
 

 

 Meg Kirchhoff 

Essay 1 

 There have only been a handful of times I have felt this way in my life. Once surrounded 

by likeminded women in canoes on the shore of a clear lake in the north woods, another time 

squished into a car with six of my closest friends taking a night drive and listening to our favorite 

songs, again running through the sand dunes on the coast of the English Channel with my sister, 

but most recently here in Istanbul, overlooking the Bosphorus at night with the rolling hills of 

Asia dotted with lights from a thousand buildings. It’s the feeling of being exactly where I am 

suppose to be. As if in this moment there is nothing else I could ever be doing that would be 

more meaningful, more energizing, more right.  

 I live for these moments, they let me know I am on the correct path, that my life journey 

is headed in the right direction, for now. These times, when I am overtaken with the knowledge 

that I am in the right place at the right time are like sporadic trail markers I wish I saw a little 

more often. However times in my life when I have these feelings are when I least expect it, not 

necessarily when I need it most.  

 Each day as I walk down new streets in Istanbul I encounter hundreds of people: 

wrinkled and leathered with age, young with their heads covered, babies in strollers pushed by 

their well-dressed mothers, and for a second they are a part of my life. The faces I remember and 

the interactions I witness shape my time in this city. And I wonder if any of those hundreds of 

people I pass feel that way about me. I know in my heart that no matter how comfortable I 

become here I will always be a visitor, but that doesn’t stop me from hoping I leave a small 

imprint on the city when my time to depart comes sooner than I would like. Can I be faulted with 

wanting to be a part of a place where I don’t really belong, but love all the same?  



 

 

 My time here is short, and I will not claim to truly know Istanbul, but I will claim that is a 

small sense I have been a part of it. Looking out across the Bosphorus at night I am struck again 

by how wonderful it is to be here, but also by how truly expansive this place is. Every light that 

flickers in the distance represents a room full of people. Maybe they are having a quiet family 

dinner, maybe a party has just begun, maybe a couple sits down to enjoy a movie or a child 

delights his parents with some new antics. They are in there own world, living there own Istanbul 

life.  

 Here I am, on the other side of the river, seeing all this from a far, but for a brief moment, 

as my eyes graze the horizon I am a part of all those Istanbuls. And I know that it doesn’t matter 

if anyone remembers that I was here, because I have left an imprint on this city by being in the 

right place at the right time. 


