Many peoples have legends. Kazakhs are among them.

Etymology of Kazak.

The Kazakhs (also spelled Kazaks, Qazaqs; Kazakh) are a Turkic people of the northern parts of Central Asia .

There are many theories on the origin of the word "Kazak". "Qazaq" was included in a 13th century Turkic-Arabian dictionary, where its meaning was given as "independent" or "free". Both Kazaks and later Cossacks adopted Turkic social term "qazaq" as their name.

The Kazaks have a legend about a white goose (Qaz means goose, Aq means white). In this Creation Myth, a white goose flying over the great steppes was impregnated by the rays of the Sun, giving birth to the first Kazak. This version was rejected by linguists, because in Turkic languages, an adjective is put before a noun, therefore, "white goose" would be Aqqaz, not Qazaq.

One of the theories on the origin of the word "Kazakh" (originally "Qazaq") is that it comes from the ancient Turkic word "qazgaq", first mentioned on the 8th century Turkic monument of Uyuk-Turan. According to the notable Turkic linguist Vasily Radlov and the orientalist Veniamin Yudin, the noun "qazgaq" derives from the same root as the verb "qazgan" ("to obtain", "to gain"). Therefore, "qazgaq" defines a type of person that seeks profit and gain.

Culture.

 Kazakhs are descendants of Turkic tribes(Kipchaks or Cumans), Mongol groups  and Indo-Iranian tribes  which populated the territory between Siberia and the Black Sea and remained in Central Asia when the Turkic and Mongolic groups started to invade and conquer the area between the fifth and thirteenth centuries AD .

As shown on PBS' "Secrets of the Dead" in the episode entitled "Amazon Warrior Women," there is strong evidence that some of the Kazakh population are descendants of the culture which spawned the Amazon Warrior myth within Ancient Greek literature.

Due to their complex history, Kazakhs display phenotypical diversity. Kazakhs exhibit predominantly Mongoloid features. Fair to light-brown skin tends to be the norm. Among physical traits are aquiline noses, epicanthic folds and high cheekbones. Hair colour among Kazakhs varies from prevalent jet black to red and sandy brown. Hazel, green and blue eyes are not uncommon.

Many are also skilled in the performance of Kazakh traditional songs. One of the most commonly used traditional musical instruments of the Kazakhs is the dombra, a plucked lute with two strings. It is often used to accompany solo or group singing. Another popular instrument is Kobyz, a bow instrument played on the knees. Along with other instruments, these two instruments play a key role in the traditional Kazakh orchestra. A famous composer is Kurmangaz, who lived in the 19th century. A famous singer of the Soviet epoch is Roza Rimbayeva, she was a star of the trans-Soviet-Union scale. Among the modern performers is singer Toqtar. A famous Kazakh rock band is Ulker, performing in the genre of ethno-rock, which synthesises rock music with the traditional Kazakh music.

Language.

The Kazakh language is a member of the Turkic language family, as are Uzbek, Kyrgyz, Tatar, Uyghur, Turkish, Azeri, Turkmen, and many other living and historical languages spoken in Eastern Europe, Central Asia, Xinjiang, and Siberia.

Kazakh is one of the principal languages spoken in Kazakhstan, along with Russian. It is also spoken in the Ili region of the Xinjiang Uyghur Autonomous Region in the People's Republic of China, where the Arabic script is used, and in parts of Mongolia.

Fairy tales are very popular with people of all ages in different countries. They help people to express their thoughts, feelings and emotions. Fairy tales reflect people's wisdom and their soul.

Zhirenshe The Bard And Fair Karashash.

A Kazakh Fairy Tale.

Once upon a time there lived a poet and bard called Zhirenshe. He was known throughout the Kazakh steppe by old and young alike. Even the dogs barked his name, as the Kazakh saying goes.

Zhirenshe would ride round the villages, singing his songs at feasts and festivals. People invited him to be their guest. The bard brought them consolation and entertainment, warming their hearts with his ancient tales. In rich poor ones a bag of millet or a handful of dried curds.

One day Zhirenshe and his companions were riding over the steppe. It was about to rain, and the horsemen were hurrying to find shelter for the night.

On they rode until they came to a wide river. They could see tents on the other side, while on this bank maids were collecting dry dung to burn on the fire. 

The horsemen greeted them courteously and asked where they could cross the river. Their question was answered by a maid whom her friends called the fair Karashash.

"There are two fords", said Karashash, pointing to two paths. "The one on the left is near, but far. The one on the right is far, but near."
Zhirenshe`s companions hastened to the path on the left. But Zhirenshe divided the meaning of the fair maid`s words and took the path on the right.

It was some time before he reached the ford.  The river bed was sandy here and the water shallow. Zhirenshe rode easily across the river and reached the village before the rain came.

Meanwhile his companions regretted their hasty decision. They reached the river in no time at all, but in the middle their horses got stuck in the silt. The horsemen had to dismount and lead their steeds by the reins to the other side.

They reached the village tired and wet in the rain.

Zhirenshe was waiting for his friends by a tent covered with tattered pieces of felt. The wise bard had guessed that the tent belonged to Karashash`s parents, for Karashash stood out from her friends for both her beauty and her poor dress.

Out of the came Karashash`s mother and bade them be their guests. The horsemen disnounted and unsaddled their steeds.

For the guests Karashash's mother spread sheepskins on top of the old strips of felt.

Meanwhile the maids had returned to the village. The dung in their sacks was damp from the rain, so there was no fire to cook supper. The parents reproached their daughters. Only Karashash brought home dry dung and lit a fire.

"How did you manage to keep it from getting wet?" the guests asked, when they had warmed themselves and dried their robes.

The answer was that when it started to rain the maid covered the sack of fuel with her body. Her dress got soaked, but a dress is easily dried by the fire. She had done this for the sake of her father. He was grazing the rich man's flock and would come home towards nightfall wet and hungry. But her friends chose to hide from the rain under their sacks. So they got drenched and so did their fuel.

The guests marvelled at the maid's cleverness.

And they marvelled even more when she divined their thoughts. Their thoughts were of supper. How could such a poor tent provide a good meal for the guests?

Karashash said to them:

"My father is poor, but he never sends guests away hungry. He will kill a ram for you if he gets it, and two sheep if he does not."

Zhirenshe alone understood the maid's words. The others took them to be a joke.

Meanwhile Karashash's father drove the flock back to the village, bowed to the rich man and asked for a ram for his guests.

The rich man drove him away.

So the shepherd killed his only sheep which was shortly to lamb, and cooked a fine feast for the horsemen. Then the meaning of the maid's words became clear to the guests.

When they had eaten their fill, Zhirenshe took up his dombra and began to sing. And this was what his song said. 'Tis a lie that the rich rose first when all good things were distributed. I, Zhirenshe, rose no later than them, but I received no livestock or goods and chattels, only my dombra.
And thus his hosts learned that their guest was the famous bard and poet Zhirenshe.

At dinner Zhirenshe and Karashash never took their eyes off each other.

Zhirenshe put his hand on his heart to show that he was captivated by the maid's wit and beauty. She understood him at once and touched her eyes with her fingers which meant: your feelings are not hidden from me.

Then Zhirenshe stroked his head to ask whether her father would demand as many sheep as there were hairs on his, Zhirenshe's, head. In those days it was the custom for the bridegroom to give rich presents to the bride's father.

Karashash stroked the sheepskin, meaning that her father would not part with her even if he were offered as much cattle as there were hairs on that skin.

Zhirenshe hung his head. A horse, a dombra and a poor tent were all his possessions.

Karashash reassured him. She turned back a corner of the sheepskin and touched the smooth underside. This meant that her father would give his daughter to the man who won her heart.

The shepherd saw his daughter and Zhirenshe talking in signs. He realised the young people loved each other and that it was true what the steppe folk said of the bard's! mind and heart.

When Zhirenshe resolved to ask for Karashash's hand, the shepherd replied:

"Every bride is born for her bridegroom."

Then he said to Karashash:

"A daughter is but a guest in her parents' home."

Then he joined the young couple's hands and concluded:

"I give you my blessing. That is all I have to give."

Zhirenshe found that which he sought.

He took his young wife to live in his tent.

And they found happiness and dreamed the same dreams, and had many days ahead of them.

A wise husband does not boast of his young wife. Zhirenshe did not sing songs about Karashash. Other bards sang her praises.

Songs about the wise and fair Karashash sped over the steppe and reached the Khan's palace. The Khan was seized with envy for the poor Zhirenshe.

He sent a messenger to find the young couple's tent and order them to appear before him.

Vast the steppe may be, but there's no hiding from the Khan's power.

Zhirenshe and Karashash arrived at the palace. It stood on a hill, surrounded by a thousand white tents in which the Khan's retinue, warriors and servants lived.

At the sight of the fair Karashash, the Khan was dumbfounded. She was slender, clear-faced and proud of bearing. How could a poor singer possess such riches!

The Khan ordered his viziers:

"Think of a way to get rid of Zhirenshe!"

On his viziers' advice the Khan detained Zhirenshe at court in his service. He would send the bard on long journeys to the very corners of the earth.

Karashash would see her 'husband .off and instruct him what to do and say, comforting him with the words:

"Husband and wife can't bill and coo all their life."

Everywhere he went Zhirenshe was shown the way and given food and drink, for he was wise, kind and knew many songs, tales and humorous sayings.

On his return to his native tent, he laid his head on his dear wife's lap.

The Khan grew angrier and angrier. Now he even envied Zhirenshe his poor clothes. How could such a beautiful maid cook food and spoil her hands! She had never tasted the Khan's fare. Never eaten figs that filled the mouth with honeyed sweetness! Such a beautiful maid, yet not his, the Khan's, wife!

One windy day the Khan was travelling round his lands with his retinue. A ball of grass was racing over the steppe in great bounds.

The Khan summoned Zhirenshe.

"Catch up that rolling ball of grass and ask it whence it comes from and whither it is bound. If you don't find out the answer, you will pay with your life."

Zhirenshe caught up the ball of grass, dug his spear into it, stood over it for a while, then returned to the Khan.

"Well, what did the ball of grass say?" the Khan asked him.

And Zhirenshe replied:

"Oh, great Khan, this is the answer I received from the rolling ball of grass: 'Whither I am bound, only the wind knows, and where I shall stop only the ravine knows. Either you are a fool for asking me, or the Khan is a fool for sending you.' "

The Khan was so angry he did not even reply.

Another time the Khan ordered Zhirenshe on pain of death to come to him, but not in the day-time nor at night and not on foot nor on horseback, and not to stay in the street, nor to enter the palace.'

Zhirenshe was down-hearted.

"Win and lose ride together on the same horse," said Karashash. "Let us think of a way out."

So Zhirenshe came to the Khan at the crack of dawn riding on a goat and stopped right in the very gateway.

That autumn the Khan and his viziers thought up a new stratagem.

The Khan summoned Zhirenshe and gave him forty rams, saying:

"I give you these rams, and you must look after them all winter. If they do not lamb by next spring, I shall have your head cut off."

Zhirenshe drove the flock of rams to his tent.

"A real trouble is not one that enters the tent, but one that stays there." Thus he began his account of the Khan's new command.

"It's no use grieving over trifles!" Karashash exclaimed. "Kill all the rams for winter, and next spring we'll trick the Khan again."

And Zhirenshe did as Karashash bade him.

Next spring a messenger came galloping to Zhirenshe's tent and said that the Khan was coming to find out whether his rams had lambed.

Zhirenshe hung his head. This time there was no escaping death.

Then Karashash said:

"Do not grieve, beloved. Hide in the steppe. Everything will turn out alright."

Zhirenshe did as his wife bade and went off into the steppe. Soon afterwards Karashash heard the galloping of horses. She went out of the tent and saw the Khan surrounded by his warriors with sabres drawn.

"Where is your husband? Why does he not meet me?" the Khan asked.

Karashash bowed and replied respectfully:

"Oh, mighty Khan, have mercy on my unfortunate husband. He left home in order to please you. No sooner did he hear that you were coming to visit us, than grief filled his heart: for we are poor and have nothing here with which to entertain royal guests. My husband hastened to the steppe to milk his tame quail and prepare kumiss for you. Come into our tent, great Khan. My husband will soon return and entertain you royally."

"You mock me, worthless woman!" the Khan cried. "Whoever heard of a quail being milked!"

"Are you surprised, great Khan?" asked Karashash innocently. "Did you not know that such miracles happen? Is it not your forty rams that are about to lamb?"

The Khan turned round his horse, whipped it with all his might and galloped away as fast as it could take him.

From that day onwards he never summoned Zhirenshe again. The husband and wife lived happily to a ripe old age.

But every human life comes to an end, and what is lived, like what is spilt, can never be returned.

Zhirenshe was out hunting when his Karashash died.

His friends rode out to meet him and tell him of his loss.

They saw him in the distance. He was riding slowly and singing a merry song. Three geese hung from his saddle.

The horsemen invited Zhirenshe to rest by the fire and began the talk in a round-about fashion.

"You are famed far and wide for your wisdom, Zhirenshe," they said. "So tell us this: What does a man lose, when his father dies?"

"When his father dies, the walls of the fortress protecting him from harm fall to the ground."

"Well said," his companions agreed. "And what does a man lose, when his mother dies?"

Zhirenshe replied:

"When his mother dies, the spring of love nourishing him dries up."

"Well said," his companions agreed. "And to what would you compare the death of a brother?"

"When a brother dies," Zhirenshe replied, "a man loses support."

"And, finally, wise Zhirenshe, tell us what a man loses with the death of his dear wife."

"My Karashash is dead!" exclaimed Zhirenshe and fell lifeless to the ground.

Karashash and Zhirenshe were buried in a wide valley. The bard's friends made signs out of stones. And to this day these signs point the way to the valley.
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