
Entry Three 
I haven’t written about Patara beach yet in terms that do justice to its 
extraordinary grandeur. Locals say that it is 18 kilometres – I’d put it at very 
slightly less now having 
walked the whole length 
(and back) to the river 
mouth at the Karadere 
beach to the west of 
Patara. It’s not just the 
beach. The shifting 
waves of sand dunes and 
vegetation that stretch 
inland from the beach 
are almost equally 
impressive, then there 
are the fringes of 
mountains that provide a 
‘frame’ for the whole 
spectacular area. Then, 
as you get closer to the 
Patara end of the beach, 
you start to stumble 
across all manner of 
partially and fully 
excavated remains of the 
site of the ancient city 
and port of Patara. Some 
argue that it dates from 
at least 1,200 B.C.  
Alexander the Great was 
based here; Saint Paul 
preached here, Saint 
Nicholas (popularly 
known as Santa Claus) was born here, and historians have also argued that it 

was the 
birthplace 
of the god, 
Apollo, the 
location of 
whose 
temple is 
still waiting 
to be 
discovered. 
The 
remains are 
a mix of 
cultures 
including 
Greek, 
Syrian and 
Roman. 
 



The lighthouse 

 
…maybe more important than Ephesus, Troy or Athens… 

 
However, for the current 
residents and business 
owners in the village of 
Patara there may be an 
unpleasant side effect 
from the future 
archaeological 
explorations. Few of the 
buildings in Patara were 
built with a ‘plan’, 
meaning building 
permission. And since 
about 2000 international 
interest in the 
archaeology of the area 
has greatly increased 

with the discovery of the world’s oldest 
lighthouse (A.D. 64-65) and the Lycian 
parliament building. The Lycian League was 
founded with the earliest written constitution in the world and that in turn was 
used as part of the format for the American constitution. So, whilst Patara has 
now made it into the pages of the New York Times it may prove a double edged 
sword for the locals if the archaeological explorations are expanded into the 
village and beyond. Archaeologists are hailing the new finds as proof that the 
ancient city may be more important than Ephesus, Troy or even Athens. The 
new excavations are being undertaken by a team of Turkish and German 
archaeoIogists led by Professor Havva Isik from Akdeniz University. What I 



guess I still find puzzling is that there is virtually no information or signs up 
about the historic finds at Patara itself! In 2007 it is planned to hold a large 
American gathering in Patara to mark the 220th framing of the US constitution. 
 
From my own 
selfish point of 
view, my days 
spent around 
the beach and 
dunes area 
were almost 
entirely spent 
alone. Not 
even another 
dot on my 
personal 
horizon. I felt I 
was incredibly 
privileged. 
Royalty 
couldn’t get 
this sort of 
opportunity to 
spend hours in 
this special 
environment without being surrounded by 
other people. I couldn’t help but make the 
effort to explore as much of the coastal 
area as possible. Worth every bit of that 
effort.  Real magic. 
 
In fact, the only slightly dampening 
downside to the elation I felt on my beach 
and archaeology days was finding 
rubbish. On the beach there are a few 
piles of human flotsam, which one hopes 
do not endanger the breeding grounds of 
the sea turtles. Then, on the far side of the 
lake area, in amongst some of the partially 
excavated buildings, but well away from 
where most visitors venture, was an 
extensive rubbish tip, including a large 
bottle dump. Very sad, I’m afraid.   
 

…the big issues… 
 

I know I’m jumping around between lots of 
different subjects, but in the last few days 
I’ve picked up even more on the ‘the big 
issues’ that concern the locals I’m spending most of my time with. For 
instance, there’s Ali Baba, who I first met back in 1993, and whose restaurant 
on the main track our of the village I’ve been eating in most nights – great for a 
meze of chilli tomatoes and herbs and a dish of fresh mint yoghurt. Over a 
couple of end-of-the-evening rakis, Ali told me how Patara’s tourism had 
boomed until about 1998, then (imagine Ali raising his very full eyebrows, 



Ali Baba (right) and friend 

rolling his eyes and waving his hands around indicating the sky falling to 
earth) there have been difficult times as the majority of the package holiday 
companies pulled out of the village area. Ali told me: “Now, last couple of 
years, we have baggage tourists, not package tourists.” 
 
This apparently describes 
folk like myself who make 
their own flight and 
accommodation 
arrangements without tour 
operators. It gets me to 
thinking that there probably 
are too many bed spaces for 
2006, since the publicity 
surrounding Avian (bird) flu 
has led to an overall 16 per 
cent reduction in Turkish 
holiday bookings, (reported 
in ‘Trip Vision’ in Land of 
Lights newspaper, 1/3/06). 
 
The other issue with a high 
profile is Turkish entry into 
the EU. Turkey became an 
associate member of the EU 
as early as 1963, then applied for full membership in 1987. It got knocked back, 
then principally over the issue of the occupation of Cyprus. The AK 
government party, which is modernising but Islamic, and led by Prime Minister 
Recep Tayyip Erdogan, entered into formal negotiations for EU entry once 
again in 2005. That entry is still far from certain and is beset by human rights 
issues over the treatment of Kurds in Turkey, what is perceived as Turkish 
support for the Palestinian Hamas and Iran, in addition to reaching a final 
settlement over Cyprus. Quite a considerable list of hurdles. Olli Rehn, the 
EU’s Enlargement Commissioner is reported in The Economist (30/3/06) as 
saying that Turkey is potentially heading for a “train crash” over Cyprus – 
particularly over the access for Greek-Cypriot aircraft and shipping.   
 
For the likes of Ali Baba and a tour guide I met called Hajar, who has a Kurdish 
father and Turkish mother and who grew up in Germany, they favour a ‘live and 
let live’ approach to relations between the Kurds and Turks. Ali Baba in fact 
has employed a number of Kurds in his restaurant over the years. However, 
more typical of popular Turkish opinion is Serdar, my host who told me: 
“We give the Kurds bread, we give them education and hospitals, but while we 
have two or three children, they have ten and more. They blow up things, throw 
our bread back at us and demand land. It is a problem.” 
 
Even with my almost total lack of Turkish language, I’ve been sitting watching 
quite a number of news broadcasts. The PKK, that’s the outlawed Kurdish 
Workers’ Party, are believed to have been involved in a recent wave of 
bombings in Istanbul and in the mountainous south-east of Turkey on the 
border with Iran. Increasingly, Kurds are openly saying that they Kurdish, not 
Turkish. It’s going to take a lot of diplomacy from the UN, the EU and the US to 
prevent this political and social cauldron bubbling over and spilling over to 
adversely effect the Turkish tourism industry.  
 



 

Entry Four 
 

People are strange when you are stranger 
 

When you’re strange 
Faces come out of the rain 

When you’re strange 
No one remembers your name 

(The Doors) 
 

In point of fact, most visitors to another country don’t want to be ‘strange’ – 
the stranger. Instead, tourists more usually surround themselves with the 
familiar: people speaking their own language, foods and drinks they would 
have at home and bars filled with ‘their own kind’. For many local people in 
countries such as Turkey this presents them with a conflict of interests. Many 
individuals’ livelihoods and the local economy are reliant on tourism and 
foreign investment for economic growth and social well-being. Unemployment 
is currently running at over 11 per cent and the economy is still precarious. For 
a time it had stabilised under Erdogan’s balancing act of trying to modernise 
and at the same time maintain strong ties with Europe, the US and its 
neighbouring Muslim countries. But the future is by no means certain. 
 
And we Brits are indeed the strangers, the outsiders, smiled at and with, 
tolerated, and not actively reviled like many Americans post the invasion of 
Iraq. But we often forget that Turkey is 99 per cent Muslim and it is that aspect 
of its make-up – its future as a secular as well as religious state – that has led 
in particular to countries such as France, Germany and the Netherlands being 
sceptical about Turkish entry into the EU family. However, there are other 
human rights issues 
that the EU wants to 
see resolved, 
perhaps most 
importantly, women’s 
rights. 
 

…up in the 
mountains… 

 
Anyway, back to the 
‘personal’. I did 
accept Serdar’s 
invitation to join him 
and his wife and 
daughter on a trip up 
into the rural 
settlements in the 
mountains inland 
from Kas.  I was still a 
bit apprehensive, 
being amongst 
people unused to coming into contact with 
to be an eye-opener. 
 

A visit to the mountains
western visitors. But it turned out 



Firstly, we visited the home of Serdar’s brothers and sisters-in-law. A meal was 
provided and I sat on the floor with Serdar and his wife while various other 
members watched (fairly approvingly).  We had a lamb casserole, with bones, 
white beans in a sauce and various salads and dips and a very thin bread, 
rather like a wafer thin chapatti. The meal was essentially the occasion to 
honour the cousin, presently a teacher, who is going into the army for six 
months. We gave him 
small gifts as a mark of 
respect. Others, who 
have not been to 
college or university, 
have to spend two 
years in compulsory 
military service, but 
some who have good 
knowledge of 
languages such as 
English and German, 
end up serving as 
military officers 
working in tourist areas 
such as Pammukale.  
 
 
 

 
 
The various 
groups of family 
members ate in 
small groups, 
male or female 
both inside and 
outside of the 
house sitting 
cross legged at 
round trays of 
food. Afterwards 
I took a photo 
(above) which 
again indicates 
the male/female 
segregation. 



With Serdar driving we travelled on to two other remote country homes. Firstly, 
we very briefly called in to meet the grandparents and then on for a longer stay 
with Serdar’s 
in-laws and 
various other 
relations on a 
farm, complete 
with bulls, 
cows, a 
nursery for 
tomatoes and 
other 
vegetables and 
fruits and lots 
of children. 
More food was 
prepared later 
in the 
afternoon and 
we sat outside 
eating some 
delicious 
bürek (which 
are large flat 
pancakes filled 
with cheese and herbs) – highly recommended –  as is the yoghurt drink that 
accompanied the food. That’s made from mixing yoghurt with water, and 
adding salt and some herbs. A couple of the children, I was told, had never 
seen anyone non-Turkish, so being confronted with a six foot three stranger, 
who couldn’t get much beyond ‘Merhaba’ (hello) was strange and frightening. 
 
I was pleased that I’d had the experience of being the ‘guest’ of so many family 
members, but it is not always easy to know how to behave in the most 
appropriate and polite way. 
 
 


