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We met at Amman Airport for the first time; we were three par-
ticipants and me, María Estella, or, as the Bedouins here in Jor-
dan call me, loving Aidh (that is Aida). We had come to Amman 
partly on different flights and spent the night in a hotel at the 
airport in order to fly together to Aqaba on the next morning. 
From the airplane, we marvelled at the erosion shapes in the 
desert landscape, which could be seen especially well from a 
bird’s-eye perspective. The Dead Sea was hidden by the mor-
ning fog. After 40 minutes’ flight time, our plane circled over 
Aqaba and the Red Sea, so that on the landing approach we had 
a better view of the port city: hotels, ships, palm plantations, 
the crowded houses in the Old City and the industries.

When I was descending from the plane, tears came to my eyes – 
I felt as if I was at home again and had been there only recently. 
It did not seem to me that already nine months had passed since 
my last visit. The temperature was so pleasantly warm after the 
cold Austrian winter. We enjoyed the warm air on our skins and 
the grasshoppers chirping in the palms.



The airport is very small. The exit is in the same lounge where 
you take your luggage, so I immediately saw my good friend 
Khedar when I entered the lounge. He was allowed to come to 
us, and we greeted each other with joy. 

After the usual luggage procedure, we placed our bags on the 
pick-up; Khoder, one of Khedar´s brothers, drove us to the old 
centre of Aqaba, where we visited the bazaar.

Khedar knew the shop owners, and negotiated a good price for 
us. I bought a black Bedouin dress with red and yellow 
embroideries. Marjam and Martha enjoyed the aroma of the 
spices, and Salem was immediately transformed into a real 
Sheik with his red and white patterned Bedouin scarf.

After strolling through the old shopping lanes for a while, we 
entered a bar that had never seen a tourist before to have 
breakfast. Chai with pita bread and various other delicious 
dishes, the names of which I do not know. 

Now we were well prepared for our trip to the desert. We drove 
about half an hour with the car. From nowhere, three good 
friends suddenly appeared: Aed, Aemad and Scheik Aude had 
been waiting for us with their camels.

The joy of meeting them again brought tears to my eyes. It is 
incredible that I am here again. It was a wonderful greeting. We 
took our small rucksacks for the day and started our way. We 
left the cars behind, and around us was only the silence of the 
desert.

Marjam, Martha and Salem took advantage of the opportunity 
and rode on camels. I preferred to walk among the animals, 
singing and talking with my friends. We sang our old songs. I 
only know the text of a few songs, but this is totally 
unimportant, because I am accustomed to the sound and follow 
the song with sounds that are similar to the texts. It is not about 
right or wrong; nobody corrects me. It is all about singing and 
enjoying together.

Our songs were echoed by the rocks, and this made them sound 
louder. Freedom to sing, freedom all around. Blue sky, lovely 
desert landscapes, soft camel hair, delicious food, pleasant 
Bedouin companions, funny conversations, many pictures, being 
carried, moving freely, interesting discoveries in nature and new 
wonders each day will accompany us during the next 8 days.



The nights are illuminated by the moon, and we see the sky full 
of stars. At New Year’s Eve we had the full moon shining on us. 
The days before and after that, the moonshine was so strong 
that we almost did not need our flashlights. 
When we arrived at the camp at night, Khedar was already 
waiting for us, with everything prepared to rest. The mattresses 
invited us to a cosy seat.

Khedar was our cook; day after day, he prepared delicious 
dishes for us with the most simple ingredients and equipment. 
We were delighted and surprised day after day. My absolute 
favourite of the dishes was the grilled Melanzani, but the eggs 
with potatoes were almost also heavenly poetry. Last, but not 
least, the pita bread; this bread, warmed up in the burnings 
ashes, tastes even better.

Following the Bedouin way of eating, I used my right hand for 
eating, although I had a plate and a spoon available. But for me 
it is more appropriate to eat directly from the large bowl, and 
my companions were also not bothered by this. So I ate in the 
traditional way. I also always washed my hand before and after 
the meals.

Before and after the meals we drank Chai, the typical black tea, 
which was prepared with a little less sugar especially for us, 
because the Bedouins otherwise put one glass of sugar into one 
litre of tea. On my last long-term visit, this was definitely too 
much sugar for me. So this time, of course, they prepared an 
extra tea for us.

The evening “program” was always very different and 
entertaining. We never planned anything in advance. The events 
of the day, the setting and the place where we camped meant 
that no preparation was necessary. Very often we sang the 
traditional Bedouin songs; the text was not too important. And 
we danced. 

Afterwards, the Sheik told us old tales, in Arab-English. Most of 
these tales told about love and its obstacles, or about 
courageous men.

One night, we played “theatre”. We evoked the courtship of the 
Bedouins. All were involved. The young Bedouin in love visits 
together with the Sheik the father of the girl to show him his 
love and ask for her hand. We had a lot of laughter!



The good thing is that we could have conversation, much 
laughter and fun, without needing anything special for this 
entertainment. Instead of alcohol, we drank “Bedouin Whisky”, 
as they call their Chai. Instead of recorded music, we sang; 
instead of electrical light, the flames of the campfire and the 
moonshine illuminated us.

We were very lucky with the weather. We did not have a single 
drop of rain. The sky was almost always bright and blue, and 
the nights not too cold. Only on one occasion we had a damp 
night in a wadi. But this was no problem at all, because the 
early morning sun dried our sleeping bags while we had our 
breakfast.

There is a large difference in temperatures from day to night. As 
soon as the sun rises, it gets warm very fast; so warm, that 
some of us could walk in T-shirts. But as soon as the sun 
disappeared, temperatures were down and it was cold. So we 
enjoyed our warm jackets while sitting around the campfire.

Riding a camel is a real pleasure. You do not get sick, as we 
usually are told when referring to these “desert ships”. It is 
pleasant and comfortable to be carried on a wooden, padded 
saddle. You have to pay attention when the animal stands up or 
lies down, because you are not accustomed to the slope. But the 
Bedouins were always near, so no one had to have any fear. I 
love the camels very much. They have such large eyes, with 
which they watch everything around them. And their fur is so 
soft that I would love to snuggle up in it.

Our caravan was made up of three camels. One of these camels, 
called Hapschán, was the winner of a camel race in Wadi Araba 
a few years ago, and carries the title “fastest camel of Jordan”, 
as his owner Khedar often proudly told us. Riding on Hapschán 
was also especially pleasant for me. He made a very wise, calm 
and prudent impression on me.

In total, we hiked for 8 days with the Bedouins and the camels 
through the desert towards Petra. We passed many different 
spots, crossed wonderful coloured Wadis, played in the large 
dunes, climbed into old Nabataean cisterns, read the messages 
of old rock paintings, admired the many colours of the 
sandstone and enjoyed our days far away from civilization.

For bodily well-being, washing each other’s hair at a well or 
with water from a canister was also very important. We always 
had enough water to wash with at our evening camps. But this 
was mainly used by the Bedouins, because we had our wet 



tissues that also rendered the same good service. I never felt 
dirty or smelly.

On our way to Petra we passed some Bedouin tents. The tents 
made of dark goat hair made an impressive contrast with the 
surrounding sandstone. Participants were first able to discover 
what the interior of such a tent looks like when we were invited 
to tea in the tent of Abu Abdallah. Khedar had announced our 
visit when he drove with the pick-up in advance. We were 
greeted with handshakes by the eldest son and by Abu Abdallah 
in person, a friendly Bedouin with a long beard.

We were sitting around the fireplace within the tent, in the area 
dedicated to visitors. We were 4 from Austria, our 4 Bedouins, 
Abu Abdallah, a large number of kids and later also the wife of 
the tent owner. The men spoke among themselves at first, but 
when Abu Abdallah caught on to the fact that I understood their 
conversation, the fun really started. We joked about why I 
shouldn’t accept his offer of marriage. It was a lot of laughter 
and fun. After having two cups of tea, we continued on our way.

We struck our mid-day camp close by beneath a wonderful tree. 
It was the highest and most impressive tree on our trip. There 
are only very few trees in the desert. We climbed onto the tree 
and fixed a rope, which we used as a swing. We had childish fun 
with this entertainment. From here, we had a good view of Wadi 
Araba and, behind it, Israel. During the next night, we saw the 
first signs of civilisation again when the lights of the villages 
shone out around. We had arrived at the end of our desert trip.



On the next day, we went to Petra and were really shocked 
because of the crowds and the signs of civilization. We cried and 
tears filled our eyes. It is indescribable to those who have not 
experienced it. Last year it affected me in a similar way. The 
climb to Aaron’s Grave helped us to become accustomed, 
because, for a short while, we left the crowd behind us. From 
the top of Aaron’s Mountain we had a good view of the 
mountains and the wadis, and we only could guess that Petra 
was lying at our feet.

The evening in Petra presented the royal tombs to us in the 
most beautiful red shades. We were looking forward to the next 
day, when we would be able to discover Petra in depth. After an 
actual shower in the Hotel in Wadi Musa, we had dinner in a 
typical restaurant for local people. Once again, it was so 
delicious. After that, we bought some typical pastry specialities 
in a bakery. Mmmmmm, good!

What I liked most about our day in Petra was the contact with 
the people. Two Bedouin women that were selling souvenirs 
from their stalls recognized me. After asking my name and 
where I came from, they asked if I had already been there one 
year before, and asked me if I had been there with Abdallah. 
Yes, that was me! Together we sang the songs we had been 
singing during that week in the desert. I must have made an 
enduring impression on them, because they remembered me.

Now, we sat together and chatted for a while. This time, I 
already knew some Arabic. The relationship was especially 
friendly with the woman on the stand at High Sacrifice Place. I 
asked her to help me placing my scarf in the traditional way, 
and so she did. This was a very special moment for me, to get 
my headscarf tied by a Bedouin woman! As we were parting, 
she made a present to me of one her chains. I was so pleased by 
this encounter.

After strolling through Petra, we drove to the small village of 
our Bedouins. We stayed in a traditional Bedouin tent, specially 
erected for us at the edge of the village in the desert.

Close to the tent was the stable for some sheep and camels of 
the family members. So, we saw live how a newborn sheep 
needed to be brought to its mother, because the mother did not 
feed the baby. Fortunately, the baby was finally recognized by 
the mother after a day and fed.

We devoted the last day of Wüstenklänge to relaxing and getting 
to know the village and its daily life. We walked 5 km into the 



desert to the tent of Abu Selim, where we were received in a 
very friendly way. I wept for joy to see my dear friends again. In 
Abu Selim´s tent we had our first actual Arab coffee with its 
unforgettable cardamom taste. Abu Selim played his 
instrument, the Rhababa, and sang. He is a real master on this 
instrument. These harmonies are totally unfamiliar to us as 
traditional Arab music offers completely different worlds of 
sound. I like it very much when he plays. His heart is in his 
playing and he is a good musician.

Back in our tent we had a good lunch together again, prepared 
by Khedar. Then we sat together for the last time. Thanks all for 
this experience. The tears cried and held back testified to an 
incomparable and deeply moving Wüstenklänge experience.
Many thanks to all participants. I look forward to the next 
Wüstenklänge.

Participant’s reactions
“For me, it was a real experience to see for myself how people 
live here.”

“Since then, I have become more open to other ideas and 
people.”

“I think I can express my feelings in just one sentence: I had 
been thinking for a long time about whether I should make this 
trip, and I didn’t regret it!”



“...and on the trip in general, that we have so many things with 
us, blocks us completely. I would take our rucksacks as a 
symbol. We need a lot of water; then, we carry some clothing 
with us, because it could become warm or cold, and the camera 
and the equipment and this and that. I have got the feeling that 
these very heavy rucksacks block us. I believe that something 
similar happens with our lives. That we have so much blocks us 
completely. And it is nice to see how happy these Bedouins are, 
and how much fun they have. To have fun and laugh at each 
other in that way – this is not very usual in Austria.”

”It was an interesting conclusion. After almost 14 days in the 
desert, Petra, which was almost the opposite extreme, and then 
back (note: to the Bedouins). “

“I am really glad that we came back (note: to the Bedouin 
village) after visiting Petra. I think that the trip would not have 
come to a real end if we had missed this.”

“I especially like the fact that the Bedouin brothers all came 
(note: on the last morning, to say farewell). I was sitting there 
and all of the sudden, more and more of them came and it 
somehow gave me great pleasure. It occurred to me then that 
the whole family was also interested. There seems to be much 
more community feeling there than with us.”

“I was thinking that it (note: participating in Wüstenklängen) 
was the right thing to do, and I have not been disappointed. I 
will do it again sometime in the future.”


