E-mail #5:  Adam Berg and Noah’s Ark
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We drove past Mount Ararat, the supposed resting place of Noah’s Ark.  It is on the Turkish/Iranian border, which we have been following for a few days.  

We are currently in Van, a big city on a lake of the same name.  The lake is stunningly beautiful…it is unpolluted by things that would interfere in perfect coloration, like life.  For some reason unknown to me, Lake Van is highly alkaline.  This results in amazingly clear water, with changing tones of green, white and blue that look artificial--I have not tampered with any of the photos.  On the guidebook’s recommendation (well, I took it as a recommendation) I swam with my clothes on.  Like bleach, baking soda, and other basic (i.e., PH >7) cleaners, the water of Lake Van cleaned my pants for the first time since Gallipoli (two weeks ago).
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For the first time since we left Poland, Susie and I traveled with other tourists.  We traveled with Attila, a British born French Canadian who has lived in Austria for the last 15 years in our decidedly un-touristy hotel in the un-touristy city of Kars.  After three fantastic days, we said goodbye and parted ways with Attila, but not before we assembled a group of five yesterday and traveled with Jessica and Megan.  These two women are from our neck of the woods, Camas Washington, 15 miles from where Susie and I had been living in Portland.  Just watching them attract attention walking down a street was close enough for me--I decided right then and there that I never want to travel in the Middle East as an unaccompanied woman—and I will hold true to that!  
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I should mention that the visible tattoos and lip piercing probably didn’t help Jessica out, but even without those, they would be having a radically different experience than Susie and I.  We will have to meet up with them in Portland and hear the rest of their travel adventures.

 

On another interesting note there is a larger military presence this close to Iran, not because of any direct military threat, but because petrol is $0.10 per liter in Iran, and $2 a liter in Van (and all of Turkey).  This creates a huge profit margin for smugglers.  As one soldier told Attila, “notice there are very few gas stations in Van.”  Smugglers here are well armed, and it is up to the Turkish military to try to control the border.  More on that in E-Mail #6:  Adam Berg and the Smugglers' Den.
 

From here we start heading South and West, toward the Syrian border (but not to, or across it), then to Cappidoccia, and finally the Mediterranean coast.

 

Photos of Van are not up yet, but other photos from Eastern Turkey are up at www.adamberg.net/east_turkey.aspx and include the AMAZING ruins of Ani.
