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 The salty breeze of the bright Bosphorus flooded our nostrils as we packed into a small 

bench on the congested ferry. The creaking of the old boat joined the grumbling of my empty 

stomach as I eagerly watched the Kadiköy shore grow larger. When we reached the dock, we 

were stalled behind the crowd of fellow travelers. Finally we were in Kadiköy but I felt no closer 

to my destination. We wolfed down some mediocre street food and inspected the tangle of 

intersecting streets and sidewalks, overflowing with pedestrians and motorcycles. We were 

looking for coffee; a Google search in my dorm room had suggested Fazıl Bey, which according 

to several anonymous travel bloggers, served the best Turkish coffee in Istanbul. Already having 

traveled two hours, not knowing where in this neighborhood our destination was, we simply 

started down a main avenue, hoping to avoid both getting run over in traffic and getting 

hopelessly lost.  

 Finding our way into the pedestrian-only market alleviated our first concern but left us 

feeling perilously close to the second. A strong fish odor was hanging in the air as the burly 

salesmen in the balik markets shouted their deals into the ears of hapless passerby. The paths in 

this place were uneven cobblestone and I found myself struggling to keep track of my 

surroundings as well as my footing. Just a few steps away from the fish markets were dozens of 

clothing vendors lined up next to each other. Every conceivable shape, size and color of shoe 

was available in the flashy street display. The young male shopkeepers eagerly eyed us as we 

slowly passed by, eager to pounce and and do business with us if we showed the slightest 

inclination to buy new clothes. A turn down another uneven side street led us to rows of 

restaurants.  “Welcome please. Fish, meat, dinner, welcome.”  



 

 

This, and similar strings of disjointed English words greeted us from every side. Every 

industrious eye was focused on the four young American men wandering aimlessly through the 

labyrinth of the Kadiköy market. 

 I could feel the blisters forming on my feet. We were close. Realizing that we had headed 

decisively in the wrong direction we did a U-turn in the road and turned back to walk past the 

same shops for the third time in five minutes. Finally, at the very last corner before the street 

ended, we saw the hole in the wall I had first seen over two hours earlier on my computer. Fazıl 

Bey was tiny but had a dozen little tables set out in the street. Old men sat smoking and playing 

Backgammon; young couples sat smoking and gazing into each other’s eyes. We hesitantly 

stepped inside as the shopkeeper looked up from his coffee grinder and greeted us with a polite 

“Hoş geldiniz.”  

 We ordered four Türk Khavesi with medium sugar and took our seats at the miniature 

tables in the corner of the august establishment. The wooden furniture was creaky and looked 

like it had once been covered in nice varnish, since worn away by decades of use. A narrow 

winding staircase rested against the wall behind us, leading to an uncharted upstairs balcony. We 

watched the servers prepare our coffee in the ibrik and pour the thick brew into white demitasse 

cups. The familiar smell of coffee put me at ease; after two hours and four public transit 

connections, I was where I had wanted to be. As one server poured the small glasses of water 

that would accompany our coffee, I watched another pour some finely ground coffee into a paper 

bag and hand it to a customer who apparently liked to brew his own Turkish coffee at home. Our 

coffee came to us in the demitasse cups with water and skewered pieces of Turkish Delight. The 

dark brown brew was rich and satisfying; it lacked the bitterness of other Turkish coffee I have 

sampled. The Turkish Delight was sweet and nutty. The cool water cleansed my palate of the grit 



 

 

from my last swig of coffee. Sitting in that tiny chair, removed from the crowded market, 

enjoying the ambience and aromas with my three friends, I decided the destination had been well 

worth the journey. 


