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A very Turkish experience 

Entry One 
Flight on time and I’m filled with the anticipated pleasure of being back in 
Turkey. It’s a country that I’ve visited over half a dozen times, and my Patara 
destination with its extraordinary 18 kilometres of sandy beach, is a location I 
often find myself dreaming about. In fact I’m beginning to feel pretty relaxed 
even as we land, apart from a bad case of blocked ears following cabin 
decompression which has affected many of the passengers in this Thomas 
Cook charter flight. In fact the after effects of this – popping and partially 
blocked ears lasted a good 24 hours. 
 
Even in the queue for a £10 visa, it feels good to be back after a seven year 
absence from Turkey and even longer since I last stayed in Patara. I’d taken the 
precaution of emailing Serdar, my host, a jpeg photo of myself, so we made 
immediate contact as I left the controlled area. Apparently, some unscrupulous 
(or entrepreneurial) taxi drivers have taken to the habit of picking up 
passengers who look lost and then whisking them away at extortionate fare 
prices! 
 
On Serdar’s website for the Caretta Caretta (sea turtle) Pension it suggests that 
Serdar speaks, “fluently English”. Not sure who wrote this but they had their 
fingers crossed behind their back! Serdar is kind, caring and wants to be able 
to speak English. A slight difference.  
 

…the owner speaks fluently English… 
 
Since arriving at the delightful pension which is located on the edge of the pine 
forest leading into 
the tracks that are 
on the long 
distance path, the 
Lycian Way, I have 
to say I’ve struggled 
a bit to relax with 
Serdar and his 
family, though I’m 
making a particular 
effort to make 
friends with his 
daughter, Ignur. I’m 
the only guest in 
the 14 rooms and 
therefore far too 
much the focus of 
attention. At first 
this was in terms of 
Serdar wanting me 
to help him to find 
new ways of 
promoting his guest house. Subsequ
me to stay and eat with his family an
The view across to Caretta Carett
ently, and quite genuinely, he has wanted 
d go with his family on outings to meet the 
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other members of the extended family. He has a trip planned for this coming 
“…end of the week day” (that’s 
Sunday) up into the mountains 
inland from Kas to visit his 
wife’s relations. They are 
having a celebration to mark the 
occasion of Serdar’s wife’s 
cousin who is joining the army 
for his national service.  
 
Serdar is a typically proud Turk, 
and wants to offer guests as 
much hospitality as possible. 
I’m the one who is failing him 
really. It’s just a bit difficult as a 
major reason for me staying in 
Patara is to catch up with 
people I’ve met in the past and 
drift around in the evenings 
(slowly) having a bottle of Efes 
beer and a relaxed barbecue 
meal. At this time of writing, I’m 
just not sure whether I’m in the 
right mindset to spend 12 hours 
or so in a sense ‘trapped’ in 
someone else’s very personal 
world. We’ll see how I feel 
nearer the time. Meantime, I am 

enjoying staying in his pension, which is clean, airy and my balcony looks 
right out into the pine forest. 
 

…it’s rust… 
 
Anyway, I need to go back in time just for a little while. To make a bit more 
sense of what this trip to Turkey means to me you need to understand that I’ve 
been under a lot of pressure and stress in the UK and have also got a medical 
problem which, while not 
exactly life-threatening, 
is a wretched nuisance. 
My joints seem to be 
seizing up on me knees, 
fingers etc. – the latest 
being the little toe on my 
left foot, which has 
become severely 
inflamed and has been 
oozing nasty yellow stuff 
for about six weeks. 
Before leaving my home 
in Teignmouth in South 
Devon, I’d had three 
hospital visits, an x-ray, 
blood tests and meetings 



with the GP. High blood pressure, cholesterol and uric acid levels was the 
prognosis.  But, diagnosis from the medics? None. Medication? None, apart 
from one course of antibiotics six weeks ago, which didn’t do a thing. I’m 
pretty sure it’s chronic arthritis and so I’ve been taking some anti-inflammatory 
tablets. When I’m in joking mode with friends, I tell them it’s rust, but actually 
it’s not a bundle of laughs having to bandage the toe every day and only wear 
sandals – particularly while I was back in the freezing UK! However, underlying 
all this is that fact that my life has been full of tension and stress as I struggle 
to cope with splitting with Christine, my partner of 14 years. Hence, I’m 
carrying a portmanteau of ‘raison d êtres’ for needing a break and some chill-
out sun. 
 
So, how is it working out staying in the Caretta Caretta pension and Patara 
village area? It’s early days. Day 4 is just beginning. From 1993 to about 1998, 
Christine and myself had made three visits to Patara. We all look at our 
‘present’ and compare it with our personal ‘pasts’. On previous occasions, I’d 
always been here in either May or late September – the extreme ends of 
Patara’s tourist season. This time around I’m here before it begins. My first day 
of arrival, Sunday, I went walking along tracks through pine woods, sand 
dunes and along a stretch of the spectacular long sandy beach. Patara 
regularly features as one of the ten best beaches in the entire world. This first 
walk was to re-acquaint myself with the area, but also to test out the dreaded 

body’s ‘rust’ 
problems! 
 
I only 
encountered 
about half a 
dozen 
people, three 
of whom 
spoke some 
English, but 
none of them 
were tourists, 
instead they 
were living 
locally and 
had come to 
dunes for a 
barbecue or 
for a stroll 
along the 
beach. It was 

interesting to see the one beach café on the entire beach being re-thatched in 
preparation for the season.  
 

…of whiskey and sas… 
 
After a short siesta – just an hour – I went back out at about 7 p.m. to check out 
what was open in the way of bars and restaurants in the village. Only  the 
Medusa, that used to be run by my friend, Pamir, but is currently being looked 
after by his parents, showed any signs of life. In fact the guests were three 



 

local Turks from nearby Xantos (pronounced Santos). They were merrily 
drinking their way through a litre bottle of whiskey, accompanied by a few 
mouthfuls of coke. They made me very welcome, but I stuck to bottles of Efes 
(lager), but joined in the toasts of ‘Sherife’ – which I think means something 
like ‘to your pride’. Pamir’s mum and dad plied us with nuts and fruit and it was 
lovely and relaxed, even if we could only share a few words in common. A little 
later the Sunday whiskey drinkers were joined by a friend, Husan, who turned 

out to a very 
accomplished sas 
player. The sas is 
the lute-like 
instrument which 
sounds like 
something of a 
cross between a 
sitar and a 
balalaika. 
Mustapha, the 
moustachioed 
bandito of the 
group started the 
singing and then 
Kiran took over 
and showed how it 
should be done.  
 

I think that they hadn’t laughed as much as when they got me up to join in for 
some of the men’s dancing, which I did with a fair amount of energy (award me 
5 points) and skill 
(nil point). 
 
The evening also 
provided me with 
a mobile phone 
conversation with 
Captain Mehmet, 
an old friend who I 
had met on four 
previous visits to 
Turkey, and who 
lives in Fethiye 
and captains a 
replica Spanish 
galleon. By a 
wonderful 
coincidence, 
Mehmet had been 
at primary school 
with Mustapha 
and so I was able to 
quickly make 
In the Medusa Bar – Pamir’s dad is on the right



contact with Mehmet, the upshot being an invite over to Fethiye the following 
day to have a meal, stay in Mehmet’s apartment and meet his new son and 
German wife, Julia.  
 
Day Two is going to be another busy one! 
 
Entry Two 
It’s Day Five now, but I’m thinking back to Monday (Day Two) and my trip to 
Fethiye to meet with Mehmet. On that day, in addition to my toe problem, my 
left knee and heel were inflamed and each step was a woeful mix (and 
presumably amusing for onlookers) of limp-oh-expletive! I walked down the 
track from the pine forest location of the Caretta Caretta pension into the 
centrum (centre) hoping to catch a bus at 10 a.m. By 11 o’clock and no buses 
in any direction I gave up – I should have realised earlier that I’d been waiting 
for the summer season rather than an actual ‘dolmus’ (mini-bus). Serdar took 
pity on me and gave me a lift out to the main road, five or six kilometres 
distant, where I caught the slightly bigger dolmus into Fethiye which took one 
and three quarter hours including a lunch break for the driver! 
 

…into the peace and friendship village… 
 
I’d arranged to meet Mehmet at the ‘harbour’ at 4 p.m. Easy you’d think. But 
limping my way along the quite refined seafront – the question ‘which 
harbour?’ became only too apparent. Fethiye has expanded fast in the years 
since I was last there and this includes the number of boats. Harbour One had 
plenty of large vessels moored up, including a replica galleon very similar to 
the one Mehmet captains, but this one was called ‘Ali Baba’. Next up was a 
new-ish marina with three galleons, none of which was ‘Galantus’, Mehmet’s 
vessel. The security staff said that the didn’t know of Galantus or Mehmet, 
which wasn’t too helpful. So, clutching a bottle of wine as a gift for Mehmet, I 
started to walk around the bay. My next enquiry bore fruit. I asked sailor, 
complete with a rifle, on sentry duty at the top of the gang-plank down to the 
coastguard vessel. He summoned up an officer who pointed over to the far 
side of the bay, perhaps two miles distant – and there was Galantus. Running 
short of time, I phoned Mehmet on his mobile from a phone box and half an 
hour late, with the boat’s owner, Ali, I was whisked off to collect Julia and son, 
Denishan (which I was told means roughly ‘leader of the sea’).  
 
Our evening was fun. Instead of a meal at home, we drove up into the 
mountains above Olu Deniz to the ruins of the deserted Greek village of 
Kayakoyu. It’s really quite impressive, but definitely eery as well. The entire 
Greek population left the area in 1922 in a mutual exchange agreement with the 
Turkish population of Western Thrace. In 2000, the Turkish authorities decided 
to conserve the village and restore some of the buildings – particularly the 
churches – and re-brand the area as the ‘Peace and Friendship Village’. This is 
jus one example in the long, sad history of mixed Greek and Turkish 
populations happily co-existing, followed by expulsions. The best known 
recent example is in Cyprus where some sort of agreement may be brokered in 
the run-up to the potential entry of Turkey into the European Union. However, 
many Turks are not at all happy with the European pressure on their country to 
settle with Greece. A recent opinion poll quoted by Reuters (20/4/06 in the Daily 
Times, Pakistan) states that the United States is viewed as the biggest threat to 
Turkish national security, followed by Greece, whilst Iran, Syria and Iraq were 



seen as posing a negligible threat. A salutary lesson to those of us travelling in 
Turkey with a UK/Euro view of the region’s politics. 
 
Anyway, enough politics for a while. Our eating place was sited at the base of 
the mountains and 
this was eating out 
with a difference. 
We sat on a 
comfortable array of 
carpet covered 
cushions, shoes off, 
in a raised wooden 
shelter, sitting 
around a square 
table. The waiters 
asked about our 
requirements – 
there’s no menu – 
then brought over a 
selection of cold 
meze (dips and 
breads), a lighted 
barbecue, and a 
succession of 
meats, chillies, tomatoes etc. for us (well, Mehmet actually) to cook at the side 
of our dining area. A true D-I-Y culinary experience and great fun! 
 
Later, back at Mehmet and Julia’s rented apartment, I worked hard with three 
year old Denishan looking through his picture books and working out the 
names for animals. Denishan taught me that ‘aslan’ is lion in Turkish, but then 
he also knew that it was ‘löwe’ in German! 
 

…Charlie’s Aunt!... 
 
Later still, I talked with Julia a bit about being a German wife in Turkey. It can’t 
be that easy. Turkish men regard their wives as being strictly obedient. It’s part 
of Muslim life. And then with Mehmet, I caught up with some of tales from the 
last eight years since I last met up with him near Izmir. As a foreign guest, you 
are on the receiving end of quite a ‘performance’ when a Turkish man tells you 
a tale. And Mehemet, I know, likes telling real long stories. His main tale this 
particular night concerned the day when he was steering his ship and spotted 
Prince Charles getting off a boat into a small ancillary vessel. With the prince 
on a trip to a local beach, Mehmet said, was an older women, who Mehmet 
thought was an aunt. When the prince returned to his ship, Mehmet steered the 
Galantus on a course alongside the royal vessel. Security were apparently not 
amused, but the prince decided that these were not paparazzi. Then Charles, 
the aunt (Camilla, of course) and princes, Harry and William, came on deck and 
gave the Galantus a royal wave – and Mehmet had it captured on his video 
camera. 
 
Mehmet had prefaced this tale by asking the rhetorical question: do we ever 
get lucky? Even before he returned to shore he radioed to check on who might 
want his film of the royals on holiday. Apparently the world’s media had no film 



of the new royal couple on holiday whatsoever. The Assistant harbourmaster 
offered to take Mehmet’s film cassette to the main Turkish TV network and then 
split the proceeds. Mehmet handed over the film and the harbourmaster 
promptly disappeared with his mobile switched off. Increasingly desperate, 
Mehmet kept on phoning, but only got the voice mail box. A week later the 
harbourmaster re-appeared and told Mehmet that no-one was interested in the 
film, so he’d given it to the local TV station for nothing. The Truth is out there 
somewhere! 
  

…of Americans and Kurdish… 
 

At the moment it turns out that Mehmet’s main obsession is stocks and shares, 
and he eventually spent five hours through the night scanning prices on the 
internet using his laptop. However, before that he talked a bit more about 
mutual friends and his own view on the current problems facing Turkey. In 
Fethiye, which is essentially a Turkish working city, rather than a tourist 
centre, a property boom has led to many new and poorly planned housing 
developments. Mehmet told me that the English are the main purchasers of 
properties (just over half), followed by Germans then the Dutch. Mehmet is not 
badly off by Turkish standards and had set his heart of buying some land and 
having a house built outside of Fethiye. But he says he has been gazumped 
twice and that house prices have risen sixfold over the same number of years.   
 
Then came the rather more alarming bit. Mehmet’s take on politics and the 
future ran something like: 
 

“There was no Kurdish problem in the 1980s. It is other countries 
interfering that has made it a problem. There has never been a country 
called Kurdistan. The Kurds are nothing more than terrorists, and you 
all know nothing of the buses they blow up and the people they kill. 
They Kurds own many places, they run drugs, just like the mafia. We are 
keeping quiet but we must not give them land or give into them. 
 
Many people in my country now spit on Americans. I think at some time 
they will be killed for what they do. Many of us think that this is the time 
before a Third World War, when Muslims will take their revenge. 
America next wants to interfere in Iran – it is too much.” 
 

I have to say I was shocked, and gently, after some liberal mumblings on my 
part about ‘there’s good and bad in all groups of people’, steered the 
conversation into reminiscences about when Mehmet was one of the star 
attractions at the Gipsy bar in Patara, back when he captained a much smaller 
tourist boat. 
 
As I’m typing up this on Friday 21st April 2006, it has been reported that 40,000 
Turkish troops are being moved into South East Turkey. That could be in 
preparation for anticipated Kurdish incursions over the border from Northern 
Iraq, or in preparation for US involvement in Iran. Neither prospect is an 
optimistic one. 
 

 
 
 



…a traditional Turkish breakfast… 
 

I’ve had a lot of Turkish breakfasts over the years. Mountains of bread – 
sometimes fresh; a boiled egg – sometimes warm; sliced tomato, sliced 
cucumber, two or three olives and a little helping of jam and/or honey. But this 
was something entirely new for me. Turkish men seemingly do little or nothing 
to help women in terms of domestic work in the home. Mehmet even stopped 
three year old Denishan helping his ‘mama’. I was asked if it was OK for me to 
sit on the floor. That question answered in the affirmative, an upturned, round 
washing-up bowl was placed on the carpet, a square checked table cloth 
complete with tassled bits was draped over it, and next up was a circular silver 
coloured metal tray, onto which was spread an array of containers with dips – 
sweet and savoury; olives; boiled eggs; a choice of salads; three types of 
sweet confections and two varieties of bread – one of which was a yellowish 
colour, sweet and made by Mehmet’s sister (I think) in Xantos – the other a 
fresh loaf of everyday ‘ekmek’ bread (which costs approximately 14 pence for a 
large crusty loaf. Mehmet and Julia drank Turkish tea, which I find too strong, 
whilst I enjoyed an apple tea, served as always in small glasses, somewhat 
akin to our liqueur glasses. 

 
Denishan had his own plastic plate, while the rest of us only had bread and a 
fork with which to move the various foods from the tray to our mouths. No 
knives are provided and perhaps most surprisingly (to me) was the fact that 
the tablecloth serves as the napkin for each person, draped over the knees as 
you sit cross legged as near as possible to the ‘table’. I really enjoyed it all, but 
it was something of a steep learning curve, requiring some fine balancing. 
 



Breakfast over, I was dropped off at a backstreet cobblers’ close beside a 
bazaar. Only 
currently able to wear 
sandals, I was 
panicking as a strap 
on one of my sandals 
had snapped out of 
the base the night 
before. The genial 
cobbler and his 
young assistant, said, 
“Good shoes” and 
immediately set to 
work while I sat and 
watched seated on a 
little stool. He 
stitched in a new 
piece of leather, 
applied glue and 
drilled and stitched 
the strap back 
through base of the sandal. Twenty minutes of work and a bill of £1.40. 
Wonderful value and workmanship! 
 
Exploring in the marketplaces of Turkey is always worthwhile. Huge mounds of 
fresh produce at a fraction of UK prices, but it was a spice and herb shop that 

caught my eye. On entering I 
spotted an array of diplomas 
including a university degree 
in herbal remedies for the 
young (well, 28, actually) 
herbalist named Tarik, who 
was running the shop called 
‘Sister’s Place’.  I started by 
looking around the spices, 
lotions, ointments and herbs 
– piled in big bunches in tubs 
all around the floor. Then I 
plucked up courage and 
asked Tarik to take a look at 
my rather sad looking toe. He 
was immediately attentive 
and in between serving other 
customers gave me a lengthy 
consultation, enquiring about 
cholesterol, blood circulation, 
blood pressure, lifestyle and 
my gouty arthritis. In the end, 
after perhaps an hour, I came 
away with a good quantity of 
ground herbs to take in 
boiling water as an infusion 
three times a day, a bottle of 
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an oily mix to apply to the affected toe and a small quantity of clear rock 
crystals, which I think Tarik called ‘alummi’, and are apparently used by 
soldiers to rub on open wounds to help it dry up. Total cost: about £12. Worth 
a try I thought, given I don’t have anything much else. 
 
Lots of electrical storms have been lighting up the sky today accompanied by 

bouts of heavy 
rain. In the 
evening I again 
spent 
sometime with 
Pamir’s kindly, 
but non-
English 
speaking 
parents at the 
Medusa Bar. 
This time I’m 
the only guest. 
We smile, 
share some 
nuts and dried 
fruit and listen 
to the CD 
player 
performing a 
kind of hop-
skip and jump. 

This goes off 
to the faithful.
bows to Allah
village. Bad m
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...meeting with the Men in Black… 

re standing in the muddy village main street outside the Gipsy 
sn’t open.  
new bar” they say, “OK”, I reply, thinking ‘nothing ventured…’ 
see it was a mistake. It’s a cavernous space with a stage off to 
my kind of place at all. Bad disco-style music. About a dozen 
uple of ‘musicians’ tinkering with knobs on the amplification gear 
y of the staff resemble scaled-down Men in Black, but twice as 

enquired one of the suits.  
n” I manage (one beer, please). 
ver to a large horse-shoe shaped seating arrangement with a 
ddle. I realise that once I again I’m the only ‘guest’. As in most 
a small plate of nuts and nibbles is placed beside my bottle of 

to the bad news part.  
usie, I sit with you,” says a heavily made-up lady in skin-tight 
ffing out a cloud of smoke from her cigarette.  



“You buy me drink,” she adds. An order, not a request, as her minder, arrives 
with an order pad. It’s obviously a well-rehearsed scam. The minder resembles 
the sometimes seedy film-driector, Roman Polanski, with small eyes and a 
shiftiness that isn’t offset by the baggy black suit. Tutting, I say resignedly, 
“OK, but I leave after one drink.” 
 
Susie is given a rubber band by the Roman look-alike to keep track of how 
many drinks she can con. Loud disco music, akin to Turkish Gloria Gaynor 
starts to pump out from the stage area.  
“We dance,” orders Susie, gyrating around in her seat. 
“I don’t dance,” I lie, knowing that this was neither the time nor place. Susie 
quickly drains her glass, and says, rather menacingly, “Another!” She’s 
obviously keen to earn Roman a dishonest living. 
 
“I’m leaving,” I mutter, downing my beer and heading for Man in Black 4 over at 
the bar.  
“You no leave,” he suggests. 
“Bill, please,” I reply, hoping that I’m not beginning to look scared. 
Man in Black 2 and Musicians 1 and 2 come and join the barman, who tots up 
the bill and says: “21 lira.” An extortionate sum given that I’ve paid 3.5 lira for a 
beer everywhere else. Annoyed, I pay up, muttering that Patara never used to 
be like this and head for the front door, which actually looks a bit like I imagine 
the steel door inside a prison to be. Men in Black 5 through to 9 are blocking 
my way and have closed the door, which is self-locking.  
“Let me go.” Maybe I’m lucky, I don’t know. Remember I’m the only ‘customer’. 
But the door is opened and I suggest to Man in Black 8 (well it might have 
been) and two more outside doormen: “I’ll put this on the internet.”  
 
So if you want the dubious pleasure of meeting Susie and the Men in Black –  
head down to the disco club (or casino as locals apparently refer to it) – 
Cappadocia 1998. 
 
 


