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Introduction


In late summer of 1987 I visited the southern part of Cyprus. I had recently divorced and needed time away after all that. I spent two weeks there mainly exploring the Greek part of the island with two friends. We hired a car and drove to Nicosia to see the northern, Turkish part but the Greek border official was obstructive and it took some discussion and a little  ‘persuasion’ from my friends, who were in the UN peace-keeping mission there, before he relented. He refused to let us take the car through and warned us to be back before 17:00 and not to buy anything. We hired a taxi and visited Belapais Abbey and Kyrenia castle before driving north to the port of Girne (Kyrenia), where the ferry docks from Turkey. 

While sitting at a café beside the harbor, listening to the müezzin calling from a minaret, I felt moved into a different dimension. I bought a Turkish flag and hid it under my shirt. When we crossed the border, the official was about to leave his post for the day and didn’t bother to search us. If he had my stay in Cyprus might have been extended.


On my flight home alone, the plane flew north over the Mediterranean, then west along the south coast of Turkey, a country I had never visited. The plane was flying low so I could see the mountains and the golden sands of the bays and I thought that I would like to visit one day, when I had sorted my life into a better order. What I didn’t know then was that sun-bathing on one of the golden beaches below was a turkish woman called Ceyda.


Three years later, in 1990, I was working at a university, in an English Language Summer School, when a turkish woman joined the school to improve her English. When the summer-school course ended she stayed. The following year, we started exploring her country together.


Her name, Ceyda, is pronounced [ jaida: ] which sounds like ‘Jaydar’.





 1 
Istanbul and the Slow Coach to Ankara


The plane touches down at Istanbul airport at two in the morning, early April 1991. I am disorientated. Through the window the runway lights flash by in the darkness. The engines go into reverse thrust, the runway lights slow down and there is a smell in the plane.


‘What’s that smell? Is the plane on fire?’ I ask feeling fear mounting.


‘It’s Istanbul.’ Ceyda says. ‘It’s the industry here.’


‘What are they doing to make that smell?’ I learn that it is a chemical plant and I had thought Istanbul was all coffee, kilims and minarets.


Ceyda warns me about getting a visa before queuing at passport control so as everyone rushes to the passport check I stop at a small sign-less window with a bored, uniformed official behind the glass and slide my passport across the counter with a £5 note and he takes the money and stamps my passport and I say, ‘Teşekkürler’ (thanks), and walk through passport control as most of the others rush back to the visa window. 


After we claim our luggage, Ceyda wants to have a snack so we find the airport lokanta (café) and order çay, (tea), and simits (annular bread rings with sesame seeds), while everyone else rushes outside to catch the coach into Istanbul.


We stand outside for an hour in the quiet of early morning waiting for another bus until I realize they only arrive when a plane arrives. I check the arrivals board. Only three more hours to wait. I suggest that maybe the çay and simits was not a good idea.


We are watched by a policeman guarding the entrance. Ceyda tells me that the police are open to black-market deals because their pay is so low. I suggest that she asks him for a lift into town. We are in luck; his friend is just going off duty, so after haggling over the price he shoulders his submachine gun and we follow him through the dark to his battered car round the back.


Our hired, off-duty policeman drives along the dual carriageways through dark, poorly lit, industrial areas of Istanbul. I feel ill at ease and headlines appear behind my eyes, ‘Englishman Disappears in Istanbul.’


The roads are fairly empty at four o’clock in the morning. This is good as our police driver is weaving left and right, passing yellow taxis on either side and I am on a road where they drive on the wrong side. I am jet-lagged and confused.


Lights loom in the distance and grow larger. At first I think it is a fun fair but so early in the morning? He pulls in and parks in front of a blindingly lit-up building. There are shops, a çayhane (tea house) with men milling around and hassling for taksi lifts. Ceyda is the only woman here and I the only European.


We get out with our bags and follow the policeman who shoulders his gun with a flourish. The locals appear to be suitably impressed. It produces the same effect here as wearing an Eaton tie might in London. We follow him into a dusty office where he speaks to the man at the desk. I hear the word ‘Ankara’ and the man behind the counter, who looks like a rabbit that has just seen the fox, nods in agreement and produces iki bilet (two tickets) from a wad in a drawer and mentions a price in Turkish lira. I am confused by the row of zeros as there are a lot of lira to the pound and Ceyda asks me for some money to pay our driver and the coach. I haven’t thought to take a few notes out of my wallet outside so, in the middle of this garishly-lit office and in front of all the men in it, I open it. It is fat with lira notes, I am about to ask her, ‘How much?’ when the policeman stuffs his hand in and removes several. All the men in the room get up silently and leave. 
What is happening? I fear for my life and sweat at the thoughts racing through my disoriented mind. Have they all rushed off to get help to relieve me of my burden? I stuff my wallet back in my pocket. There can’t be more than the equivalent of £150 in there but that might be a few months salary for some of these men. The police-man gives the man behind the counter a few notes, keeps the rest for himself, smiles at Ceyda and leaves. The man behind the counter leads us outside, I hear our ‘taxi’ speed off as we walk into the  dark area at the back of Topkapı coach station. I feel alone as he ushers us into a  coach parked behind the office. 


We sit inside the coach in the dark. It smells of old leather, stale sweat and smoke. Ceyda tells me that it will leave at seven; only a few hours to wait. I try to sleep but it is cold and I am disoriented and I’m too alert listening for the men with wriggly knives to come looking for my wallet. What have I got myself into? People disappear like this. It isn’t an auspicious start to my first visit to Turkey. I think of all the people at home in their beds and the people on the plane who probably have good hotels and here I sit on an old coach in the dark wondering about my future. Ceyda is with me but it is her country, I don’t speak the language and I’m an outsider, an infidel, as English as a toasted tea-cake.


I hear a cry and I’m about to get up and go down fighting when Ceyda asks, ‘Would you like some breakfast?’ I rub my eyes and see the gray light of dawn. The cry is from a young boy outside with a tray balanced on his head, piled with simits steaming in the cool air. Ceyda goes to get some and talks with the boy who disappears then comes back with a small tray with two tulip glasses of çay. I have my first breakfast in Turkey. The çay is the color of rusty water and is hot, sweet and very good and the simits fill me. In the growing light, I notice the coach is old and worn, with horse-hair or possibly camel-hair stuffed seats but it is comfortable. I start to feel better now that I have breakfasted and can see where I am.


Several people get on, including the driver. He lights a cigarette and talks with a friend and after the early morning cigarette is over he starts the engine. The coach vibrates and rattles and it starts to feel warmer. His friend counts the passengers, eight plus one infidel, and is satisfied and the coach drives carefully over the compressed, undulating ground and eases into the early morning traffic.


The arteries of Istanbul are in full flow, with big, old, American cars from the 1950s, yellow taxis, blue minibuses called dolmuş, trucks laden with vegetables, boxes, machinery and goats with an uncertain future. There is more traffic coming into Istanbul than going out as we cross the new suspension bridge over the Bosporus at Ortaköy and I see the sun rise huge, red and mystical over the mist-shrouded minarets and reflect in the waters of the Bosporus far below. This image warms and intrigues me. I am, for the first time, in Asia. I want to share it with Ceyda but she is asleep. She has seen it all before.


The old coach rattles and groans its way through Üsküdar and I doze and wake as we travel along the coast of the Sea of Marmara and through an industrial area along the inner coast to Izmit, full of old boat yards and small workshops with workers stoking their coal and coke fires to warm the chill of early morning. Everything is the color of rust. Huge partly-finished hulls rust in the weak reddish, sunlight that filters through the dust-filled morning air. Even the dust is rust colored and the ramshackle houses are covered in it. Dust is everywhere - coming into the coach in skin-drying, tongue-coating harshness. We rattle through the rusty outskirts, avoiding the center and I think of Hannibal who, when old and worn out, ended his life here ‘by his own hand’ to avoid being handed over to the Romans and, probably, a public and grisly death. This run-down part of Izmit seems a suitable place for that sort of 
thing.


The coach stops at every upturned hand. The driver’s lookout can spot a 
potential passenger far into the distance. We stop and start constantly and the coach soon fills up. Unfamiliar smells of kahve, Turkish cigarettes, old clothes, sweat and leather fill the coach.


We leave the conurbations, the metaled road surface changes to compacted, red dust and as we climb up through the mountains that line the Black Sea coast I notice that all the small houses at the sides of the road and on the slopes of the mountains are tilting over. At first I think it is because I am confused by tiredness or the gradient of the road is steep then I see that some of them tilt at a different angle to the others. Loose silt covers much of the ground and I realize that the whole area is suffering from subsidence. I remember that this area is a geological fault zone. The tectonic plates are unstable along the north coast and this mountainous area is prone to landslips and earthquakes. In England the houses would have been pulled down but there is smoke coming from the chimneys.  I don’t know how anyone can live in them but this is a different culture and people here have different needs. I have to stop thinking like a European. Some houses are leaning over by several 
degrees. It must make filling the bath-tub interesting, that is if they have one. They are typical peasant houses, square and made of rough-cast concrete. Most are single-floored and there are a few with two floors but most have steel reinforcing bars poking up out of the walls. Ceyda wakes and I point the houses out. She tells me that the people are poor so when they run out of money they just stop building. Most of the houses are never finished and upright concrete reinforcing bars are a common architectural feature in the villages and rural areas where money is hard to come by. Some, in the south, even have fruiting vines growing up them.


The old coach overtakes a lorry which, at the same time, is overtaking another lorry going up hill and approaching a slow bend. Half-way round the bend we meet another lorry, loaded with several trees, overtaking another lorry, loaded with half a quarry, which, in its own turn is overtaking another lorry. All six large, lumbering vehicles approach each other in this formation with unwavering determination. This is not macho driving by the men - it is how things are. The ritual is accompanied by much cursing, gesticulating and waving of hands as our driver turns round to a friend sitting behind him to discuss the probability of an impending accident - or the weather. The convoys get closer and then, as if by some clairvoyantly, prearranged signal, they all change into another formation and pass within centimeters of each other. For a second the air is full of wheels, dust, vehicle bodies, and the roar of antique engines and crunching gears - then relative silence as our lone coach 
rattles and rumbles along up the mountain road and I and the other concerned passengers return to observing the tilting houses on the shifting mountains.


The wise passengers sit at the back and go to sleep so they can’t witness the driver’s skill at frightening everyone half to death. I learn not to appear frightened or to be seen watching the driver with any degree of concern, it encourages them to drive more recklessly - although judging by the amount of twisted metal at the side of the road their driving is far from wreckless. I make a mental note not to sit in the front again - unless I sit on the dashboard and face the rear.


Truck drivers drive for days on end without rest and most of the accidents are caused by them falling asleep. The trucks are enormous old monsters, heavily overloaded, with a huge cab and steering wheel behind which, usually, sits a small driver with eyes like gritty, glass marbles. They can be seen wiping the sleep from their eyes as they drive, often in convoys and probably in case one falls asleep. The others can sound their horns or run their trucks into his to wake him up; or, 
as a last resort, sort out the carnage before the police arrive.


At first I am annoyed that we are on the slow coach to Ankara, then I realize this is part of the experience of traveling in a foreign land and I settle down to enjoy the journey. There is an unhurried rhythm as the coach slowly grinds it way along, stopping to pick up people and people throwing boxes or crates of hens on the floor and asking the driver to drop them off at the next village down the road. I enjoy the smells of old leather and goat and strong Turkish cigarettes and sweat and the eau de Kolonya being handed round occasionally to kill the germs and refresh us.


I fall asleep in the horse-hair stuffed seat, spreading my legs out luxuriously in the dust on the floor, lulled by the roar of the engine, the grinding of gears and the rhythmic swaying from side to side when the coach occasionally reaches 40 kilometers per hour.


The coach rumbles up the road climbing the Akçakoca mountains along the north, then down through Bolu, scene of another major accident at a cross roads in Kazan with lorry parts and machinery littering the road. Then we descend from the mountains to a plain and the coach reaches 40kph swaying gently from side to side again lulling me into a false sense of security. We pass a large military complex on the right and in the distance below us, filling a slight depression in the hills, lies Ankara.


Wide bulvar (boulevards) start and we pass an industrial area, then the built up area starts and we turn into a coach station – an otogar. The journey has taken ten hours but it is a good way to see parts of north Turkey, the country people, their houses and villages.


Coaches are not allowed in the city centers so coach stations are always in the suburbs and we have to find a dolmuş. The otogar is teeming with people and it is difficult to find room to get off the coach and I am surrounded by people shouting at me to take their coach, dolmuş or taksi.


Ceyda says, ‘Kavaklıdere’ to the crowd, which is the district near where her friend lives, and points at me. My arm is grasped and I am led, through the throng, to a dolmuş and we get in and the dolmuş drives into the traffic and heads for the center. We pay the driver the equivalent to 30 pence for our fifteen minute journey.


It isn’t a good idea to sit near the front of a dolmuş. I am tapped on the shoulder and a handful of old notes are stuffed into my hand. ‘Effendim,’ (Mr, please) a man says, ‘iki lutfen’ (two, please). I pass them on to the man in front who passes them to the driver who gets the change and passes it to a man behind him while driving through the traffic. The man in front passes it to me and I pass it to the man behind. There are a lot of teşekkürlers and smiles. I do this for everyone behind me; I am making contact with Turkish people and learning another custom. I also notice that, generally, women seem to sit together and so do the men.


The drivers like to pack several more passengers into their dolmuş than the designers thought possible. This way they get more money and everyone is short. Our driver has spotted a traffic police car ahead and he shouts for all the standing passengers to get down out of site. He can be fined for overloading and as most working people’s wages are low the passengers always comply with his request. There is a solidarity among the workers here that I find refreshing; it is also pleasurable to outwit the cops. It is a game to lighten the load of life. The fact that the cops will make us all get out and walk also comes into it.


The apartment where Ceyda’s friend lives is just off Atatürk bulvarı on a quiet side road not far from the center. Atatürk bulvarı runs north to south straight through Ankara starting at Ulus near the castle in the old part of town then to Çankaya, a modern part of town and thus connecting the old with the new so everything, nearly, is just off Atatürk bulvarı. It is difficult here not to be aware of the man who broke from the old corrupt ways in Turkey to the more modern.


Elif Abla is a large, friendly woman and welcomes us. She appears pleased to see Ceyda and is interested in me. I guess she is Ceyda’s confidente. We remove our shoes and enter the quiet and spacious apartment. After the babble of noise outside it feels like a peaceful oasis. The furniture is dark and ornate with carvings and in a sort of eastern rococo style. Everything is big: the rooms; the furniture; the space. I sit in one of the large settees and want to curl up and go to sleep. Elif Abla prepares a meal while she talks and fusses over Ceyda and asks me questions about what I do and how we met while I sip sweet çay from a tulip glass and eat sweet biscuits.


We eat at a table large enough to seat twelve. There is a lot of food and Elif Abla insists that I eat a lot of it. Elif Abla has a commanding voice and appears matriarchal, as an exschool-teacher might be. There is pide - a sort of lamb pizza with tomatoes and herbs; stuffed vine leaves, olives, eggs, I start to form the impression that she is of Jewish descent as she keeps filling up my plate as fast as I empty it until she fills it up faster than I can empty it. As I haven’t eaten a proper meal for over twenty four hours I just manage to keep ahead of her. I am suitably impressed by her hospitality.


Elif Abla speaks good English and I feel embarrassed that I can’t converse well in Turkish but I do know some words and basic grammar. I tell her about my work and how Ceyda and I met and what we want to see on this trip. Elif Abla asks Ceyda about her parents and they talk in Turkish. I’m not sure what is happening here but I think it involves me.


I have arranged to stay with a friend, who teaches English language at Bilkent university, while Ceyda will sleep at Elif Abla’s apartment. We are not officially married so to sleep in the same room together will go against Turkish custom and we don’t want to cause offense although Elif Abla knows that we live together in England.


I phone Tony and arrange to meet near the university coach stop just around the corner, near Tunus. I thank Elif Abla for her hospitality and Ceyda walks with me and we find a group of students and Tony. It is good to see him again, we haven’t met for over a year, the time he has been here, and we shake hands. It seems strange that neither of us had ever talked about Turkey when we were at university together and today we are meeting in the middle of Ankara.


Ceyda goes back to Elif Abla’s apartment and I board the coach with Tony. It is free for students and lecturers. Tony says I should practice the word for teacher, ‘öğretmen’, in case the security guards ask me at the gates. The university is on the Eskişehir road several kilometers out of Ankara and the campus is ringed by a high, barbed-wire-topped fence with a security check at the entrance. The guard gets on the coach, checks everyone’s student card but he doesn’t ask me. Part of me feels insulted, I can no longer be mistaken for a student.


The campus is large, new and modern and the apartment blocks where the staff live are still being finished. Everything is new and in stark contrast to what I have seen of the villages in the north.


Tony tells me that the university is so big that a factory was built on the campus to make all the furniture. Unfortunately the chairs and wardrobes are falling apart but no-one seems to care. Either that or no-one dares to mention it. Tony says that there is a lot of wheeling and dealing here and the contract to make the furniture probably wasn’t gained by being efficient at making furniture although it’s wrong to use my European judgment on things here in Asia. The buildings are good though, modern, clean, with high ceilings and enormous shower rooms.


My room faces the hills around Ankara and after I settle in and shower I go out with Tony to walk to the shop and to look at the blocks of flats nearby. It will be a sizable student village when it is finished. The view over Ankara is amazing, I can see the hills around but there is a bad smell in the air and I can see dense smoke coming from an area about thirty kilometers away on the outskirts.


‘I think it’s a steel works.’ Tony says. The smoke has floated high over the southern part of the city but we are so high up here that it drifts diffused through the campus and it is unpleasant, drying and bitter. God only knows what it is like near it’s source.


‘It reminds me of Sheffield.’ I say. Both cities are built on hills, surrounded by hills and there is industry in both.


‘There aren’t the regulations here that we are used to in England.’ he says. ‘Life is cheap here.’


‘And profit dearer - especially if you’re a manual worker without a voice.’ I say. We are both radicals and were even more so at university.


‘It’s coming,’ he says, ‘The Turkish government will have to accept human rights some time.’


‘Don’t you sometimes feel a bit afraid here?’


‘Yes, it gives a frisson of excitement.’ he tells me. ‘I feel more alive here because of that.’ You have to be very aware of what is happening around you and the consequences of your actions.’


The shop is near the service road close to the perimeter fence. It is a ramshackle building made of old sheets of plywood, pallets and rusting corrugated iron sheets. ‘It was originally put up just for the construction workers,’ Tony says, ‘but students and staff get their groceries here. He sells everything and it’s cheaper than the official shop but he’ll have to take it down when the place gets finished.’


We go in, sliding carefully between the rows of bottled food, packeted food, jars of preserved fruit, packets of biscuits including my favorites, petit buerre, and boxes of vegetables. Tony gets the cans of beer from a cooler hidden at the back, out of site of anyone who doesn’t know. Behind the counter Ahmet smiles. This isn’t his real name. It is the name he goes under while running his shop. He is a practicing member of the gray economy. Ahmet says, ‘Günaydın (good day)’. Behind him are shelves of cigarettes, lighters, lotto tickets and a selection of blue, glass eyes to keep away the evil eye, in his case the authorities. Tony pays for the beer and other things then puts the cans in a plastic bag he has brought for the purpose. Many people drink alcohol in Turkey but it is expedient not to display the fact – especially on campus.


We drink the beer in his apartment and Tony tells me about the first few months here.


‘It was difficult. The culture shock, not knowing the rules, coping with everything. A couple from our group couldn’t take it and had to be flown  back. We help each other as much as we can. We have a local contact with the teaching agency and the British Council sometimes.’


‘It takes a year to settle in.’ I say. ‘It took me a year to get settled in France and after that it gets easier but I never felt a part of it there even after a few years. How long are you staying?’


‘Another year, then I’ll make a decision.’ he tells me. ‘I signed up for two but if I stay on I’ll get a bonus so that’s an incentive.’


We drink the beer and relax while he tells me about the university. Ihsan Doğramacı, the man who first put forward the idea of starting the university lives in a palatial house in a remote area of the campus and Tony isn’t really sure of his position or role but there are always armed guards near the house so he must be pretty important.


‘The students are well behaved but they’re all from well-off families so they aren’t motivated.’ he tells me. ‘Most of them will have a ready-made career from their fathers. It would be nice to help some from a poor background but this is a private university.’


‘What do you miss most?’ I ask.


‘English pubs, English music and just being able to walk out and talk with people – especially the women.’


I guess he is finding the language a problem. It can be a barrier. What we need is a common language.


I’ve made some headway with the Turkish language but as Ceyda does most of the talking I get little practice and there is little incentive even though Turkish is more logical than English. All the vowels have their own particular sound and so do the consonants so I can read and speak it but I can’t understand it well at the moment. Atatürk ordered the linguists to construct a new language to help his break from the corruptions of the past so it is more logical than most. It is agglutinating: there is a headword then other prefixes and suffixes are ‘glued’ on to make a sentence.


‘Ceyda did her PhD in the Turkish language,’ I say, ‘and as I helped to type a lot of it out I’ve got a fair idea about it, not that I can speak it much. I know there is a one word sentence that is very long but I can’t remember it.’


We listen to Enya on his tape player as we chat and it is relaxing. It is good to listen to something familiar. I promise to get him a set of active speakers for his cassette player the next time I come over. We all need to take a bit of our own culture with us when we travel. I have a small short-wave receiver that I take on my travels so I can listen to some English culture if I get home-sick en route.


The next day Tony has a morning class so I catch the university coach to the city center to meet Ceyda. She has been talking with Elif Abla and catching up with the news. I guess Ceyda uses Elif Abla as a favorite aunt, confiding in her things that she couldn’t discuss with her mother.


We find the coach office in Kızılay and book two seats to Antalya for tomorrow. We are going sight-seeing to the south coast. The part of Turkey that many package holiday makers think is all of Turkey.


Ceyda prefers the well-known express coach companies like Varan and Ulusoy who are reliable, have air-conditioning, reclining seats and a waiter service bringing snacks and drinks throughout the journey. They also bring round eau de Kolonya at regular intervals to refresh our hands and face rather than to kill germs. The small coach companies service the rural areas not on the tourist map but I find these interesting and more directly connected with real life in Turkey. I want to experience rural life before Turkey becomes too westernized; before television is in every home and the old culture disappears but tomorrow we go direct to Antalya the express way.


We go to Elif Abla’s apartment for another large lunch. While Elif Abla is in the kitchen I whisper to Ceyda that I think Elif Abla is Jewish. Jewish mothers won’t let anyone leave a table until all the food is eaten. I feel stuffed and do my best but Elif Abla is persuasive and keeps piling more food on my plate. I have eaten enough to last the whole journey. In desperation I point to my stomach and say, ‘dolmuş’ meaning ‘stuffed’. The message gets across perfectly. Although I feel too full I am also comforted by being mothered and fussed over.


Elif Abla’s family owned land in the east of Turkey. I remember that many Turkish Jews were resettled there after the great ‘people interchange’ with Greece several decades ago so perhaps I am right. 


We sort through our heavy luggage so we can travel light tomorrow. We will take a back-pack each and I say goodbye to Elif Abla.


We buy some food and wine and catch the coach to Bilkent university. The guard asks Ceyda for identification but mainly because he wants an excuse to talk with her. She shows him her diplomatic pass and he goes away. He doesn’t ask me again.


We cook a meal for Tony and drink the wine which is surprisingly good. It is a Yakut, which means ‘ruby’, and made for the state and probably by state-owned vineyards. It is expensive by Turkish standards – about the same price as a quality wine in France.


We walk outside to wait with Ceyda at the coach-stop and she leaves to stay with Elif Abla for the night.


Tony and I talk long into the night.


‘Are you and Ceyda getting on all right?’


‘We get on well and I like her and it’s good to explore her country with her.’


‘You’re lucky – you brought yours with you. I have no chance of meeting women here. They can’t go out with men like they can in England, especially with Europeans, or even meet men socially unless in a large groups and I don’t know anyone at the moment.’


Male/female relationships are still influenced by old, male-dominated customs. ‘We met some Turkish women on the English language course at our university,’ I tell him, ‘and they’re back here now. When we arrange to meet I’ll let you know - if you’re interested.’


‘I’d be very interested.’ he says and his face lights up.


The next morning I meet Ceyda in Kızılay, where we catch the dolmuş to the coach station on the outskirts and there we board a modern, air-conditioned coach.





 2 
Through Afyon and Antalya to Side


The coach leaves the suburbs of Ankara, along new roads and passing new buildings before traveling south over an arid, treeless plain, burnt dry by the sun. We pass through the small town of Polatlı surrounded by subsistence farmers laboring on the soil in the heat. After the affluence of the university, I find it a shock to see people dressed in rags toiling in the dusty soil. Their faces are lined with pain and incomprehension as our air-conditioned coach speeds by. I am aware of the apparent unfairness of the world. In England I am considered to be, if not ‘poor’ then on the borderline by national standards but I have chosen this way of living: educating myself, traveling around, seeing things and writing about them and experiencing different ways of life instead of pursuing mammon just for the sake of pursuing mammon. Here, at this moment, cocooned inside the air-conditioned coach, I am rich beyond 
the dreams of the people outside the window.


A few hours later, we stop in Afyon at a coach park, near a wooden building where they sell kahve, çay and lokum (Turkish delight). We drink çay and eat tost and stock up on lokum for ourselves and as presents. Ceyda tells me that the lokum here is çok guzel (very good). I ask how people here support themselves as the farming looks desperate. She tells me that the farmers used to grow poppies here for opium but the Turkish government stopped that after pressure from the American government and the people have to survive as well as they can. The local officials are trying to develop tourism but Afyon is a long way from the golden beaches and the Akdeniz, the white sea, as the Turkish people call the Mediterranean, and survival here, at the moment, looks 
tenuous for many.


We pass through mountains, then Burdur Gölü (lake) and Burdur itself, with Isparta not far away and climb through the Katrancık mountains where the air is clear and cool, then down to the regional city of Antalya on the coast.


The sun is hot and bright and the tall, modern buildings in Antalya are all white. The glare is painful. Ceyda’s aunt and uncle live here but we don’t have time to see them before we catch another coach eastwards. Ceyda thinks it better if we stay in Side, a small coastal village, away from the city. I guess she isn’t ready to meet her relatives yet. None of them know that she is back in Turkey. They all think she is in England studying at the university and I guess none of them know about me.


The coach from Antalya along the south coast is an express and doesn’t go to the villages so we are dropped off at the side of the main road in the middle of nowhere. It becomes very quiet as we wait. Ceyda says there should be a dolmuş at any time. There isn’t much traffic in April. We wait for an hour, then a car pulls up.


‘You are going into Side?’ the driver asks in a slightly French accent. ‘I am going that way if you want a lift.’


We accept and climb into his old Citroen and he drives down the single track road through lush countryside dotted with white-washed houses. It feels good to be in a car.


‘I am coming from Belgium,’ he tells us, ‘I have a hotel here and I am opening it for the summer. Where are you from?’


‘I’m from England,’ I tell him, ‘and my partner is from Ankara. We’re exploring.’


‘Ah, you are looking for somewhere to stay? You can stop at my place, it is very good, very cheap.’


He pulls into a drive and parks in front of a large, square, white-painted house. It looks new and attractive, set in a garden and there are balconies to the bedrooms but inside it is dusty and in need of a good clean and there is no staff so no breakfast and we really want a view of the sea. We refuse his offer as politely as we can, thank him for the lift and walk the few kilometers into Side.


It is very quiet as we walk along the lane. There are trees and greenery and birds twittering. It is a small oasis of green. We come to a field where the dolmuş stops, when there is one, and then to a modern barrier across the road to stop vehicles going into the village, which is in keeping with the place because it always has been a fortified port although the walls protected more against plundering armies rather than attacking cars. There is a gateway in a ruined wall and on the left is a huge amphitheater and on the right an old bath house. There are ruined buildings and stones and broken columns everywhere. Side is a living museum.


We walk through the narrow streets and find a little pansiyon, a cottage in a garden, with a balcony overlooking the bay. Being April, everything is fresh and tourists rare. It costs us the equivalent of £3 each. It is perfect and just the sort of place I like: small, clean, basic and run by the people who live there. We shower, clean ourselves up a little, then go out to explore.


Side must be a vibrant, bustling place in high season and I see now why cars are kept out. The streets are narrow and probably easily defendable if the walls were infiltrated, but now everyone is welcomed with open arms. We get lost in the maze of bazaars, boutiques and lokantas all catering for  German tourists. I make a mental note to learn some German as well as more Turkish.


Later, we find a restoran on a hill overlooking the bay with the sound of surf breaking under the window. We have a selection of mezzes, pide, kebaps, salads, a Yakut wine and baklava from the vast choice of Turkish sweets. The whole meal, including wine, is the equivalent of £12 for both of us. I like this. We walk along the sea front and watch the sun set. The air is balmy, the village peaceful and I feel at home.


Kahvaltı (breakfast), is served in the garden overlooking the sea. We have big tasty domates (tomatoes) straight from the garden, beyaz peynir (white sheep’s milk cheese), zeytin (olives), ekmek (bread) (I used to think French bread was good but this is even better) yumurta (boiled eggs) and çay. It is delicious and the cost a mere equivalent of £1 for both of us. I am surprised by the low cost of everything here compared with prices in England but everything is expensive there. It won’t be long before prices start to rise here as tourism really takes off and then the local people will struggle.


We walk to the beach which is long and sandy and just beyond the dunes there is the usual but small string of hotels along the west beach and this is where I have the strong feeling that I had been here before in a dream. I remember the beach and the trees and spent fires along the beach from a profound dream I had some years ago. The dream had been so strong that I thought about it a lot and came to the conclusion that it was somewhere in the English lake district. The feeling is so uncomfortable that I have to leave. I 
tell Ceyda about my dream and she tells me there is a lake district not far away. Is there such a thing as a ‘race memory’ - something that happened to an ancestor of mine and which is coded into my genes? I don’t know but the feeling was strong and unpleasant.


We visit the ruins of the amphitheater which appears more colossal because it isn’t built on a hill so the wall supporting the tiered seating is tall. We climb the steep, stepped seating to the top which is hazardous with nothing to stop us if we stumble but this is Turkey. The view from the top is worth the climb and we can see the whole of Side beneath us and the bay and the mountains in the distance. This must have been a fertile area when Side was first established.


The name, ‘Side’, means ‘pomegranate’ in Anatolian. I don’t know if it is because the pomegranate was considered a prize or if they were grown here but I discover later that the the 
pomegranate is the symbol of fertility, whether human or agricultural I don’t know. Side was an important port 2500 years ago but the harbor is silted up now. Hannibal’s navy had a battle here with a Rhodian and Roman fleet but he failed to get the prize. It seems that ancient Side was connected with piracy and treachery because an ancient Greek, Stratonikos, said, ‘... the biggest rascals in the world are the citizens of Side.’ I suppose they were opportunists and probably like everyone else at the time. We call them multinational companies now. Maybe the pomegranate symbolizes financial fertility? Side declined in Roman times and eventually most people moved to Antalya leaving an attractive village ripe for tourism.


The amphitheater is surrounded by an ancient builders store-yard of columns, carved stone and statues and enough architectural detritus to build another village in a grand but genteelly 
decaying style.


We visit the the converted Roman bath house near the dolmuş stop. The ticket collector and guide is a boy of around nine years of age and he tells us some of the history of the place then we walk around the rooms filled with artifacts which have been excavated over many years. I don’t like museums but I find this interesting. There are statues large and small, coins, sarcophagi large enough for two, carved architectural stones and the architecture of the bath house is interesting as well. It is refreshingly cool inside and some of the rooms have water running into them. It feels less like a museum and more like someone’s store-room. There are no signs and no special lighting so it is more possible to get a feel of what it might have been like when the ancient Greeks and Romans were using the place for its original function. There is a high, cool humidity in the place and it is perfectly quiet, the thick 
walls repel all sounds and the heat of the sun.


We explore Side and I try to interpret the German signs. Many of the houses have temporary shelters on top of them built of canvas and straw supported by rough wood poles and called çardaks where people sit out of the sun in the cooling air or have quiet parties all night and sleep because the weather is too hot to sleep inside.


The next morning, at breakfast, we decide to visit Manavgat along the coast. We walk to the dolmuş place beyond the village and sit waiting in the sun. While waiting, I catch up on writing my journals about the place, the people and my feelings about it and listen to the grasshoppers chirping in the grass. I feel at peace here. I try to work out why I feel a strange connection with this place but the day is too nice to think about things too deeply.


The dolmuş arrives after an hour, the few passengers get off and the driver turns off the engine, gets out and lights a cigarette. The smoke drifts over the wild flowers towards the ruins. The silence returns. There is no rush. We are in the present moment.


Manavgat is a few kilometres along the main road toward Alanya and a popular place. It is crowded with Turkish people and we walk along a dirt track to the famous falls to the north of the village. The river comes from the Dedegöl mountains and is in full spate with snow melt. The falls look only about 2  meters high at the moment but in high summer they can be several meters. It is midmorning and getting hot so we find a table under a tree and order soft drinks and a snack and sit listening to the sound of water, which is cooling in itself. The water smells of earth and vegetation. The waiters are wearing white jackets and appear quite formal in this rustic setting. People who serve seem to be more 
deferential here, as people probably were in the Victorian age in England.


Feeling calm and refreshed, we walk back into the village and catch an already full dolmuş to Alanya, which becomes unbearably crowded as the driver picks up more and more of the local people and I appreciate why they are often called ‘stuffed’. I think the drivers must have competitions among themselves to see how many people they can get in. There are seats for roughly twenty people but I think there are thirty-five of us packed into this one. I am one of the fifteen standing and we are all in intimate contact and the temperature is in the high thirties and climbing. Quite a few people get out on the main road after a while and there is space to breathe and someone opens a window.


The road goes along the coast with the Akdeniz to our right and the Akçalı mountains to the left. Some of the higher peaks have snow on 
them. There are some new hotel complexes along the road but not many and is quite pleasant driving with the windows open. The dolmuş picks up more people as we get close to Alanya then we get off just as the houses start on the western edge of the town. Ceyda wants to check her new apartment.


She bought an interest in the building a few years ago, at the insistence of her father who thought it wise to divert some of her income from the purchase of clothes, shoes and jewelery to buying a place to live in - and store clothes, shoes and jewelery. Not that she could live on her own. It transgresses Turkish customs for young, single, and therefore marriageable, women to live on their own.


There are no mortgages for homes in Turkey at the moment. People buy shares, like a subscription, in a new building program and the builder buys the land and works until the money runs out, then the people pay more money into the pot 
until the houses and the landscaping is finally completed. Ceyda is paying the final amounts now and the building work should be finished next year, the landscaping will be completed the year after. There are twelve apartment blocks in this complex, each with four floors and one apartment to each floor. There will be gardens, a swimming pool, a shop and a walkway under the road to a private part of the upper beach. I ask her if this a safe arrangement and she says that it is rare for builders to go bankrupt and even rarer for them to disappear with the money. Family ties are strong in Turkey. Where would the absconding man live? He would have to leave Turkey and even then he would not be safe. The apartments will be good when finished. I can see the potential but they are a long way from being ready.


While waiting for a dolmuş into Alanya we meet a man with a camel who asks if I want to ride it. I tell him only if there is room for two. There isn’t so we wait.


We enter Alanya, it looks a pleasant and clean town with a beach and a hill with a ruined castle at its peak and further east there is an harbor and a bay. The dolmuş drops us at a small park and we catch another that will take us east along the sea where Ceyda’s mother and father have a summer house.


‘How often do they come here?’ I ask.


‘Every summer' she tells me, ‘and sometimes at this time of year.’


‘You mean they’re here now?’


‘Can be.’ she says in a way that I now know means, ‘Yes’. It seems that I am to be introduced but we have to be discrete. Ceyda’s father is a retired judge and quite conservative. It would upset him if he discovered that we were ‘cohabiting’. I’m hopeless at telling untruths and pleased that I don’t speak enough Turkish to be coherent. I can do what I’m good at, which is smiling and acting dumb.


I feel awkward at the prospect of meeting Ceyda’s mother and father. Ceyda will tell them that I am a courier with a group of students on a tour of Turkey and we have left them for a while in Side so Ceyda can see her parents. A bit lame I know but the best she can think of at the time and, as I can’t and don’t have to talk, I let her improvise.


The dolmuş drives between a long beach on the right and fields of banana plantations along the left and a few miles after the small houses end there is a small enclave or site of summer houses and the dolmuş stops near a small hotel. This is as far as it goes and the driver gets out for a smoke and chat with a man selling fruit from a stall. There is a huge bougainvillea climbing up the walls of the hotel and the flowers are deep purple. The beach is on our right and the sea beckons. 


We walk up a steep hill, along an unmade road, through the summer houses. There must be about seventy of them, in tiers up the hill and they are small, square with red Romanesque tiles on their roofs and chimneys, all facing the sea.


I feel some apprehension as I see a group of people sitting on a veranda around a table having a meal. I recognize her mother from a photograph but there are others there. I watch her face. Ceyda’s mother looks up at us as we walk along the footpath but doesn’t recognize Ceyda and continues talking with the others. We approach the veranda and there are cries of astonishment. I stand back awkwardly. I think her mother understands immediately but her father looks confused. Women are much better at this sort of thing than we men.


Ceyda’s aunt Nihal and paternal uncle Metin from Antalya are here. Ceyda introduces me and I leave 
understanding to the god’s. I sit with them and we share the meal and there is a lot of conversation. They had thought Ceyda was in England and now she is here and although surprised they are glad to see her. I feel left out of the conversation but Ceyda tells me that uncle Metin trained in France so I start talking with him in my limited French. Metin tells me that he trained in forestry near Grenoble for several years before moving to this area and he loved his work in the Olympus mountains along the coast here until he retired a few years ago. He had wanted to continue working but he had no choice.


Ceyda speaks in Turkish to her family, English to me. I talk to her uncle in French, he explains to everyone else, they all talk in Turkish, Ceyda tells me what they say in English. The conversations become animated. Ceyda ‘explains’ me to her parents, I am pleased that I can’t understand as a Turkish white lie is told.


Ceyda’s uncle Metin and the women start to clear the table and I sit with Ceyda’s father for a while. Nothing is said or can be said but I feel accepted. I wonder how this would have gone in England? I guess there is much whispered discussion over the washing of the crockery.


Ceyda shows me around the summer house. The floors are terrazzo to absorb the heat and the windows small to keep out the sun. There are two bedrooms, one with a balcony and a view over the sea, the other cooler at the back and overlooking the courtyard and with a view through the houses of the mountains in the distance. There is a shower room on the first floor and a large salon and small kitchen on the ground floor with a shaded courtyard at the back that has a fountain in the rear wall plus the shaded balcony at the front for dining al fresco. I like it.


After a couple of hours we have to go back to our pansiyon at Side and our ‘other students’ so we take our leave and walk down the hill to catch the dolmuş. Ceyda seems pleased. I think I am accepted.
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West along the Coast to Kaş


The next day we get up early, breakfast in the garden of the pansiyon on yumarta, domates and peynir with glasses of çay and watch the light on the sea and life start in the village. We discuss where we will go next and decide to visit Kaş which is about the same distance west of Alanya as we are east of Alanya.


We pay for our stay, thank our hosts and wish them success with their new venture and leave for the field on the outskirts, where we wait and I catch up writing my journal in the sun and the silence. The dolmuş arrives after a while and takes us to the main road. Ceyda has checked the times at the information office and we don’t have long to wait before we wave a coach down going to Antalya. The journey doesn’t take long but the sun is hot and bright in the otogar and the reflected light bounces off the white buildings and dazzles us. We find a dolmuş going to Kaş and climb aboard.


This dolmuş is driven fast by a manic driver along the narrow, twisting roads newly cut into the rock and with a steep fall down to the sea. He drives fast around blind bends on the wrong side of the road with furtive glances in the mirror to see if he is frightening his customers enough. It takes an hour for this part of the journey and when he reaches Kaş he stops, turns round and smiles as if expecting a round of applause. He doesn’t get one. A few days later a dolmuş hits a truck on a blind bend and the dolmuş falls into the sea. The driver and a passenger are killed and many passengers badly injured.


We look for a pansiyon and find one on the sea front. A boy of around ten is acting as manager for his mother while she is busy. He asks the equivalent of £10 for the room. Ceyda is surprised and tells him so. When he realizes he is dealing with a hard woman he drops his price to £5, a much more reasonable rate considering that the season had not yet begun and the streets have many room-touting boys but very few tourists to tout. The room is up a narrow flight of stairs, basic but clean and the balcony overlooks the bay with the sound of breakers gently susurrating on the rocks below. It is perfect.


After a shower to remove the dust we go out to explore and look for a lokanta. Kaş is on a narrow crescent of land at the foot of the steep slopes of the Taurus mountains and faces the turquoise waters of the Akdeniz. The hair-raising journey is worth the end and Kaş is, so far, unspoiled. There are narrow winding streets with a few bazaars and lokantalar and the village has quite a pleasant, lazy atmosphere. We decide to stay a couple of days and fall in love with it. There is a small harbor and the village clusters together in the only bit of fairly level land for miles. ‘Kaş’ means ‘eyebrow’ and from the sea the village could be said to resemble the shape of an eye in the base of the mountains.


We find a lokanta in a court-yard and it looks clean and there are people eating there, which is a good sign. We order pide and it is prepared and put into a rustic stone oven at one end of the courtyard with a great theatrical flourish by the black-haired, mustachioed chef who looks more Greek than Turkish. I imagine a swarthy old man at the rear of the oven, out of site of we diners, removing the pide from the back, shoving it into a greasy microwave for 60 seconds slinging it back into the rustic oven and tapping on the wall to his actor at the front who makes a great show of opening the door, putting a Roman galley oar inside and pulling it out, ‘hey presto’, with our pide gently steaming on the paddle. Of course, I’m being skeptical but these things do happen. He slides it off the paddle with a flourish and probably mindful of the theater of eating out and brings it to us on a large tray. It is 
delicious – however it has been cooked. The bottle of Yakut wine is good too.


We walk through the narrow streets to the bay and watch the lights on the fishing boats as they fish for squid and octopi until the light goes and it starts to get cool and then we walk back to the pansiyon.


Kaş has two mosques, each within a few hundred meters of each other and together with our pansiyon they form an intimate triangle. Each müezzin starts calling at six in the morning, and seems to be in competition with the other. I awake to calls to prayer in biological and theological stereo and the sound bounces off the hills and comes back a millisecond later to fill the air and transport me to another dimension. Apart from bird-song I can’t think of a nicer way of being woken up.


Breakfast of white cheese, olives, boiled eggs, tomatoes, bread and çay is brought on a tray to our room and we eat on the balcony overlooking the sea. The sun hasn’t risen over the mountains yet but already it is warm.


We pack our swimming clothes and catch a dolmuş to Patara beach, a few kilometers westwards. Some historians believe that Patara was the second most famous oracular place 
after Delphi, for a time, and it is also the birth place of the Byzantine St Nicholas, the ghost of the saint some now remember at Christmas as a rotund, old, white-bearded, commercial construct that I think should be dropped into the rubbish bin of western culture.


The dolmuş takes us along a single track, through fields of ruins half hidden in tall grass and reeds and stops near the customary huddle of wood shops and bazaars. I ignore the entreaties to part with my cash for trinkets that I don’t want and I feel bad about this as I am part of a growing problem. These people rely on tourism but tourists are fickle and will tire of this place and find another and what will the local people do then? Although I might be part of the problem, today I want to experience the beach.


There is a short walk to a vast expanse of white sand, the gently rolling, blue sea and the sun. There are about six people on the beach which stretches for several miles in both directions. The sun is hot and there is a refreshing wind so Ceyda puts on her bikini and I my trunks but keep a tee shirt on as I burn easily. The sea is a little too cool for swimming and we walk along the empty beach, enjoying the freedom from traveling and the constant looking at the map. We walk through the surf and this is one of those magical moments of pure pleasure. There is no sound except the waves rolling on the beach. After a couple of hours of walking we stop and lie down and talk about being here. It is pleasant to lie on the beach soaking up the sun and looking at the snow-capped mountains in the background - and then we fall asleep.


I awake feeling hot and dry. We dress and walk back through the path through the tall grass and look at the ruined stonework. I hear a rustling in the grass and catch a glance of something long moving off quickly. Some of the snakes here are poisonous.


On the dolmuş back to Kaş we pass through the small village of Kalkan and as it looks attractive, and we have nothing pressing to do, we get off to look around. It is peaceful and quiet compared to other villages. There are no tourists, mainly because it is not quite as picturesque as the other villages but it has an honest charm about it with a small marina where, again, a few boats can be hired to explore the bays. There is some building work at one end of the village and we think it is the start of a tourist hotel. We stay for a while wandering around, soaking in the silence. There is no one hassling us to buy anything although we walk through a small market where people have the time to stand and chat and we buy some spices and herbs and dried dates and talk to the people about tourism and the village. One of the stall holders tells us that the building work at the end of the village is due to a minor earthquake which destroyed a few of the old buildings 
and is not a tourist development. Nothing to worry about, earthquakes happen all the time here but rarely damage buildings. That one was ready for falling down anyway he tells us. It is so peaceful here, just the houses, the beach and the gentle lapping of the sea. We wander around in silence and I think about earthquakes and the bulldozers of tourism.


Back in Kaş, we go to the pansiyon, shower in the soft, effervescent spring-water which makes my hair silk-like and go for a meal and another bottle of Yakut at the restaurant. The we walk along the harbor, watch the sun set and the sky start to darken and feel the air cooling down.


There are narrow, single divan beds in our room and as I lie back in my divan the boards collapsed and I fall through and I am trapped in the frame. I can’t get out; I am stuck and the wine makes me silly and I lie there giggling uncontrollably. It takes Ceyda a long time to pull me out.


I awake to the sounds of the competing müezzins but something is not quite right. My legs are on fire and my head is spinning. I struggle to get out of bed. My legs feel and look as though they have just fallen off a red, cast-iron piano. Blisters are forming on the sand-paper skin and fill with water. I am thankful that at least I’d left my tee shirt on yesterday at Patara beach and only have to contend with my legs. Maybe this is retribution from the ghost of Santa Claus?


The pain is building up and I can’t walk so Ceyda goes to consult the pharmacy. Pharmacies in Turkey have a qualified member of staff who acts as medical consultant for all minor ailments. Ceyda tells them what is wrong.


‘Ah, İngliz?’ The pharmacist knows immediately what to give her: ‘A large tube of burn cream for the legs, a large pack of pain-killers for the head and you will be well advised to keep out of his way for a few days.’ They have stocked up for the season of European holiday-makers so it is fresh.


I have to rub the cream on parts of me that don’t want to be touched so I psyche myself up, take a deep breath and tentatively smear my legs. It takes nearly an hour to smear both legs and after a while the English and French expletives lose their power so I try the Turkish ones Ceyda taught me in a weak moment. She is shushing me as the owner comes upstairs to see what the trouble is. She must have heard me through the gaps in the floor-boards. Ceyda placates her, packs her towel, sunbathing cream and sunglasses and goes to the safety of the rocks beneath the balcony to get more sun. I am exhausted and after more pain killers lie face-down on the divan and spin off to sleep.


I awake to the noon time simultaneous stereo broadcast of the müezzins and I repeat the ritual with the burn cream, the taboo words (I can swear in three languages now), take more pain-killers and spin off into delirium again.


Two days vanish like this: cursing and smearing, downing more pain-killers and seeing only the inside of the room. Outside, on the Turkish Riviera, the turquoise Mediterranean sea whelms calmly, the breeze tousles the leaves of the palm trees and the few people who are here enjoy themselves in the bright warming rays of the April sun and Ceyda bathes in the sun and turns dark brown.


At regular intervals I stand my bright red legs in the shower. Spraying cold water on them eases the pain. Ceyda gets another tube of burn cream and leaves me to swear and smear. On the third day, boredom overcomes pain and I try to put my trousers on. They feel like acid-soaked sand-paper. It takes me a long time to get them on, after smearing my legs with cream and sliding into them with teeth gritted to breaking point and just the occasional taboo word. Topping up with more pain-killers I feel ready to face the sun again.
Ceyda helps me down the stairs but only after I promise to stop swearing in Turkish, so I use French, and she supports me as I struggle down the street watched by the owner of the pansiyon. She appears relieved that I am out and about. The sun is hot and I feel cream running down my legs, soaking into my trousers and socks. I begin to smell rancid.


We walk slowly to a pideci near the harbor, passing the pharmacy on the way. The pharmacist looks out and offers encouragement. I smile weakly.


The pideci is a small wooden building not unlike old, wooden cafés found near genteel parks in England and I sit 
carefully at a table outside. A young boy, probably the son, comes for our order. We order çay and tost and it isn’t long before the mother comes out to chat. Ceyda tells her that she is taking me around to see places before they are overtaken by mass tourism.


The woman says that there probably won’t be any in Kaş because of the limited water supply which comes from a small cistern high in the mountains. She thinks this limitation will make development difficult and believes Kaş might survive the wave of development moving along the coast from Bodrum to Alanya. I’m not so sure. Getting more water to Kaş to milk the cash cows will not be a problem for long.


Ceyda says that Kaş looks a nice place to live and the woman tells her that she has a piece of land for sale just up the road and the price is ‘very reasonable’. She tells us where it is and we walk up slowly to have a look. It is at 
the east end of the village near to a large house with a large garden with a large, circular metaled area with a large painted ‘H’ in the middle. The land is relatively flat, not overlooked, except by the mountains, and with a wonderful view of the village, the harbor and the sea but the idea of living next to someone whose main means of transport begins with a large, noisy ‘H’ requires some thought. I walk toward the house, it is empty and there is a sign which Ceyda translates as ‘Turkish State Forestry Commission’. Her uncle will know about this place.


We have more çay at the pideci and a chat with the owner. The price is incredible, just a few hundred pounds. I am tempted but want to see more of the coast before committing myself. We tell her we will think about it.


I have often thought of having a small house somewhere warm and remote where I can write. I had a small run-down barn in north Midi in France for some years but when I was there I never wrote. I was too busy catching up with the local news and restoring the barn and traveling around and socializing but, I guess, life is different here. Although tempted I think it unwise to buy the land. How much land does a man want?
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Marmaris, Pamukkale and Denizli


The next day we pack our bags and catch a dolmuş and then a coach to Marmaris, which is west of Kaş and not too far from Bodrum. I like the freedom to just go to places and explore. The coach is old, with horse-hair stuffed, worn, leather seats and plenty of leg room, which is what I need at this time. The air-conditioning consists of open windows and a door that is jammed open with a stick and it is blissful. I stretch out and relax.


The single-track road climbs over the Gölgeli mountains and the driver 
follows this but a few miles from the top the road ends in a field. The driver stops and curses. It seems that the Turkish Ministry of Transport has decided to build a new road but the workers have dug-up the old one before building the new. The coach driver swears and gesticulates and shouts obscenities at the road workers. His comments cause a shock of embarrassment to the women passengers who cover their ears and Ceyda only giggles when I ask her to translate his comments. It’s a shame, the extra vocabulary would come in useful at the moment. He puts the coach into first gear and drives slowly over several kilometres of freshly exposed soil, up to the peak and then down the other side where we have a wonderful view over the Akdeniz. I like this. It wouldn’t possibly happen in ‘civilized’ England. What experiences people miss in over-regulated countries.


Half way down the other side the driver finds the road again and I start a round of applause for him which pleases 
everyone and even makes the driver smile as we descend through the welcome greenery of forests and down into Marmaris.


There is a lot of market gardening around Marmaris with fields of tomatoes, sweet peppers,  vegetables, lemon and orange orchards and rows of bee-hives close to the woods although I later find the honey to taste quite resinous but still quite good. Marmaris appears more sedate, more developed than the other places we have visited and the setting with the islands, bays and mountains is attractive. It also seems a little cooler here being close to the woods which probable funnel cool air from the mountains into the town.


As I can’t walk fast at the moment, Ceyda parks me in the shade of some trees in a garden on the sea front and leaves to look for a pansiyon. It is pleasant here. Although it is a tourist resort it is quiet and laid back and I can smell the resin from the trees and the air is clear and fresh.


She finds a place to stay by asking at a local shop and we walk to a house on a quiet back street away from the main road and which is in the Arabic  design – a house with a courtyard of low buildings around a garden with a fountain in the center. There are two self-contained apartments in the small quadrangle and a shower room and it is like an oasis of peace and calm and looks idyllic until Ceyda pulls back the bed sheets and finds a pubic hair. ‘She hasn’t changed the sheets.’ she says and goes to sort this out with the owner. While she is away, I inspect the shower room and shower more down the plug hole although it isn’t bad compared to some we have experienced and we both wear flip-flops in showers. She enters with fresh sheets and pillow covers and we are set up.


Marmaris reminds me of a gentle resort in England and we walk along the promenade with mainly Dutch and just a few older German tourists but no English and hardly anyone under the age of twenty five. We eat in a sea-front lokanta and walk slowly along the promenade with the palm trees and the the lights coming on at dusk and look out at the islands offshore. It all looks quite romantic.


We have two quiet days just wandering around being holiday-makers. I notice there is some building work happening which is not surprising, Marmaris has long been popular with Turkish people and is set like a jewel in the coast and a lot of Europeans will want to see it. I like it. I could settle here but what would I do? I’ll keep it at the back of my mind. Meanwhile, my legs start to shrink back to normal, I burst a lot of the blisters, add more cream and then we are ready to move on.


Ceyda suggests that we go and look at Pammukale which means ‘cotton castle’ and is about 120km north-west of here and well inland so we buy tickets for the coach and when it arrives I am impressed. This coach is all white, unmarked and so shiny it hurts to look at it. It is obviously the driver’s pride and joy. I have never seen anyone drive so carefully in Turkey - it is like a slow-motion dream. Inside, everything is clean and polished and works properly, even the air-conditioning. There is no crunching of gears, no revving of the engine, no swearing at other drivers, no speeding, no passing other vehicles, even horse-drawn carts. Coaches don’t drive fast in Turkey and the road surfaces are not too good so journeys tend to take longer here than they would in Europe but this one is very slow. However, we aren’t in a rush so we sit back and enjoy the view.


The coach stops for a break at Muğla, a town in the mountains on the hot, dusty plains inland from Marmaris. The contrast is striking. The architecture is dull, the buildings are square concrete, the roads long and straight and nothing seems to happen here. There is an air of unhurriedness, lassitude even, about the people. There seems little to do except sweat. The coach parks in a featureless square and we get out to stretch our legs. The lokanta looks dirty and crowded so we go to a shop on a corner where we buy Fanta and simits. We are the focus of attention for some of the locals before we climb back into the coach. As we leave I am thankful I do not live there. Life must be difficult in such a concrete and dust place but this is my European perspective. A lot of people must like it here. Well, a few might.


We pass along a string of mountains, through the villages of Kale and Tavas, through the regional city of Denizli and arrive at Pamukkale around lunch time, relaxed but relieved that we aren’t traveling any longer on the slow coach.


The coach drops us at the car park below Pamukkale and we climb up the hill to the rocks and pools. The pools are formed by the high mineral content of the water running down the hill and forming what can be described as ‘fairy pools’. It has been quite dry recently and there isn't much water in the pools. Ceyda is disappointed as the once-white rock formations are now turning brown.


There is a hotel at the top of the hill so we go into the grounds, order çay and kebaps and sit near the pool. There are people swimming but it isn’t warm enough for me, although the warm springs that supply the water are around thirty degrees and I am told the waters are good for everything. The thought of removing my trousers to reveal my swollen, red legs and of a grease-slick appearing on the water around me puts me off and I am content watching the bathers splashing around bravely.


A girl brings the çay and kebaps and Ceyda asks about the water and the rocks and we find out that there is a long-running dispute between the owners of the hotel, where the spring water comes to the surface, and the family who ‘own’ and look after the rocks below and where the water is supposed to go, except that now it doesn’t. The hoteliers have diverted so much of the water that the rocks are drying and turning brown. People are people everywhere.


The water is rich in minerals, calcium bicarbonate mainly, magnesium, and also some iron which produces the brown coloring. It’s probably very healthy to drink and probably tastes foul to make the fact obvious. This area was used as a mineral bath by the ancient Greeks and the Romans when they had their day and now, although in a much-reduced usage, there are still bathers but fewer. Modern man and woman have more diversions.


The rock formations are fantastic and I use that word carefully. They fall down the hillside over 100 meters and are formed by the dissolved minerals in the water solidifying to produced concretions of lakes, ponds, waterfalls, cascades and all out of white, ivory and brown, glass-smooth rock. A technical name for it is ‘flow-stone’. I take off my shoes and socks and paddle in them. It is fascinating and we explore so much that we forget about time and we look over the plains as the sun starts to get low in the sky and shines through the red dust over the horizon. I look down to the road and far below, in the distance I see a coach leaving. It is the last coach back to civilization. We have been totally absorbed in the fantasy landscape.


We walk down the strange landscape toward the road. I haven’t had time to see the temple of Apollo and Plutonium and I feel some disappointment but this is a first sight-seeing trip and I can come back some other time. I particularly wanted to see Plutonium. It sounds sinister, probably because the name is used for a heavy metal. It probably was sinister when it was used as Pluto is the ancient Greek god of the Underworld, the deep, dark cavern of the subconscious. It is, or was, a grotto in the ground from which gases came up, similar to the site of the oracle at Delphi and, according to Strabo (as you all know), ‘... the Plutonium was about a man high in a deep opening in a hill’. Some contemporary historians think that the oracles, who were mainly young women, were partly overwhelmed by the vapors and so this helped them to be oracular. I think they were just stoned on carbon oxides and methane gases but then I can be philistine when I want. Whatever turns you on as some of us say. I 
think I am a bit miffed with our plans going awry and my legs are starting to ache again.


We follow the road in the direction that the coach went and go into a pideci to ask about transport and are immediately surrounded by the local wolves who are very interested in 
Ceyda and not at all interested in me. I don’t feel up to a confrontation and as I am feeling unsteady on my legs I am wondering what to do when a dolmuş stops outside and we grab the opportunity and jump on. The underground is alive and well around Pamukkale and I don’t want to be here in the dark. The dolmuş is only going to Denizli but the driver tells us that we should be able to get a coach to Ankara from there. They all say that.


Denizli is one of those cities, isolated in the middle of a dusty plain, that Europeans only find themselves in by accident. The buildings are constructed of plain concrete and everything is covered with dust. The pale sun is sinking into the haze, giving up and forsaking Denizli to the night.


I hobble around. The roads are covered in dust and Ceyda loses an earring. There is so much dust on the road that we give up looking for it after a few minutes. I am probably the only European to be in the city. There is always one and I am it. I am the center of attraction in the park and shops, attracting quite a crowd. We go into a shop to buy water and ask the way to the coach station. The shop is empty but as I walk around it fills up with children and they are all following me around. They are curious to see a foreigner and I feel some embarrassment being their elected leader by default. The children aren’t at all threatening as they might be in England. They are merely curious and treat me with respect and wonder. I wish I could talk with them and resolve to learn more Turkish.


Ceyda reasons that she will find the coach station easier without having to drag me around. We go to the park across the road which is full of people who have just finished their daily work and are wiling away the last hours of daylight eating, talking and drinking çay with their friends. We order çay and tost, then she leaves to find the coach station.


I sit alone at the table with my glass of çay and watch the sun disappear behind the city buildings and the park lights come on. In the meantime I become aware that I am the only European in the park and the young children home in on me with alarming speed and wide eyes. They venture a few smiling words and I smile weakly, shrug and use a few of my words of Turkish, ‘Ben İnglizim’ - ‘I am English’ - which, I reckon, is often translated as, ‘I’m an idiot’. Someone has to be. There is a hush, then looks of disbelief as they disputed among themselves. ‘Hayır (No)!’  ripples through the growing group of children. The adults watch from their tables sipping their çay in case I do something foreign and dangerous.  ‘Evet (yes),’ I say, ‘Ben İnglizim’. I repeat, and smile in as friendly and harmless way as I can which also might 
give the impression that I am an idiot.


I feel alone as lone travelers do when they reach the end of their vocabulary. It is a lonely sensation to be totally alone in a foreign city when you don’t speak the language. Everything is sensed very strongly without language because you can only experience your sensations directly - without the secondary dilution of language to describe your perceptions to yourself in your head. I am acutely aware of the men sitting at their tables, some with women - their wives or just friends - how they smoke all the time, how they wear dark clothes, how they are all well-built, almost stocky, and nearly all have dark hair. Some Turkish people are blond-haired which comes as a surprise to me. I became aware of my light gingery hair and my casual western clothes. The women are well-dressed with coiffed hair. The white-coated waiters, all young men, probably students, serve food and çay with an exaggerated flourish never seen in European countries. Çay is poured from a distance from the glass and not a drop spilled.


The air becomes cool and the dust is starting to settle. I can smell the flowers and the grass, the different scents the women are wearing and the different after-shave the men use and the lemon-scented eau de Kolonya used as a freshener. I relax as I become an unregarded observer in a foreign town, alone, unknown, unthreatened, unobserved - except by the children. The universality of their smiles warms me, language is not required. I feel warmer and relaxed and in the twilight in the park in the center, even brutal looking Denizli starts to feel warming and welcoming. Initially, Denizli had failed totally to impress me with any charm but now I see it is the people who charm me. The people are the cities, the buildings are the husks.


Ceyda returns with the good news that we have places on the next coach for Ankara. The bad news is that it doesn’t leave until two in the morning. That’s only eight hours to wait. This is the underworld of traveling. We can’t book into a hotel or pansiyon so we decide to eat in the park then ad lib. We are served by the waiters and have kebaps and çay and watch the lights come on in the apartments all around until, at 10 o’clock we walk slowly across town to the coach station.


The coach station is cold, concrete, empty and cheerless and as my legs are beginning to hurt I lie along a bench.


I must have drifted off to sleep because I become aware of shouting and look up and there is man in a uniform shouting at Ceyda. There is a much smaller man behind him also wearing a uniform observing. I ask what he wants and Ceyda says he wants me to sit up. I tell her to tell him that I am resting my legs but he keeps shouting. I look him in the face and am about to tell him to go and fornicate himself, hoping he hasn’t met any British football fans lately, when Ceyda, who can read my mind, tells me to shut up. He glares at me. I stare him in the face and say ‘Ben İnglizim’ as firmly as I can. I can’t stand unearned authority and I am losing it. He fingers the submachine gun he carries as his badge of authority and all I have is a British passport, a pain in the legs and the desire to be as far away from him as possible. He is not impressed by my attitude and shouts something else at Ceyda. She pulls me upright while I glare. Satisfied that he as achieved 
what he wanted, i.e, power over the powerless, he struts off with his minion in tow to look for someone else to shout at. I pity his wife and children, then I realize that he can’t possibly have any.


Ceyda tells me that people disappear for being less provocative and few of them are heard of again. Her cousin disappeared for some weeks once and the family only got him back after paying a large bribe to the police. I say, ‘I’m British!’ and she says, ‘Who cares here?’ She’s right of course but I do have a problem keeping my mouth shut sometimes. At least I will be leaving Denizli.


The coach arrives at 1:45am and we are the first to get on. There are a few bleary-eyed passengers on it and a few get on with us. As the coach passes the coach station office I see the gun-man inside glaring through the window. I glare back and mouth through the glass, ‘I hope that when you are reborn you are reborn in Muğla.’


End of the free sample version


If you like what you have read so far then please visit my website for the link to purchase a full copy. Many thanks for reading this free sample.





End Words


About the Author


The author has written and kept a journal most of his life (thankfully, he destroyed the early ones). He studied English language and literature as a mature student at the Hallam University in Sheffield, England; taught humanities at the other university in Sheffield for a while, lived and worked in Midi, France for a while, lived and worked at the Findhorn Foundation in the Highlands of Scotland for a while, traveled around Turkey several times, with his Turkish partner, during 1990s to the early 2000s (he returned in 2012-2013). He looks at things political, social and ethical and sees and thinks a lot. He studied and practiced Buddhism for years and has studied and tried to live the teachings of J Krishnamurti for over 25 years. He lives frugally, presently in the far north of England, and has been planning a return trip to France for many years.


There are some images taken during the journeys in Turkey on the author’s  website www.yoruk.co.uk


History of this Book TS


This book was written in various exercise books while traveling around Turkey and then stored in a cupboard at home and forgotten. A few years later, while clearing my shelves out for another move, I found them and transcribed them all onto a (then modern) twin-disc drive computer, copying the TS to 5¼ inch floppies. I forgot these again and nearly lost them in another move to the Findhorn Foundation in Scotland. They were copied and edited, then copied to 3½ inch floppies. Much later, after a year of trying to find a mainstream publisher for this and my other typescripts and failing, it was put in a cupboard with my other book typescripts and forgotten until 2013 when I realized that ebook publishing was the right way for me to publish them.


I hope the reader gains something from reading this ebook. If you want to travel but don’t think that you have the time or the money then just do it. Neither of us had any money to spare on these trips. We just did it – and enjoyed it all the more. Bon voyage.


A Note on Money


The money quoted in the book is mainly in British pounds GBP (£) or Turkish Lira (TL). It is difficult to give an approximate conversion for the period of the journeys but I think American readers can assume that £1 was roughly equal to $1.6 and European readers can assume that £1 was roughly equivalent to €1.6 – €1.7.


A Note on Language


Although English by birth I prefer to use a simplified spelling of the English language and have used (mainly) Noah Webster’s intelligent spelling (popularly known as ‘American English’) in this book. English English spelling is too idiosyncratic and really needs updating.


I have tried to keep italicization to a minimum and chose to italicize turkish words but not proper nouns - place names or people's names. It is a compromise I know but I think it works.


If you have enjoyed my ebooks


Please write a short review to let other readers know.


You can email me at my blog or my website www.yoruk.co.uk.


Of course, you can write a review on your own blog, social network or website.


Many thanks for your kindness.





Reading Group Guide


If you are a part of a reading group then I suggest these questions as a starting point for your discussions:



	
Did the author set out on these journeys with any expectations and if so what happened to them?



	
Is this account credible?



	
The author deliberately chose the present tense for this book. What do you think his intention was for doing this and what effect does it have on you the reader?



	
Although English by birth and location, the author chose to use the simplified spelling of Noah Webster - also called American English. What effect does this have on you the reader – whether you are American, Australian, British, Canadian, etc.? Does it raise any prejudices in you as a reader?



	
Did you find the Turkish words in the text difficult, confusing,  irritating or helpful? Was the glossary and the pronunciation guide useful or not?



	
What did you learn as you read through the book and was this ‘learning’ different to your expectations before you started reading?



	
Do you feel more interested in ‘foreign’ cultures after reading the book?



	
Did the text draw you in as you read through it?



	
Would you class this book as a ‘travel guide’ or a ‘travel book’ and what are the differences?



	
What did you find irritating about the text and what did you particularly like about it?



	
Would you want to read more like this from the author?



	
What other questions were brought up by your discussions?






The author hopes that everyone enjoys reading his book and knows that some readers will dislike it. That is fine. He would be pleased to learn about the outcome of your discussions whatever they are. Many thanks.





The Author’s Books


On the Beach at Findhorn


Factual, a first-hand account of living in the world-famous, intentional community – The Findhorn Foundation - in the Highlands of Scotland.


The Future is You


Nonfiction, serious, engaged-philosophy. A long-perspective look at current world events that, if we just sit and watch, will destroy our lives and those of our children. The book then explores and explains a simple way of repairing the damage and putting things right that is achievable by every person who reads the book – if they want to do it. Everything in this book is provable and attainable. This book will change everyone who reads it if they simply sit and think about it. If enough people are changed by it then our world will be changed.
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Free Sample Copies


Free sample copies of the ebooks are available from the author’s website.


For a full, up-to-date list of the author’s books see his website.



Website and Blog


Keith Gascoigne’s website: www.yoruk.co.uk has more information about his books and ebooks and where to purchase full copies. There are images of his travels, writings about future book projects, personal interests that fire him up to write - and his contentious Blog mainly about something that makes our lives more irritating when it should make it much better.





Legal Notice


This free ebook sample is offered in its entirety and must not be edited in any way whatsoever without the agreement and written, express permission of the author.


This free ebook sample is not to be edited in any way or offered for sale, in any form or in any way, by any person or company other than the ones expressly authorized and named by the author.


However, (human) readers can, if they so wish, give a copy of this free sample to their family and friends to read. I write books for people to read. Many thanks.
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