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A Few Pre-Journey Words 

 

This story is about the route of coffee. There must be various routes regarding its transition to 

Poland, Lithuania, Portugal and Turkey. There must also be different routes to other countries 

that are not included on this journey. The characters tried the taste of coffees in famous cafes of 

our cities. Some of them visited this article from different ages, one coffeehouse owner from 

1640, one soldier from 1826, one poet from 1902 who had family ties to Poland, and one waiter 

from 1968 who has frienship tie. They met in the same year, 1959. But later, the waiter returned 

to his own age, traveled from Lisbon to Vilnius, having a stop in Bialystok. 

 

Why waiter? I inspired. I had worked in Europe in 1989-1991, and spent some time in a factory 

in Zurich. Although my workplace was not a cafe, I was also charged to go and buy the needs of 

coffee machine in the department, because I was the youngest. 

 

Please read the words by sharing my imagination and considering that the history with names, 

places and dates are true, that the poem translation is mine, that the waiter borrowed two poems, 

and that I laced the reality a little bit with my fantasy. 

 

Cultural heritage is conveyed to generations through the places or monuments, and traditions, 

literature or history. Although these subjects are connected at certain points to each other, the 

cultural heritage may change during its acquisition by new and other generations. But it is 

obvious that there are connections. 

 

In this article, the coffee was historically investigated, based on its acceptance as one of the 

representatives of intangible cultural heritage. Coffee may be considered as a beverage, however 

it is an opportunity to ensure an equality in social values of society. Its socialisation role is 

performed in cafes or coffeehouses where one person read lonely or friends meet and talk while 

drinking coffee. This tradition is represented by means of the chats of characters in cafes in this 

story. In addition, some sweet food accompanied the coffees. They gave information about the 

history with city and its founder in Vilnius, with wars and war people in Vienna, with conflicts in 

Red Sea, with coffee plants in Africa, the literature with poems, novels and writers in Warsaw 

and Lisbon, the lingustics with a new language and its creator in Bialystok. Therefore, as a 

second aim of this article, the other intangible cultural heritage topics, such as food, history, 

literature and linguistics were also utilised with the tangible heritage. 

 

There are two diverse routes of coffee in the story. The main route is the recent one that is 

constructed on the trace of famous cafes in Lisbon, Bialystok and Vilnius. The romantic route is 

the historical one that took place in Constantinople, Vienna and Warsaw with the appearance of 

some persons who had both Turkish and Polish connections. In conclusion, while coffee is the 

intangible side of the story, the cafes represent the tangible side. Moreover the cities visited on 

the journey, the statues, the castles, the churches, the plazas in these cities are the tangible side of 

the story. 
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ROUTE – I 

 

He sent a letter to his partner living in Istanbul from Moscow in 1958. He was out of Turkey 

since 1951 because he escaped and soon later he was expatriated. He had started to share life 

with Munevver after his release from jail in 1950. In his letter, he asked Munevver to live in 

Warsaw and he promised to meet her. She moved to that city she hadn’t imagined and hopelessly 

waited for his visits with their son, Mehmet. She continued to wait till Nazim’s death in 1963. 

He was reluctant to go there. Nazim, the poet, fell in love with a young theater artist, Vera, in 

Moscow. By that time, he traveled to Warsaw three times in those five years, only for some days. 

When he arrived, he always stayed in the Bristol Hotel, didn’t stay with Munevver. 

 

 
Hotel Bristol, 1958 [1] 

 

During one of his visits in 1959, while he was eating Bristol tort with a cup of coffee in front of 

the window, he was searching an empty paper in the bag, he found his friend Orhan’s poem. He 

had put a note under verses, “right mate, new war 1939”. 

 

You’re right, probably isn’t as fine as 

the art of rhetoric 

the death of ten thousand people 

in Warsaw, and 

a motorised troop isn’t like 

a carnation 

brought in a lover’s lip 

[2] 

 

Just when he finished to have a quick look at the words and put the poem back in bag, suddenly 

he stood and went out of the Bristol Cafe in rush. He was calling after an old man: 

- Grandpa, grandpa! 

That old man went on walking with no care, as if he didn’t hear. Nazim called loudly: 

- Mustafa Dzaleddin 
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This time, he noticeably hesitated to stand for a while, but went on again. Nazim called loudly in 

cordial and intimate way: 

- Konstanty Borzecki 

It was his birth name. Old dream man stopped and tardily turned his face towards the voice. He 

couldn’t recognise the man of voice. Who could call him with these two names? Nazim reached 

him and attempted to give him a hug. The old man didn’t. He introduced himself to Konstanty: 

- Hello pan Borzecki, I am your grand grand son. I am son of Celile, your grand daughter. 

The old man carefully listened the words of the young man talking. Then he silently turned to his 

way on the main street towards Plac Zamkowy (Castle Square). Both walked to the square, son 

was rhapsodising on his life, grandpa was trying to establish a connection with the familiar 

names and the events of future times for himself. 

 

Grand father [3] Son [4] 

 

He invited Konstanty for a cup of coffee at Bristol. When they entered the cafe, headed to the 

same table he left. Nazim took something from inner pocket of his jacket, handed Konstanty. It 

was a citizenship paper given by Poland to Nazim, with a surname Borzecki. During his 

heimatlos life in Moscow, he preferred to use his grand grand father’s surname. 

 

 
Nazim’s Polish ID [4] 
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Konstanty asked the son confidently: 

- Which is the most fond of freedom and independence among European peoples? 

He gave the answer too: 

- Poles. 

- They tirelessly revolted against Russia and Prussia. 

He continued, sharing memories shortly with the son: 

- I was born in Kleszczow near Piotrkow in 1826. I have to confess that I had a bohemian 

life. But I followed the fire of revolution and participated in the uprisings of 1848. 

Unfortunately, I was captured at the demonstrations in Poznan. After my release from 

Magdeburg prison, I went to France. Nowhere was safe. So like many Hungarian and 

Polish revolutionists, I had to take refuge in the Ottoman Empire in 1849. I was 

appreciated as talented in military mapping, given a rank of captain in the Turkish army. 

Two years later, I accepted Islam and was given a name, Mustafa Dzaleddin. Then, 

because of my loyalty and courage I gained a reputation in the army, and appointed as 

Pasha. 

 

The story was cut by Pasha’ grandson. Nazim didn’t want to complete that story with the sad 

ending he heard from mother Celile. Mustafa Dzaleddin Pasha had been badly wounded in a 

fight in Montenegro, couldn’t be saved, died and buried in Albania in 1876. Nazim added the 

words of grandpa a happiness with his own birth in Thessaloniki (now in Greece) in 1902. 

 

He had listened the family memories from his mother. Whenever Celile intended to begin that 

story, little Nazim quickly got bored because there were a lot of names, nations and intricate 

relationships. But he had to stay right beside her apron. Dzaleddin had married Miss Saffet, the 

daughter of Omer Lutfi Pasha. Mihajlo Latas was born as Serbian in Janja Gora (now in 

Croatia). When he was an officer in the Austrian army, he escaped and became a marshal in the 

Turkish army as Omer Pasha Latas. Their son, Hasan Enver, also became a general commander 

and married Miss Leyla, who was the daughter of marshal Mehmet Ali Pasha. He was born in 

Magdeburg, Prussia (now in Germany) with a name, Ludwig Karl Friedrich Detroit. He travelled 

to Ottoman land when he was young and studied at Turkish military school. Celile was the 

daughter of Leyla and Hasan Enver. 

 

Nazim clearly and shortly sketched the family news for Konstanty. Konstanty thought the story 

didn’t reach the time of son, looking with curious eyes. He asked: 

- Who is your father then? 

- Did he come from another country like all the actors? 

 

The son preferred to mention the beauty of his mother first: 

- Celile was a beautiful woman. 

- She was a painter as a woman among Turks in those years. 

- She married Hikmet, the son of Nazim who worked as governor in some provinces. They 

gave me the name, Nazim Hikmet. But they separated. 

- When I was in jail, hunger strike, she was protesting justice against thoughts, and... 

He thought it would be good for him to take a break from his words. Konstanty didn’t seem to be 

interested in the last jail subject at all. 

 

The waiter came to the table with a tray in his hand. He started to wait, looking at Nazim like a 

friend, seeking an opportunity to say a little hello. With no reaction, he put the tort and coffee on 

the table. He couldn’t finish his tort because he rushed out when he saw Konstanty outside. The 

waiter or his chef must have noticed the untouched tort plate. Just as he was about to go back, 
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Nazim thanked him. So Konstanty looked at the waiter and interestingly asked his name. He 

said: 

- Hakki 

But he felt that he was expected to say his last name because Konstanty was still looking at his 

face. 

- I’m Hakki Bilgen, Sir. 

He moved away from the table. Obviously, his mind was left with the men at the table. He turned 

back once more and looked, and they were both following him. 

 

When grandpa tasted a little piece and took a sip of coffee, he asked the son if he knew the route 

of coffee to Poland. Nazim had naturally an idea but didn’t behave as if he wanted to say 

something. Pasha introduced: 

- Kulczycki 

Nazim made a mimic, showing that he didn’t know this person. Pasha felt a great desire to 

continue with another sip of coffee: 

- Jerzy Franciszek Kulczycki 

- He was the man who taught Vienna the art of making coffee. 

The son found himself thinking what was that chat got to do with their coffee table. Konstanty 

continued: 

- Kulczycki was born in the Polish Lithuanian Commonwealth. In Kulczyce (now in 

Ukraine), in 1640. 

 

The Turks had besieged Vienna for the second time in 1683. The soldiers of that huge army was 

at the city gate. They were attacking, fighting and also eating. The Turks enjoy to drink coffee 

after at least one of the meals a day. So big sacks of coffee bean had been brought by the catering 

corps. They were green beans. The Turks roast, grind and boil the beans, they make all that 

coffee job. 

 

As a soldier, as a general commander, he had to express some facts about the siege: 

- Emperor Leopold had escaped the net. Charles, the Duke of Lorraine, with an Austrian 

army, was waiting for the support promised by Jan Sobieski, King of Poland and Duke of 

Lithuania. 

- The battle happened at Kahlenberg woods near Vienna. Although the Lithuanian army 

delayed, the Austrian Monarchy and Commonwealth armies under command of King 

Sobieski won the battle. 

- The Poles provided an unforgettable military success the Christian states. 

 

As he was the person, drinking a coffee at Bristol, he returned to the story of Kulczycki: 

- Coffee is so tasty, son! 

- Count Starhemberg, in command of the forces in Vienna, wanted one volunteer to carry a 

rescue message to Duke Charles of Lorraine through the Turkish surrounding lines. 

- Jerzy Franciszek Kulczycki was almost the sole candidate to be a messenger, because he 

had lived within Turks for many years and had learned Turkish. 

 

He disguised as a Turkish and crossed the Danube River for several times. In fact, sometimes he 

had to swim. He brought morale boosting messages each time, the city continued to fight until 

the King Sobienski and his army of Poles arrived. 
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Jerzy Franciszek Kulczycki [5] 

 

After the battle, the Turkish invaders fled the sieged land rapidly by leaving the army treasure, 

full of gold. In addition to the military and economic defeat, they left thousands of tents, animals, 

food. Konstanty asked like a professor, seizing up the son if he followed the story with care: 

- What more could be among the left items? 

The son was clever enough to find the answer in accordance with the course of words: 

- Coffee beans! 

 

Nazim must have told that word loudly, and his voice have been spread though the open window 

to the street. A strange looking old man stopped, went in the cafe, and after a little search with 

eyes he walked to the table of Borzeckis. With a respectful greeting he stood and he said: 

- The coffee beans are my interest. Please let me have the courage to tell you that I am 

Jerzy Franciszek Kulczycki, I was the patron of Vienna cafes. 

Both the grandpa and the son, who met each other within hundred years in such a day, were not 

surprised whenever they saw Franciszek standing in front of them, coming from two more 

hundred years back. 

 

The waiter, Hakki, appeared again, without asking if anything needed, he put three more cups of 

coffee on the table. Borzeckis were very pleased with waiter’s close interest. They seemed to 

guess why, but they wouldn’t be sure without asking: 

- Where are you from, boy? 

He replied: 

- I read your poems with admiration, Mr. Nazim. 

- And you, Sir, I have recognised you are his ancestor Pasha. But please forgive me that I 

couldn’t remember your name. 

- And you, I’m sure that I had seen you somewhere. How could I forget these clothes? I’m 

sorry. 

That was not the answer that they wanted to have. The boy excitedly extended his words, and if 

they had invited, he would sit at their table and join the conversation. He was smart too. He 

grasped from the gazes that he had to focus on the question: 

- I am from Ankara. 
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Konstanty first invited Franciszek to have a seat and enlightened him about that city because he 

was aware that he had never been in Anatolian side of Ottomans: 

- It is in Anatolia. 

And Nazim added: 

- It is in Turkey now. 

 

The waiter didn’t realise that he forgot his notebook. He had put it aside while serving. 

Konstanty grabbed it, looked inside, but although he knew Turkish, he couldn’t be sure he read it 

properly, because of the letters. It was written with latin words. Later he handed it to Nazim. 

After shuffling the pages with very surprised eyes, he stuck to the first page and started reading 

the first poem. It was an indisputable fact that he was a beginner, but the presence of pages of 

poetry made him curious about the reason for his emotionality. Breaking into thoughts, he felt 

like a bird and went to his Vera for a moment. He recalled his last poem to his woman before his 

own death: 

 

She said “come” to me 

She said “stay” to me 

She said “smile” to me 

She said “die” to me 

I came 

I stayed 

I smiled 

I died 

[6] 

 

Franciszek was interested in the cup while Konstanty was looking at his son if Nazim was going 

to read something from the waiter’s notebook. Franciszek lifted the cup, studied each figures on 

it, and lastly tried its taste. He appreciatively smiled with all his facial features. He began to live 

Vienna days in his memories. 

 

The Turkish army had left many big sacks of green coffee bean. At that time, these were not 

known by Viennese. When the spoils of war were shared by the triumphants, no one was willing 

to keep those sacks filled with unknown beans. He said breaking the silence: 

- I accepted to have the sacks. 

Borzeckis were surprised to hear such words from their older guest, about what was happening at 

table. Nazim put the notebook on his lap. 

 

Jerzy Franciszek Kulczycki accepted to deal with the sacks after the war. The Christian army 

commanded by John III Sobieski had arrived at the battle zone on 12th of September. And, the 

result was a big success against the Ottomans. The celebrations started. Franciszek was among 

the heros of the war. As a prize for his dangerous intruder mission behind the siege, he was given 

a house in a near district, Leopoldstadt, by the City Council. In addition, the King Sobieski 

approved his willingness to possess the coffee sacks captured in the Turkish camp. The treasury 

servants of Kingdom, who were registering the spoils item by item, were saved by Franciszek. 

They couldn’t decide what to do with the unknown food like beans. All of a sudden, he became 

the owner of a kind of treasure without spending a penny. He found a two horse carriage to carry 

as many as sacks possible to the store he hardly rented in the days after that big war. The years 

he spent with Turks had also taught him the coffee business, at least to make a coffee and to 

serve according to the customs at a coffeehouse. 
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He said: 

- Yes, I took the sacks of coffee beans. Then I began the trials of making Turkish coffee. I 

didn’t have any trouble. Whoever I served after each of trials, the drinkers, enjoyed. So a 

courageous idea popped into my head. 

Konstanty gently interrupted: 

- I had heard that you first sold coffee by wandering on streets from house to house. 

He approved with his head and pretended to say with his eyes that he couldn’t do better. 

 

He was the owner of a trade company, and sometimes was representing the Austrian Emperor in 

Constantinople [7]. He had learned the art of roasting beans there. It was new for Vienna and he 

thought that it would be an opportunity to bring this drink to a big market. Later he rented a shop 

to sell coffee and established the first coffeehouse in Vienna. All the Viennese were introduced 

to the coffee. After he received the house presented by the City Council in Leopoldstadt, he 

established another coffeehouse. But after a year, he moved the second coffeehouse to a more 

centralised place near St. Stephan’s Square. 

 

Franciszek continued: 

- The name of the third coffehouse was Hof zur Blauen Flasche (House under Blue Bottle). 

The nurse who cared about me during the war, Leopoldina, had used a medicament. Its 

bottle was blue. Later we married and she became my second wife. When I changed the 

shop, she found an interesting name for the new coffeehouse. 

 

 
Blue Bottle Coffeehouse [8] 

 

Just at that time, the curious waiter passing by the table stopped to say a few words about what 

his ears caught. He asked permission, towards the old man in traditional clothes, he said that he 

remembered the statue he had seen in Vienna, and it looked oddly similar to him. They 

continued talking. But it was true. Kulczycki was honored as the patron saint of coffeehouses in 

Vienna. The guild of coffee makers had his statue made at the edge of a building at a crossroad. 

Later the name of the street was change to “Kolschitzky gasse”. 
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Statue of Kulczyzki [9] 

 

Franciszek was a little embarrassed by the words of statue, and in order to change the subject, he 

started talking about something else born from the days of war: 

- During several months under siege, the Turks were digging tunnels under fortification 

wall of the city. You know well that the bakers get up early in the mornings, work even at 

nights. Some of the bakers alerted the city when they heard the sounds coming from 

below the ground in the morning’s silence. Making the soldiers aware and therefore they 

contributed to the city’s rescue a little bit. 

 

After the war, the bakers also did something special to celebrate the defeat of Turks. Some 

bakers made a new bread in a shape of crescent which all the Viennese saw it on the Ottoman 

flags and uniforms during the siege. It was named “kipfel” in German. 

 

Konstanty noticed the waiter was always trying to stand at near points to be able to hear the talks 

at the table. While Franciszek was talking about kipfel and bakers, he saw on the waiter’s face a 

willingness of a lazy student brought by knowing the answer to a question albeit rarely. He had a 

desperate gaze for not missing the opportunity to be appreciated. The eye contact gave him a 

courage again to move to the table, and the waiter immediately said: 

- Some years later, in 1770, Marie Antoinette went to Paris after she married Louis 

Auguste. To the honor of the Dauphine of France, the French bakers made a new pastry 

in the shape of kipfel. As they were in France, it was named “croissant”. Parisians also 

enjoyed the new taste like Viennese. 

Konstanty, Nazim and Franciszek thanked the waiter together by surprise. Franciszek said: 

- I should add that the kipfel was always prefered with coffee, so I served both together in 

the Blue Bottle. 

 

It was getting late. First, Franciszek asked for permission to leave the table and disappeared into 

the street towards his own years. When the son and grandpa were alone together, Nazim openned 

the notebook and read one poem of waiter to Konstanty. 
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Orange minutes 

In a cafe in a Polish city, 

Is this the heart on my fingers 

When I wipe the stain of the nose that goes into the coffee 

I kiss little 

Passing through a square full of lights, 

Is this the heart in my chest 

On my violet, where I hug towards the showers of love. 

 

But Nazim didn’t read all because he found himself in feelings on his visit Munevver in Warsaw. 

He looked faraway though. He instantly took the pen, began to write on a paper napkin on his 

knee secretly. It wasn’t for Munevver, who was still expecting to see him at home. He was 

writing for a woman in the farland. He had a strong desire to be alone to write all in his mind. 

His grand grandpa understood that the son had become so emotional. They went out to the street, 

said goodbye to each other. Konstanty walked towards Plac Zamkowy as he was doing some 

hours ago. Then Nazim went up to his room 4211. After he made a copy from napkin on a piece 

paper, he began to write the famous poem “Straw Blonde”. His pen made the shapes, the shapes 

turned into letters, the letters excited the lines as they touched each other along pages, the 

excitement sent the emotions and longings in colors to his beloved woman in farland, to his Vera 

Tulyakova. 

 

 
Vera and Nazim [10] 

 

At dawn the express entered the station unannounced 

it was covered with snow 

I was on the platform, lifted my coat collar 

there was no one on the platform but me 

one of the windows of the sleeping car stopped in front of me 

its curtain was a little open 

a young woman was sleeping in the lower berth in the twilight 

her hair was straw blonde, eyelashes blue 

her plump red lips were spoiled and sulky 

I couldn’t see who was sleeping in the upper berth 

unannounced, the express quietly left out the station 

I don’t know where it came from, where it went to 

I looked behind 

I’m sleeping in the upper berth 

      at Bristol Hotel in Warsaw. 
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I haven’t been in such a deep sleep in years 

but my bed was wooden, narrow 

a young woman was sleeping in another bed 

her hair was straw blonde, eyelashes blue 

her white neck was long, round 

…* 

and here’s the Kaprys Bar in the city of Krakow 

time is moving fast, we are approaching midnight 

the separation was on the table between your coffee glass and my lemonade 

you put it there 

water at the bottom of a stone well 

I bend and look 

an old man smiles at a cloud vaguely 

I am calling 

echoes of my voice return, lost you 

separation was on the table in cigarette package 

the waiter with glasses brought it, but you ordered it 

it was a curling smoke in your eyes 

at the tip of your cigarette 

and in your palm, ready to say goodbye 

separation was on the table where you put your elbow 

…* 

the trams were passing empty 

      no conductors, drivers as well 

coffeehouses empty 

      restaurants, bars too 

shopwindows empty 

      no fabric, no cristal, no meat, no wine 

      not a book, not a candy box 

      not a carnation 

in this loneliness that envelops the city like smoke, an old man is tenfold in loneliness 

…* 

since Berlin I was alone in the compartment 

I woke up with the sun of snowy plains next morning 

I drank a kind of ayran called kepfir in the dining car 

waitress recognised me 

she had seen two of my plays in Moscow 

a young woman greeted me at station 

her waist was thinner than ant waist 

her hair was straw blonde, eyelashes blue 

I held her hand, we walked 

walked under the sun crunching the snow 

spring had come early that year 

…* 

[11] 

 

After he finished writing, he phoned the cafe and requested that the waiter Hakki to come his 

room. He invited him inside and gave the pages. As soon as he started reading, his sociable state 

inside the cafe turned to a mature serenity. He was sitting firmly on the edge at first, then leaned 

on couch. It was as if he had gone on a journey from there to another place. Nazim was preparing 
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his bag and stealing glances by trying not to disturb. A voice from inside suddenly made the boy 

stand up. He thanked and asked to leave. Nazim didn’t forget to give back his notebook, advised 

him to study the writings. That meant that he had read some of his poems, at least leafed though. 

Hakki went out with proud. 

 

They met by chance when they went out the street, both carrying a small suitcase. He wasn’t 

surprised to see the waiter. Nazim had expected a new interesting action from this waiter due to 

his behaviours while reading in room. And he was his accompany right now. They walked 

together to the train station along Nowy Swiat, the poet man talked and the waiter man listened. 

At the platforms, it was clear where the waiter was going. The old cafe in Vilnius. When they 

arrived at the station, Nazim disappeared on foot to the platform where he had the train going to 

his own years. But Hakki knew that Nazim married Vera when he got to Moscow. They could 

live together only for four years in Moscow until he died in 1963. She was thirty one, and never 

married. 

 

Hakki checked the timelist and the train route. It was going to pass over Bialystok. So he decided 

to take that train, stay there, then go to Vilnius by bus. After about half an hour, he was on his 

seat, leaving Warsaw. He thought it was strange to listen so many stories about coffee. The 

“coffee glass” and “coffeehouse” that he read in Nazim’s lines was the last touch for him to 

make his decision. He felt to see the cafe in Vilnius that he had been some years ago. There was 

an old couple picture on its wall looking towards the angel statue. He wasn’t sure if he could find 

it. But he would try. 
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ROUTE - II 

 

While watching the nature from the train, he became sad because he hadn’t told them about the 

origin of coffee in Bristol Cafe. Goats. He also thought if there were goats in that beautiful 

nature outside. He was refreshing his memories about the well known story or legend of coffee: 

One day in a highland area near a monastery in Ethiopia, a goatherd saw the goats were 

jumping around, dancing, bleating loudly. The goatherd investigated and found shrubs 

with red berries. After following the goats, he discovered the reason for their liveliness. 

He picked some berries and took home to show his wife. She told him to share the berries 

with the monks, one of them described these berries as devil work and threw them into 

the fire, but the smell pervaded caught a serious attention of the monks. After removing 

the berries from the fire, they first crushed them and put the inner pieces into a hot water 

can. They tried the taste and after a while they also appreciated its value for staying 

awake, so began to drink daily before worships. [12] 

 

He knew that it was a legend, and very similar one was spoken in Yemen. But there was an 

interesting side of that story, so that the name of place in Ethiopia was Kaffa. This name evolved 

the word of today’s coffee within years. That was exactly to tell the coffee lovers in Bristol Cafe. 

However, he consciously wouldn’t want to mention Mocha in Yemen. It could be troublesome to 

explain them this new coffee type of the future: 

It is generally believed that the coffee beans were exported from Ethiopia to Yemen. 

There is also a city with name Mocha on the Red Sea. 

 

Another point he wanted to tell them that the similar custom of making coffee by boiling as told 

in the legend was still alive for Turkish coffee and also for Greek coffee. In the train, he was 

travelling between Empires, he was thinking about the fortunate coincidences and jeopardous 

incidents: 

The history of Empires had affected the history of coffee. The Arabian Peninsula began 

to be conquered by the Ottomans during the reign of Selim I., who advanced to Egypt and 

captured first Syria then Cairo in 1517. So, most of the coast of peninsula had been under 

their control. But later, the Ottomans had begun to be interested in Yemen too. Because 

of the conflicts between Kingdoms of Arabs, the Portuguese Empire had become very 

active in the region. So the Ottomans had to make a decision. In fact, a navy was built in 

Suez for the operations in Red Sea. Focused on the importance of the maritime trade 

route to India, the Portuguese ports and fortresses should be taken to ensure route safety. 

In 1538, the Ottomans annexed Yemen to its territory. The coffee had already become a 

popular drink in Constantinople. But now, the lands of coffee plants were under control 

of Constantinople. 

 

Something appeared on his mind. Pessao’s fondness for “bica”. But how did he learn this? One 

day, his Portuguese friend mentioned Jose Saramago, and Hakki said that he knew Fernando 

Pessao, but he never read Saramago. His friend insisted that he should read first “Raised from 

the Ground” and then “Baltasar and Blimunda”. He did what recommended. In the second, 

Blimunda searched for Baltasar everywhere for nine years. They had built an airship called 

Passarola by directions of padre Bartolomeu Lourenco. The story belonged to older times of the 

lands between Lisbon and Mafra, which was hometown of Baltasar and where the King was 

constructing a big monastery. After the first flying trial of these three in magically powered 

airship, the Padre became very worried about this discovery and illumination, so he disappered 
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when landed. The couple went back to Mafra, he worked in the monastery, sometimes he went to 

the woods to check Passarola. One day, one carelessness caused his loss. After years, Blimunda 

found him when being burned in Lisbon. Saramago had written a true love that defied the time 

and age. Once Baltasar and Blimunda had hugged in public area, they hadn’t cared about a 

scandal of eighteenth century, they had seen themselves as they really were. 

 

It might be because of their poorness, Hakki couldn’t meet any coffee part in their story. But he 

was sure that Pessao was a cafe-goer in Lisbon. After the fest day in Castello de Jorge and fado 

club night, he was wandering around the city in need of a slow day, so he found by chance 

Brasileira Cafe. Surprisingly, Pessao was sitting outside as a statue. There he learned Pessao’s 

bica. He, as expectedly, ordered a bica to taste a coffee of poet, and six pieces of “pasteis de 

Belem”. 

 

 
Pessao (sitting on the left) and Brasileira [13] 

 

Anyway, if the Ottoman Empire hadn’t entered into an economic rivalry with the Portuguese 

Empire, the sacks of coffee wouldn’t have been found at the gate of Vienna. Perhaps Franciszek 

would open a coffeehouse a few years later. 

 

He lifted his head up for a vague reason, looking out, with a pen in his hand. He was lost in 

thoughts watching the dazzling effect of house lights in the shadowy dark nature entering 

through the window that completely covered his vision. He loved the woods and the feeling of 

freedom and connection to nature he experienced when he was there or passing in train. The 

striking, unexpected colors in the woods evoked feelings of great happiness. It was like watching 

“the Path in the Woods” of van Gogh. Something happened to his hand’s and eye’s ability to 

work together. They wiggled, they blinked, they aligned his senses to be one again. That was 

when the nerves that connected to his brain woke up somewhere at the bottom of his eyes. The 

only object that falled into his perceptions was his jacket, which was hanged on the hook lined 

up between two windows of train and calmed him down as he touched it, reminiscent of the 

autumns. He moved his hand, which he used for writing, to the tip of his nose, as if cleaning the 

coffee stain on the tip of her nose, after his pen attached between his fingers slided on the table 

and dropped. As the jacket met his fingers, he began to revive his attention which he just 

illuminated with the brightness of the house lights, like a dream lost when he woke up, in the 
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garden of memories. Great stories echoed in the mind garden in the form of passionate causes 

disguised as the reality of his life. 

 

After less than three hours he arrived at Bialystok train station. While approaching the platform, 

he had decided to walk to the Hotel Cristal. It was more or less fifteen hundred meters. When the 

train stopped, he found himself in a cool autumn, and when he got off, he immediately put on his 

jacket. He went over the railroad tracks and into the street. The road leading to the white church 

was quiet and a little boring, but when he turned the square and entered Lipowa Street, the city 

started to come alive. As he wanted, he settled in a room facing the St. Nicholas Church. He 

immediately went outside to realise an idea that came to his mind on the train. It was dark, but it 

wasn’t even nine o’clock yet. He walked on Lipowa towards the city center. First, he had a tiny 

indecision. Which cafe would he go? His first choice, Esperanto Cafe was there, in the middle of 

the square. But there was no table outside to sit and its interior was more like a restaurant. So he 

decided to go in the second choice, Cafe E. Wedel, which was smaller and had a view of 

Esperanto Cafe. 

 

 
Cafe E. Wedel [14] 

 

Although this cafe was famous with its chocolate drinks, he was going to have a “czarna kawa”. 

And the second kawa with a “tort czekoladowy”. He entered and was lucky because window side 

table at center was empty. In his quiet October garden, a glass of koniak, first cup of kawa and 

his notebook. When he sat in the cafe, he dived in himself, the autumn wind passed through his 

notebook with its breath of Podlasie grass. He quickly turned pages, he found the last poem, 

splashing its letters in front of his eyes. Who knew from which words they were picked? His 

own lines were there. He excitedly closed the cover of notebook in a hurry, pressed it with his 

hand. He checked, all was in place, in his October garden, so ordered second kawa with tort, read 

again: 
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And here you are... 

I waited for days 

Hoping to see again, 

To live with memories is not enough 

Here you are, at long last… 

Owing to coolness of night 

Beyond sharing the same jacket 

We were arm in arm in darkness. 

Looked for a hot coffee in hope 

Walking in late hours 

Soundless streets breathless pace. 

We had discovered there were no open coffeehouse though. 

 

In the morning, he didn’t prefer to have breakfast at the hotel. He went out for a morning walk in 

the center. He let himself be the memory of these streets, he let himself become as beautiful as 

this city. He wanted no soffit left he didn’t stand, so walked. He wanted to find noiseless words 

similar to new delights. He stopped in front of a young boy who looked like going to school, and 

who probably loved to play with letters. He was in the middle of letter garden, the brass letters 

were placed between stones of pave street. 

 

 
Ludwik Zamenhof 

 

A rain was about to begin, so it was time for him to go in somewhere. But first he phoned a 

friend to tell that he was here and to invite for a morning coffee in Esperanto Cafe. He went in 

and took a seat at window side again. While waiting, a face was drawn on the foggy window by 

his finger. Later, that face quietly put herself on his shoulder, her breath became his smile. He 

noticed his friend came when she was closing her umbrella outside through the window. He went 

to the gate and greeted her. 
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Esperanto Cafe (far in the middle) 

 

He ordered the waiter a “kawa duza”, she ordered a “kafo citrono” by looking as if she meant a 

special with these words that he didn’t know. After fulfilling their longings, she explained the 

words: 

- These are in Esperanto language, kafo citrono. Did you see the statue of Ludwik 

Zamenhof at the enterance of a little street in front of backside of this building? That little 

boy became a doctor, but he became famous with the language he created and gave a 

name, Esperanto, just like the name of this cafe. 

- I saw it. 

- He was born in a wooden house in 1859 in Zielona street. Today the street name was 

changed to Ludwika Zamenhofa, which starts from the place you saw young Ludwik. I 

should show you this place. 

 

 
Place of Zamenhof’s Wooden House [15] 
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Their chat took more than two hours. The rain stopped, the clouds dispersed, and the weather 

was getting clear. They calmly walked to Ludwika Zamenhofa street as if they were going to 

stop at a friend’s house on the way. The building was just there at the end of street, on which 

there were wall paintings. Here was the wooden house in 1859. On the second floor balcony, 

Zamenhof was waiting for them, smiling which filled the soul with familiar joys again. He had to 

catch the bus at twelve, so they walked to the hotel for taking his suitcase. It wasn’t necessary to 

hurry. She was going to take him to the bus station and wave hand. 

 

Life in a bus travel with blue sky, with a line of landscapes passing, with greens of nature, with 

happiness at break. He had dreamed to have such a lovely time on the bus. He always liked the 

window seat as if the loneliness would hit his face as the cauffeur passed from villages to towns. 

Every time he looked at sky, the clouds would vary from shape to shape and would merge with 

his imagination. No matter how old he was, he wouldn’t mind anyone, he would run on the 

clouds. He never felt himself far from the outside world, and also inside. He greeted the couple 

sitting near him before the engine ran. After a while, it started to be hard for him to follow the 

road while the lines made zigzag to right and left. What was the time? He wondered what the 

time was in that season. Then he slept all the way to the bus station. 

 

He told the taxi driver to take him to the Cathedral, it was the only monumental area he 

remembered. It was five years ago, on a rather cool day, despite the month of May, he and his 

friends had visited the area next to the Cathedral, but he hadn’t been able to enter the tower or 

even inside the Cathedral, and moreover, he still hadn’t found out who was the knight standing 

on the pedestal with his horse behind him and holding his sword in his hand. He had to leave, he 

still didn’t have a hotel to stay, and it was about seven o’clock, but wondering what was in the 

backyard. 

 

 
Vilnius Cathedral 

 

The same white monument was in front of his eyes again. It was like a home to shelter, like a 

house to set up on a mountain slope, on a riverfront. He was looking around in the middle while 

it was getting dark. At night, the light to leak through windows, chimney to smoke, bell to ring 
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when the door pushed, he was hearing that voice now. On the way to pass, there were four stairs 

he would go, and two more thin stairs at its gate. He thought that the house was the room on its 

own, calling him inside; it provided a praise for closeness, loneliness; it opened and closed door 

to keep everything inside be for each other. He had a desire to walk towards the backyard before 

the full darkness. He walked through a park full of trees, but he didn’t understand the sides 

much. There was a hill to his left. After a little more walk, a ghost kiosk appeared, or it was a 

cafe once upon a time. That must be a sign for him to deal with finding a hotel because he was 

going to go to a cafe tomorrow anyway. He got out of the park and entered the street across the 

road. After a short distance, he came across a hotel with brick wall entrance. He didn’t expect to 

see such a beautiful hotel like this. The Narutis Hotel said a warm hello with its interior chicness. 

He could have an attic room having a ceiling window, cheaper one. 

 

The first lights of the morning filtered behind the hills entered his room from the top. His plan 

was to find the place of angel. After went out of the hotel, he turned into narrow streets. His way 

was true because he remembered the white church, which looked like orthodox. There must be a 

little river, a bridge with many love padlocks and a mermaid sitting in the river wall as if 

guarding them. By following the road, he reached the angel, and so he could succeed to see the 

Cafe Coffee1. But he went on walking, took the first to the left, went on to the school, followed 

the pathway starting behind it. He found himself on that morning hill, where the birds chirped, 

the soil smelled like sweet moisture, the leaves took the greenish orangish color. He was 

standing and watching the city from Altana Hill. 

 

 
Vilnius and Castle Tower (right) from Altana Hill 

 

Altana was like a hill that he longingly awaited, felt touched under the trees, felt the soft wind in 

his hair. On his right, there was a castle tower seated on a smaller hill, embracing the city. It was 

clearly seen that it was the hill in backyard of the Cathedral he saw last evening. The knight in 

the square must be the King of that Castle, who had protected for many years not only with his 

sword also with his heart. No matter how many beauties intended a conquest, they all had their 

hands empty, except the one who had passed the gate and placed on his throne. He walked down 

the hill to the river bank. It seemed that he was lost, he couldn’t find the way to the angel square. 

There was a bridge which was temporarily closed, so he moved further. But the pathway ended 

with another bridge next to the row houses. So he turned back because he didn’t want to cross 
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the other side of Vilnia River. He bravely walked up the concrete empty stairs and entered a 

passage surrounded by old walls and saw the right street at the end, leading to the angel square. 

 

 
Angel Statue 

 

He should have a coffee at Cafe Coffee1 in that little plaza. After locking the sights he captured 

on hill in his eyes, he couldn’t be alone. There was no other place he knew, to sip a “kava” with 

an angel with her bare feet covering a globe on pillar. He went up ten steps inside. He was so 

lucky once more that his seat was in front of the window. It was a small table in a dark corner 

next to a brick wall. He could see her and her wings on road through the window. Just then he 

saw his friend coming to the cafe as they agreed, on time. The cafe was special for him because 

of the old couple painting with smiling faces on the wall. 

 

 
Cafe Coffee1 
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It was these smiling faces that made him desire to come here and have a kava. They were like a 

crowd in a desert, they were like a rare fish in huge Vilnia. Was the fish that the woman was 

carrying in the painting made him think this? Maybe. Maybe because the fish looked as if 

inserted for a special purpose, it could be moved later. But it was obvious that the man folded her 

in his arms. The man hadn’t waited to be happy for smiling. Perhaps happiness was hidden in his 

smile. Hakki thought there was someone living somewhere for a smile of someone else. 

 

She entered the cafe. While getting closer to the table, she was telling him how the time passed, 

what a coincidence. When he saw her he was like looking in a mirror, while she was talking it 

was as if he heard his own voice. What actually surprised him was that he found another him 

besides him. She was his teacher when taking floristry course. He didn’t know that meeting 

would bring its enthusiasm and excitement. The inevitable fate had already written the article. 

After ordering two “avocado toasts”, he asked if she knew the story about the couple on the 

outside wall. She didn’t. When finished eating, he told her what he did this morning in every 

steps, then he asked the castle he saw from the hill. Saying yes this time, she started: 

- Gediminas. 

- He is the Grand Prince and the founder of Vilnius. 

- If you have had crossed the bridge near the row houses, you would have seen the statue 

of Adomas Mickevicius who wrote some words about the owner of that castle in “Pan 

Tadeusz”. 

As Hakki was seriously listening, she suddenly stopped talking and asked a question if he had 

noticed that wolf at one side of his statue near Cathedral. He hadn’t seen it. So she attempted to 

enrich the story with some interesting points: 

- According to the legend here, Gediminas had a dream of an iron wolf after a day of 

hunting on mountain near Vilnia River. The wolf was howling as loud as many wolves. 

The pagan priest he consulted later told the Prince that his dream was a sign to found a 

city around the hill and river. 

- Gediminas gave a name to the city from the Vilnia River. 

- Vilno or today’s Vilnius. 

- This legend is also mentioned in Pan Tadeusz. 

She tried to repeat the lines [16]: 

- Comrades of the Grand Dukes of Lithuania, trees of Bialowieza, Switez, Ponary and 

Kuszelewo! 

- Whose shade once fell upon the crowned heads of the dread Witenes and the great 

Mindowe, and of Giedymin, when on the height of Ponary, by the huntsmen’s fire, he lay 

on a bear skin, listening to the song of the wise Lizdejko; and, lulled by the sight of the 

Wilia and the murmur of the Wilejko, he dreamed of the iron wolf; and awakened, by the 

clear command of the gods, he built the city of Wilno, which sits among the forests as a 

wolf amid bison, wild boars, and bears. 

 

Taking an opportunity for his friend to have a break and have a sip of her coffee, he intervened, 

saying that it was very complicated for him: 

- There are many names in this legend. Witenes and Mindowe must be the earlier Princes, 

Giedymin must be Gediminas. 

But one name aroused his curiosity. He asked if there was any relationship between Bialowieza 

and Bialystok. Yes, she said: 

- The Bialowieza forest is in the Podlasie Province of Poland today, whose capital is 

Bialystok. 
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He went to the coffeebar to have another kava and two plates of “tinginys”. While he was 

waiting in front of coffeebar, he had a little chat with the barista girl. He didn’t know why he 

said it, but asked if she had a Turkish coffee. Of course not. But the girl was suddenly very 

interested in his will. Guessing that he knew it, she shared a secret with him that there was an 

artistic freedom in the neighborhood, if he wanted he could jump the otherside of the bar and 

make that coffee, and she said she would see and learn it. 

 

He adjusted the grinding machine with barista to grind the coffee beans to the thinnest size. 

Although there was no proper setting, the coffee seemed finely grinded enough. He also got one 

milk frothing pitcher for cappuccino to use as coffee pot. He was going to make three cups, two 

for him and his friend, and one for barista. He put three full desert spoon of coffee and three full 

espresso cup of water in the pitcher. He quickly went to the table for asking if his friend prefered 

some sugar in coffee. When he turned back, he saw that she had already been watching him, and 

enjoying. He also asked the barista. All together decided to have no sugar. He put the pitcher on 

cooker, heated till foaming, then he lifted it just before boiling, otherwise there wouldn’t be any 

foam. He poured the coffee by sharing the equal amount of foam in each cup. What happened, he 

asked himself. He had made a Turkish coffee in a cappuccino pitcher and served in espresso cups 

and tasted with tinginys. 

 

 

Some more words 

 

I hope you enjoy reading. 

10.10.2020 

 

P.S. I became a waiter in 1959 in the story and after thirty years I had been the servant for coffee 

machine in the factory in 1989. 
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