreddin Hodja's first marriage was an arranged marriage, and in keeping with the 
custom of the time, he did not see his unveiled bride until the wedding ceremony. 
Unfortunately, she did not have an attractive face.  



The next day when the bride was making preparations to go to market, she asked her 
husband, as was the custom, "Shall I wear my burqa? I do not wish to show my face to 
anyone against your wishes."  

Nasreddin answered, "Wear your burqa or leave it at home. It is all the same to me to 
whom you show your face in public. All I ask is that you keep your face covered when 
you are at home with me."  

 
 
 

The Wife's Name  
Nasreddin Hodja and a friend were discussing their wives, when it occurred to the friend 
that Nasreddin had never mentioned his wife's name.  

"What is your wife's name?" he asked.  

"I do not know her name," admitted the Hodja.  

"What?" asked the friend in disbelief. "How long have you been married?"  

"Twenty years," answered the Hodja, then added, "At first I did not think that the 
marriage would last, so I did not take the effort to learn my bride's name."  

 
 
 

The Older Wife  
Nasreddin Hodja had two wives, one much older than the other.  

"Which of us do you love the most?" asked the older wife one day.  

"I love you both the same," answered Nasreddin, wisely.  

Not satisfied with this answer, the older wife continued, "If the two of us wives fell out of 
a boat, which one of us would you rescue first?"  

"Well," replied Nasreddin, "you can swim a little, can't you?"  

 
 



 

The Favorite Wife  
Nasreddin Hodja's two wives were constantly asking him which one of them was his 
favorite.  

"I love you both the same," was always his answer, but they did not accept this answer, 
and asked him repeatedly, "Which one of us do you love the most?"  

Finally he secretly gave each of them a blue bead, privately instructing each woman that 
she should tell no one of the gift.  

After that whenever either of the wives would ask him, "Which one of us is your favorite 
wife?" he would answer, "I love best the one to whom I gave the blue bead," and each 
was satisfied.  

 

 

 
 

The Contrary Mother-in-Law  
A neighbor came running to Nasreddin's house with the news that the Hodja's mother-in-
law had been washing her laundry in the river when she fell into the water and drowned. 
"And we cannot find her body," he continued. "We searched everywhere downstream for 
her, but all to no avail."  

"You should have searched upstream," replied the Hodja. "My mother-in-law is so 
contrary that she would never go with the flow."  

 
 
 

Eat, My Coat, Eat  
The Hodja was invited to a banquet. Not wanting to be pretentious, he wore his everyday 
clothes, only to discover that everyone ignored him, including the host. So he went back 
home and put on his fanciest coat, and then returned to the banquet. Now he was greeted 
cordially by everyone and invited to sit down and eat and drink.  



When the soup was served to him he dunked the sleeve of his coat into the bowl and said, 
"Eat, my coat, eat!"  

The startled host asked the Hodja to explain his strange behavior.  

"When I arrived here wearing my other clothes," explained the Hodja, "no one offered me 
anything to eat or drink. But when I returned wearing this fine coat, I was immediately 
offered the best of everything, so I can only assume that it was the coat and not myself 
who was invited to your banquet."  

 
 
 

A Close Call  
One night Nasreddin awoke, thinking he had heard a strange noise outside his window. 
Looking out, he saw a suspicious white figure.  

"Who goes there?" shouted the Hodja.  

Hearing no reply, Nasreddin reached for his bow, set an arrow to the string, took aim, and 
shot in the direction of the mysterious figure. Satisfied that the intruder now would do 
him no harm, Nasreddin returned to bed and slept until dawn.  

By morning's light he examined the scene outside his window, only to discover his own 
white shirt hanging on the clothesline and pierced by the arrow that he had shot during 
the night.  

"That was a close call," murmured the Hodja. "My own shirt, shot through by an arrow! 
What if I had been wearing it at the time!"  

 
 
 

The Robe  
The Hodja, bruised and limping, came upon a neighbor at the marketplace.  

"My dear friend, what happened to you?" asked the neighbor.  

The Hodja answered, "Last night my wife grew angry and kicked my robe down the 
stairs."  



"But how could that have caused your injuries?" continued the neighbor.  

"I was wearing the robe when she kicked it down the stairs," explained the Hodja.  

 
 
 

Restoring the Moon  
One night the Hodja looked into his well and saw there the reflection of the full moon.  

"Oh no!" he exclaimed. "The moon has fallen from the sky and into my well!"  

He ran into his house and returned with a hook attached to a rope. He then threw the hook 
into the water and commenced to pull it up again, but it became stuck on the side of the 
well. Frantically the Hodja tugged and pulled with all his might. The hook suddenly came 
loose, and the Hodja fell over backwards, landing flat on his back. Scarcely able to move, 
he looked up into the sky and saw the full moon above him.  

"I may have injured myself in doing so," he said with satisfaction, "but at least I got the 
moon back into the sky where it belongs."  

 
 
 

Flour on the Clothesline  
A neighbor came to the Hodja's door and asked to borrow a clothesline.  

"Let me ask my wife," replied the Hodja, disappearing inside.  

He returned a short time later with the answer, "I am sorry, dear friend, but we cannot 
lend you our clothesline, for we have sprinkled flour on it."  

"When would a person ever sprinkle flour on a clothesline?" asked the neighbor in 
disbelief.  

"When someone else wanted to borrow it," was the Hodja's answer.  

 
 
 



The Squeaky Shoe  
A guest of the Hodja's broke wind, but he hid its sound by rubbing his shoe across the 
floor at the same time.  

"You did well by covering up that sound with your squeaky shoe," said Nasreddin. "But 
unfortunately you did not hide the smell."  

 
 
 

The Lost Shoe  
In preparation for prayers the Hodja performed his ablution in a swiftly running brook. 
Just as he was finishing the ceremonial washing, the stream carried away one of his shoes 
that had been on the bank near the water.  

Angry at the loss of his shoe, the Hodja broke wind over the water, saying, "Brook, you 
can have back your ablution! Now give me back my shoe!"  

 
 
 

Allah's House  
A beggar knocked on the Hodja's door and said, "Allah has directed me to this house for 
a good meal."  

"I am sorry, but you have the wrong house," replied the Hodja. Then pointing to a nearby 
mosque, he continued, "Allah lives over there."  

 
 
 

The Cauldron That Died  
Nasreddin Hodja, having need for a large cooking container, borrowed his neighbor's 
copper cauldron, then returned it in a timely manner.  

"What is this?" asked his neighbor upon examining the returned cauldron. "There is a 
small pot inside my cauldron."  



"Oh," responded the Hodja. "While it was in my care your cauldron gave birth to a little 
one. Because you are the owner of the mother cauldron, it is only right that you should 
keep its baby. And in any event, it would not be right to separate the child from its 
mother at such a young age."  

The neighbor, thinking that the Hodja had gone quite mad, did not argue. Whatever had 
caused the crazy man to come up with this explanation, the neighbor had a nice little pot, 
and it had cost him nothing.  

Some time later the Hodja asked to borrow the cauldron again.  

"Why not?" thought the neighbor to himself. "Perhaps there will be another little pot 
inside when he returns it."  

But this time the Hodja did not return the cauldron. After many days had passed, the 
neighbor went to the Hodja and asked for the return of the borrowed cauldron.  

"My dear friend," replied the Hodja. "I have bad news. Your cauldron has died, and is 
now in her grave."  

"What are you saying?" shouted the neighbor. A cauldron does not live, and it cannot die. 
Return it to me at once!"  

"One moment!" answered the Hodja. "This is the same cauldron that but a short time ago 
gave birth to a child, a child that is still in your possession. If a cauldron can give birth to 
a child, then it also can die."  

And the neighbor never again saw his cauldron.  

 
 
 

The Recipe  
The Hodja purchased a piece of meat at the market, and on his way home he met a friend.  

Seeing the Hodja's purchase, the friend told him an excellent recipe for stew.  

"I'll forget it for sure," said the Hodja. "Write it on a piece of paper for me."  

The friend obliged him, and the Hodja continued on his way, the piece of meat in one 
hand and the recipe in the other. He had not walked far when suddenly a large hawk 
swooped down from the sky, snatched the meat, and flew away with it.  



"It will do you no good!" shouted the Hodja after the disappearing hawk. "I still have the 
recipe!"  

The Last Laugh 
Nasreddin Hodja had grown old and was near death. His two grieving wives, knowing 
that his end was near, were dressed in mourning robes and veils.  

"What is this?" he said, seeing their sorrowful appearance. "Put aside your veils. Wash 
your faces. Comb your hair. Make yourselves beautiful. Put on your most festive 
apparel."  

"How could we do that?" asked the older of his wives, "with our dear husband on his 
deathbed?"  

With a wry smile he replied, speaking more to himself than to them, "Perhaps when the 
Angel of Death makes his entry he will see the two of you, all decked out like young 
brides, and will take one of you instead of me."  

With these final words he laughed quietly to himself, happily closed his eyes, and died.  

Return to D. L. Ashliman's folktexts, a library of folktales, folklore, fairy tales, and 
mythology. 



Map Key 




