Day 3 
We went to Topkapi, which is being restored so there were several rooms that we couldn’t see.  We skipped the harem rooms, which we saw the last time we toured Turkey and weren’t very interesting.  We saw lots of blue and white porcelain, celadon and a few other platters, dishes, etc.  Not too much here.  At the treasury, where we weren’t allowed to take pictures, we saw lots of what I would call “over the top” and totally ostentatious objects from past sultans.  Some of this has toured Washington.  We saw a 56-caret white diamond, one of the largest in the world and thrones, swords, etc. that were incredible – both for their workmanship and the number of emeralds, rubies and diamonds encrusted in them as well the sheer skill with which they were created. 

The sultans acquired a great deal of material wealth.  When Turkey once again adopted a constitution and democratized, many of the palaces of the Sultans – including Topkapi – were designated as museums.  One of them, Dolmabache, is the site of our reception tomorrow night.  During our first tour of Turkey, our guide told us that all those who were chosen to serve in any capacity in the palaces were never allowed to leave.  If the masses were to ever learn of the opulence with which the Sultans lived, they would have risen up and overthrown them.

Tonight was the dealers fair at the conference, where all the dealers who have traveled from all around the world to be at the conference show off their magnificent wares.  Many who attend the conference buy rugs and other textiles to take home.  Still many more come decked out in the kaftans, jackets, vests and other pieces of exotic clothing they own.  It’s a wonderful site.  We did not photograph any of the costumed participants.

Some general observations
Turkey is an interesting area.  First of all, I’ve learned through my travel, including here in Istanbul, that every country has a rush hour and that some countries experience rush hours that last far longer than others. Turkey is no exception.  Lots of traffic, and narrow streets contribute to an almost continuous rush hour.  Secondly, drivers here in Istanbul have some strange rituals.  To begin, there seems to be no defined lanes or number of lanes, so everyone jockeys for position.  Next, you’re not a very good driver unless you’ve cut off at least three cars.  And finally, the part of the car which seems to get the most wear and tear has to be the horn.  It is honked less than a second after the light turns green to encourage all the cars in front of you to rush out into the slow-moving traffic. It is honked when the traffic is stopped in hopes that horn-honking will free up the congestion.  And, it’s honked when pedestrians tear out of nowhere between two cars to cross in front of you much like giving the pedestrian the “finger.”  It’s quite an experience navigating Turkish traffic.  Equally scary to be in a taxi as trying to walk across a street. 

