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	Ross Lamond is the youngest member of a well-known and respected dairy farming family of the South Coast of New South Wales. He was educated at Sydney Grammar School and upon leaving returned to the family dairy farm at Nowra.

	Over a forty-year period, Ross gained extensive experience in dairying, beef cattle production, sugar cane, small crop cultivation and horticulture. A continued interest in the garden materialised into that of nurseryman, landscape gardener and grower of in ground trees. Concern about environmental issues such as tree decline, dry land salinity and habitat degradation led Ross into external studies in Environment followed by a Post Graduate in Urban and Regional Planning gained through Queensland University of Technology, Brisbane.

	A chance spiritual reading in 1998 introduced Ross to Feng Shui and chi energy and accepted all living things were bound within the natural energies of yin and yang. He realised our surroundings were of energy and our attachment leading to that of connection. We link and that could offer something deeper. Ross’s curiosity with connection led to travels and acceptance we are of spirit and of the land.

	Spirit is of the land.
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Turkey Prologue

	My journey into a quest for spirit started in October 2008. I was accompanied with my travelling companion, Pauline Cutler. Pauline is a widower of ten years or so, and we met when I lived in the Shed on the palm farm at Terara. We both liked to garden. We travelled to numerous countries over a ten year or so period and Pauline introduced me to the world of overseas travel in the way she preferred.

	Pauline wasn’t of the four- or five-star stuff. No, she liked to travel ‘on the street’ with the people of the country. We stayed in two- and three-star guesthouses or equivalent and ensured our accommodation include an en-suite and air conditioning. No real need for anything else because we settled into the central part of a destination where Lonely Planet guided us and these generally were where intrepid travellers indulged themselves. Budget conscious, perhaps, but locations where the concentration of guesthouses and such are located close to eating choices, transportation, and access to people who are trained or prepared to ensure our visit was complete.

	Our visit to Turkey accompanied the Global Financial Crash which we knew nothing about until noticing queues waiting outside of some banks in Amasya. I walked past them in the hope a museum hidden tucked behind tubular fencing would open so I could look at some exhibits of the Arian and Roman settlement periods laid out in the open.

	The townspeople were waiting to take their money from the bank. We knew nothing of it at the time although exchange rates started to benefit us against the Turkish lira.

	We travelled to Turkey via Korean Airlines out of Sydney staying overnight in Seoul. When we returned, we stayed over for a few days and joined the citizens of Seoul at their eateries where they really enjoy their food.

	I recall a huge valley spreading from the city centre and covered along both sides with a string of eleven or fourteen storied buildings. Maybe dozens and thinking those who lived within, possibly never touch raw earth.

	I recall walking up a steep incline from our boarding house in Seoul to a viewing platform where its visitors could look over the city centre. Along the fence lines boarding the viewing area, padlocks were attached to witness the spiritual identity of the person who attached them.
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	Throughout this book, I denoted myself as a single traveller, although on a couple of trips, Pauline accompanied me. I tended to lead Pauline on those trips because I had this unearthing fantasy about spirit. Did it exist? My quest was to visit places where spirit is denoted in its visual or written history. They weren’t places to visit for their beauty as such. Pauline accompanied me because it was better than staying at home. Besides, the places we visited were somewhat unique because of their past and sense of place. I was trying to join the two.

	 


Turkey

	“Not too far now, Pauline”.

	Pauline was fuming to herself as she pulled her suitcase, with its two plastic wheels, across cobblestones which formed the carriageway coming up a hill from cheaper accommodation I found, separating the Blue Mosque and the Aya Sofya Mosque of Istanbul. Pauline, no doubt thinking, it’s not always easy to be caste as backpackers are. Far easier to just let someone organise the trip. But she persisted.

	“It’s a nice morning though. Hey, Pauline?”

	No reply. We slowly shuffled along the cobblestones, up some steps, and across a small patch of grass, which like whatever lies underneath our feet near the Mosques, has incredible stories to tell about the past. We were told one about the scene of chariot races behind one of the mosques. We kept walking through the small park onto a bitumen path beside a tramline.  I changed some Turkish lira for tokens and waited with a host of Turkish people for the next tram to someplace with a name I couldn’t pronounce or remember. A ‘nothing meaning’ location to me and Pauline. Our only quest was to reach a tram stop somewhere up ahead and walk to a rail station.

	This little adventure on a sunny morning was part of a bigger journey. A journey into history and culture enmeshed in the present-day homes and places of Turkish people who witness and arbitrate over their past and accept change and the legacies of time.

	This journey offers so much to that which may be so little.

	“Come on Pauline, I think it's this way.” I didn't have a clue where I was walking because all the street signs were in Turkish. Fortunately, a Turkish man told us where to get off our tram, and as we alighted, we were faced with a profusion of Turkish names but no sign of a train station. Had we been misled? Why wasn't a train station there to stare back at us and look like one, you know train lines and things like that?

	Luckily, a Frenchman got off the tram with us. I asked about the train station and the Frenchman in perfect English replied, “It's about two blocks away, accompany me.” As we walked, he talked and said he represented a perfume and cologne manufacturer and was attending a seminar or conference of some kind and Istanbul was this year's choice of location. Like so many organizations, the conference organizers picked some faraway exotic destination for the wives or partners as much as the participants. A tax-deductible holiday and possibly a couple of organized tours tossed in.

	The train station was found, and tokens exchanged for lira again; the station’s name to be immediately forgotten as we moved further into a sunny October morning in Istanbul.

	Our journey today hopefully is to board a public bus to a town picked from our Lonely Planet travel guide, a ferry ride across the Bosphorus to a guesthouse, and then tomorrow, hopefully, a tour to Gallipoli and step onto its soil, shingles, and beaches where British, Australian and New Zealand soldiers stepped, and for many, their steps led to a place of final resting.

	The train trip was uneventful, the Frenchman courteously telling us where to depart. But the Otogar, as they say in Turkey for a bus terminal, was huge and the bus we were looking for lost within an entanglement of buses and transit offices scattered beside football fields of bitumen surrounded by a patchwork of buildings. Turkish people seem so organised with their life. Luckily, an American this time showed us the direction for buses going to the place I wrote on a piece of paper.

	I silently thought, ‘You don't need a language, a smile will do, and people will respect that simple gesture’. Wherever you are in the world, a smile is magic when traveling in strange places.

	As I collected the tickets from a ticket office to wait for our bus on that sunny morning, I recall Joe Bielke Petersen saying to Queenslanders ‘Don't you worry about that’ when he led the state.

	A ferry ride across the Bosphorus was included in the bus ticket price. So, it was taken, back onto Asian soil and the township of Canakkale with a guesthouse said to be run by an Aussie. We inspected and booked, asked about touring Gallipoli, and within half an hour after arrival, had a guided tour organised the next day, and the guide was the same person who introduced Gallipoli to many Australians and New Zealanders including Australia's Defence Minister of the time, Andrew Peacock I recall, and the group surrounding him.

	Here in Turkey and home of Muslim people. I quickly realised ‘they’ are the same as ‘us’. These were peaceful, gentle, caring people, and presumably the same the world over to those comfortable in their faith, their God or spirit.

	Prior to visiting Turkey, I led myself down a long road in discovering Feng Shui and its relationship to gardening. I practiced that relationship from its introduction at Port Douglas in Australia in January 1998. I had separated after twenty-five years of marriage and left four children. Not easy times for all. But in hindsight, I was suffering from depression and anxiety having failed to secure work as a qualified town planner, and by personal choice, escaped from the Queensland Gold Coast to create a home by converting a steel-clad shed on the palm farm I previously established from a bare paddock. My journey became a therapeutic healing. I never put the two together until recently.

	In 1998, I thought Feng Shui was a fad.  I built a stack of Feng Shui publications to glean, including one from Gill Hale, ‘The Feng Shui Garden’, and realized the landscape had another meaning. It was a place of Yin and Yang, Five Element Balance, and that of Chi, a place where auspicious energies react with inauspicious energies and they perpetually interlock to seek balance. A game of energy and that of nature. Nature is their eternal companion. I deduced it as a place of spiritual attachment if we could cross over. I became an intuitive Feng Shui Gardener.

	My readings led me to Taoism and its relationship with Feng Shui. I accepted Feng Shui origins came from ancient Chinese Taoists and was in some way, ‘commercialised’. I suggest, Taoism coupled with its offsider Buddhism, floated over to Japan and supported many interpretations of Zen. I joined them to create my own philosophy, a touch of Buddhism, sprinkled with a dose of Taoism and a taste for some Zen. They are hard to fulfil.

	 


Gallipoli

	Gallipoli in recent years has become something of a Mecca for Australians, and part of the European thing, especially timing the visit for 25th April and the Anzac Memorial dawn service. But also, to be present within a landscape that witnessed the absurdity of man's infliction upon each other and death.

	Gallipoli. It’s a location of spirits and history. Histories introduce the place as of spirits and men from two opposing forces. One force invading and the other force defending. The defenders, the Turks, doing what is asked of them with the unknowns, hardship, and sacrifices made without dissent, a patronising duty and loyalty unknown to exactly who, but finding themselves in military dress with a rifle and few bullets, there to defend their land, and they as the children to their mothers, willing to stay there and become part of the soil.

	Arriving at Gallipoli on a dull grey winter afternoon and a local guide is asking our small group to cast our eyes seaward along its fragmented scrubby coastline telling us of British soldiers arriving upon that shoreline after daybreak and facing machineguns from fortified positions casting their lethal message. ‘What are you doing here?’

	Something to ponder as we silently took in the scene, then I gazed towards a drey dull sky and a vivid shaft of light slices through it to reach the sea a few hundred meters from the shore. I kept that ray of sunlight to myself. It mesmerized me and I wondered, was that ray of sunlight delivering a message to remind when soldiers clambered from boats to begin a fateful journey? Their innocence parried as they crossed that gap from ship to shore.

	[image: Image]

	My visit to Gallipoli harnessed to that mythical image of the sun glistening upon the sea.

	We joined a small band of fellow tourists who were able to transfer this unfolding image of Gallipoli into our minds through our guide describing respectfully the sacrifices made by both sides. He is a Turk and proud of his countrymen’s sacrifice while respectful of the courage and absurdity of the invaders. They were of an unknown, and yet their willingness to sacrifice themselves so easily for a cause they had no inkling what it was about, or for whom. Our guide was willing to postulate the British General’s encampment on an island not very far from the entrance to the Bosphorus Straits and Gallipoli Peninsula. The British Generals were unwilling to visit, and as such, showed their ignorance and ease in sacrificing those under them.

	Our guide took the small group to a cemetery located beside a small beach, identified with marble plaques with names on them such as Simpson, the man with the donkey who gave his life to save others, and the names of soldiers whose feats and daring will remain unknown, and untold.
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	Yet, the landscape is now so different from that of 1915, its vegetation cover, erosion of the gullies, the beach itself and a ubiquitous bitumen roadway that now cuts across the sacred ground to support ease of transport for tourist coaches. Innocent tourists are incrementally and collectively altering and potentially destroying the histories and spirits of so many places around the world. I thought to myself, ‘Who are the villains in this parade, and are we as tourists, the innocent perpetrators?’

	Then we were led to view a lonely pine tree fastened on bare ground in front of white marble shouldering a white cross.

	We stopped at Lone Pine and its pine tree, and beside it a Memorial and scrubby landscape that folded across gentle hillsides and rangy slopes, falling towards the Dardanelles and Sea of Marmara; this landscape was now silent. A heavy cloud hung beyond us and positioned the lonely pine with the cross on the memorial. But behind this same landscape, Turkish forces once lived their lives and held their positions, giving some and then taking them back. A place where two forces faced each other with the ferocity and determination the continuance of life demanded.

	A track not far from that tree where trenches met on either side and those within waiting and having to bear stagnating heat or bitter cold or entrenched wet and the smell of decay casting itself along the trench line. A dull heavy sky was hanging above us at the time and reminded me of the burden of those caught within.

	Our little tour paused on a dirt track located exactly where the track acted to separate the two opposing forces and a place where a can of baked beans could be tossed to the other side, and a pausing of rifle fire to bring back the dead and wounded. A place where Christmas was respected, the two forces were both human and so similar in a way.

	Nearby was a memorial for the Turks and a moving salute to all who fought and were sacrificed over the nine-month Gallipoli campaign. On the memorial was inscribed a message from Lieutenant Colonel Mustafa Kemal who headed the Turkish armies of Gallipoli. We paused and read the message, respectful for all who were sent to Gallipoli and Ataturk’s words there to stay in their minds.

	‘You the mothers who sent their sons from far away countries, wipe away your tears; your sons are now lying in our bosom and are at peace. After having lost their lives on this land they have become our sons as well.’

	Those words alone are enough to stir the emotions of all who visit Gallipoli, Ataturk’s words are so precious, emotional, and fulfilling.

	But deeper feelings emerged, something different, a deeper feeling of being within the Gallipoli Peninsula. Maybe it's in the weathered plants or the fractured landscape, the desiccated slopes and hills themselves, the trenches or whatever remains of them, and possibly the thoughts of people who once occupied them. It’s a one-on-one thing.

	We visited a small clearing about the size of a grass tennis court, located on a hillside not far from where Ataturk commanded his forces. We listened to our guide explaining the courage and sacrifice of New Zealand soldiers who were ordered to leave their trenches and charge the lines on the other side of this clearing only to be machine-gunned down as platoon after platoon of men moved onto that ground. I wondered what thoughts could have been on the minds of those waiting for the order to charge over the bodies of those laying in front of them.
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	We were silent tourists out of place. These were places to keep thoughts within. The misty rain coming off the Dardanelles that afternoon and mixing with the setting made us aware of those who were part of the Gallipoli campaign, the bitter cold, searing heat, dust, dysentery, and mud. The lot mark the place.

	Thinking as we left, that ray of sunlight might have been to remind us of who stayed within the earth on those hillsides.

	It was a quiet trip back to the ferry point. Gallipoli had touched on our group and maybe brought something of ourselves back to earth for our lives are meaningless without sacrifice. Many of us have not known suffering or how to suffer.

	



	


Ephesus

	Pauline and I took a public bus to Izmir.

	Coming into Izmir, we witnessed this prosperous and busy city of Turkey, a city well-known for its electronic and manufacturing industries, having ready access to central Turkey, Ankara, and the Mediterranean Sea. I looked out of the bus window and noticed huge concentrations of apartment buildings clustered onto the hillside. The same size, design, and elevation, and the numbers of these buildings were mindboggling, seeing them stretch deep into the valley. Where did the people come from to use them, and why did they come here?
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	I was aware urbanization and its relentless growth around the globe were being fed by rural people immigrating into cities, and a job. These people were becoming instruments of another birth, that of city growth, consumption of natural resources, benefiting from technological innovation, and in doing so, loss of individual identity, separation from family ties and community, and loss of connection to where they grew up a rural place. Their natural genes were being excised from the earth. These Turkish people have left the earth to join an artificial world created from steel, concrete, glass, and bitumen.

	My interest in Feng Shui suggested these processes were of Yang, with the surging determination and strength of Yang energies dissipating those of Yin, and that of nature and connectedness to the Earth. I knew Yang’s infiltration of Yin was behind climate change and global warming. Nature and the natural environment were under threat, and change was inevitable as Yang was drawing people into the unknown.

	I was silently thinking about this dilemma as we wound our way past the apartment complexes and into the city itself, reaching an Otogar and boarding another public bus to Selcuk, and from there, the famous Roman ruins of Ephesus.

	We noticed another thing about Turkey. Its bus systems and organisation through the Otogar are incredibly efficient, and huge numbers of Turkish people can get around their country easily and affordably. The buses were modern, clean, air-conditioned, and staffed with someone suitable attired who came around with a bottle of water and some moisturizers for hands and face. The roadways we passed along were tidy, not potholed, and constructed with a determination by those who constructed them to cross mountains irrespective of any barrier placed in front of them. Turks were aware their roads linked their cities and encouraged the economy of transport, allowing manufacturing and rural enterprises to prosper in places where they normally couldn’t.

	Turkey has a lot of lessons for other democracies to look at and take from, including good transportation systems and giving rural people access to cities and larger towns simply by hailing a bus to stop. The country was interwoven by a rail and road network I thought was I desperate need within Australia.

	‘How could a wealthy country like Australia’, I postulated, ‘be so neglectful of the need for dual lane expressways to join cities, and fast efficient rail networks to ensure ease of transportation for goods and rural produce?’ Why do we waste so much of the country’s wealth, propping up social programs and giving in to minority influences?’ I knew Australian politicians only thought about the next election and getting returned to Government. Politicians are not statesmen in Australia, and probably in my mind, scarcely anywhere else.

	After alighting from our bus at the Izmir Otogar, we boarded another for Selcuk and once arriving, trudged around on a hot and quiet Saturday afternoon looking at guesthouses until we found one with ensuite and ‘air’.

	Just up the road from Selcuk is Ephesus, the ancient Greek and Roman ruins worth the journey. I was enthralled to be in the physical presence of a time and architecture previously only read about. It was under our feet, so real, and we were now able to look at the real grandeur of place, authority, order, and the majesty of Roman occupation for their privileged. We were steadily walking upon what had been trodden on for two thousand years. The walk could take an hour or a week.

	If I was able to come back at another time, I’d take myself back to the days of the Greeks and Romans and ‘plumb’ Ephesus. Why, because today we can walk through the ruins and notice a few things about plumbing. For one, clay piping protruding from the earth not far from the main boulevard was laid down during the construction period of the city.
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	A thought. The Romans were into plumbing. If they couldn’t harness the supply and delivery of running water to a city and then remove its wastes, would that city evolve?

	Besides, we noticed before reaching Ephesus, the aqueduct running through Selcuk was a construction marvel designed to carry fresh running water from a permanent stream…., somewhere. How did they stop the aqueduct leaking?

	That’s ok, the Roman plumber may say, we’ve got water delivery, let’s distribute and give it purpose. They knew removing waste follows delivery. They did both at Ephesus.

	Maybe the architects of Ephesus ensured the city was built on a slope so water could be fed, distributed, and taken away. The plumber is not far from the design table. Although, I’m sure the plumber wouldn’t swap their role for the stonemason who could cut a block to fit one beside another without any gap. Ephesus has plenty.

	I marvelled at the processes of construction, the reticulation of water including that of the aqueduct and disposal of sewage, and intriguingly, looking at the quality of finish to the building facades themselves. This was something of order, command, and place.
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	Tourists, bloody tourists swarming over the ruins, groups with their placards held aloft by someone at the front of them, “This way, this way.” Being asked to follow, led by someone who has done it all before.

	I thought of those caught up following the placard bearers. They wouldn’t be able to freely connect with the spirits of Ephesus because they were being hassled from one place to another. No time to linger or pause, having to follow and pretend to listen, possibly more interested in chatting, getting left behind, or remaining close to someone within the group.

	I wanted the excitement of connecting to the spirits that pervade Ephesus. I wanted to touch its soil knowing that soil bared the lives and souls of those who occupied it. I should have,but I didn’t.

	Wow, imagine the scene those Romans would take for granted using the great theatre, baths, library, or brothel. The library I understood became the grandest of its day, its facade looking at us. I could imagine scrolls and parchments stored within, and people in their flowing robes, standing over a table, reading.

	Visiting a bath, I noticed stone slabs with holes cut for people’s bottoms, the toilet pans of two thousand years heritage, and whatever fell underneath, washed away with running water. These were still intact and no different in design from the ones we use today. The stone slabs with their curved holes connected to a continuous flushing system beneath them.
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	Those plumbers wouldn’t be content plumbing holes for people’s bottoms so they supplied water for the Roman baths. Supplying it for heating and refreshing. And no doubt, the plumbers supplied water for the well-off residents for washing, cooking, and drinking.
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	My farmer background know-how (and landscape work) seemed so insignificant when compared to the wonders and creations of people who practiced their know-how to support those living in luxury, security, and comfort.
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	We reached the library, then a promenade leading down to what was once a harbor where boats of a couple of millennia moored to be unloaded and reloaded to support Ephesus. Walking across to a grand theatre, and places underneath the stage area where slaves corralled along with wild animals, both set into play as entertainment for those seated above. The savagery and theatre paraded beside the grandeur played in the architecture of construction might, but also brutality for those beneath them.

	



	


Kaunos

	Before we arrived at Kas, another town was visited. Daylan and recommended by fellow travellers and noted in my travel plans as a place to visit for its Arian tombs and a couple of thousand years of history, and to add to its charm, a gently flowing river running through the town for a boat ride, perhaps, and to top off the evening Arian tombs cut into a bare cliff face floodlit as a backdrop from a restaurant table set over the semi-tidal inlet.

	We were lucky to visit this town which sat beside a flowing river. The surrounding land seemed perpetually green and fertile soils bore centuries of occupation without a blemish.

	The village of Dalyan is a place for Europeans to live, holiday, and pass time. They no doubt visit the rural countryside, take a boat ride on the river to the beach at its mouth for a swim, enjoy restaurants and shops galore, with a choice of plenty of rooms to sleep in. No hills to walk up and the village is nestled where it has been for centuries.
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	The Arian and Roman ruins of Kaunos were on offer and I was in my element. Pauline wanted to shop for something and I hired a small boat to take me down the river to a landing, then a long walk up a hill to witness with my eyes a panorama of Roman occupation waiting all that time for me. Their spirits were waiting for me to discover and bring them to life. But I wasn’t ready to understand what it meant to receive the presence of spirits. They continue to wait for that special person to come and connect with them.

	Kaunos was originally settled about the ninth century BC, and 2000 years or so lay before my eyes and yet there were no people, not one person to be seen. Access is only by small boats and a long walk. No bloody tourist coaches or placards held high with a bearer waiving for a group to follow. Only decaying ruins and walkways used by Romans, and whatever forms of civilizations that settled and used the land before they arrived.
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	A theatre for five thousand people is still intact and elevated enough to offer commanding views towards marshland and the once open water to the sea, now filled with marshes and woody shrubs The woody landscape replaces a harbor which, in its day, would welcome wooden boats with sails or oarsmen. This area then a major centre for trade and seafarers coming into the harbor for fresh drinking water as they moved up and down the Mediterranean Coast from Egypt or North Africa, Syria, Lebanon, and those exotic places known to Greece and beyond.
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	Of immediate interest is the Roman Theatre in its ancient glory, its circular seating cut perfectly for Roman bottoms, and just outside the theatre, a public lavatory where Roman bottoms like those of Ephesus could postulate with the ability to flush waste with flowing water. A plumber's dreams return. A stonemason dreams return to view a precise finish to blockwork making up the theatre construction.
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	As I walked across the scrubby dirt to the ruins of the Roman baths, I noticed besides the track two tortoises mating and thought maybe they are direct descendants of tortoises that roamed these hills two thousand years before. They would have a long story to tell. How life can transcend down the ages when all their surroundings are locked into permanence.
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	No people and I was able to walk upon a dusty path down a tumbling slope to a colonnade and remains of buildings including the Basilica, some of its columns still intact, stonemasonry so exact, fitting together without a gap and cutting of each piece, so precise. To me, it was a wonderment of the majesty of civilization. The residents of the city were truly civilized and masters of the urban form, advanced enough to construct an aqueduct thirty or so kilometres around hills and over gullies carrying fresh water continuously for bathing and flushing of the city waste. Clay piping is still present and visible at an excavation.

	 


Kas

	Kas is a place we both liked, who wouldn't? An elevated town beside the Mediterranean with ample views out to sea and tantalizingly close to nearby Greek Islands. Kas’s harbor enjoys plenty of fishing boats tied to a pier leading towards a town of numerous cafes and restaurants. A welcoming place for Europeans to visit or live beside their Turkish neighbours.

	“You could live in Kas”, said Pauline.

	Kas is a romantic place of sorts. Something for all, a place for late breakfasts and coffee, talking in cafes and shopping. Late lunches for drifting into the afternoon and then a snooze. Refreshing then a leisurely walk back down the hill for a romantic dinner somewhere in the village. Kas seemed to welcome good living by all who enter its boundaries. Food was fresh and diverse and its restaurants cozy and welcoming. They were places to linger in.
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	I thought Kas imaged something of auspicious Feng Shui. It was protected by the arms of Chi. A chi locked within hills protecting it from cold winter winds folding down to capture the village as it joined with its azure seascape broken only by the wake of boats gently plying their way to and from the village pier. Kas’s energy for life is harnessed by a human quest for a gentle and restful life.

	



	


Cappadocia

	Our five weeks away from Australia are now more than half over, and another bus trip coming, this time to Goreme and Cappadocia. But Pauline had other ideas. Why would she always talk to people in shops and restaurants? ‘They’ had talked to her and said that she should go further down the coast to a mountain near Syria and then north to the Black Sea. I looked on in anguish as I thought about it, but on this occasion, I heard one of them say, “You must see the dance of the Dancing Dervishes. Why don't you go on a bus to Konya, home of the Dancing Dervishes?”

	I didn't object, for travelling with Pauline is of the unknown. The unknowns make the adventure. The road to it is probably as exciting as the destination. We were in the countryside again, on another comfortable bus and comfortable seat, able to glance out of the huge windows to gaze at landscapes profound in their harshness, no trees visible, and comfortable in my knowledge that these hillsides and valley floors carried Romans and conquerors, traders and village people, camels, oxen, and donkeys. I was chuffed to notice an ancient roadway caress itself along the slopes of hills beside the highway we travelled upon. I kept my observations to myself.

	We started talking to a man at Konya as we pulled into the Otogar and city of the Dancing Dervishes. “No,” he said, “they don't perform daily, only on ceremony and not today or tomorrow.”

	“Is there a bus to Goreme?” I asked.

	“Over there, if you hurry,” and 10 minutes later we were once again sitting in a bus, clean and tidy ready for another journey, and hopefully shorter than the six to eight hours alighted from just fifteen minutes ago. Pauline was getting excited about Cappadocia and the thought of going up in a hot air balloon, seeing fairy castles jutting into the skies, and staying within Goreme in a guesthouse whose rooms were cut into a hillside and furnished with festoons of Turkish cushions and carpets.

	Cappadocia, a land of dreams. Yes, for within Goreme, carpets do hang off walls in their multitude of sizes, colours, and fabrics; these carpets in themselves harbor the history of their place and time. A town where the diner can sit and be served with a clay pot broken at the table to lay bare the offering inside. A room for the night carved into the soil and so dark and cool. So many walks to be taken into the countryside along dusty tracks marvelling at landscapes found nowhere else. Fairy chimneys prodding their way towards the sky, stunted trees and remnants of habitation of some lost period, and of whom no one seems to know. The hot air balloon ride over the countryside is worth the heavy price being asked.
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	A land steeped in a history of settlement so different from the Romans. These people live within the land and forge their footprint disguised over the centuries of traffic by donkey, goat, and camel, or on foot. A landscape of poor maligned people forced into noncaring surroundings as they merged with the land underneath. No water was visible as we passed, and probably just as scarce or infrequent, lost within a landscape, found deep within a well and below a land burnt harsh and hot by the summer sun, frozen in time by cold and blistery winter extremes.

	Pauline purchased a carpet, a floor rug of ancient places and history, and attached with it came a certificate confirming its eastern Turkey or Syrian origins. Ancient looking and cleverly textured and patterned, a good buy and good price. I was sure Pauline’s charm and appeal to Turkish men helped lower the price. Pauline married a shearer she saw leaning against a veranda post outside of a rural store in Humila, a small town outside of Gundagai. Until then, Pauline was a Sydney model and advertised as Sydney’s leading mannequin.
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	The carpet trader, a short and stubby man with plenty of kids handed me a copy of the Koran and asked me if I wanted to read it. I did. The next day we met again and I handed the book back to him, saying, ‘I’m sorry. I’m happy to be as I am’. At the time, I just gleaned the book to find passages that symbolised care of the environment. I couldn’t find any. I never realised to
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