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Tips

A Word on the Trip Diaries and Their  
Odd Titles

Loie has always taken notes on our trips; I used to struggle with a 
lot of gear and took pictures. At some point she got a small camera 
and took over the photography. Before digital photography and 
personal computers, Loie and I used to make picture albums for 
our trips. Now we’ve gone digital!

As you may have read in the Introduction document and the 
diary for Driving Yo, we’ve been taking trips we call Driving the 
Stone Age. That’s a long story, but we’ve both been interested in 
old stuff for a long time, so we took one trip in 1999, to the Scottish 
Highlands and out islands, looking for what we thought would be a 
good introduction to the beginnings of Western Civilization in the 
Neolithic monuments so prevalent there. We decided we weren’t 
seeing the beginning, but that it was fun nonetheless. (See The Rocks 
in our Heads, Driving the Stone Age I: Highlands and Islands.) And 
we got the Europe bug, so went to Italy and France, sometimes on 
trips that were mainly Driving the Stone Age, sometimes not.

So as the trip diaries and albums accumulated, and when we 
created a Life List of prehistoric sites, I started to name the trips. 
We had DtSAs, and Interludes: trips with few or no prehistoric sites. 

Then, I started to write an essay based on our thoughts garnered 
driving the Stone Age, and a whole lot of reading. Loie didn’t like 
the working title, so I changed it to The Rocks in Our Heads. When 
the Trip Diaries went digital, I decided to munge the two projects 
by including a serial version of the essay at the ends of the diaries.

So now we have The Rocks in Our Heads: DtSAs and The Rocks 
in Our Heads: Interludes, both of which may end with an essay 
installment.

Documentation Notes

In the beginning, Loie wrote out her Trip Diaries in longhand 
in notebooks. For our trip “Driving the Stone Age X, The Oldest 
Stones” she bought a netbook computer and began to write her 
diaries with it. That made formatting the diaries a lot easier!

But there were a few trips since that one where lugging the net-
book was less than congenial, and she went back to hand-written 
notes. 

Her handwriting is beautiful, and I wanted to preserve some 
aspects of it. In the Trip Diaries it has a few short-hand style 
shortcuts. So, when you see + meaning “and,” or @ meaning “at,” 
or “w/” meaning “with” you will know that I have transcribed a 
hand-written diary.

Navigation Tips

These interactive PDFs include… 
a Bookmarks List for Days and their individual events,  use 
the Bookmarks; we hope your device will make that easy; 
a clickable/tappable Table of Contents, and; 
various hyperlinks.

You may also just page through by… 
scrolling, clicking Page Down buttons, or; 
right side tapping/right left swiping; 
depending on your viewing device.

➧  Zoom the pictures to examine details.
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Google Map
Prepared before the trip as part of our planning.

Preparation
A few words on how this trip came to be: written on OBG!

Day 1: Thursday, April 28, 2011—Departure
Flying on a Dreamliner.

Day 2: Friday, April 29, 2011— Arrival, Sanlıurfa
We meet Himmet and some other people.

Day 3: Saturday, April 30, 2011 —Göbekli Tepe, Sanlıurfa museum, Tourist 
Office park, Balikligol park
Our dreams of Driving the Stone age, and experiencing new 

places, are fulfilled to the nth degree.

Day 4: Sunday, May 1, 2011—Harran, Sogmatar, Suayp Sehri
We begin to appreciate our driver..

Day 5: Monday, May 2, 2011—Balikligol, GT, bazaar
Getting the best pictures of Göbeklie tepe, meeting the caretak-

ers, shopping for a headscarf..

Day 6: Tuesday, May 3, 2011—Anatolian Museum, the Hisar, Ataturk 
tomb/museum
Exploring the background of the original Stone Age.. Exploring 

the local environs with Himmet.

Day 7: Wednesday, May 4, 2011—Asikli Höyük, Acem Höyük, Sultanhani; 
Transfer to Konya
Bucky’s best ever birthday: ancient sites and gifts of wine.

Please see the Trip Diary Driving the Stone Age X “The Oldest 
Stones” (Week Two—Anatolia, Istanbul) for the continuation of this 
trip!

Table of Contents: Week One—Anatolia

https://www.google.com/maps/d/edit%3Fmid%3DzyLR4ei5MMYQ.k7F-M9irQaRk
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Preparation

Preparation

This diary was written entirely on Loie’s new netbook computer, 
bought specifically for this trip!

February 20, 2011
I decided to do something a little different for this trip 

diary. I began making notes before the trip began. We’ve had 
this trip in mind for at maybe 5 years. 2011 turned out to be 
the year to finally do it.

We decided early on not to do it ourselves but to hire a car 
and local driver. We figured our lack of familiarity with the 
Turkish language would create stress and waste time trying 
to read maps, signs and to communicate. The archeological 
sites we wanted to visit were not all on any tour. With a 
limited amount of time I could be away from work, we didn’t 
want to waste time getting lost and trying to figure things 
out. We wanted to see sites far apart—that meant moving 
from city to city, like in Scotland. So we decided a car, driver 
and hotels would best suit the nature of this trip. Bucky did 
some legwork in 2008 with a quote from Peten Travel (Iffit in 
Istanbul). That quote was about $6,000 for two people, land 
only. 

The last few years were difficult due to my mother’s declin-
ing health and the deplorable home situation of my parents. 
Mother died May 18 2011, Dad was moved to Westminster 
Ridge June 8, Brother Bill died July 29, and Dad’s house was 
sold in early August. And things had quieted down on the 
Turkish political scene. I had finished the third year of the 3 
year period to maximize deferred comp contributions, so the 
cash flow improved in 2011. There was no longer any reason 
not to go to Turkey.

So Bucky once again contacted Iffit. By this point we had 
extended our previously planned number of days in Turkey 
but had decided to eliminate a leg out to Van to see the 
Kalicek Stones. We were surprised to find out the new itiner-
ary now cost $5,800 per person for land only! I had been doing 
flight research and prices were stable at $1,000–$1,200. I was 
looking mostly at United for the ability to purchase Economy 
Plus upgrades, and Turkish Air which offered direct, nonstop 
flights each way.

Even after Iffit responded to our request to control cost 
by reducing the number of days and number of guides she 
was proposing, the trip still came in at $4,000 pp. Figuring 
air, cash on ground, paying Nancy—our cat sitter—airport 
parking, we were moving into the range of $12,000 or more 
for this trip.

We despaired briefly, then Bucky said he had another lead: 
Tom Brosnahan of Turkey Planner. Did I want him to contact 
Tom? Well, yes!

Tom himself couldn’t help us but he recommended a 
favorite agency of his based near Cappadochia. Edip of Argeus 
Tourism quickly returned a quote of $4,400 for both of us that 
included no (expensive) guides, which is what we had wanted 
from the start. There were still a few minor details. Edip left 
out one of our sites and added Harran and Cappadochia, but 
on a second inquiry he said no problem, he’d do our list. By 
this time we’d shifted our dates to April 30 through May 
11, which would be 11 days and 10 nights. [See the end of this 
chapter!]

Then I got a Yapta alert that the flight I was tracking on 
Turkish Air had dropped 16% in price. I started looking and 

http://www.turkeytravelplanner.com/about/AboutTB.html
http://www.argeus.com.tr/
http://www.argeus.com.tr/
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made an interesting find. For the dates April 30—May 10:
1. IAD to MUC (2h 40m layover) to IST (TA operated by 

UAL) = $2,392 for two tickets.
2. IAD to Frankfurt (1h 25m layover) to IST (TA operated 

by Lufthansa) = $1,561 for two tickets.
3. By moving dates back 2 days (and we added one day) to 

April 28—May 10, IAD to IST = $1,382 for two tickets!
All three options had the same return IST-IAD direct/

nonstop. The third option, just TA, was also direct nonstop 
outbound. So I booked it. I briefly considered finding and 
booking an apartment in Istanbul, but in the end we decided 
to leave everything in Edip’s hands.

Wednesday, February 23, 2011
I had hoped to get lucky and use United miles to upgrade 

our seats to business class, but no go. No business class seats 
were available for upgrade using miles.

Sunday, March 6, 2011
I authorized the 30% down payment for our trip to be 

charged to my Capital One account, on March 3, the day our 
beloved Sylvia, the talkative tuxedo cat, died.

Tuesday, March 22
I’d been feeling it was important to ask TA again about 

our seat assignments. Ran out of time on the weekend, so 
I decided to call from work after lunch. Found a 24/7 800# 
on the web site plus a page that said seat assignments could 
be made up to 100 days before the flight. This was different 
from what I thought I heard on the phone previously—10 
days before the flight, a message I’d gotten calling a different 
number.

I got seat assignments and they seem to be right up front 
behind business class—row 11 outbound and 7 inbound. 
Seatguru (provided I had the right plane) put row 7 at the 
bulkhead, but the TA agent assured me that was not the case. 
Surprised to get “good seats” 5 weeks out from the flights.

•

Loie’s Preparation Notes don’t mention that this Trip was severely 
curtailed from the original hopes! Our itinerary as we proposed it 
to Iffit in 2008 (or perhaps even earlier) included sites in the far east 
of Turkey, around Lake Van. It also included the ruins at Nemrud 
Dagı and Çayönü closer to Cappadocia, and Karain Cave on the 
sea in the southwest.

Eventually we decided that although the far eastern sites and 
the cave would be mildly interesting destinations for Driving the 
Stone Age, the cost of the transfers and the time involved were too 
expensive. Eliminating them greatly helped lower the costs.

There were numerous emails back and forth with Edip at Argeus 
before we finally managed to get him to accept the fact we were 
truly serious eccentrics who did not want to see the standard sites 
and would not complain afterward about missing them.

As it turned out, we did succumb to several very nice bits of 
touristing. One never knows!
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Day 1: Thursday, April 28, 2011—Departure

Day 1: Thursday, April 28, 2011—Departure

We spent a relaxed day on Thursday collecting supplies 
and packing. Thunderous storms the night before continued 
into the morning with heavy rains. Then the sun came out 
and Twee went out. Bucky heated lamb, gravy and mashed 
potatoes from Easter and roasted fresh asparagus for a nice 
“clean out the refrigerator”late lunch. We left a bit before 6 
p.m., making a stop for gas and another stop at the Safeway to 
mail bills and buy georges for Bucky.

Smooth sailing to Dulles—going against the traffic, and not 
much traffic on 15. Upon arrival at the airport and keeping a 
steady pace we reached our gate an hour before departure, 
We left on time; TA’s only evening flight. Food, airline interior, 
seats, air, etc. all superior. This is a great airline! At the ticket 
counter, when I’d asked about the purchase of an upgrade to 
Business Class, even the ticket agent was giggling about the 
high price—$5k a ticket to upgrade! Seats were available—no 
wonder—and the ticket agent said TA wants to make money 
on Business Class seats, not sell them out.

When I expressed regret to Bucky about not being able to 
upgrade to Business Class, he responded as his philosophical, 
cheerful self: “It will be an adventure. We haven’t had an 
adventure since our Scotland trip.” Gotta love that man!

But all’s well that ends well. I think the plane is one of the 
new “Dreamliners.” It has a new and beautiful interior—tur-
quoise seats that not only tilt back, but also the seat slides 
forward. Wings on the headrest. As much knee room as 
United’s Economy Plus seats. 2-4-2 across and we have side 
seats on both flights. Tube lights around the ceiling/overhead 
storage that are sometimes soft pink, sometimes blue and red. 
Real cloth pillow slips on the pillows which are the perfect 

size and softness. I slept for several hours on the outbound 
flight, and was not exhausted after 10 hours in the air. Good 
food, too. I had ordered seafood in advance and got lovely 
shrimp. Each passenger in economy gets a classy champagne 
colored zippered bag with travel toothbrush and toothpaste, 
sock slippers, eye mask, lip gloss.
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Day 2: Friday, April 29, 2011— Arrival, Şanlıurfa

15:40 p.m. local time.
We landed at Ataturk on time and blazed through. Customs 

was a simple walk and we reached Domestic gate 109 in plenty 
of time for our 17:10 boarding/ 17:55 flight departure. Checked 
luggage and carryons not a problem.* However, we sat on the 
tarmac for 35 minutes and did not depart until 18:30, arriving 
at Gaziantep at 20:05, then a 120 kilometer drive to Şanlıurfa 
(in the rain, as turned out.)

Our driver was there, waiting outside with a sign. 
Introduced himself with a business card as Himmet Özden, 
Professional Tourism Driver—“HEE-mit,”—and told us—
somewhat apologetically?—“No English.” We were not sure 
how that was going to work!

Some confusion on the drive. A highway exit was closed on 
account of construction. We went on a bit, then used an exit 
to turn around and drive back the way we had come. (I didn’t 
understand all this at first, but Bucky told me later.) Then 
Himmet drove on when the road turned into construction 
area, driving on dirt! Eventually he drove up a ramp and got 
onto the highway he wanted! This was not reassuring.

We arrived at our hotel at 22:30ish. We checked in, asked 
for a 9 a.m. start (agreed upon with Himmet) and visited 

* Loie adds: Trying to pack light we took the small green rolling suitcase, the 
rolling garment bag, the wheelie tote and the blue canvas handheld bag. This all 
worked but in retrospect I think on this sort of travel I would try to pack complete 
outfits coordinated to the day, instead of putting all tops in one packing cube, etc. 
Organizing by type of clothes meant every packing cube had to come out every 
day. Something to give more thought to.

the next door café, following the music we heard from our 
window which looked out over the little lane up to the hotel 
door. Just outside the hotel front door was another building: 
Narli Ev.

We were told the music was inside. A young man led us 
in, through a hall and into a courtyard. Two rooms off it had 
parties going on, with people in some Ottoman dress kind of 
costume, and a band playing loud wailing music with drum 
beating. “Come, come,” said our impromptu guide and we 
entered. Bucky immediately flopped down on a pillow. After 
being offered and enjoying some dark spicy paste on a bit of 
lettuce leaf, Bucky got up and went out to see if we could have 
a glass of wine. He was told, no, “Full up.” And a lot more 
in Turkish which of course he didn’t understand, but when 
another, slightly older waiter came in and told me I must 
come out of the party room, it became apparent these were 
private or prebooked events.

So we sat out on some nice padded benches in the little 
courtyard, enjoyed the competing bands, and did get a har-
ried waiter to bring us some wine.

After a while two men came out of one of the parties and 
sat near us. One had a drink that looked like pastis. We asked 
him what it was; he told us raki. Bucky said yes, that was 
Turkish pastis. The man held his glass for Bucky to smell, and 
Bucky said, “Anise.”

“Yes, ananise,” said the men, a little impressed. Now we 
were friends. They told us they are bankers, and as we thought, 
these were private parties. Bucky asked who was having them, 
a tour group?



8The Rocks in Our Heads, Driving the Stone Age X: The Oldest Stones  •  

◀   Table of Contents (Don’t forget to use the Bookmarks!)

Day 2: Friday, April 29, 2011— Arrival, Şanlıurfa

“Three families,” they said. Soon a mother came out, with 
two young girls. Little princesses who made some dancing 
motions to the music.

Two ladies in costume came out, and one was wearing hik-
ing boots beneath her flowing robe. We guessed the costumes 
were for the party, and not their normal dress! They walked 
through an arch at the back of the courtyard, and seemed to 
go down some stairs. This piqued B’s curiosity and he inves-
tigated. He called to me to come and see the next courtyard, 
which was lower down and very elaborately carved.

Eventually it was time for bed and when we asked what our 
bill was, we were told twenty Turkish lira! Good grief!
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Day 3: Saturday, April 30, 2011 —Göbekli Tepe, Şanlıurfa museum, Tourist Office park, Balikligol park, 
Citadel, Abraham’s cave, bazaar

We got up this morning after the 7:15 wakeup call. I was 
awakened earlier by the muezzin calling out the morning 
prayers. Bucky went outside in the morning and discovered 
we had a little marketplace along the terrace next to our hotel. 
He was accosted to buy pencils, but what Bucky was looking 
for was an evil eye charm to hang on his bag—no luck.

Buffet breakfast is included in our hotel, a bit different from 
home—scrambled eggs but little meat: just some sausage 
chunks like cocktail wieners mixed in with cooked vegetables; 
cucumbers, fresh tomatoes, spicy olive pesto, three kinds of 
olives, milk white mild cheeses, sesame seeded bread rolls 
(pashka?), OJ, cranberry juice and tea. The breakfast room 
looks out to the Citadel. Then we met Himmet promptly at 9, 
though he had arrived at 8:30, we saw him when we walked 
outside for a bit. Off to the major site of this trip—Göbekli 
Tepe!

As agreed the night before, Himmet took us to the Abide 
supermarket to get picnic lunch—enough for a week! We had 
asked him to stop at the places there were signs for Göbekli 
Tepe, but we couldn’t get the idea across. The importance 
of taking pictures of the directional signs for Göbekli Tepe 
comes from our mistaken apprehension about the difficulty 
of finding it. Bucky and I had been talking about going to 
Göbekli Tepe for years. He had been researching it on the 
Internet, and from what he told me, finding Göbekli Tepe 
sounded like an epic adventure. Having a local expert was 
one of the major reasons we decided to hire a driver. Imagine 
our surprise and confounded delight when, immediately 
upon entering the small city of Şanliurfa, we saw three or 

four intersections marked with official directional signs 
for Göbekli Tepe. An “Oh, brother” moment, indeed. That 
needed documentation.

As we got going, we saw Himmet was driving out a differ-
ent way than we came into the city. So we wouldn’t even pass 
by the signs! At first we didn’t know why, then it occurred to 
me we must be going by way of groceries. But, lo and behold, 
when we pulled into the parking lot at the Abide Park shop-
ping center, we passed a perfect Göbekli Tepe directional sign 
just on the corner—exactly the photo op we needed. Himmet 
led us into the grocery store, which was just like all the big 
groceries in France or Italy. He began collecting vegetables, 
nuts & when we asked, bread. Most of them in twos.* When 
we had the groceries in the car, Bucky and I popped out to the 
corner for our photos of the Göbekli Tepe directional sign. 
Whew.

* Loie adds: We came to learn that was his habit; things in pairs.
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Driving out to Göbekli Tepe

Interesting. At first we traveled across a plain flat as the pan 
the pancake was cooked in. We turned off the main road at a 
big illustrated sign for Göbekli Tepe (!) and headed toward 
a distant ridge.Traveled through small collections of what 
looked like mud brick huts. Cows grazed the weeds by the 
side of the road. Soon we started to go up onto the ridge and 
what had been irrigated fields gave way to rough, dry grass. 
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Göbekli Tepe

Sunny, couple of groups of tourists, one of which was 
German. Smaller and more compact than expected! Bad 
news—closed off, no archaeologists working. Good news, it’s 
small enough you can still see a lot. Fended off young teen 
boy at the entrance who dogged our heels.
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Göbekli Tepe continued

At the top we met two women and a man who had been in 
the party out of which we were kicked last night—mutual rec-
ognition. They told us an older Turkish man—wearing a head 
scarf and odd baggy pants—accompanying the tour was the 
son of the man who owned the property. The teenaged boy 
we had brushed off earlier was with the group, and he turned 
out to be the son of the Turkish man. They are the caretakers. 
The young man had been trying to encourage us to buy a 
guidebook written by Klaus Schmidt, the chief archaeologist.

Bucky used the copy the young man was carrying to ask 
about the stone in the quarry by pointing to its picture. The 
man said through an interpreter—several of the tour group 
spoke Turkish—we could see the quarry site when the group 
left. He sent son—Ahmet—as guide and though we didn’t see 
the stone in situ we saw lots of cup marks and one of the ruins 
featured in the book. Ahmet had pretty much no English, 
and so just pointed to interesting things as he led us through 
the fields. So of course after our tour of the fields we bought a 
copy of the book, by Klaus Schmidt, in German! No English 
copies left for sale. But a fun souvenir.

We really enjoyed our tour, so we gave guide Ahmet a 10 
lira guide tip. We went back up once more on another path, 
saw more stones and the back view of the main site. Then the 
rain started.
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Urfa museum 

After our huge breakfast, we weren’t hungry for picnic 
lunch at 11:30, it was pouring rain, so we decided to go to the 
Urfa museum a day early. On the way, we passed what looked 
like stones from Göbekli Tepe in a little park. Bucky said, 
“Oh, there’s the museum,” but Himmet continued to drive. 
He had to stop once to ask directions. Got there in teeming 
rain, no one else there, not even an attendant in the ticket 
booth. Bucky immediately walked into a big darkened room 
just off the entrance hall, and came back saying, “Loie, come 
look!” He had found the Snowman in the gloom. We stepped 
back into the hall, and Himmet was there speaking to the 
attendant who had made an appearance in his booth.

Himmet tried to tell us something about entrance to 
Karahan Tepe, another site we wanted to see, something 
about the site being “closèd,” and finally called Edip on his 
cell phone so Edip could explain the problem to us. Edip 
told us he had found out it was necessary to get permission 
from the museum to visit Karahan Tepe. Now, apparently, 
the museum attendant was saying we had to go to the Tourist 
Office! We wondered if perhaps he just didn’t want to deal 
with it.

In the end, we decided to not press it. Bucky said, “Monday, 
let’s go back to Göbekli Tepe. Maybe someone will be work-
ing. We’ll get more pictures. We’ll just have to come back 
to Karahan Tepe on another trip.” To Himmet: “Monday, 
Göbekli Tepe.”

“No Karahan Tepe?”
“No Karahan Tepe.” So that is the plan! 
We paid 3 lira each for our entrance tickets and that got the 

lights turned on. And as described, there he stood holding 

the family jewels and standing next to a fire extinguisher: the 
Balikli Göl Snowman, oldest known full size human sculp-
ture, found right here in Şanlıurfa. There was also interesting 
stuff from Göbekli Tepe, including one incised female figure 
that was reminiscent of African or Australian rock art.

While Bucky had a cigarette on the terrace outside the 
museum, and we watched the rain, a lady and young man 
joined us to have one themselves. We struck up a little chat 
and she told us about Şanliurfa being renamed from just Urfa 
to “Şanliurfa,” Glorious Urfa because local partisans had 
fought and won a battle driving out French troops during the 
war for independence. She also explained the significance of 
the pool in the little park down below our hotel—how the fish, 
carp, were the sticks of the fire into which Nimrod was trying 
to throw Abraham. Bucky said, “Oh, that’s the thing with the 
fish. I remember the fire turned into a pool, but the fish being 
sticks I didn’t.”

And she told us we must someday visit her home town 
Izmir, the “most beautiful city of Turkey.”
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Tourist Office park

So now back to whatever the Göbekli Tepe stuff we had 
seen on the drive to the museum was. Bucky helped Himmet 
find the place, although there was initially of course some 
confusion. Turned out to be replicas in the park next to the 
Tourism office. Two stones highly decorated that allowed us 
to see up close something of what the originals look like, up 
close. A poor replica of the Snowman. A lady who asked we 
take her pic in front of replica mosaic of Jesus. A replica of a 
two sided figure, 8,500 BC in the museum. Figures back to 
back each with arms reaching behind and around the other—
arms like Göbekli Tepe—and a falcon atop their heads.

Bucky said, “Darn, the sign says this is from Nevalı Çori. 
Was that in the museum here? Well, just another reason to 
come back some day. But where is Himmet going?” He had 
walked around the back of the Tourist Office building, past 
us through the garden with all the reproductions.

I said I thought he was checking on the hours, and I was 
correct. Himmet was beginning his career as our protector 
and guide. “Monday, open.” For Karahan Tepe permissions, 
of course. Himmet is taking care of us, helping keep our 
options open!
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Balikligol park, Citadel, Abraham’s cave, bazaar

Himmet returned us to our hotel. The rain had passed over, 
so we rested 15 minutes and back out: down through our little 
terrace market, to the park, to the famous sacred carp pool of 
Nimrod’s fire fame. Fed the fish and watched them climb over 
each others’ backs to snatch the little food pellets. Walked 
along the pool, reading the Cadogan to identify the sights, 
then back into the park, up to the Citadel to see views and 
the Corinthian pillars. Back down to find Abraham’s cave 
through what the Cadogan describes as the beautiful “urban 
landscape” of a mosque and its surrounding buildings.

Found the shrine after some backing and forthing caused 
by directional signs pointing at each other. One entrance for 
men and one for women, shoes off. Inside, small, hot, stuffy 
with a view of a cave through a glass window. The little view-
ing room was filled with carp-women thrashing for window 
space, spiritual sustenance and holy water. Pigeons on the 
mosques’ “boobies,” small breast looking domes in rows.

Stumbled into the bazaar and decided to look for the 
evil eye, none suitable size but the market was fully of tiny 
winding labyrinthine streets full of really cheap, tacky stuff. 
Crowded, motorbikes and bikes with sidecars zooming along. 
Then some stretches were deserted, and we felt a bit out of 
place. This was not tourist country. Eventually Bucky by 
sense of direction and some good luck led us out to the big 
shopping street he thought, correctly, would take us back to 
our hotel.

Then there was some trouble getting the young non-English 
speaking concierge to find a phone number for the ciğer 
restaurant Bucky wanted to go to but he finally did when an 
upper manager or maybe owner came over to chat and inter-

vene. He kindly called us a cab and we got there. Lots of food, 
inexpensive, many attentive servers, one of whom works 
part time as barman in our hotel. Bucky had ayran with his 
supper—a watery yoghurt drink with lemon and salt, which 
he liked and I didn’t—and after I had an “espresso” which 
I think was a murro! They called us a cab and our driver 
misunderstood and tried to take us to Hotel Rabis. When we 
made him understand it was Macini, he muttered the whole 
next few minutes it took to get us home. A glass of Turkish 
white wine for me and a Raki (Turkish pastis or ouzo) for 
Bucky in the hotel bar cost 26 lira—our supper was 29.50! But 
as I did not have a single-lira coin, they took just 25 for our 
drinks. Bargaining!
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Bucky posted this on the Modern Antiquarian web site 
using my new netbook, from our hotel room…

In general, the site is not what we were expecting. It’s a little 
cluster of pits on almost the top of an immensely towering 
hilltop. The view over the surrounding countryside is almost 
infinite.

Today, the environment is arid, close to desert. I’m assum-
ing that wasn’t the case when this was the Fertile Crescent. 
The hills --lumps in a miles long ridge-- have slopes of eroding 
limestone, its bedding planes making big stair steps winding 
around. (I think that if you go to http://maps.google.com/
maps/ms?msid=205767309095735295676.000445367d07911c683
3a&msa=0&ll=38.462192,37.924805&spn=9.596224,14.963379 
you will find a map pin for GT, and can use the Terrain View 
to check out the topography.)

There are no trees, or even shrubbery. Some low grasses and 
wild flowers in patches. The limestone bedrock is as evident as 
anything green.

Four cobblestone lined pits of about twenty feet across 
huddle on the south side of the hilltop. Yes, we saw the pillars 
in them, some propped up with poles, some held up by ropes 
stretched to the ground above the pits. The whole area around 
the working pits is fenced off with barbed wire. There is a 
rickety wooden walkway snaking through the middle of the 
dig site, but that too was closed off. Perhaps because we were 
there on a weekend? We’ll go back tomorrow, Monday, for 
more pictures and see if the archaeologists are there.

In spite of being prevented by the bob-war from getting up 
close and personal with the pillars, we could see some few 
animals and engraving. One thing not often publicized about 
the pillars is that many, if not all, are anthropomorphic. They 
have definite arms and hands, with little cartoony fingers, 

carved on the flat sides. Ooh-whoo weird.
A few feet further up the hill, almost on the top, is another 

dig site with smaller pits and smaller pillars. A few yards 
along the hill, back along the ridge, is yet another dig site with 
three or four tiny pits, some with little, broken pillars.

When we entered through the modern stone wall --appar-
ently built to keep out the roaming cattle and goats-- we first 
saw a circular basin cut a few inches down, and twenty feet 
across, flattish level bedrock.

After visiting the excavations, we were guided around the 
hill by the young Englishless son of the property owner. (More 
details on this later.) We were shown at least six big spreads 
of multiple cup marks. Two places where basins had been 
cut out of the bedrock. Possible drifts of flint chippings. In all, 
the place is a maze and a trove of stuff, hardly surveyed, and 
certainly not published in any way a lay person can get a hold 
of and understand.

It’s certain there are other monuments like GT: Karahan 
Tepe at least, and probably, given that GT cannot possibly, 
due to the sophistication and obvious artistic development 
of its iconography, be the first of its kind, many earlier efforts 
are still to be found.
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Harran. Seems like Harran is a must see place, no escaping 
going there! Himmet told us we would be driving right by it 
on our way to Soğmatar, so “Visit?” We capitulated. It’s mud 
city, and as Bucky observed, oh how the mighty have fallen. 
A sign on the straw + mud plastered outer wall of the tourist 
stop of beehive houses informed us the “tradition” of build-
ing these houses was two hundred years old. They are made of 
bricks scavenged from the “ancient city” which the Cadogan 
says was one of the greatest examples of architecture. Which 
we didn’t go see. Oh brother!

Eight (I think) beehive trulli style houses* all intercon-
nected around a little dirt courtyard. I walked through the 
houses which included many items for sale. Complimentary 
tea was served in the courtyard. There was a big carved 
wooden bed frame on high legs in the courtyard—for outside 
sleeping. After being told about that, I later noticed while 
driving that many houses have rickety metal bed frames 
outside. Himmet says the summer temperatures can reach 50 
degrees Centigrade!

We saw ladies collecting plants, turned out to be “good 
luck” plants, which they hang over their the doorways for 
protection.

* 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Harran
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Soğmatar

Along the way and now well out in the empty countryside 
we saw a huge cave or opening cut into a cliff side. We asked 
Himmet to stop, and spent a few minutes inspecting from the 
roadside. Three young boys appeared on the top of the low 
cliff and clambered down a grassy slope. Himmet spoke to 
them and told us the cutting-cave was a caravanseri. Bucky 
was quietly skeptical. “More likely some robbers’ stronghold.”

Driving along a barren way, seeing cliffs of white soil or 
rock. Turned out to be the spoils of gignormous canal cutting. 
Passed over the canal at Ak Magara. Mud slide twenty feet 
down, over and back up. Bucky applauded as we crested the 
slope, and Himmet said over his shoulder, “Jeep safari.” That 
made us laugh.

Three dogs running alongside our car trying either to herd 
us with the goats or warning us away from the goats. One 
with spiked collar. One racing the car barking ferociously. 
One with hackles raised. Himmet drove slowly, but eventu-
ally we left them panting behind, either convinced they had 
driven us off or had given up on herding us.

Once at Soǧmatar, we passed Donald Duck painted on a wall 
as we entered a poor village of about a dozen houses. Himmet 
parked and asked a man about the site. Himmet then told 
us to walk up a path to “Temple of Sun.” We went along the 
muddy path and found the base of a cliff. Bucky got out the 
Cadogan and started to puzzle out what to do. Apparently the 
actual Temple of the Sun was the huge conical mound in the 
center of the village, near where we parked. But we were to 
look for a cave facing the Temple, and some carvings whose 
location was vaguely described as “above” the cave. That was 
what Himmet had started us out towards. So things were 

making some sense.
We started the climb. The ground was like that at Göbekli 

Tepe: a series of ledges of limestone rock, each about a foot 
or two high, eroded into forms like giant stairs. Almost 
immediately we saw a cave. We walked up to it, and were at 
least pretty sure it was our first destination due to the hole 
in the wall but no trident carvings inside. A Dana and Mike 
joke? The cave was mostly artificial: its opening was square, at 
the back of a larger square cut into the rough hillside. Inside, 
the roof and walls were regular. Bucky said, “Look, these are 
chisel marks.” The roof and walls were covered with them, 
short, shallow parallel grooves like an animal had clawed 
them into the stone. Maybe some of them kind of looked like 
tridents to someone?

Then Bucky was not sure of the location of the carvings, so 
while he began exploring I called the French Guys! Michael 
not home and Dana mightily surprised to be getting a call 
from Soğmatar! Bucky had explored up the cliff-hill and 
called down he’d found the carvings—reliefs of a man and a 
woman, he with beams radiating from his head. Really it was 
perfectly easy to find them, we just had to go a little further 
to the almost top of the hill. Looking at the supposed Temple 
of the Sun from the hilltop, we could see what seemed to be 
courses of blocks that might have been ruined walls around 
its summit. Or maybe the walls were just rocks eroding out of 
the ground.

A group of very nicely dressed school girls came running 
up to where we were examining and photographing the 
reliefs. Unfazed by us, curious, mildly amused, saying “ ’Allo” 
and continuing on up the hill. Where they were going and on 
what errand we had no idea.

Below us, some music was playing on the balcony of a 

http://www.kultur.gov.tr/EN%2C33671/sanliurfas-archaeologicl-and-historical-tourism.html
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modern-looking townhouse, one of three or four in a row. 
We went back down and had car lunch with Himmet. 

Bucky spotted a neat bird—blue jay sized, long beak, pointed 
crown; wide black and white stripes on his butt. Himmet 
identified the bird, but we can’t remember what he called it!

While we ate our tailgate lunch, I noticed a woman sitting 
in the dirt in front of her mud brick hut washing cloth or 
clothes in a plastic pan. She was hacking coughing, smoking 
a cigarette dangling from her lips and looked like she lived 
outdoors a lot—very dark, weathered skin. I don’t think she 
was very old. The skinniest, most bedraggled chicken ever 
seen wandered, scratching, with a few chicks alongside.

Himmet had found a young boy to take us on a tour. First 
would be the well (from which Michael drank and got so 
sick?) then to the “church,” as they called it. We all four drove 
a little bit back along the village lane and parked. We were 
soon joined by two smaller boys for our walk to the well. But 
first, we were shown ancient treasure. One of the little kids 
pulled out a couple of tiny metal disks that were recognizable 
as coins but were too worn to decipher. Bucky said, “From 
here?” and swung his hand around to indicate “here.” Yes, 
yes, we were assured.

The older boy pulled out a bigger coin in much better 
condition, with the images visible. Then mom (or grandmom, 
dressed in headscarf, embroidered skirt and blouse, with 
dark blue tattoos on cheeks and forehead) appeared more 
or less from nowhere and snatched the bigger coin. She said 
the smaller coins could be bought for 10 lira each and the big 
coin for 150 lira. Bucky waved his hands and said, “No, no.” 
The littler boy was crestfallen that we were not interested in 
buying his coins.

So off on our tour. We walked through a break in a low 

stone wall and through a muddy, weedy little field to its cen-
ter and the well. A hole bored down into the stone, about four 
feet or maybe less across. Not very deep, and with trash in the 
water. A thick metal pipe came up out and ran across the field. 
Not the most preposessing sight. I guess it’s supposed to be 
old, but the children had no English to tell us anything about 
it. And after the “caravanseri” we would be sceptical of these 
local guides, handsome though they might be!

Bucky urged them on to the church, and it took only a 
minute or so to walk over to a low cave. As we went, Bucky 
quietly said, “Okay, so there’s cell phone service out here in 
what looks to me like the real middle of nowhere. Cell phone 
service! How do we know they didn’t get that big coin on 
eBay for ten lira?”

The cave/temple/church is a ruin but cool to see nonethe-
less. 12 figures (the kids said 20) in two rooms plus carved 
bull horns on either side of the altar. Several faces were 
gouged out. Inscriptions in Syriac (?) on the walls. We exam-
ined and photographed for a while, and rain began. We gave 
a guide tip of I think 5 lira to the oldest boy, with gestures to 
distribute some to his cohorts. Waited out the worst of the 
rain; the cohorts disbanded and we gave the leader a ride to 
his house on our way out.

Bucky showed Himmet our map book, asking by gestures 
why we might not go back by a shorter, more direct route. 
Himmet said, “Bad road.” Good grief! The road we came by 
was bad enough in lots of places—chunks of the fairly new 
looking paving as big as cars and trucks crumbling off the 
sides, holes even bigger along the sides marked off with rocks 
or sticks. We wondered what Himmet considered a bad road!

























We were puzzled by these low mountains or ridges. Bare outcroppings of something.



Then it became clear: they were part of a gigantic canal project.

























Herded or chased?



























The “Temple of the Sun.”





Climbing our small hill to the carvings.



















Syriac inscriptions. Unread by us!















View from the carvings.





Musicians on the balcony below.



Ruins on the hills around the village.







A rock-cut cave or room, below the carvings, where we could not find the arrow-shaped carvings.















After the unpreposessing well, off to find the church.
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Şuayp Şehri (Şuayp Antique City)*

The Cadogan said it was interesting, but rain prevented 
us from exploring as thoroughly as we would have liked. 
We were looking for elaborate carvings on the entrances to 
the underground rooms without much success. A gaggle of 
boys and two shy girls appointed themselves guides, and we 
soon found Himmet tagging along, handing us one of the 
umbrellas he keeps in the car. I think he likes the kids, and 
appreciates our having been enthusiastic about Harran. One 
in particular of the boys was bossy and outspoken, in Turkish 
or did Himmet tell us Arabic/Kurdish? Bucky dubbed this 
boy “Mayor of Şuayp Şehri.” 10 years old and an absolute hoot.

The mayor and the others were urging us to visit the “kilise” 
(church) but it was just too rainy. So we pushed on back 
toward home. 

* When Googling for an info link to include here, the first hit I got was to our 
Lovebunny page of a slide show of this trip! changing the spelling didn’t help: 
sorry, there’s just nothing useful in English online.

























The mayor is wearing the black jacket.
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Han el Bar’ur caravanserai

Stop at a ruined, partially restored caravanserai. As we 
approached along the road, Himmet leaned back: “Visit?” 
We’re beginning to realize how his suggestions are made from 
a very real desire to show us his country, how concerned he 
is to be a good driver and self-appointed guide. The mutual 
language barrier made us keep to ourselves a bit. That’s turn-
ing out to have been a mistake!

A woman tried to sell us water. We declined, Himmet has 
plenty for us in the car. Her little girls dogged our heels as 
we walked back to the gate, singing or chanting a phrase over 
and over. “Translation?” Bucky asked Himmet, who replied, 
“Give us money!”

“Oh no,” said B, “I’m not giving these little kids money.”* 
Himmet gestured to the girls and they followed him—I 
stopped them for a group shot which they giggled over and 
an older girl with two hearing aids asked me to take her 
photo—the girls followed Himmet across the road and he 
retrieved a packet of chewing gum from the car. He gave the 
gum to mom. She took the children back across the road, 
squatted and started distribution. They were like the carp in 
the pool!

Followed a slightly different route home, back by about 
6:30–7, another long conversation with the manager from the 
night before about our restaurant choice. The Cadogan guide 
had two restaurant listings intertwingled. The manager told 
Bucky to email the authors of the correction and to give him/
his hotel credit for spotting the error! Our choice seemed to 

* This sounds mean, and I suppose it was. I was thinking I didn’t want to encour-
age little kids to be beggars. Himmet, as usual, had the perfect response.

be a bit far, so rather than taxi again we switched to a more 
convenient one.

We found the courtyard restaurant, Cevahir Konuk Evi, 
just around the corner. Beautiful old courtyard with a big 
awning ceiling, parrot in cage, fountain in center, young 
parents at the next table. Turkish music and party in the next 
room. The waiters all slipped off their shoes before enter-
ing. We asked about wine, and were told, no, none for sale: 
“Fantastic expensive.”

Great supper: pair of içli köfte for starters (Breaded, fried 
meat pasties), a regional dish for Bucky—Boroni (bean soup 
to which you add garlicky, apricot f lavored fresh yogurt), 
me—Lamb kebap; for dessert Bucky—Fadiyh a warm cheese 
and honey small “pizza” slice, me—baklava, unlike any I’ve 
ever had—light, flaky and only semi-sweet. Wonderful! Tea 
that just came and Turkish coffee for me. 42 TL + 5 for tip.

Bucky went out for a smoke and saw big expensive cars 
outside—one with license plate 0001!

Back home Bucky worked on a post to the Modern 
Antiquarian web site; lost internet at midnight. Going down-
stairs to tell someone about that ended in a long chat with the 
man who seemed to be the very English competent manager. 
Turns out he is indeed managing, while the actual manager is 
in Istanbul on training of some kind. He is company Finance 
manager, filling in. He and Bucky talked about GAP; the 
poor in Turkey (“GAP no help for poor people”); joining EU 
(“Turkey will never be allowed in: EU countries do not want 
our poor people coming for work”).

Bucky saw the cars again, in the lane outside the hotel door. 
Manager told him it was the Governor of Urfa province and 
entourage. Apparently a building in our lane is a cultural 
center, and the Governor had been there earlier in the day for 



433The Rocks in Our Heads, Driving the Stone Age X: The Oldest Stones  •  

◀   Table of Contents (Don’t forget to use the Bookmarks!)

Day 4: Sunday, May 1, 2011—Harran, Soğmatar, Şuayp Şehri

a meeting. Bucky and the manager were still outside talking 
when the Governor and his group and some armed police 
came around from the terrace, and said goodbyes to each 
other before they took off in the fancy cars. Quite a night.

Got our internet connection back.
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Awake at 8, breakfast, Ambassador there for breakfast. We 
packed, walked outside a bit down by the carp pool, checked 
out at 11 and met Himmet for the return visit to Göbekli Tepe. 
Looked like rain so Bucky suited up in his blue poncho, I 
carried mine. Apparently the combination of his blue “ward 
off the rain” wear + his evil eye worked to bring out the sun. 
Bucky and Himmet—who was amused by our buying evil 
eye charms—now have a little routine of waving their hands 
at the clouds all around while saying “Good luck, good luck.” 
Meaning, no rain just now.











































The park around the pool has little canals running all through it. The sacred carp are everywhere.
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Göbekli Tepe

At the site, we were shadowed per usual by a young man 
carrying Schmidt’s Göbekli Tepe book. This time, we knew 
enough to pay attention. Turned out to be Takir, one of five 
sons of the caretaker Adi Soyadi (who also has five daughters). 
Takir is 22 and a Kurd, speaks Turkish, Kurdish, Arabic, and 
is learning German and English. He agreed to take us to see 
the in situ stone we had missed Saturday, but first Bucky had 
to take many pictures. Meanwhile a tour group of Americans 
with a guide came through. They all had big cameras and 
planned their trips around photo opportunities. They were a 
small group and more interested in taking shots than hearing 
about Göbekli Tepe, about which several of them seemed to 
know nothing!

Takir and I saw the engraving of the woman with the big 
hair or strange head in his book. He told me it was found in 
the roofed over area behind pit D, that she was giving birth 
and that site was a hospital. He also claimed that the cup 
marks on top of the pillars collected blood from animals 
which was then drunk!

I chatted a bit with a couple of the American women. One 
asked me where we came from, I said the U.S. She said, “You 
didn’t say you’re Canadian!” Well, no, why would I? Turns out 
folks back home cautioned her about terrorism in SE Turkey 
against Americans and to say you’re Canadian if asked.

She said her friend had told her I must be Canadian, she 
said no, American, and the friend said, “Well, look who she’s 
with,” meaning Takir. They had not yet connected Bucky and 
me. Not exactly sure what all that meant. Would an American 
woman not be talking to a local man?





Approaching the site. The tiny tree is at the top of the excavation. Zoom in to see detail.









The site entrance, on the south. The following pictures are taken from here in counterclockwise order.



The site from the west. You walk into the site along the path on the far right, from “behind” this vantage point.

























The site from the east. The entrance is the little bridge at the left. Takir and Loie are walking up the hill, just the way we’ve 
been in this photo tour.















The site from the north, looking out over the valley below. Now we’ll walk behind the roof structure.

















































































Looking south. We’re back around more or less to the entrance, seen on the left.



Coming back around to the front/south, picking out a few more details.







































This is more than incredible. We’ve been seeing these 
details all along. But here at the end of the picture tour, 
please join with us in taking a minute to think about the 
amount of work necessary to prise these massive blocks 
of stone out of the ground, and then smooth them all 
over into precise shapes, while leaving behind the tiny 
fine details of these fingers.

It’s way more than incredible, it’s insanely obsessed by 
something. And it happened supposedly eleven thousand 
years ago.
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Göbekli Tepe—environs

On the way down with Takir to find the in situ stone, we 
passed another tour group and Ahmet—he grinned big and 
we both shook hands with him.

Takir gave us quite an education as we walked. First, he 
showed us where Ahmet scratched his name on the bedrock 
around the lozenge cut out, and where he said water ran 
down to collect in a carved out basin. 

Once headed out into the fields, he introduced us to the 
two dogs we had seen hanging around: Selix, Klaus Schmidt’s 
dog, and his family dog. She had a loaf of bread in her mouth, 
a donation from some of the camera tourists. Walking on a 
bit, we heard barking and Takir said, “Problem dog.” Another 
dog had trotted toward us from a flock of sheep some little 
way ahead. Takir gestured to just be slow, and indeed the 
barking, spike collared dog kept a distance, so long as we 
didn’t go directly toward his sheep.

Takir showed us that spilling milkweed sap (the Turkish 
variety) in water purified it to make it potable. Bucky thinks 
the trick was not so much purifying as it was clearing the 
surface of the water: the oily sap spreading out and pushing 
floating debris aside. Takir showed us survey marks Schmidt 
has made in various areas: little metal pins with blue paint 
marks radiating from them. These marks show the archae-
ologists think something on or under ground is significant. 
Takir made a whistle from a grass stem and made a stem 
wiggle out from between his hands. 

As we were walking to the quarry stone, Takir told Bucky 
he shouldn’t be smoking. “Mesopotamia air is good. Ock-
SEE-jen,” waving his arm to encompass the barren landscape. 
It took us an awkward moment to realize Takir was talking 

about oxygen. Then Bucky agreed, good air, clean air. But 
it won’t stop Bucky smoking. Takir made reference several 
times to the beauty and clean air of Mesopotamia. Obviously 
he has been at least spending time with the archaeologists 
and soaking up an informal education.

Takir doesn’t have email but he does have an iPod and 
he let us listen to modern Turkish music with a traditional 
foundation. He told us the women who were gathering were 
collecting animal fodder and he pointed out his sister who he 
thinks is about 32. He pointed out his village in the distant 
valley, 3,000 people and 200 houses!

Eventually, as we headed back, we were passing not far 
from the shepherd with the Problem Dog. Takir called to the 
shepherd who came up to say hello, wearing a sports coat 
and Kurdish trousers (baggy in the crotch). The older man 
had no English at all, but we all said a hello and smiled. Takir 
pointed to the hill and said, “Göbekli Tepe” and the shepherd 
patted his belly, repeating “Göbekli Tepe” and grinning. 
Bucky did the same, and Takir and his friend laughed. We 
were communicating!*

Takir wanted to know how to spell Bucky’s name. He 
crouched down and picked up a small stone, and scratched 
“BAKİ” on an exposed rock. So Bucky had to then scratch 
“BUCKY” and “LOIE.” Takir was apparently intrigued 
because, he said, Baki is a Turkish—or Kurdish?—name. So 
far though, not one we’ve heard.

* Bucky adds: I think I was actually providing comic relief. I had forgotten that 
although göbekli has been translated as navel and belly, it is also translated as 
potbelly. So I may have been patting my potbelly and agreeing that I was the 
same shape as Potbelly Hill. If so, I hope I did my part for friendly international 
relations.
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Göbekli Tepe concluded

As we concluded our walk Takir invited us back for tea, 
and Himmet joined us. Bucky asked dad to show him how 
he wrapped his head scarf, which Bucky had been admiring. 
Dad obliged, smiling. We had tea with Takir and family and 
a couple who spoke several languages. It turns out they are 
guides and Himmet knows them! We are beginning to real-
ize that although he told us at the airport our first night, “No 
English,” and seemed perhaps a bit brusque or aloof, Himmet 
knows a lot of people, drivers and guides. He has local places 
and ins and outs he wants to share. I wonder what his rela-
tionship usually is with his clients?
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Şanlıurfa lunch, Bazaaar, transfer to Ankara

Then back to Urfa for late lunch at the terrace restaurant we 
had discussed the night before with the finance manager, the 
one screwed up in the Cadogan. Bucky had been asking if we 
could have street lunch, would Himmet help us have ciğer at 
a street place? Himmet seemed to agree, but then we ended 
up at the outdoor sit down café on the terrace.

Himmet ordered a boatload of food for the three of us—
yogurt/bulghur cold soup (delicious), a gignormous bowl 
of pickled vegetables (like chow chow, only spicier), 3 kebap 
plates, a green salad, a small “pizza” (pide) and lamb liver 
kebap on skewers. Bucky said it was much better than the 
supposedly best ever at Dedoçan. 61 TL and Himmet said 
2—4 TL tip was plenty.

He spent time looking in our Cadogan because he wanted 
to recommend two additional stops on the way to Konya—
Acem Höyük and Sultanhani (one of 2 best canavasarie). He 
showed us the name of the town where he was born. We 
readily agreed to the new plan. Himmet was pleased. “Acem 
Höyük, good place. Very good!”

Later, Bucky remarked that he knew of Acem Höyük, but 
had not included it in our itinerary because it was late, Bronze 
Age mainly.

Then off to the bazaar so Bucky could buy a shawl to be a 
head scarf. He bought a black on white one, 15 TL no barter-
ing, supposedly locally made in Urfa. The vendor explained 
that polyester from China was much less expensive than 
Turkish cotton from Urfa province. Bucky looks great in 
his new Kurdish “hat.” We strolled a bit, it started to rain, 
Himmet left us to meet up in 40 minutes at 6 p.m. at the car 
park.

Bucky and I discussed the crazy plan for the next day. 
Originally, Edip had scheduled us to spend a day driving 
from Şanliurfa to Ankara. We thought that was a waste of 
a day, and got him to change the itinerary to be a f light to 
Ankara. I guess we hadn’t thought about the implication 
that’s turned up, because we didn’t realize that Himmet was 
going to be our driver for the whole trip. We’ve never been 
on a trip like this, with a driver. We just assumed we’d have 
someone else in and after Ankara.

But now, Himmet has to drive overnight to Ankara to 
take us around in the morning. Oh brother! We felt bad 
about having made that part of a plan we didn’t understand 
or think about. Bucky and I agreed we’d offer to take a cab 
to the museum in the morning, and let Himmet have some 
sleep time. It seemed the least we could do.

When we suggested this, with the help of the English-
Turkish dictionary, which has become our fast friend, 
Himmet wouldn’t hear of it.

“I drive, I sleep,” he said. We did manage to persuade him 
we didn’t need to be chauffeured first thing in the morning. 
So he dropped us off at the airport and took off for Ankara, 
an eight hour drive!

Now, we are sitting in the brandy new Urfa airport. One 
f light tonight to Ankara at 8:30 p.m. and it’s been delayed 
supposedly an hour. Boarding was supposed to be at 8, and 
it’s 8:50 now. We’ll see what happens.

A group sitting near us was speaking some English and 
some Turkish. Eventually one of them came over and struck 
up a chat. Tuba, a graphic designer and journalist. Nice busi-
ness cards. Commanded us to call her if we had any problems 
in Ankara.

We arrived late in Ankara and our driver was all alone and 
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looking bored. He cheered up when he saw us and hustled us 
off to the car and to our Ankara hotel, Midas (“mee-DAS”). 
Driving the big highway into the city, we were tickled to see 
gigantic neon decorations over the pedestrian bridges—neon 
arches 30 feet high. Very modernistic.
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Although posted a day later, Bucky’s notes for the Modern 
Antiquarians are included here, to round out our second 
Göbekli Tepe visit…

We returned to GT Monday and took more pictures, and 
got another tour from the owner’s other son. The “more 
details” promised:

Saturday we spoke to some tourists who told us the young 
man hanging around was the son of the owner of the site. The 
tour leader told the owner we wanted to see the stone in the 
quarry. All this in Turkish, of course. The owner speaks no 
English, his son only a few words and is shy with us. But, it 
all came about and that’s how we saw some of the outlying 
mini-sites.

So on Monday, we went back and while I was taking more 
pictures Loie spoke to another son, arranging for a tour to the 
quarry stone. This son turned out to have a bit more English 
and was rather more forthcoming; more interested in the site 
and probably its future as a tourist attraction.

As we walked back to the entrance and the owner’s shed, the 
young man, whose name is Takir, showed us some artifacts he 
claimed the archaeologists had given him: one, a tiny black 
stone drilled with two parallel holes, a bead of some kind. He 
appreciated our enthusiasm, and soon we were friends and 
he our willing tutor in all things GTian. He was picking up 
stones along the short path, demonstrating that chipping flint 
produced a sharp edge: “Tisik,” I thought I remembered him 
saying, which I took to mean sharp. Perhaps he said...oh, I 
can’t remember, we’ve had people try to teach us so many 
words. Takir did demonstrate “sharp” or “cut” or whatever on 
his fingernail, and we agreed.

Back at the shed, he had us wait a minute while he spoke 
to his father, then we were off over the fields again. In just 

a minute of walking along a path around the hillside, we 
met the two dogs we had seen briefly Saturday. “Selix,” said 
Takir, “Klaus Schmidt dog.” Well, that was a bit of celebrity. 
And Takir’s dog, who was friendly. We soon heard then saw 
a barking dog, although we had seen the herd of sheep before 
the “problem dog,” in Takir’s words, put in an appearance. It 
was, in the event, not a problem.

Hmm, I’m starting to write our diary here. For the site-
notes-type report, I’ ll just say that we were shown several 
more cup-mark sites, and had pointed out several areas Takir 
claimed were among the 24 other still buried “temple complex” 
that have been identified as being on the hill.

He also led us to the supposed quarry stone, and we saw 
Schmidt’s survey marks around it. I dunno, looks like a piece 
of stone breaking off a ledge to me. We got back to the shed 
and had tea with the owner, our driver and some people 
our driver knew who turned up there. All very pleasant and 
atmospheric, but as to the site, hmmm. I say it’s a complete 
mystery.

However, to answer faerygirl, I have no idea what the 
animals --and don’t forget the anthropomorphic arms/hands, 
the cup marks atop several pillars, the geometric patterns-- 
represented. I didn’t see anything like bird men, although 
we weren’t among the stones and couldn’t see much of the 
individual carvings. Much better views of all that are online 
or in magazines.

Yesterday we were in Ankara and visited the Museum of 
Anatolian Civilizations. We saw a wall painting from Çatal 
Hüyük, showing a giant vulture hovering over a headless 
human figure. So the bird had some importance in the area. 
(Google vulture cygnus gobekli tepe)

On the other hand, GT has one pillar with three supposed 
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ducks. So, vultures, ducks, whatever, you know? Beats ME! 
It’s not about what they thought they were thinking. It’s about 
the fact they were BUILDING sacred or ritual or ceremonial 
or communal or public or political spaces. Building them, not 
finding them in nature.

Busy? Not like Stonehenge, no. Busier than many little sites 
we’ve visited, yes. During probably six or seven hours at the 
place over two days, we saw 60 people or so, in groups mostly, 
of a dozen or so. The beat up guestbook at the owner’s shed 
had hundreds of entries over the last couple of years, from 
all over the world. GT is not on what you’d call the “beaten” 
path, but it’s by no means unknown. One fellow I spoke to, 
briefly, was bemoaning the fact the state and city aren’t doing 
more to use it to promote tourism.

But there are many prominent road signs in Şanilurfa 
directing one to GT, and once out of the city every necessary 
turn is well sign posted. Piece of cake, especially for our driver 
Himmet.

OK, off to bed, for tomorrow, bright and early, Çatal 
Hüyük.
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Day 6: Tuesday, May 3, 2011—Anatolian Museum, the Hisar, Ataturk tomb/museum

Buffet breakfast in nice little room with windows looking 
out into gardens. Cat sitting on window ledge, watching 
breakfast from outside.

Himmet showed up bright and early, looking none the 
worse for his overnight drive. He took us to the Anatolian 
Museum. The entrance is through a beautiful courtyard high 
on a hill overlooking the city. He will wait in parking lot a bit 
downhill. Quick reconnoiter and then concentrating on pre-
historic rooms. Not a lot of material, but what’s there is good. 
Reconstructed Çatal Hüyük room. Figurines, wall paintings, 
objects from Çatal Hüyük: esp. odd little votives of guitar 
shaped figures, cupmarked plaques, leopard throne woman. 
Figurines and objects from Hacılar: especially Frog Woman. 
Pottery from both places with sloppy paint jobs. 

Walking to the car, we passed a street vendor and Bucky 
bought our second evil eye charm. Large blue dollop, beauti-
ful deep cobalt blue glass. I took his original, with the glass 
fish. Now I have a Pisces evil eye charm and Bucky just the 
one he’s been looking for: plain and simple.
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Hisar

Himmet appears very quiet and calm, but he never stops. 
After the museum, we had walked down to the car park and 
he was chatting with some of the other drivers. But when we 
arrived, his attention immediately switched to us, asking, 
“Tea, Hisar?” He is becoming much more than just a driver! 
And we are learning to rely on him, rather than our guide-
books, so, of course, tea and Hisar.

Lunch with Himmet sitting outside a “char kebab” res-
taurant near the entrance to the Hisar. “Char” apparently 
because although the kebab was put together like a doner 
kebab, it was roasted horizontally in front of charcoal. Bucky 
was fascinated to sit and look through the window at the meat 
roasting just inside. Himmet was making little sandwiches 
of his kebab meat with the soft tortilla-like breads we were 
served. And sprinkling on some ground chili pepper. So 
Bucky tried it, too, and said good. Himmet was amused at 
how much chili Bucky used! While we were having finishing-
off tea, a man was shouting something in Turkish.

Bucky stood up to look, and he said, “Man, they’re trying 
to back out this gigantic bus.” A tourist bus was turning 
around in front of the Hisar entrance. The Turkish man was 
saying, “Gel gel gel WHOOP!” Bucky imitated it a bit, and 
Himmet smiled.

“Come come come STOP!” he said. I think Himmet and 
Bucky are becoming friends.

I walked about a little bit, taking photos of the small street. 
I was also trying to shoot photos of the char kebab through 
the window. The cook waved me in, smiling and insistent. I 
took a picture, then he tugged me over and mimed handing 
the camera to a waiter, who took pictures of me and the chef, 

pretending to slice the kebab! Obviously they’re accustomed 
to and obliging of tourists!

Walking into the Hisar, we passed a big outdoor spice 
market. Bucky was intrigued by some small fuzzy fruits, like 
tiny kiwis the size of olives.* Himmet bought 100 grams, and 
showed us how to peel the rinds and eat the insides. Odd 
things, called iğde (something like ee-deh). The pulp is dry 
and fluffy, like cotton candy. Slightly sweet. Bucky loves them, 
of course.

Hisar: ancient citadel. Crazy woman who saw us looking at 
one of the walls with bits and pieces; came over and started 
on about the “People’s Museum” and stupid, stupid, stupid. 
At first people were listening because she seemed to be giving 
historical information but as her audience grew so did her 
voice and her zealotry; people began to slip away. She kept 
saying she wanted people to know about the terrible things 
being done so they wouldn’t be forgotten. We, and mostly B, 
were the only ones to listen to her rant until she was finished 
and went back in her little house.

Himmet had told us to walk through the maze of little 
streets, but then we found that he had come in and caught 
up with us. He showed us the way to walk up a ramp of steps, 
past women hawking tourist goods, to the top and a rampart 
with all-around views of the city. He told us certain clusters 
of tall modern buildings were “co-ops.” Not sure exactly what 
that meant. He spoke with some young men, and then we 
headed down.

Coming out of the Hisar, Himmet pointed to something 
and said, “Your country.” It took us a moment to see the sign 
for Washington Restaurant!

* Oleaster, Russian Olive. Elaeagnus angustifolia v. orientalis.

http://www.turkeytravelplanner.com/go/CentralAnatolia/Ankara/sights/hisar.html
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Temple of Augustus

This was something on our list of possibles. Himmet drove 
us a short way up the hill, and parked while we walked up 
to the Temple of Augustus, mosque and blue fountain. The 
fountain pool of blue water jetting in time to music playing 
on loudspeakers was fun. Although initially disappointed at 
the fence preventing us from getting into the ruined temple, 
eventually Bucky did figure out that one of the promised 
inscriptions could be seen along one, outer, wall of the temple. 
While we were walking out, we saw Muslim women picnick-
ing and shooing away feral but not too wild cats.
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Ataturk Monument

Ataturk tomb/museum, changing of the guards. On the 
way in, we had to stop the car and walk through a metal 
detector. When we had driven on in and parked, Himmet 
said, “Security bad. Bomb in car!” We were glad he was only 
stating a hypothetical possibility, but it was true: his van 
wasn’t examined at all.

Himmet pointed out the entrance to the monument and 
we took off. Passed the door to the café and Bucky was look-
ing around the corner for the formal entrance when we heard 
Himmet calling “Bucky, Bucky” and pointing to the door we 
had just passed. He has appointed himself our guardian and 
we’re grateful. Yes, to enter the monument to the country’s 
Founding Father one must go through the pokey little coffee 
shop.

And through a series of rooms depicting his life, with 
directional signs and guards enforcing a route that seemed 
exactly contrary to what the guide map proposed. We opted 
not to visit the wax museum and see Ataturk’s clothes and 
such, but it was really interesting to walk through the library 
of his books, a wide ranging collection of intellectual interests. 
Relief on the wall at the entrance to the mausoleum stiff and 
sort of Art Deco, somehow reminiscent of GT. Militaristic, 
clearly of an era that is past.

The mausoleum and tomb part itself was magnificent—
spare and grand. After a solemn walk round we were just 
going back out to the courtyard when we heard some noise 
and realized it was time for the changing of the guard. That 
was fun to see. Fairly simple ceremony, fitting for the simplic-
ity of the architecture.

I caught one of the newly changed guards at the tomb 

breaking the rules as he turned his head to look out on the 
piazza, watching the changing; he snapped back into place 
when we made eye contact.

A long ride back to Midas: Himmet got lost! Eventually 
asked a local taxi driver to lead us. Himmet was very apolo-
getic and looked embarrassed when we finally got to the hotel. 
Bucky said, “City tour.”

Supper at Sençam (kebaps). Sysco like in that the brightly 
colored picture menus had way too many choices to be cooked 
from scratch, but good nonetheless. It was a few blocks from 
our hotel, chosen after a long discussion among the desk clerk 
and a few others. Bucky had his tea in the “garden,” with his 
cigarette. The street our hotel is on was deserted, but around 
the restaurant were a dozen big pubs and restaurants full of 
people, for several blocks. That was obviously the happening 
neighborhood.
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Day 7: Wednesday, May 4, 2011—Aşikli Höyük, Acem Höyük, Sultanhani; Transfer to Konya

Left Midas Hotel @ 8:30 am, heading south to Konya.
Itinerary (kept because we were interested in what our 

driving route would be for this long day of exploring. Also 
made notes in the Turkey road atlas we took along.)

· 9:25 leaving Bezhiraze
· 9:45 Karahamzali
· 9:50 D715 junction & sign for radar; at stoplight: musical 

horn tootling beggars
· 10:40 leave Salt Lake (Tuz Gölü) tourist stop after tea, WC 

and unsuccessful shopping; lake full of silted up water from 
rains. It seems we’ve gone on to yet another level of driver/
driven relationships: Bucky and Himmet were trading ciga-
rettes and drinking tea while they studied a map of Turkey, 
with Himmet explaining that he drives people all over the 
country. He also told us the level of the lake varies tremen-
dously with the seasons. The water could be “many meters” 
away or closer.

· 10:55 Sereflikochisar
· 11:40 Leaving Toprakkaya
· 11:45 Aksaray
· Noon leave gas station/WC and pistachio ice cream stop
· D300 north of Aksaray drive east
· 12:10 51/78 to Guzelyurt, view on right of Mt. Hasan in 

Melendiz Dağlari (Mountains)— snowcapped!
· 12:20 turn left to Asikli Höyük 68/29. Melendiz mountains 

background.
As promised to Bucky in correspondence before we left, a 

guard was on site to let us in, although ducking under the 
little rail of the gate would have been perfectly easy! But he 
did open the doors of the reconstructed houses, so that was 

fun. We all poked about in the houses then walked up the 
mound to view what little there was to see of the excavations. 

Without someone to point out the significance of the 
layout, not a particularly inspiring archaeological site. But 
a beautiful setting with snowcapped volcanic mountains as 
backdrop and little Melendiz River below. The guard and 
Himmet were chatting away, and at some point the guard 
pointed out to us the bones eroding out of a steep excavated 
cut in the mound. Himmet translated “Sheep bones, Sheep 
Bone Mound.” Walking out, we met Harim Herrman, who 
is on a 2½ month driving trip from his home outside Berlin 
all through Turkey and other locations. We didn’t ask how he 
found out about Asikli Höyük!

· 1:30 leave AS
· 1:45 Aksaray
D300 / 68-75 toward Yeşilova, Acem Höyük

http://http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lake_Tuz
http://www.asiklihoyuk.org/AHeng.html
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/A%25C5%259F%25C4%25B1kl%25C4%25B1_H%25C3%25B6y%25C3%25BCk
























The horn tootling beggars.





















Noon rest stop outside Aksaray. Well known by Himmet.











Not an earthquake: just a picture grabbed from a moving car! We think the writing on the building is: AŞIKLI HÖYUK 
ÇOCUK ATOLYESI, which would mean “Aşikli Höyuk Children’s Workshop.” We didn’t stop to investigate.







This site had reconstructed houses. That was its primary appeal.





































We then assumed the doors were strictly for modern convenience. We had assumed the Neolithics would not have had 
plank-built doors.  But maybe they could have.

















Now walking to the excavation, viewing the Melendiz Dağlari (Melendiz Mountains).







Looking back at the reconstruction, with Kizilkaya village in the background.























The little Melendiz River was obviously at least one of the attractions for building a Neolithic village.












































A windy day!























An “a-ha” moment, courtesy of Himmet. The caretaker was telling him the site was named for these sheep bones. We 
don’t know if that was reliable information.
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Acem Höyük

Birthday present! Acem Höyük is a low hillside excavation 
just sitting in someone’s back yard. No protection, no guards 
or anything. Walking in across a weedy field, we spied the 
shards of a broken terracotta pot in the sandy ground. Bucky 
made a joke that this was “ancient pottery.” Corrugated roof 
over 3 or 4 little towers. Saw outline of mud bricks! Then saw 
bits sticking out from bricks: pottery, bone. Himmet came 
in and began picking up bits from the ground. The joke was 
on Bucky—these were ancient fragments! Ancient ceramics, 
bone, stone tools were eroding out from the soft soil of the 
mound.

Bucky noticed the edge of a large piece of pottery, agonized, 
then finally gently lifted it up—painted black and red. Oh the 
conflict over taking it away. Finally decided not to. On the 
walk out, Himmet found a little handle—these things were 
Bucky’s birthday present! Himmet said the blue and orange 
birds we saw flying over the top of the mound are “bee-zee” 
birds. He had promised us “Good site” and he was right. How 
did he know to suggest this completely obscure place?

Back onto D300 west toward Konya

http://www.une.edu.au/cat/sites/acemhoyuk.php
















Acem Höyük hasn’t been worked on in a while.



























Bricks! Mud bricks, we assume.



















































































Google translation: “Enter the excavation area. Dangerous and prohibited.” Oops. We hope no harm done to this forlorn 
but fascinating site.
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Sultan Han

Amazing huge caravanseri. Literally a fortress—huge tall 
stone walls, one gate. Immense rooms around a courtyard. 
Interiors lofty, huge thick pillars and barrel roofs. Echoing 
empty now, but imagine the scene when full of traders and 
camels and spice!

Small mosque in center of courtyard. Whole place restored, 
some new carving to resemble the old bits that are still in 
place. Definitely a well attended tourist destination, with sev-
eral shops on the grounds outside the caravanseri. Postcards 
for way less than the hawkers at the gate were asking. Our 
car, parked outside one of the tourist shops/restaurants, was 
blocked in by massive buses, but they moved soon and we got 
on our way. Himmet bought a bottle of Cappadocian wine for 
B, as a birthday present. Wasn’t that thoughtful?

Then on to Konya through the open countryside. After we 
had checked in to our hotel, we asked Himmet if he would 
like to come to supper and share B’s birthday wine. “No wine. 
Fanatic Muslims,” said Himmet.

“No wine?” said Bucky.
“No wine.” Himmet had already referred to fanatic Muslims, 

I think when we asked him about the most covered-up ladies 
in Şanlıurfa. I’m not sure he truly means “fanatic” in the 
literal sense, but he’s very definite in classifying the more 
traditional as “fanatic.” We did, though, all eat at the Mevlevi 
Sofrası, with a terrace looking out on the mosques, but too 
chilly for outdoor dining. Maze of a place. We ate in an 
octagonal room decorated in gold wallpaper. There was a 
gentleman in a suit stationed at a desk in the room, but we 
never saw him perform any function. Himmet helped us 
order and the food was terrific.

http://www.turkeytravelplanner.com/go/CentralAnatolia/sultanhani/










































































































And finally, the view from our restaurant in Konya. What a wonderful birthday, with so many thanks to Himmet.



1001

◀   Table of Contents (Don’t forget to use the Bookmarks!)

Please see…

Please see the document Driving the Stone Age X, Days 8-13 
(Anatolian Turkey, Istanbul) “The Oldest Stones” for the continua-
tion of this trip!

Driving the Stone Age X: The Oldest Stones
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