
Entry Six 
This covers the final five days of my stay and little bit on what has happened 
since I got back to Brit-land.  
 
In the evenings, a new bar has opened in Patara called the Lumiere. The young 
man running it speaks more English than anyone I’ve met in Patara on this 
visit. Ferda, whose German is probably a bit better than her English, is the lady 
owner or manager. It turns out I’m their very first customer! I even negotiate 
with young 23 year old Jan (real name Mehmet) over the price of bottle of Efes 
beer – I tell him it’s 3.50 lira in the other bars, which is correct. 
 
So, I find myself having a couple of beers with some barbecued food at Ali 
Baba’s sitting as close as possible to the barbecue – it’s pretty cold in the 
evenings – this passes the time until about 9.30 p.m. Then I move literally next 
door and spend a couple of hours listening to music and chatting with Jan.  
He’s very interesting. He’s completed a tourism degree and wants to teach the 
subject, but this year the government have apparently ruled that they will 
appoint 300 new teachers of religion but no tourism teachers, so he’s trying to 
earn a living at the sharp end of tourism. We talk about music and I let him try 
and copy some Turkish and Mediterranean CDs I’ve bought at an average of 
about £9-£10 each. Jan explains that most Turkish people only buy pirate 
copies which are commonly available in the city markets. But he’s also keen to 
talk about what god or gods I believe in – not something I regularly meet from 
23 year olds in my local Devon hostelries! 
 
Jan works what we would view as ridiculously long hours as do his colleagues. 
He helps out on the beach at the café from 8 a.m., gets an hour or a little more 
off early evening, then works from 9 p.m. until about 1 a.m. at the Lumiere bar. 
And that’s for seven 
days every week and the 
season has not yet 
begun. Jan also tells me 
that he likes to run on 
the beach, so we agree 
to meet for a beach run 
at 10 o’clock the 
following morning. 
 
I’m right on time, and Jan 
is having some breakfast 
with his colleagues at the 
beach café. He looks a 
bit surprised that I’ve 
turned up. Twenty 
minutes later and we 
start to run up and down 
a 400 metre stretch of 
seashore. After a couple ‘turns’ I can sense that Jan is struggling. Given I’m 55 
years old, I’m a bit surprised that Jan isn’t a bit fitter given that he doesn’t 
smoke or have any more than a very occasional glass of red wine. Another 
twice up and down the shore and Jan is way behind so we shake hands and I 
head back for a soft drink before walking the half hour back for shower at the 
pension.  



 
…Plan B… 

 
Being away from Britain and daily routines has made me think about life 
changing ‘options’ and what I should do next when I split from Christine. The 
original plan had been for me to buy out Christine’s share of our Victorian 
terrace house in the port and holiday resort of Teignmouth on the south Devon 
coast. However, the last week and a series of ‘frosty’ phone conversations with 
Christine have made this course seem questionable. The size of mortgage I 
face would be in the order of £70,000+ and that means taking in lodgers and 
very quickly my home and personal space would not be my own any more. I 
work from home as a full time writer and editor and as long as I have 
reasonably frequent email contact and can use a courier company for mail, 
working from any location should be possible. 
 
And so to Plan B. You’ve guessed by now that I’m pretty much in love with 
Turkey and like to learn about much more than tourist destinations. What I 
have in mind is to buy somewhere around Patara/Kalkan that’s small and no 
more than £30,000.  This would be with the aim of gradually using it for longer 
periods, especially in the autumn and spring. Then with a bit of luck, I can buy 
somewhere in the UK up to about £80-£90,000 taking on a mortgage of up to 
about £30-£35,000 maximum. I speak to friends back in the UK about it. They 
don’t sound too disparaging, or questioning of my sanity, and I’m in the mood 
for some risk taking.   
 
Last night I talked about buying a small property locally with Ali Baba and have 
arranged to meet him at lunchtime with a view to looking at some options. 
 
I arrive at his terrace at the agreed time and he heads off and talks to one of his 
local friends. This elderly gent 
comes back and collects me 
on the back of his small motor 
bike and we career up to his 
home behind the local 
mosque with his dog barking 
at our heels. After 
introductions to his family 
who are sitting in the garden, I 
find out that his property for 
sale is a goat or sheep shed 
which is linked to his own 
home. It’s leaky and needs 
completely rebuilding. He 
drives me back to Ali Baba’s 
and over a cup of coffee. I ask 
the price and am incredulous 
when he says £60,000 (GBP). I 
politely have to say that I’m not interested and then Ali says that most property 
around Patara is ‘off-plan’, meaning for him, not that it is yet-to-be-built, but 
that it doesn’t have a title deed (called a tapu, in Turkish). Various of his friends 
are around and between them they start using their mobile phones to find me 
properties in Kalkan that fit my budget. Ali and friends obviously see me as the 
potential source of a few bottles of raki, methinks! 



 
Half an hour later, I’m in a white cab (private hire and probably not very legal) 
speeding towards Kalkan. We pick up a man from the real estate office and 
head up the steep hill to the edge of the main road into Kalkan from Patara and 
Fethiye. You can’t get a cab up the steep and pebbly track to the block of 
apartments. The one for sale in the yellow block is on the first floor.  It shares a 
small pool and patio area with five other apartments but has a nice balcony 
and views. It’s fine, but I worry a bit about location – can they build in front and 
around it and block out all the views? It also looks to be an unpleasant walk to 
the apartment up a very steep and 
hazardous route from the town up 
to the apartment. 
 
Back at the real estate office, I’m 
feeling somewhat hassled by 
both the Real Estate boss and by 
Ali Baba.  
“It’s good price. It has plan – you 
must decide quickly my friend,”  
urges Ali. 
I reply that I’ll give them a definite 
‘yes or no’ by Thursday morning 
(less than 48 hours away). 
 
That night I spend my evening at 
the Lumiere talking to Ferda and 
Jan and have food delivered over 
from the Tlos restaurant by the 
obliging Osman at about 11 
o’clock. Like many Turks he 
doesn’t mind when you order 
food. I’m feeling pressured by Ali 
Baba and want to look at other 
options. Ferda agrees to introduce me to her real estate friends in Kalkan the 
following day and I also talk to Serdar back at Caretta Caretta and he agrees to 
go looking on my behalf. 
 
I feel a bit more comfortable with the process as I have also talked to some 
other property purchasers and read an informative book about buying 
properties in Turkey. I’ve also done some further thinking about Kalkan as 
place to live. It has some distinct advantages. It keeps functioning all-year 
around; it’s something of an artists’ community; and has kept itself free from 
‘British’ bars, fish and chips and night clubs. And it’s pretty. 



Kalkan harbour (above) and part of 
the Old Town (left) 

It’s Thursday. Serdar goes off looking for potential properties around Kalkan 
and I meet up 
with Ferda 
who drives me 
to meet her 
Kalkan friends. 
They have two 
potential 
properties. I 
go to see the 
first which is a 
pleasant 
enough two 
bedroom 
apartment on 
the ground 
floor, but with 
a very tiny 
personal 

balcony, plus a share of a roof 
terrace (that has a good view of 
Kalkan Bay) with two other 
apartments, and a share of a very 
small pool with five apartments. 
But, it’s £35,000, which is over my 
intended budget, and I’m really 
looking for something with more 
private outdoor space. There’s 
another very small, two floor 
terrace-style house in the old town 
at £30,000, but we can only view it 
from the outside. The owner has 
had a new front door fitted and the 
fitter has gone off with key into the 
mountains and won’t be back for a 
few days. It looks as though it 

would have a nice roof terrace, but the general condition is poor and there is 
very little available light into the side of the house owing to the fact that the 
next door house is only three feet away! 
 
I return to Patara, have another walk and then a chat with Serdar. He’s seen 
seven properties, one of which he thinks is much better than all the others and 
it can be bought for £28,000 plus the various legal and agent’s fees. I agree to 
go and see it the following morning and meanwhile tell Ali Baba that I don’t 
want to proceed with the one I viewed with him and his friends. He doesn’t take 
this very well, saying that I will end up buying without plan! I do my best to 



make the peace with Ali then I hide next door in the Lumiere pub and chat with 
Jan. 
 

…something rather 
different… 

 
It’s Thursday and Serdar 
seems both anxious and 
keen to show me the 
apartment he’s found. 
We arrive in Kalkan and 
drive about half a mile 
out of the main centre. 
Serdar, on the way, 
shows me other 
apartments that he has 
viewed the day before 
and thinks are either 
badly constructed or 
poor value. We reach a rather grand hotel 
complex. Built in 2001 (therefore following the 
more stringent post 1998 earthquake building 
regulations) the ‘hotel’ was built by a local 
property developer, who I had actually met 
back in the 1990s since he owned the main 
hotel in Patara at the time. The Kalkan ‘hotel’ 
is a complex of villas and self-catering 
apartments and was used by the Tapestry 
tour company, who guaranteed to take all the 
units until late in 2005. The owner/developer, 
Mister Numan then decided to sell all the 
units. The apartment I was shown around was 
one of the smallest with one good sized air 
conditioned bedroom and a large private roof 
terrace. The lounge/dining cooking area 

makes good use of 
space and there is a 
big bathroom which 
is also home to a 
washing machine. 
The apartment 
shares a large pool 
and well established 
garden terrace with 
five other 
apartments. It 
comes with all 
furnishings and 



fittings including a dishwasher – I’ve never had one of those! 
 
I’m quickly sold on it – 
the outside private roof 
terrace is exactly the 
sort of space I could 
spend lots of time in 
both for ‘work’ and 
play’, and there are the 
added bonus of both 
inside and outside 
barbecues. 
 
So, deep breath time. I 
agree to put up £500 in 
cash against an initial 
10 per cent deposit and 
its time to see whether 
the owner is happy. I 
make an inventory of all the fittings and equipment and take some photos. 

 
The rest of the week is pretty much a 
blur. The Turkish system of property 
transaction can be quite swift, at 
least in the initial stages. A copy of 
the seller’s ‘tapu’ – title deeds – are 
lodged together with a copy of the 
purchaser’s passport and everything 
is done with an interpreter in front of 
the Notary Public. Foreign buyers 
have to get their credentials checked 
by the military which takes a variable 
length of time. I was told anything 
between 10 weeks and six months. I 
also wanted to have someone act of 
my behalf to complete the 
transaction without me being 
present, so I also assigned a power 
of attorney, which was witnessed by 

the Notary Public 
over in Kas. 
 
And on Saturday – 
I’m leaving for the 
plane home just after 
midnight – I meet 
Mister Numan who 
has driven in from 
Antalaya. I obtain all 



the bank details I need and we sign the agreement and have it witnessed.   
 
Back in England, there’s bits of me that wonder what I’ve done. I’ve paid over 
the rest of the 10 per cent deposit – keeping the transactions in sterling to 
reduce exchange commission charges. There’s still quite a lot to organise – 
the Turkish equivalent of stamp duty and various fees including an annual 
maintenance fee for the pool and gardens. Plus, of course, the final balance 
payment. But if all goes reasonably smoothly, my life in the latter part of 2006 
will begin to be radically altered as I adjust to living for hopefully increasingly 
longer periods in Turkey.  
 
And, yes, I have bought the Learn Turkish computer program! 
 
 
 
 


