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Seattle to Amsterdam, 9 hours.  Then a 3 hour layover, then 3 1/2 
more hours of flying to Istanbul.  I have spent 2 nights and one day 
trying my best to get to know this magnificent city.  Not enough time, I 
know.  The first night was largely sacrificed toward getting out of the 
zombie state caused by jumping ahead 10 time zones.  I treated 
myself to a traditional Turkish hamam:  A bathhouse, hundreds of 
which are found all over the city.  A massage given by a muscular 
Turkish man was even painful at times, but definitely worked the kinks 
out of my body.  I made it to 9 pm, then fell into a deep trance and 
awoke about 3 am well rested, hungry and unable to sleep.  I walked 
the streets of Sultanahmet waiting for the sun to rise: not a single 
business was open at that hour.

When the sun finally rose I had breakfast and then started out on a full 
day of what I call commando tourism: try and pack in as much of this 
city of 15 million as I possibly can in one day.  I started out at the 
Grand Bazaar, then walked on the grounds and inside the Blue 
Mosque, then followed with the Hagia Sophia.  By this time, my 
arthritic ankles were already shot.  So I jumped a tram and went right 
past the Topkapi Palace (too bad!).  I got off at Eminonu and found 
enough reserve to walk through the Spice Bazaar.  By that time, I was 
really beat: time to board a ferry and cross the Bosphorus from the 
European side to the Asian side.  Two continents in one day!

I walked around Uskudar and then boarded another ferry that took me 
back across to the European side, up the Golden Horn with rising 
hillsides on North and South, and silhouettes of Ottoman mosques: 
 large domed structures with taller twin minarets distinctly different 
than Arabian mosques I have seen before in Egypt, Jordan and 
Palestine.  Another walk through the Spice Bazaar, then dinner on 
Galia Bridge, followed by a walk across to Karakoy, up the funicular 
tram to Istiklal Avenue, an upscale pedestrian boulevard lined by 



beautiful buildings that were former embassies back when Istanbul 
was the capital, before the revisionist President Kemal Ataturk moved 
the capital to Ankara in the 1930’s.

Istanbul is an amazing city!  Christian Byzantine Cathedrals, which are 
relics from when this was Constantinople, the seat of the Eastern 
Roman Empire and Eastern Orthodox Christianity.  Many former 
Cathedrals like the Hagia Sophia are now Mosques.  Istanbul was 
also the seat of the powerful Ottoman empire.  

My day of being a tourist has ended.  Tomorrow, I fly to Athens, then 
on to Lesvos.  The next day I go to work trying to help Syrian, Iraqi 
and Afghan refugees who have been fleeing for their lives and the 
endless wars that have engulfed their homelands.  I will try and keep 
you posted . . .


