Istanbul 
Day 1

Well, really day 1 and 2 because we left early Monday evening and I’m writing this missive on Tuesday evening. Flight from Dulles to Frankfurt was uneventful, but punctuated by the tragic events at Virginia Tech.  The news of those killings rocked the world and regardless of which TV station – and in which language – you were watching, this horrific event dominated the news.  

We changed planes in Frankfurt and flew to Istanbul.  We taxied to our hotel, the Conrad, which is part of the Hilton chain.  Security here is tight.  Every car must stop at the entrance to the hotel, which is around the side initially.  Drivers must pop their car trunks and a security guard inspects the car with a mirror to see underneath.  When entering the hotel, all bags are placed on a screening machine and everyone walks through a metal detector.  Those precautions are also true in all public museums and larger hotels. Last time I encountered that level of security was after 911 entering the NIH campus and before that in Israel crossing the border to and from Jordan. 

Our hotel room faces the Bosphorus, the river which separates Europe from Asia.  We’re staying on the European side.  After napping (Fern) and shopping for essentials (Jeff) – bottled water and diet coke – we had the hotel recommend and make reservations for us at a seafood restaurant.  What else when you’re so close to water the fish so plentiful?  This enormous restaurant is right on the water with spectacular views of the bridge over the Bosphorus, the river itself and the boats cruising up and down the river.  
At Mavi Balik, the seafood restaurant, one is greeted at the entrance by a fish man who leads you over to several varieties of fresh fish, all resting on a bed of ice.  The idea is to choose your main course – all priced on a board – or main course and appetizer, and then declare how you want the fish cooked – grilled, broiled, fried, etc.  We chose a beautiful red snapper and it was brought up by the fish man and then scurried off to the kitchen.

There are no menus, but waiters (and there are many of them as well as busboys) bring out small plates of several appetizers to choose from.  We chose an excellent fish soup and salad to accompany our fish.  When the fish came, it was perfectly prepared and split right down the middle.  Each of us got ½ the fish, including one eye each and Jeff got the spine. In all, with a bottle of white Turkish wine – and yes, it was quite drinkable – dinner was no more than it would be at a reasonably good restaurant in DC.  But, I’ve never had to stare my dinner before down eating it!
Tomorrow, we go into tourist mode. 

