E-mail #7:  Adam Berg and the Ivory Pedestal of Urfa

After our friend the heroin smuggler (see E-mail #6) dropped us of in Diyarbakir, things got a little more interesting.  There was a slightly unpleasant feeling about the city, and the first and only harassment directed at Susie.  Situated on the Tigris river, Diyarbakir has a large Arab (Syrian) population.  It is mostly a Kurdish city, but there are many ethnic Turks as well.  I thought the market place was fascinating, but the stares and comments directed at Susie got annoying really quickly.  She also started getting sick, so although I recommended staying in Diyarbakir rather than enduring a 6-hour bus ride to Urfa, she wanted to go.  That was a good decision for two really good reasons.  

1) Urfa (or Sanliurfa) was way better…a really cool city with a very nice hospital.

2) Diyarbakir’s market was bombed a few days after we left (10/10/2007).

The slides from Urfa show the old section of the city, but do not capture the metropolitan feel of the place.  Also, our hotel owner was unbelievably great…Hats off to Mustafa and his Ugur Hotel!  Not only did he help settle our stomachs between time spent praying to the Ivory Pedestal in our room, he also drove us to the hospital and helped us navigate it (and he would not take money for doing so)!  

It was our 7th day of illness that brought us to the hospital at 7 AM.  The Turkish hospital was very good, and very interesting!  Think of how many hours you would have to take off from work to get a blood test and urine test…At Kaiser, it would probably take 3 hours, and cost $50 per test.  In Urfa, we had test results in hand less than half an hour from the time we parked.  It cost $13.  All needles were sterile, but there was a tiny smear of blood on the exam table in the ER.  The test results were good, so we bought some antibiotics and went back to the hotel for a few more days to recoup.  We were sick for about 10 days total.  We had to cut Mt. Nemrut out of our trip, but otherwise the illness had little impact on our trip.

From Urfa we went to Goreme, a popular backpacker haunt in the Cappadocia region.  It is truly an amazing area.  We stayed for just 4 days, but probably could have spent much much more time there.  The strangest aspect of Cappadocia wasn’t the incredible geography, history, ancient structures, or fresh produce—this was the first touristy area we have seen since we left Istanbul.  Almost everyone we met was a foreigner.

I can’t really describe Cappadocia—look at the slide show.  That is about it. We just arrived at the Mediterranean.  We spent the day stealing—I mean picking—fresh pomegranates and oranges (which we mixed with Turkish brandy), swimming in the warm sea beneath towering ruins, and visiting the ruins of Olympos.  We finished the day with a sunset hike to Chimaera, a fascinating geological oddity:  a place where flames sprout from bare rock.  Gas from underground seeps through cracks in the rocks and combusts upon contact with air.

You can see photos and read a bit more at www.adamberg.net/central_turkey.aspx
