
POSTCARD FROM ISTANBUL 

 
This is our first view of the beautiful old city in Istanbul from the rooftop of our fabulous hotel.  The Blue Mosque is to 
the right with the Marmara Sea in the distance.  On this side of the water it is Europe and on the other Asia.  I was so 
surprised when we were flying over the city to see how green and hilly the surrounding countryside was.  Below is our 
hotel room – it was like a second honeymoon.  It had to be better than the first one spent with my husband’s relatives in 
Peterhead, Scotland… 

 
 



A. and I were on the same Turkish Airlines flight but seated far apart.  He prefers a window seat to take photographs 
(which are selling well through Getty Images) but I want an aisle seat with no-one faffing about in the window!  The 
flight was full and many families were separated.  One African man was quite distressed that his son was seated in the 
back row between two strange men.  I asked the flight attendant to tell him that I had been a nanny and would keep an 
eye on him (which I did).  Something was lost in the translation and she called after him that this lady was a nun and 
would look after his son!  I collapsed in laughter at the blasphemous thought, as did she when I explained it to her.  The 
lady next to me was a nervous Nellie who was worried about everything from the light at the end of the wing (was it 
another plane?) to her children being kidnapped in Istanbul.  I tried to reassure her about all her various worries when 
suddenly her little boy became violently ill, throwing up.  When I queried this, she told me that he had strep throat, the 
Penicillin hadn’t worked and now he was on Augmentin which is a very powerful antibiotic for a 10 year old.  I was 
shocked that they didn’t cancel the vacation with such a sick child, persuaded the flight attendants to bring him some 
cheese and bread since he couldn’t eat the strange Turkish food and told the Mom that she should see if there was a 
clinic in Istanbul airport.  Even worse, they had no travel insurance!!!  This is a typical example of people worrying about 
the most unlikely events and ignoring the real problems.  When we lived in Egypt, friends would ask us if we were 
worried about dying in a terrorist attack and my response is always the same, “I am much more worried about dying 
from cancer or heart disease, which is imminently more likely”. 
After 12 long hours we arrived in Istanbul where we were staying for 2 nights before traveling on to Abu Dhabi.  Our 
driver was waiting for us and whisked us to our hotel which was at the end of twisty, cobbled streets.  Just as Tripadvisor 
had suggested, the staff were fabulous and the hotel was beautifully modernized from an old building yet still keeping 
an ornate Turkish ambience.  The cornices in the bedroom were all hand-painted in gold but the bathroom was modern 
and efficient.  I always try the tap water in our exotic locales and it tasted amazing – sweet and pure.  It must have been 
naturally filtered through the hills and limestone. We weren’t too jet-lagged so we started wandering around the city, 
fascinated by the architecture, the very friendly people and all the stray cats and dogs.  Most of them seemed well fed 
and ‘belonged’ to the local shop or hotel.  Some had been tagged as part of a feral release program.  All were very 
friendly, especially the pooches.  I was surprised at how accepting the local Muslim people were of the dogs.  One old 
gentleman was holding a stray dog’s face in his hands whispering Turkish sweet nothings to him.  Two other 
shopkeepers were amused by ‘their’ cat predating a bee and two local ladies gave them a row, telling them that the cat 
could get stung.  The cat had great fun and finally killed the poor bee with no ill effects. 

 
This is our shopping basket that this little cat occupied as soon as it was empty.  Kerry stroking a stray dog, probably eating later with 
the same unwashed hands – I never learn… 

We ate in some lovely places but ended up choosing for location not cuisine.  Both of us love Turkish food so we enjoyed 
everything.  On our second evening we found a lovely rooftop restaurant right next to the Blue Mosque.   



This is a link to a little movie, taken from this restaurant, where you can hear the call to prayer at dusk. 
http://youtu.be/xrDEDNY0mzE   It sends shivers down my spine and I am instantly transported back to happy times in 
Egypt.  Our German and Russian neighbors took this lovely shot of us. 

 
You might notice that alcohol is both freely available in Turkey and they produce wine and spirits.  First we had a bottle 
of Rosé and then we tried the local spirit, Raki.  We weaved, slightly unsteadily, back through the cobbled streets to our 
hotel in the dark.  I spotted one of the many feral dogs on some grass and talked to him unintelligibly, “Who is my 
snooky wooky pie?” or words to that effect.  His little tail started wagging then I noticed that there was a small fence 
between us, twirled around, lost my balance and fell flat on my back next to the dog, whose tail was still wagging but his 
eyes showed concern.  I was laughing hysterically with my legs in the air, as was A. who couldn’t help me for laughing.  
Two Scandinavian tourists came rushing to my aid and then they started laughing when they realized I was fine.  I felt no 
pain until the next morning when I thought I had slipped yet another disk – Raki could be used as a very effective 
anesthetic… 

 

The beautiful blue ceiling for which the Blue Mosque is named and 
Kerry in a modern café but dressed modestly (I was watching TV). 



 

 

 

 

 
Snapshot of the Grand Bazaar, above 

Top left - the Basilica Cisterne built in 
the 6th century by Byzantines.  Before 
it was converted into an underground 
water cistern it was a Basilica – a 
commercial, legal and art center.  The 
ambience was otherworldly and cold. 

Top right - a very large urn in Hagia 
Sofia’s grounds.  It was originally a 
Christian Church which explains the 
mosaic of the Holy Family at the 
bottom but later converted to a 
Mosque.  To the right are some 
beautiful blue slabs of stone that tile 
the walls of Hagia Sofia.  Underneath 
are tourists looking at calligraphy 
from the Koran. 

At the bottom right is a beautiful little 
butterfly who couldn’t resist my 
pheromones!  It kept flying towards 
me and finally settled on our table 
and Andy’s camera strap.  I was 
feeling quite phobic but the Raki 
helped.  That is my excuse and I am 
sticking to it. 



We only had a couple of nights in Istanbul and were already jetlagged. We visited Topkapi Palace on the day we were 
leaving at supersonic speed.  Arriving before the cruise ships, we dashed from exhibit to buildings to gardens.  It was 
spectacular with displays of past Sultans’ jewelry and costumes.  The location of the Palace was beautiful, in a defensive 
position in the hills above the Strait of Bosporus. 

 

 
Various views of the Topkapi Palace, including a Medusa column artifact and the view over the water 

This was our third attempt to visit Istanbul over the last 30 years.  On two previous occasions American passport holders 
were advised not to go to Istanbul, specifically, because of civil unrest.  Despite the current problems in the region, 
Istanbul felt friendly, safe and delightfully welcoming and we had a wonderfully romantic break.  There were so many 
lovely photos that I had to divide this travelogue into two parts.  The dress code was as relaxed as you would expect 
from a moderate secular country.  One of our fellow Australian guests at the hotel was an older lady, dressed quite 
modestly, but she had to borrow a headscarf/tablecloth from the Blue Mosque because she wasn’t appropriately 
dressed.  She ran back to the hotel to wash off any possible lice – eek!  This is a clip of a movie on how to dress for the 
Mosque.   http://youtu.be/cxBrr27Oeu4   
I got compliments on my lovely outfit and it certainly warded off the most insistent salesmen at the Grand Bazaar, 
especially when I answered in Arabic.  They looked so confused!  I was fascinated by the wide variety in looks of Turkish 
people, from regularly European to vaguely Asiatic.  It reflected the city’s location between Europe and Asia and all the 
various occupations or invaders.   

Kerry xx 


