


































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































314 THE SULTAN AND HIS SUBJECTS. 

ones, and in the presence of an immense but awe­
struck crowd, beheaded the mother and her children, 
before the eyes of the agonised husband and father. 
Finally the executioner struck off his head, and as 
the historian Tophanes assures us, "his gray locks 
and white beard mingled with the soft, golden tresses 
of the mother and her children." The six bodies 
were thrown into the sea, but the waves, as if 
indignant at so horrible an outrage, cast them back 
upon the sands ; on seeing which the terrified people 
fled, convinced that the wrath of the Panagia would 
soon overtake them. Moda is associated, too, with 
the names of ] ustinian and Theodora, who there 
built themselves a pleasant palace, with baths and 
marble porticoes, and great cool halls lined with jasper 
and agate, and lofty windows, looking out upon 
gardens terraced down to the very margin of the sea. 

Less than an hour's sail from l\loda lands us at 
Prinkipo, the largest of the seven islands which form 
this group, world-f. mous though Iilliputian. Prinkipo 
is its queen, the fairest and the most historic. ProuJly 
it rises out of the s , and seems, in its luxuriant 
robe of sub-tropical v gctation, to look \ ith a sort 
disdain on its less fertile sister rivals, I r ti, AntigonJ, 
Pitys, nderovithos, and iandro. Th Princes 
I lands, at this present time, arc essentially 
r sorts, and I rinkipo, to the I erot s and ·reeks Hl 

gcncr I, is v ry much vhat Bournemouth is tO 

Lend ners, and Trouville to , risians. The uiJ 
yzantines do not seem to h· vc had any 

adoration for the · uuc of nature, nor do theY 
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been put by the Turks, and the degraded position it 
now occupies. 

Sometimes, so the story goes, the ghostly form 
of the guilty Empress is seen flitting in the moonlight 
through the pines, and her voice is heard lamenting, 
as she joins the long train of unfortunate Princesses 
to whom Prinkipo was a living sepulchre, and who, 
?n certain nights of the year, are said to join hands­
In an unearthly dance, suspended, like the Walis, in 
mid-air above the ruins of the convent prisons, in 
Whose cells they wept away their lives-in penance, 
sorne of them, others in the impotent rage of hopeless 
despair. 

Two hundred years later, in the eleventh century, 
Zoe, the !\Ies alina of the l\Iiddle Ages, was sent 
to do penance at Prinkipo. She was the daughter 
of the Emperor Constantine XI., and grand-daughter 
of. the murderes~ Empress, the impure and blood­
thirsty Theophana, who had instigated one of her 
lov rs, Zimiscos to assassinate her second husband, 
I'\ icephorus Pho,cus. From this infamous woman, it 
may be, Zoe inherited her insatiable love of pleasure 
and her e. ·traordinarily vicious tastes. Until the age 
of forty-ei ht he with her elder sister Theodora, lived a I' , 

lfe of enforc d retirement in the Gynecea. The 
:wo po sible heir ses to the throne had thus 
)ccorn ·• old maid ." ro breath of scandal had 
ev r b n br athed against the reputation of Zoe, 
and, ha h · b n left in her seclusion, the world 
w?ulu n · •er, p rhap , have been astounded by the 
Wdc] debauch · of her • fc r-life. The sudden death 
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It was on one of the loveliest slopes of Prinkipo 
that the unnatural Irene built the monastery of the 
Holy Virgin, which in due time became a kind of 
State prison sacred to the women of the Imperial 
house, and there its foundress passed five years 
in rigorous seclusion. She had reigned gloriously, 
according to this world's wisdom, but had stained 
her name for ever by a most hideous crime, which 
assuredly brought down the vengeance of Heaven 
upon her head-she put out the eyes of her own son 
that she might rule in his stead. Divine wrath soon 
overtook her. Hurled from her throne by a sudden 
revolution, she was exiled, first to her nunnery at 
Prinkipo, and then to Lesbos, where the once all­
powerful Basilessa was reduced to earn her living 
by spinning wool, and where she actually died of 
want and grief. 

Notwithstanding h r monstrous cruelty to her 
son, I rene came, in time, to be venerat<.:d as a saint 
of the rthodo.· Church, and certain learned his· 
torians hav sought, in our own time, to clear her 
memory from the awful charges so freely brought 
against her in her lifetime. he must, undoubtedly. 
hav possesse an extraordinary diplomatic talent, 
for her five short years of sovereignty have left a 
distinct mark on Byzantin history. H r body was 
brought back to I rinkipo, and burie in the nunnerY 
she had built. H re it rested, until aft r the siege 
of the . rusaders, ~vhen it was c· rri d to the Pa.nt~d 
crator, 1n Constanllnopl ~. I have lsewh ~re dcscnbc 
th us to which her magnificent s·trcophagus has 
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Zoe was fifty-three years of age, on the day she draped 
the Imperial mantle round the broad shoulders of her 
lover, who assumed the title of Emperor Michael IV. 
She married him within twenty-four hours of becoming 
a widow. Conscience-stricken, and constantly haunted 
by visions of the unfortunate Romanus, whose death he 
had caused, Michael abandoned himself to the most fan­
tastic and exaggerated practices of religion, and soon 
became unendurable, as a husband, to his pleasure­
loving wife. He tore his garments, he dined with 
beggars, an he even filled his hair and garments with 
objectionable insects. \Vhilst he was flagellating 
himself before the various shrines, Zoe formed the 
acquaintance of a certain eunuch named John, who 
had b n a prime mover in the conspiracy against the 
Emperor Romanus. John seems to have obtained 
tremendou intluenc over the old Empress, and he 
ruled in h r name, keeping her, as far as possible, 
~ .clos · pri oner in her Palace. even years later, 
. IJcha I fell hopelc ·ly ill. Then John, the eunuch, 
10duc d the drin Emperor to command Zoe to follow 
the cu tom of a childless Byzantine ruler, and adopt 
a son. 'I he son thu adopted was to be the wily 
eunuch' O\ n n phcw. The story of the scene of this 
~~Option i one of the rno~t characteristic in Byzantine 

1 
tory. ·1 h a u !.mpres went in great state to 

th ' hurch f the Bl. chern , and, taking up her 
tation by the 1t r of the 1 ana ia, awaited the arrival 

of h r yin hu b nd who , a· carried into the church 
~n liu r, • n pl c~d immedi. rely in front of the 
con t , which bl ze with hundreds of lamps, lighted 
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.Q( their father converted the two recluses into joint 
Empresses. .A_ few days before he died, Constantine, 
foreseeing that-Theodora being of a retiring dis­
position-Zoe would, in all probability, ascend the 
throne in her sister's stead, married her to the 
patrician Roman os Argrus, surnamed "of Jerusalem." 
The new Empress behaved, for a time, with a reticence 
which won her the applause of Court and people. 
Her first overt exploit was to rid herself of her sister 
Theodora. Fearing she might alter her mind and 
claim her share of power, she induced her to shave 
her head and enter the Nunnery of the Petrion, 
the walls of which were laved by the Golden Horn. 
There was very probably another reason for this step 
-the watchful eye of Theodora had air ady, perhaps, 
noticed Zoc's strange conduct, and dark hints as to 

her life had r ached her ears. r o sooner, at all 
\'ents, was Theodora safe within convent walls, than 

Zoe annexed a lov r-a man of the very lowe_t birth, 
. ·c ·dingly handsome, but an epil ptic. H played 

his cards well, and th · Emperor Rom. nus, although 
w 11 aware of his wife's infidelity, took care to keep 
the matter seer t. Zo ·'s lover, licha I by name, 
cl siring to w ·ar the purpl himself, ·nt r into a 
conspiracy against th unfortunat hmp ·ror, and on 
I Ioly Thur day, 100 , as th poor man wa taking 
his bath, th unuchs who wer att n ing him ducked 

·his head into the hot wat •r and n arly uffocat d him· 
I le wa lift d ut of th ath and carri cl to his bed. 
wh r · he di cl a (I w days aft rwar , att nd cl by hiS 
wiC , ' ·ho 1layed he p rt of veuve tplorte top rfcction· 
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the affections of her people during her reign, and 
the lower orders in Constantinople rose in her favour, 
and gathering under the windows of her terrified 
adopted son, proclaimed his deposition and the suc­
cession of the two old sisters, Zoe and Theodora­
whom they called their "mothers "-to the Imperial 
throne. A deputation from the patricians and the 
Senate proceeded to Prinkipo, and presenting itself 
before the two Imperial nuns, implored them to 
leave the convent at once, and hurry to the capital 
for their joint coronation. Meanwhile Michael, be­
side himself with terror, hid in the Monastery of 
the tudion, and even went so far as to have his 
head shaved, and to assume a friar's frock, hoping 
thereby to escape the vengeance of the Empresses. 
Zoe, to her credit did all she could to save him. 

he even went o~t on the terrace of the Palace, 
a.nd harangued the populace in his favour; but her 
Sister, Thcodor , soured by her enforced seclusion 
arnong a rigid order of nuns, commanded that Michael 
should have hi eyes burnt out. The crowd rushed 
to the tudion tore him from his cell, and dragged 
hirn through the streets to one of the principal 
squares. Here the unhappy wretch was deprived 
of hi si ht nd then restored to his monastery, 
Whcr h di d ome years afterwards. 
th othinrr more extraordinary can be imagined th~n 
. e contr t tween the lives of the two Impenal 

~1 
·t r · Zo ·, l> inO' now absolutely independent, gave 
r If up to very ort of orgy, changed lovers 

"ery \ k cl like a young girl, and is actually 
VOL. J, y 
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for the occasion. The young man who was to become 
heir to the throne, a tall and handsome fellow, was 
conducted into the church by the priests, who wore 
their most magnificent robes, whilst the youth, who 
was of the commonest origin, was simply arrayed in a 
plain white shirt. During the strange ceremonies 
which ensued, the gray-haired Empress had to seat 
him on her knees, just as if he had been an infant, and 
kiss his forehead, as she would have kissed a little child. 
Then she took a solemn oath to consider him as born 
of her own body. Anon the dying Emperor was lifted 
from his couch, and, in a trembling voice, proclaimed 
the eunuch's base-born nephew, Michael, Emperor in 
his own stead, the people without the shrine shouting, 
" Long live the Emperor!" while, in all directions, 
the trumpets proclaimed the new ruler to the citizens. 
Five days later i\Iichael expired in the 1\lonastery of 
the ' aints Cosmos and Damian. Alth ugh, on hearing 
that he was at his last gasp, the Empress had hurried 
to the door of the convent, and had imp! red adrnis· 
sion, her husb nd sternly refused to sec her again. 

The first act of the new Emperor was to banish 
his unci ·, th unuch John, and to rid himself, as 

. so n as possible, of those \ ho had dssist ·d in placing 
him on th • thr ne. He ·.·iletl Zoc to Prinkipo, and 
obliged her to cut off her gray locks. and to assurne 
the veil. It i ven report d that h · caused hel' 
hair to be brought to him, so as to a sure hirnsclf 
of her pow rle ness. 'I h mi ·r' blc unuch John, 
his eye. ruthlessly put out, died in •. ·ile , nd ~n 
terrible agony. Z t!, howc er, h d contrived to will 
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own conception of delight, and she is said to have 
exp.ired within a few hours of one of her most singular 
orgies. Her sister Theodora succeeded her, and 
left, as I have already intimated, an honourable 
record in the annals of her country. 

Two centuries later Anna Comnena, the famous 
historian, lived at Prinkipo, and in the same nunnery 
as the sister Empresses. It may well have been here, 
prompted, possibly, by the perusal of some learned 
book, that she entered on her literary career, and so 
eventually became the historian who has had the 
honour, in this present century, of inspiring so great 
a writer as ir \Valter Scott-the subject of one of 
Whose novels, "Count Robert of Paris," was drawn 
from her chronicles. 

The existence of the Princes Islands as a pleasure 
resort dates from comparatively recent times. 
During the Crimean \Var their climate rendered them 
a very favourite retreat for our convalescent officers. 
During the I. te Russo- Turkish \Var, the better 
classes of the Christian population of Constantinople 
sought them as places of refuge, under the protection 
of the Briti h fleet, against a possible Mohammedan 
rising in the capital. Notwithstanding that the 
Political horizon was gloomy, and the fate of Con­
stantinopl in th balance, the fair Greeks, Armenians, 
and L vantin s r ndered themselves most agreeable 
to our gallant ne val officers, and Prinkipo and Halki 
~er c1z fete from morning till night, and, indeed, from 

111ght till mornin . 
I• rom th t time to this the fashionable world of 

\" 2 
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said, like our own Queen Bess, to have danced as 
nimbly as the youngest of her ladies. Theodora, 
stern and chaste, turned her attention to the national 
affairs, and won herself fame in the annals of 
Byzantium. The frolicsome Zoe soon wearied of 
widowhood, and, desiring another husband, selected, 
from amongst her former lovers, a certain Constan­
tine, commonly called the Bread-cutter, that being 
his occupation at the Court. His wife, however, 
resolved not to yield him, even to an Empress, 
and so poisoned him, much to the anger and grief 
of the amorous Zoe, who, however, is said not to 
have avenged herself upon the murderess. Then 
Zoe cast about again, and her eyes fell upon the 
handsome Constantine Monomachus. The Greek 
Church considers a third marriage incestuous, and 
there was much difficulty in inducing the Patriarch 
Alexius to place the crown on the head of this 
new husband, who, aided by his would-be wife, had 
already banished the venerable Theodora back to 
Prinkipo. l\lonomachu had a mistress, . derena, 
who ' as as beautiful as day, and from \vhom be 
determined not to be parted. The Byzantin , there­
for , had th plea ure of beholding their Emperor. 
on State occasions, seat d between his two partners 
-the gray-haired Zoe and the lovely cl er ·na. Th~ 
two ludi s, however, lived on the best of terms unttl 
1049, \ hen the mistre s di d. Two years Inter, ~oe 
departed in her seventy-fir t year a life wb1ch 
she can carcely be said to have adorn d. To the 
\·cry ), st he njoyed cxistenct::, according to her 
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eyes, according to regulation. Fortunately, among 
the~ was a lady, closely connected with the Imperial 
fam1ly, who boldly informed the worthy Governor 
that if he interfered, she would take good care to 
make things uncomfortable for him at the Palace. 
His Excellency thought it wiser to beat a retreat, 
and with a caution that such an expedition should 
not take place again, and that the ladies should not 
appear in the highways of Prinkipo, after dusk, he 
permitted them to return to their homes. 

On undays both Prinkipo and Antigoni are 
crowded with clerks and their wives, small shop­
keepers and their families, from Constantinople, who, 
if they do vulgarise the romantic isles more than a 
little, make them very gay-for they scamper all over 
the hills on donkeys, and picnic round the old 
Monasteries of t. George and St. 1\Iary, two of the 
few left intact by the hand of Time and by the 
Turks. \t Prinkipo is a famous shrine of St. 
George, which, in the last week of April, and the first 
in May, attract an <:!normous confluence of pilgrims, 
many of them in their ancient costumes, who, after 
Venerating the relic of the good t. George of Cappa­
docia, the patron aint of the Byzantines, the Genoese, 
and the Engli h, dance national dances, and enjoy the 
sw ·et print}' evening until the steamer bell remorse­
lessly rec lis them. 

TJH; l!O'I'IIOI'US. 

I h. d hear I . o much of the beauties of the Bos­
phorus, that I confess it disappointed me. The hills 
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these regions has constantly flocked, during the 
summer months, to breathe the delicious air of the 
pine-woods and to enjoy the lovely views of these 
delightful islands. Very few Turks, however, come 
here, and those who do are not much in favour with 
the Sultan, being considered altogether unorthodox. 
Their wives, taking advantage of the fact that, some­
how or other, His Majesty's spies rarely trouble the 
Princes Islands with their presence, go about with 
heir yaskmacs simply tied round their heads, and their 

faces fully exposed, thus turning the jealous screen 
into a becoming head-dress, lending an additional 
beauty to the charming faces of its wearers. 

However, during the few days I spent at Prinkipo, 
in the summer of '94, a curious incident took 
place. ome Turkish ladies, in imitation of their 
English sisters, determined to enjoy a moonlight row 
from Prinkipo to the neighbouring i le of Proti­
the deserted island on which ir Henry Bulwer, 
when mbassador to the 'ublimc Portc, conceived 
the fantastic idea of building a villa, which he 
never inhabited, and which is now a ruin. The 
party of ladies was a f: irly larg one, and when 
they ' ere in their calqu s th ·y b ·gan to sing an old 
Turkish song in so delightful a manner ., to ob· 
tain applause from a numb r of Lurup ·an gentlemen 
wh were watching proceeding from the 1 i r. n 
its return the party was met by th Chief I nspcctor 
of I olic , with a message from th .rovernor, ,.,..ho 
ordered the ladie forth\ ith to ap1 ar before him. 
with th ir eils well adjusted, c. ·hibitin only the 
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houses, its mosques and minarets, its church and 
campanile, and its fine old wooden palaces overlook­
ing the delicious Sweet Waters of Asia, where on 
Friday afternoons, the Turkish women flit abou't in 
their cai:ques, wearing, most of them, it must be con­
fessed, European costumes, and shading their slightly 
veiled faces with the latest Parisian lace and gauze, 
but guarded by eunuchs, who squat in the stern of 
boats, unrivalled, save by the Venetian Gondola, for 
grace and romantic charm. 

Rumelli- Hissar, with the fine old ruins of 
Mohammed's castle, is remarkably picturesque, and 
the view from the heights above, on a fine spring 
morning, ' hen the judas- trees are coming out in 
bloom, is one which can never be forgotten. 

Buyukdere, beyond Therapia, has a distinctly 
Italian aspect. It is especially gay and bright 
on a unday afternoon, as it is the starting-point 
for the I~ ore t of Belgrade. Passing the gigantic 
plane-tree, known as the Crusaders', under which 

otlfrey de ouillon is said to have assembled some 
hundred of hi men in council, you ride through 
charmin country to Belgrade-a fine pasture-land, 
the be uty of the trees, and a certain grace of 
0 Utlin , r callincr the prettiest parts of the Midland 
countie of EnO'lantl. Belgrade itstlf, which Lady 
~Iary \\on) y fonta u describes so pleasantly in 
h r l tt r: , nd which, in her day, ' as full of colour 
~ntl b uty, i t prc ent a very tumble-down ,.iJlage 
tnd ·cl, with c rcely a decent house in the place. 
1 t bo t little c, fc hung with chromo-Iithographs, 
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are low-lying and of no particular distinction of out­
line. The colouring for the most part is gray, and 
the far-famed Imperial Palaces, which are really the 
only monuments of any importance on either shore, 
always reminded me of the mansions of the retired 
stock-brokers of New York, for even the Dolma 
Baghtcheh lacks grandeur, and, were it not built of 
white marble, would be voted somewhat stagey in 
appearance. The villages are still picturesque 
enough, but are being rapidly spoilt by the intro­
duction of the very worst style of London and 
Parisian suburban architecture; and the few good 
old Turkish houses which remain have a tumble­
down and desolated appearance, which, though quaint 
enough, is somewhat depressing. 

Therapia, where the Bosphorus widens out to 
the Black ea, commands a majestic, almost an awe­
inspiring view ; but surely the man ' ho designed the 
British Embassy, which occupies a most prominent 
position-on the very spot wher , possibly, the furious 
l\ledca landed, in hot ursuit of the recalcitrant J a on 
- deserv s a hearty curse, for no spot, rich in it elf in 
natural b auty ami classical interest, ' as ever sadcllcd 
' ith so absolutely commonplace ancl trivi, I a dis· 
figur m ·nt. 'or i th erman f!.tnba sy much better, 
nor the h -rapi, Pal, c · I lot I, with it f< I · air of the 
·a oy, nor the ugly mod •rn atholic hurch. nly 

on· building, th J· n.:nch l~mb< y, j r , Jly appro· 
priate to its surrounding . 'I he A iatic horc has 
b n I spoilt by the I~uropcans. I' andali i still 
an nch. nting vill. ·, with it str · t of wooden 



CHAPTER VII I. 

HIANGEN VAR. 

0:-\E evening, about a week after my arrival in Con­
stantinople, as I sat reading the papers in the sitting­
room of the Hotel Bristol, I heard a strange, weird 
<:ry-u Hiangen \'ad hiangen var!" A few moments 
a~tcrwards a hurrying procession dashed past the 
Wmclows. :ome forty men, m st of them young, with 
bare feet, arms, and chests, tore at full speed, carrying 
bet\ cen them a s rt of brazen instrument, much more 
lik an Egyptian idol than a fire-engine. Yet a fire­
·nginc it ' a - for .. hiangcn var" is "fire" in Turkish 

parJanc : " tambul hiangen var," "fire in tambul ! " 
~ ob( dy app ar d particularly disturbed by this warn­
lllg cry, n r by th wild-lo king crew that scurried by, 
~earin that quaint, but absolutely useless, extinctor 
111 th •ir mid t. 

C nst ntin pi , since its rliest foundation, has 
b n d vour d by the fire fiend a hundred times, at 
1 

• uilt, v •n in Byzantine times, almost entirely 
d, ·c pt in th case of th · palaces and public 

ll1 num nt , it ha always r s mblcd, in that respect, 
an \m rican b ck\' d settlement, and is no whit less 
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and an interesting old church, before which, on 
the pleasant Sunday I spent there, a couple of 
dozen Greek peasants, dressed in cast-off frock-coats 
and suits, were dancing the Rumana. I found no 
trace of Lady Mary Wortley Montagu's house. 
Either I was not properly directed, or else it has 
long since fallen to ruin. The F crest of Belgrade 
is magnificent. The trees are superb, and even now 
it extends over a vast area. On a unday the 
Armenians haunt it, and I shall never forget a group 
I beheld, cooking a sheep whole, gipsy-fashion, over 
a camp fire. The men were dressed in shabby frock­
coats, and the women, instead of their own quaint 
head·gear, wore those very remarkable and much­
befeathered hats so dear to the coster girl of London. 
It has come to this I 
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of " ide Lights on the French Revolution." I had 
contracted to deliver the book into the publisher's 
hands, before a certain day in the end of February. 
It had cost me four years' hard work, and I had spent a 
great deal of money in collecting hitherto unpublished 
material for it. All that remained to be done, was a 
careful revision, and rectification of dates and nomen­
clature. I carried the two complete MSS. and my 
?otes with me, and sent my library of reference, includ­
Ing some seventy very rare books on the French Revo­
lution, by sea.* I have elsewhere related how these 
b ks \ ere seized, and not restored to me till late in 
March, 1894, thus greatly retarding the completion of my 
Work. Early in that month I left the Hotel Bristol for 
t~c Hotel d' naleterre (?\Iisiri's Hotel). There I occu­
Pied rooms, which at one time were honoured by the 
Pre nee of The phile Gautier, and Jater by George 
A.ugustus ala. and carried my task so near its close 
that the f ·. were actually tied up and addressed for 
d ·spatch to Ln land. by the kind hands of a friendly 
Qu n's m nCYer who was to start on Monday, I 9th 
April. 11 und. y. \pril 18th, it poured with rain. 
\\ h ·n I r turn d, J, t , from a dinner-party, I found, to 
tny r at ann \', nee. eh< t J could not occupy my room 
-th window lnd b en brok n, they told me, and the 
~<tin w, b ·atina in. .. n th r room bclmv my own had 

n pr par d (! r m , anJ in it I went to bed, without 
r 'Ill vin a in J thin fr m the apartment above. 

v r hundr d \'lllll:lblc \\'Orks on Con tantinople and Turkey, 
Pur h d · 1 · the it t the of pri\ te library, oon after my arm-a m 

}', '· r I o b mt. 
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inflammable. Sometimes, as you go home from 
theatre or party, you will see an angry glow in the 
clouds, hanging over the city, and the distant cry of 
" tambul hiangen var ! " will strike upon your ear. 
The passers-by look up, and say, "Oh, yes, it's near 
such and such a mosque ; " but they do not care suffi­
ciently about the matter, to follow the running proces­
sion of firemen, who, by the way, have a rival in the 
shape of a more modern brigade, organised on the 
French system, and captained by a very venturesome 
Hungarian. The next morning you are told that a 
hundred houses have been burnt down, and some two 
or three thousand people rendered homeless. 

In former days the ultan was obliged to attend 
all fires in person. It mattered not whether he was in 
bed or not, up His Majesty had to get, and ut he had 
to sally. uddenly an odalisque, clad in red from he:.td 
to ~ t, sto d b side th Imp rial couch. his strange 
apparition m ant "fire!" and wet or fin , sick or well, 
the Padishah was forced to fly t the rescue. Things 
arc changed now, and Abd-ul-Hamid would not stir o~•t 
of his Palace, if tambul w r in a blaze from 'craglto 
Point t the drianople ate. 

Little did I dream, when first I h ·ard th ry of 
c hiangen var ," that I ' as soon t ha. v • a n • er· w-bc~ 
forgotten e. ·p riencc of wh. t a fire in on tantinoplc 
meant! 

\ hen I 1 ft Lon on, s me\ ·hat suddenly, to go t<> 

C nstantin pl , in Decem! r, 1893. I h. d ju. t cn.rw 
pl t a w rk in t\ o v lume , m ny chapt rs of wh!ch 
had p r · in th 'aturday Ji. e~ i w, und r th uti~,; 
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disappeared for ever. I am not ashamed to own it, I 
cried like a child. 

Towards daybreak I found my way back to the 
Petits Champs, and stood with my two hands resting 
on the rails of the garden looking across towards 

tambul, over whose graceful profile of minaret and 
dome a beautiful rosy dawn was stealing. The rain had 
ceased, the coming day promised to be brilliantly fine. 

"1n the name of God," said a voice beside me,. 
'' what are you doing here ? You are drenched to the 
skin." 

. It was Gigi, a Levantine gentleman, well known 
tn Constantinople, to whom I owed my introduction to 
"a ineteenth Century Grand Vizir," described in a 
later chapter of this work. I had good cause, later, 
not to lov · him, but I can never forget his kind­
ness that morning-how he got me back to the hotel, 
and saw m , fe to bed, and tried to console me for 
rny misfortun . But that was beyond his power. It 
Was n t the lo of the book itself so much, it was 
th wa ted hours of the brightest years of my life I 
rnourn d. 

i i is d ad! Iay the soil rest lightly on his 
bones. 1 h vil he did me, unwittincrly it may be, is 
Writ in '·at ~r; his kindness is deeply graven on a 
grateful mcm rr. 

I·orgh· m ntlc reader, if 1 have dwelt too long 
011 

' h t m y, • ftcr all, se m but a trivial subject. I 
Would fain think th. t thi tru · r ·lation of the story of 
a fir in th · city of eh Turk may not be without its 
lll<>d t int r L 
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Towards three in the morning I was awakened by 
the apparition of an elderly lady, the late Mrs. Tholozan, 
wife of the doctor to the Shah of Persia, who burst 
into my room crying, " For the love of God, get up ; 
the house is burning ! " I had barely time to put on 
my slippers, and struggle into a fur-lined coat, before 
tongues of fire burst through the ceiling, and in a few 
moments the whole place was in a blaze. My first 
impulse was to rush to my own rooms, but the flames 
drove me back, and I found there was but one chance 
for life-to get out of the blazing house as fast as 
possible. There were very few people in the hotel, 
and the porter hit on the excellent idea of calling us 
by name, so as to make sure all were safe. 

My feelings, at this critical moment, were of a nature 
beyond all power of description. It blew bitterly cold, 
and the rain fell in torrents, yet I felt neither rain nor 

' wind; all I could think of' as my book-my four years 
hard \ ork lost-utterly lost. For some time I was 
quite unconscious of what I was doing. I wandered 
aimlessly about, full of a dull s nse of mis ry, and quite 
oblivious of the fact that I was arcfoot ·d and in mY 
nioht-shirt. obody notic ' my stran · garb, nor 
me-all wcr ~ to ) busy with th •ir own affcLirs-nnd I 
wander cl down to '1 ophan ~ with< ut w 11 knowing 
whith r I was gain r. I y sole th u ht \ , s still Jll)' 

bo k-my book ! I h·td built such hop on its success 
-it had swall ,.,.. d s many m nth of pr cious time, 
n v r to b r pi c d. y cl ·gr · • I l> ·gan to r ·:disC 
that with my poor ook, all my cloth •s, a consi<.lcr:tbl~ 
urn f mon )', an om very \'aluabl jeweller)', ha 
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About I 830 it was turned into an hotel by Misiri, 
an Italian courier, and butler to Lord Stratford de 
Redcliffe, who had married her Iadyship's maid. Since 
the date of its opening, until its final destruction, it 
had entertained a series of Royal, diplomatic, artistic, 
and literary celebrities-the mere list of whose names 
would fill a page or so of this book. 

I must not forget to mention that Madame Tho­
lozan, the lady who saved my life by warning me of 
my danger. and who now unfortunately is dead herself, 
had escaped from no less than four world-famous fires. 

he was, I have heard, one of the three passengers 
sa cl from a vessel, coming from Bakou to Con­
~tantinople. cargoed with petroleum, which took fire 
111 the Black ea. he was in the Vienna theatre 
fir·. and contrived to rret out uninjured. During ,.., 
th • fire at the pera Comique she had a hair-breadth 
csca1 , an . finally. sh . was among the first people to 
lea\' th th atr at • ic . when it was burnt down to 
th · gr und s me few years since. he had only 
arriv cl in C n tantinoplc on the day preceding the 
fir in which I had such a costly and dismal ex­
I ri ne . h cap d uninjured, but was, I fear. 
'r a Iy hak n b\· th . adventur , and she died a few 

rn nth a , t th r gr t of all who had the honour 
f kn win •cry ccomplishcd and interesting 

Wom n. 
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In that fire perished the original of one of Mdme. 
Du Barry's passports-the only M . of any import­
ance, connected with the Great Revolution, I had 
brought with me. I had bought it in Paris on my 
way to Turkey. It gave her height, described her 
colouring, it bore her signature, and had been used by 
her when she went to England in search of her lost 
jewels. It was consumed within a few hundred yards 
of the house in which one of her bitterest enemies­
who, like her, perished on the scaffold-first saw the 
light: the French poet, ndre Chenier. 

Another curious feature in connection with the fire 
was the destruction of a small but perfectly authenti­
cated and well-known drawing of t. l\Iichael and the 

ragon, by Andrea del 'arto, which had never left me 
in all my travels, since I was a lad. I carried it clown 
to my temporary bedroom, but, in the hurry of escape, 
left it behin , and it was impossibl to sccur it; a few 
minute after I left my room, it was lost ~ r C\'Cr. 

To give some idea of the c. ·traordinary m nncr in 
which justice is conclucte in Turk ·y, I may as well 
relat that seven \ ceks laps cl, b ~x · the p >lice took 
th • slight t notic of the affair, or .·aminecl such of 
the witn s s • s r ·main d in Const ntinople- the 
maj rity, b ing tourists, had left imm diatcly ftcr their 
lucky cape. The univ •r a) opini n was th. t tht: old 
hotel- th fir t n the I~ur p . n . )' t ·m tabli~h d in 

unstantinople, and former! y th • I · J· ranchi I'alacc­
wa purp I}' d str }' cl for a n f: riou r a ,n. 

1 t wa • \ · ·11-built tone man i n c f th 5 '\'t,nt t:nth 
s m r m. rk- bly fine furniture· 
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e~is:ence), I received a communication from my friend 
G1g1, to the effect that a long-promised interview 
between myself and a genuine Grand Vizir had been 
arranged for the following afternoon. Visions of 
the bio- red room at home haunted me all that night, 
and I dreamt some hours away, wandering with the 
glorious old Khaliph, and Mesrour, through the streets 
and bazaars of Baghdad, or dallying in the marble 
halls, and enchanted palaces, those worthies were 
w nt t frequent. I was childish enough to count the 
h urs which should bring me face to face with that 
friend f my youth, the Grand Vizir! 

It rained. on the longed-for morrow, as it can only 
rain in Constantinople-a tropical downpour. vVe 
started for the ublime Porte at three o'clock, old 

igi and I. \ \' e rattled in our hired brougham over 
~h crowded bridcre, Gigi chatte~ing all the way, turn­
Ing th · vi it, by anticipation, into ridicule. 

At la t w reached the ublimc Porte. The nu­
Ill •rous bl ck stove-pipes, thrust through its orange­
C!JI JUr ·d tucc wall . are hideous enou~rh to rob even 
a Louvr f, ny pr tencc to beauty, and set the seal of 
·ornrn nplac ne 11 the very ordinary building which 

!> ·ar thi iJI-, ppli d th ugh high-sounding- title. tand-
111R th r , like Br bdin rna:-..ian match-bo. ·, bored full 
1 f hol• C r wind w , it lu ked in ·. ·pressibly dreary. in 
th d >\\'np ur. 'I he two liul ·cntincf on each side 
>f th I r. m unt d , n sto I to make them look 

tall r. mu t h ,. b n dr nch d t< their ,·cry bones. 
\\ ll1 d ur mry by th Pashas' do r, and beh.cld 
an I• • ·c 11 ncy- ,, ry t u L and ,. ry ,.., out}'- bel ng­

z OL. 1. 



CHAPTER IX. 

A NINETEENTH CENTURY GRAND VIZIR. 

DowN in Norfolk, in my grandfather's old house, there 
was a certain ro m hung with red damask, and 
known as ' the best chamber." In it there stood a 
big oak b kcase, full of venerable tomes, the latest of 
them printed somewhere about the first decade of this 
century. Younger by some years than either of my 
brothers, I, wh now survive them both, was a londy 
child, who knew no greater delight in life than t steal 
int this r om, full of rich crims n . hadows, and p ·r­
vad ·d by that air f mystery which cv r ling ·rs ab< ut 
a rar ly cnt ·red chamb ·r. 1 o pull dm n a volum of 
the " \rabian . · ights" and sit reading it in the ruddy 
twilight which filter •cl through the closely - drawn 
curtains. cast v r me a charm the m mory of which, 
even now, thrills me with cl light. P rch · on an old­
fashioned arm-chair in th · ruest-chamb 'r, I mad · mY 
first acC}uaintanc with th · two dear st fri ·nds of mY 
dr amy b yhood. Harun-ai-Ra hid and th · ,rand 
Vizir. I maa in • th n. my r •ad •r. if incl cl you call· 
' ith \ hat [I linas of .·citcm lit, near akin to ~n~c 
{ ''en after o many 1 ng y ·ars f communplilcc 
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()r chairs, nothing but divans, covered with the same 
stuff as the curtains, even more tattered and mouse­
nibbled. By-and-by Gigi, who had discovered some 
old Turkish gossip or other, of his own, installed him­
self on one of the divans, and the pair sat whispering 
with their heads together, whilst the reflection from 
the candle threw a weird exaggerated shadow of their 
profiles, and hooked noses, on the ceiling above. 

I looked out of the window, having first of all 
scrubbed a clear spot to peep through-as far as I 

. can judge, the majority of the windows in the Sublime 
Porte have not been cleaned since the building was 
first erected. This is what I saw through my clean 
pane: A wide courtyard, badly paved, full of pools 
of water; a hideous iron railing, and beyond that an 
ill-kept road ; then a dead wall, and, above the wall, 
the dome of ancta ophia. To the left, I beheld a 
n w mosque in process of erection ; to the right, the 
t ttering minaret of a mosque long since disused. 

It was rapidly growing dark, and but few 
P · ple \ ere abroad. A couple of Turkish women 
passc:d-their \'eils and cloaks blowing about-strug­
gling with their umbrellas, which were persistently 
turning inside >ut ; then an urchin or so, going home 
from scho 1 ; then a soldier; finally a carriage with a 
I ha. in it, c rted by a dozen or so men on horse-
ack, drO\· • t fuii gallop towards the bridge, 

spla hin furiou lr through the puddles, as it dashed 
I a t th tw little dr nched sentinels at the outer 
gat . , tern p mp and glory I saw nothing­
, ·ithcr within the Pal ce or without. 

z z 
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hoisted into his carriage. When he had cleared the 
way for us to pass into the hall we found ourselves in a 
huge, low, whitewashed room, guarded by two more 
little Turkish sentinels, standing on two more round 
wooden stools or stands, just like a couple of toy 
soldiers. The floor of this hall was wet and shiny 
with the traffic of wet feet, and a few gas lamps, 
innocent of shades, were already flaring. At the end 
of this depressing apartment was a well-worn wooden 
staircase, before the lowest step of which two dirty 
attendants pounced upon our feet, and bereft us of our 
goloshes, which forthwith went to swell a prodigious 
pile of muddy footgear, stacked in a heap in a neigh­
bouring corner, and presided over by a negro, who 
presented us with a check in return for our deposit. 
This ceremony was watched, with much appearance of 
interest, by some half;dozen seedy-looking individuals, 
who sat warming their hands round a brazier, and 
sipping the indispen able coffee, hand cl round n 
a common black lacquered tin tray, embellished with 
a half-obliterated view of the Eiffel Tower, by another 
slatternly-looking negro. Then we egan to ascend 
the afor s. id shabby staircase, at the top of which two 
ohs quious servants, in ill-fitting frock-coats turned 
grc ·n with ag , ush red us, after the u ~ual ricntal 
salutations. into a large mpty nom, \ ith thr · · I• r ·nch 
' indows, dr. p with Brus· silk curt· ins, th trailing 
ends f which wer half ··a •n , '', y by mic ·. Prc­
s ntly one of th att ndant r turn cl, with a 1 arafnnc 
candl in a flat candlestick, which h t clown on th' 
floor in the middle of the ro m. Ther • , ·r · no tables 
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August Master cares only for peace. My August 
Master would not kill a flea, much less an Armenian," 
etc., etc. 

The red room at home had by this time entirely 
faded from my memory. This Grand Vizir had 
naught in common with my old friend of Baghdad. 
Each time he said "My August Master," stringing his 
praises together as if he were reciting a litany, I said, 
deep down in my heart, unconsciously imitating Mr. 
Burchell, ''Fudge. Fudge!" 

At last we rose to take our leave. Said His 
Highness, \Vithout rising-that would have been too 
much condescension: "\Vhen you write about my 
August i\Iaster. you will speak nothing but the truth! 
( Vous 1/C dire:: tjliC la vcrittf. )'' 

" Bien entendu, Altesse," said I. as I bade fare­
well to this verv courteous and exceedingly handsome 
gentleman. whd might have made a fair Boulevard/er, 
but who was. to my thinking at least, a very indif­
ferent r prcscntati,·c of dear old Jaafar. "]e n'y 
ll1Cli1<Jl1Crai pa . j e ne dirai <JUC la verite." 

'' id you notice," said Gigi. as we left the room 
after endless salams, ,.,·hich, as performed in our 
mod rn costume, b rdered on the ridiculous, ··those two 
<:r ··ttur s wh stood so silent. so motionless, on either 
side of the door ? , 

.. \' s." 

" Th \' were the mutes ! " 
. So th~sc tw shabbily-dressed wretches, the drums 

of ' ho ars had be n perforated, so that they should 
not h ar, and wh se t ngucs had been cut, so that 
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Presently, a well enough dressed gentleman ap­
peared, and announced that His Highness the Grand 
Vizir would be happy to receive us. He led us 
down a dark corridor, full of mysterious people sitting 
on divans and whispering- everybody whispers in 
Turkey-and threw open the door of a very com­
fortable - looking room. A brand- new Axminster 
carpet covered the floor, and some rather handsome 
leather chairs were arranged round the apartment. 
There was a stove at white heat, and near it a very 
large American desk, and a capacious waste-paper 
basket. At this desk sat His Highness the Grand 
Vizir, a handsome gentleman of fifty or thereabouts, 
who wore a sort of German military uniform, with 
gold epaulettes, and an amazing number of Turkish 
decorations. He rose and greeted us. \'cry affably, in 
the most approved modern fashion, begged us to be 
seated. and offered us cigarettes. Then he started 
talking Sultan in e. ·cellent French. According to 
His Highness, Abd-ul-Hamid was not so much the 
".~hadow" as the very "Light of od," shedding 
inc ·ssant and infinite benefits on all and sundry 
an und him. 

"1\Iy August l\Iaster thinks of nothin r but the 
w !fare of his subjects." said h , unctuously. "l\ly 

u,.ust !aster intends that Turk y shall stand at 
the head of civilisation. Iy August Master will 
mak, any sacrifice for the welfar of his 1 ·opl ·. :l\Iy 
Au u t last r's h art i big ~nough t > ab ·orb all the 
nati ns f the 'trth. Iohamm ·clan and Christian 
alike. l\Iy ugust i\1 Sl r loves En land. l\ly 



CHAPTER X. 

KARAGHEUZ AND THE STAGE IN TURKEY. 

IN Ramazan, when the Mohammedans turn day into 
night and night into day, when, in the exquisite 
moonlight of the East, the enchantment of olden 
times reasserts itself, and envelopes Stambul with 
its mag-ic romance; when the minarets and domes of 
the illuminated mosques stand out ghostly white, 
against a deep blue sky, gemmed with a myriad 
stars ; \\'hen the quaint open shops in the narrow 
streets sparkle with coloured lamps, and groups of 
veiled women, guarded by eunuchs, each of whom 
bears a lantern fixed to a long pole, flit by myste­
riously on their way to the mosque of Shah-zade or of 
Ahmed of the six minarets-Karagheuz, the Turkish 
Punch, performs before rapturous audiences, who 
crowd the cafes (almost exclusively patronised by 
1\Ioslims) behind the beautiful Bayezfdieh l\Iosque, 
the loveliest of all the three hundred and sixty Con­
stantinople boasts. 

Kar, heuz is a far more important personage than 
most coplc would imagine; for, though he be but a 

The ttro mosques most frequented by women. 
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they should not report, but be simply deaf- mute 
watchers, are all that now remains of the state which, 
seventy years ago, still surrounded a Grand Vizir. 

" I visited the Grand Vizir," thus runs a letter 
dated June, 18 IO, "and found him seated on a 
splendid divan, in a hall of state, in the Old Seraglio, 
of great size and loftiness, the walls of which were 
lined with the most beautiful Persian tiles I have ever 
seen, and the wooden ceiling rich with colour and 
gold. His Highness's robes were of satin, his caftan 
was of cloth of gold lined with ermine. There was a 
great crescent of diamonds in his towering turban, 
which clasped a tuft of flamingo feathers. There 
must haYe been SC\'enty attendants, at least, sur­
rounding him, each in a costume of exceeding splen­
dour. I cann t tell you how imposing it all was. It 
was like a page out of Galland's ' Arabian ights.' "* 

.. Unpublished letter from Constantinople, dated June 4th, I81o. 
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hideous frock-coat of modern civilisation. with fezes 
on their heads. Their little bright- ey~d children 
nestled close to them, watching proceedings in tha t 
earnest, yet half-listless way peculiar to Turkish 
urchins. A few old turbaned Turks sat gravely 
apart, smoking their chibouks. The background was 
filled up as usual, with a nondescript crowd of odds 
and ends from every corner of the earth, including 
several Cook's tourists, in prosaic tweed suits. In an 
obscure corner of the room, a group of Armenian and 
Greek women of the lowest class, muffled up in their 
thick black shawls, covering their heads and faces, 
sat apart, whispering eagerly one to another, and 
occasionally bursting into fits of ill-suppressed giggling, 
as Karagheuz, growing bolder and bolder with 
impunity and approbation, became more rampantly 
paganish than usual in his glaring impropriety. 

urin('Y the performance tiny cups of aromatic 
coffee were constantly handed round by Circassian 
youths wearing the good old costume : baggy 
trousers and little coils of coloured linen, mere apology 
for turbans, heaped up on their shaven heads. From 
tim · to time throucYh the open door. I caught a 
glimJ e of the e. ·quisit Gothic alcove and porphyry 
column of the b autiful Harem of the mosque, 
in which a kind of fair was in progress. Round the 
normou. cypr, s tn:e, which towers like a giant. in 

th • c •ntre f the cloister, all sorts of dried frutts, 
oran · fat nut , apple . sweetmeats, and rahat 
lakhoum w re heal d up, under the guard!anship of 
c ·rtain loud-\'oic , bearded merchants, as ptcturesque 
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diminutive figure cut out of camel's hide and roughly 
painted, which plays its merry part behind a sheet, so 
that its comic outline and gorgeous colouring stand out 
against the white expanse, yet is he full of life and 
antics-a very epitome of Turkish wit and humour. 
In physical form he resembles our Punch, but in 
dress he more approaches Pantaloon. He is, I be­
lieve, a very ancient mannikin ; I am persuaded that 
long before the days of Mohammed the Conqueror, 
Karagheuz, under some other name, was an old and 
familiar friend in the houses of the wealthy Byzan­
tines, and enjoyed wide popularity in the slums of 
ancient Constantinople. 

My introduction to him was made in Ramazan, 
I 894, in an outlandish little cafe, established in a ruined 
Byzantine building, immediately behind the great 
Bazaar, and close to the Harem or courtyard of the 
1\Iosque of Bayezid. 

hall I ever forget that night ? \Vhcn I shut my 
eyes, the whole scene comes back t me- the long. 
whitewashed room, with a curved roof, which had 
probably formed part of the aps of a church or 
shrine, th line of lighted horn )ant ·rns, hung up 
against the \ all, and casting a dull glimmer on the 
faces of th strange crowd scat ·d in an improvised 
amphitheatr -for the performnnc • invariably takes 
place in one corn r of the cham r, acroc:s which a 
·heet is tightly stretch d. In th front seat . on 
time-worn arm-chairs (which had se ·n b ·tt ·r day , in 
som · \mbassador's palace p ·rhaps , w •r · a few ·Id ·rly 
Pash. one or two in uniform, the r t garb ·d in the 
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silence. Pussy's repast was evidently over. The 
incident of the cat and the mouse had so delighted 
the audience that a little wave of admiring whispers 
rippled through the chamber, to be presently silenced, 
as the figures of two ladies were projected upon the 
screen. One was dressed in European and the other 
in Turkish fashion. They were apparently in earnest 
conversation, when, suddenly, they were joined by a 
Turkish "masher" in "Stambuline" or frock-coat, 
with a straight collar, lavender trousers, patent leather 
boots, etc., au gra1zd complet. On his head he wore 
a fez. A prodigious moustache, curling up under his 
nose, added a rakishness that was irresistibly funny 
to his appearance. Presently the masher slipped a 
piece of paper into Iadame's hand, after which he 
made obvious overtures to elope with the Hanum. 
For a few minutes everything seemed rose-coloured; 
but alas ! I~ aragheuz was at hand, keen to make 
mischicf-brin ing with him, on this his first appear­
ance, the outraaed husband of the lady. Then there 
was much animation upon the sheet. The husband 
and the lover fought right valiantly, the husband,. I 
m sorry t ·ay, continually getting the worst of It, 

much to th dcli ht of the public. His fez Hew off, 
his frock-coat was torn, and reduced at last to a 
pitiable pli ht he was obliged to beat an ignominious 
retr at. nee more the Turkish lady, she of Europe, 
and th ma h r ' ere group cl together, and judging 
from th m. nn r in which their heads met and the 
arn • t whi p r d consultation in ,..-hich . they ap­

p r ntly cnga e , th y were evidently plottmg some 
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as ever Deschamps and Devedeux painted. Beyond~ 
the open portal of the mosque, flooded with the glare 
of a thousand lamps, revealed the interior of the 
Sanctuary, and the bent forms of its devout con­
gregation, rising up and falling again, head to earth 
with rhythmic regularity, each time the name of 
Allah was pronounced by the Imam. No words can 
paint the singularity of that contrast. Looking one 
way, my eyes rested on the stretched field of white 
canvas, upon which Karagheuz was constantly violating 
every law of Allah and his Koran; and when they 
wearied of watching his impish infamy, a turn of the 
head discovered that other scene of peace and prayer. 

Suddenly, the lights in the area of the improvised 
auditorium were extinguished, the sheet that was to 

sen'e for a stage shone opaquely transparent, and 
now the fun b gan in earnest. The orchestra-two 
drums, a flute, a viola, and a triangle-struck up those 
quavering sounds ' hich enchant the Eastern e, r, but 
which nearly drive the European listener mad. For 
a minute, or two, the transparency remained mpty. 
Presently a funny little figure on a camel' back 
scurried acro s, spe clily follow cl by a c t running 
after a mouse. The cat played with the mouse an 
unconscionable time, nd fin lly swallowed it -. hole. 

t this the orchestr ·mitt ·cl the most appalling 
noi es, a sort of quivering shriek, intermingled with 
a rumbling rattle-possibly intended to illustrate the 
agonies of th luckless mouse in the tortur ·-chamber 
of the eat's stomach ; then, ' ith a d , fening tattoo 
on the qu int-shaped drum, it gr dually s •ttlccl into 
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owned and worked by an Armenian ; the Turks are 
not even equal to reciting their own jokes or pulling 
the wires of their own marionettes. He is not utterly 
alone in the world, for, as I have already mentioned, 
he has his friend Hadji-ai:vat by way of confidant. 
This little gentleman is twin brother to Harlequin. 
More alert in his movements than Karagheuz, he not 
unfrequently executes the abominations he suggests 
for the delectation of his master and crony. 

An iiiustration of this occurred early in the play I 
am endeavouring to describe. When Karagheuz and 
Hadji-aivat, between them, had pulled the venture­
some masher to pieces, the exertion consequent on 
this peculiar method of execution apparently proved 
too much for Karagheuz, who fell panting into a 
sitting position, in an acute angle of the sheet. Not 
so Hadji-alvat, for, when the French Ambassador 
came upon the scene (whether by chance or design I 
never knew) he conducted himself abominably. On 
beholding His E. ·cellency he fell prostrate at his feet, 
\ hile 1' araghcuz limply rose and followed suit. The 
attitude of the mbassador was exceedingly majestic, 
s, addressinrr himself to one of his secretaries, who 

now slid on to the canvas, he lifted his stick me­
nacin rJy. • t once, the two ladies rushed forward, 
app rcntly to be eech his protection. The Ambas-
ador r cei,·c them • ffi bly enough and offered each 

an arm, doubtless with the object of escorting them to 
th · • mb y. n thi 1 f. <.lji-ai"vat, who had g~t 
b ·hind 1I i l:..·ceJiency, suddenly jumped upon h~s 
b, ck. In , n in t nt hi gold-laced coat was in tatters, his 
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fresh outrage against the offended husband. Nemesis, 
however, was at hand, again in the shape of 
Karagheuz, who shortly returned, in company, this 
time, of his alter ego, Hadji-ai:vat, of whom anon. 
Things now became very mixed indeed, for both 
these iniquitous little gentlemen having cast a longing 
glance upon the ladies' charms, determined forthvvith 
to rid themselves of the inconvenient masher. \Vhen 
least that luckless youth expected it, they pounced 
upon him and literally pulled him in two. Then 
followed a scene with the fair ladies which I may not 
describe-not even in Latin! 

Karagheuz is about eight inches high, and is 
always shown in profile. He is the best caricature 
imaginable of a fussy old Turk, with a parrot-like 
nose, and a beady, glittering eye, screened by a thick 
projecting eyebrow. This eye, as is often the case 
in certain Byzantine mosaics, notwithstanding that the 
figure is in profile, is shown full- faced and surrounded 
by a thick black line, which makes the china white of 
the ball uncannily vivid, and thus giv s the diminutive 
countenance an indescribably devilish cxpre sion. His 
cone-shaped poll is surmounted by a hu(re turb. n, \\·hich 
on the slighte. t provocation is rcmov J I y a \ ire, to 
display his cocoJ-nut of a he. cl, an c.·hibition always 
greeted with shout:, of laucrhter. I Ic wear::. a coloured 
waistcoat, a short jack t, and a pair of bao-o-y trousers, 
with striped stockin s, xnctly like those of our pnnta· 
loon. His legs and arms are 11exibl·, and are moved 
by kilfullr concealed wires, and hi esture:; are 
clumsy but \'igorous eno h. I' angh ·uz i invariably 
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bon-mots which excited such Homeric laughter in the 
audience of the little cafe behind the Bayezidieh ; nor 
yet may I enter into further particulars of the exploits 
of Karagheuz, nor describe in detail how he and his 
friend Hadji-arvat divested themselves of their last 
scrap of reticence, and, like a pair of little drunken 
Satyrs, careered madly up and down the key-board of 
equivocal conduct, thereby provoking such roars of 
delight that the braided pigtails of the three little 
grand-daughters of a certain Pasha (who sat in an 
arm-chair in the front row, and who nearly had a fit 
himself), literally vibrated with the intensity of their 
excitement, and their childish merriment rang through 
the building, re-echoed by the significant chuckles of 
the group of mysterious Christian women huddled 
together in the dark corner. 

o, on and on, went Karagheuz and his friend, 
leaving no iniquity untried, until, in an evil moment 
for him If, the old sinner tumbled, like Humpty-

um t}', off a high \ all, and could not be picked up 
again. Then they buried him, Turkish fashion, hurry­
ing him to his grave as fast as they could; but 
r ar, gheuz, \ ho i immortal, presently pushed up 
the lid of hi coffin, and sat upon it, roaring with 
laught r, to the inten e amu ement of the public, who 
appl u ·d till their hands ached, and bestowed liberal 
doles of small coin on the two handsome lads who 
c me round with a I ewter platter to collect their 
of~ rin T • The li ht behind the screen disappeared 
' s sudd nh· a it had shone out, and the outrageous 
littl orch · tr pi. red a crescmdo finale, winding up 
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cocked hat cast to the winds, and the representative 
of the G1~ande Rijmblique now appeared a very poor, 
thin, wretched individual indeed, stricken with rheu­
matism and seemingly afflicted with the gout. Howl­
ing with pain he rushed off, followed by his fair friends, 
whilst the orchestra struck a few chords, vaguely re­
calling the Marseillaise. Karagheuz, evidently afraid 
of the consequences, promptly bolted, leaving Hadji­
alvat triumphant master of the field. \Vhat became 
of the ladies is more than I can say. They disappeared 
from the stage altogether, and were presently replaced 
by two negresses. 

Next we saw a caravan bound for Mecca, mounted 
on camels, even on elephants, the little beasts being 
by no means badly constructed. The elephants caused 
intense merriment, for with their long trunks they 
helped to undress a goodly number of people, and 
otherwise facilitated the pranks of I' aragheuz and 
Hadji-alvat, to whom the undressing of ladies and 
g ntlemen in public apparently offers I cculiar at­
tractions. 

All this time the rmenian behind the screen re­
cited, in a singsong voic , a dialogue in Turkish, full 
of pr 1 osterous double- entmdres and questionable 
"chestnuts." Occasionally, to the accompaniment of 
the little orchestra, he sang a few ver ·e in those 
quivering nasal tones which ricntals a mire, as much 
as we · uropeans the roulades of Patti. t\1 •. ! I 
must not translate the verses for your benefit-if I did . . 
this page would surely never be published ; nor dare I 
whis1 er into your ear ·en single specimen of the 
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scandalously improper, if you like, but you could not 
call him immoral, since he made no pretence to the 
possession of any moral code whatever. I took my 
leave of him in an ambassadorial drawing-room, in 
the corner of which, with tongue slit, and wings 
clipped, by order of the censor, he was posturing 
before an admiring circle of Ambassadresses. Under 
this restraint, the little wretch appeared to me more 
infamous than ever, for he had added hypocrisy to 
his other vices. Moreover, he had lost his humour, 
and, with that, his raison d'etre. He had ceased to 
be an interesting survival, had become a mere draw­
ing-room curiosity, and had grown downright stupid 
in the process. Their Excellencies, however, evi­
dently considered him a very funny little dog indeed, 
and, I fear me, they even rather regretted his reti­
cence. He certainly gave them no occasion whatever 
to spread their dainty fans. 

ut Karagheuz is not the only theatrical perfor­
mance popular in Ramazan. A little further down 
the street in which I had visited the shrine of that 
ill-conducted little monster, I discovered, one night, 
a I rge \ ·ooden booth knocked up in fair imitation 
of a Europ an theatre. \Vithin it I found the usual 
Turkish orche tra dressed in the shabbiest European , 
garb. h mu icians banged and twanged for a 

ood h, If-hour n their quaint instruments, whilst the 
th •atrc fill UJ. chiefly with rmenians and Greeks. 
In th princi1 al bo. · -th re wer six of them-I 
noticed v r I h, and their children. The 
curt, in ro UJ n a Turkish version of La Dame 
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with a prolonged shriek intended to inform us, so 
I conceive, that Satan had ended by securing the 
little Turkish Don Juan and his Leporello for all 
eternity. 

\Ve drank a parting cup of coffee, and the Ar­
menian manager came from behind his screen to be 
introduced to the strangers, and receive the compli­
ments of the more distinguished among the audience. 
Then the company poured out into the street, and 
joined the crowd in the courtyard of the beautiful 
mosque, not a fev .. · of them, I noticed, entering the 
building for evening prayer. I must confess that 
the impression produced by this performance, and 
several others which I subsequently attended, was to 
me intensely interesting. The broad humour of the 
jokes gave me a key to Asiatic domestic life, which 
otherwise I should never have p ssessed. ometimes, 
in Ramazan, Karagheuz and his cam !-hide troupe 
transport themselves into the interiors of the Hareems 
of the \vealthy, much to the delight of the Hanums, 
to whom his evil conduct seems the most natural 
and delightful thing in the world. Occasionally 
Karagheuz pays a visit to th Yildiz Kiosk, wh ·r • 
he is very careful not to say or do anything offensive 
to God's h, dow. Perhaps, after all, he is not so 
old as I was di posed to think him. A learned autho­
rity assures me that he derives his name from a 
favourite fool. who flourished at the ourt of ladin 
-a \' •ry respectable p ·digre •, sur ·ly, for a mannikin 
made of camel'~ hide. I made my first acqu. int. nee 
with him. as I have said in a cafe. There he wa 
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should delight in the antics and coarse jests of their 
beloved Karagheuz, who is, as it were, one of them­
selves, initiated into the secrets of their lives, and 
specia11y fitted therefore to promote their hilarity. 
Non-Mohammedan Turkish subjects and foreigners 
may understand and enjoy a play by Sardou, which 
represents their view of life ; but to the untravelled 
Mohammedan it is absolutely unintelligible. I noticed 
that most of the Turks who attended the performance 
of La Dame aux Camtlias invariably laughed in the 
wrong place. They roared, for instance, at the violent 
love-making of Armand Duval, which natura11y ap­
peared both ludicrous and improbable to them, for 
love-making, in our sense, is utterly unknown to a 
people \vho for centuries past have been in the habit of 
buying their wives in the public market-place sa1rs 

peillcs d'amour. 

In by~one times, not so very long ago, indeed, 
on certain tate occasions-as, for instance, when the 

ultan married off one of his daughters, or if the 
Khedive or some native or foreign potentate came 
on a visit-open·air theatrical representations on a 
prodigious scale were included in the entertainments 
provided by the Grand ignor for his guests. They 
consisted of a sort of ballet, not unlike those now so 
popular at ·ad's Court, in which hundreds of per­
form ·r:s took part. An old English gentleman, living 
in on tantinopJe when I was there, clistinctly r~mem­
b •red the [I rivities on the occasion of the marnage of 
Prince. s i\lihrimah, the favourite daughter of 1\I~h­
mud I I., with chmet Pasha. n the slope of a h11l, 
on the ground now occupied by the gardens of Yildiz 
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aux Camelias, Marguerite Gautier being played by an 
Armenian lady, not at all a bad actress, but almost 
the size of the famous fat woman at Olympia. It 
was a very funny performance. The Armand Duval 
was so diminutive, that when he had to kiss his 
Marguerite, he was forced to stretch on tip-toe. The 
audience, however, took everything very seriously, 
and applauded rapturously each time the curtain fell. 

The Armenian actress must have seen Sarah 
Bernhardt's performance of Marguerite Gautier, for 
she rendered her saccharine accents perfectly, in the 
soft Turkish language. I was assured she had been, 
some years before, a remarkable artist, popular from 

tambul to Trebizond and Van. In an after-piece 
by Kelmi, the only Turkish dramatist of note, she 
was admirable, but this time she wore the national 
costume, and seemed more at her ease. 

1 row, Hareem life does not lend itself readily to 

dramatic treatment. Like the conventual existence, 
it is too monotonous (unless, indeed, its even tenour 
be interrupted by some unexp ·ctcd or tragic event) 
to be of much interest, from the theatrical p int of 
view-at all events, to sp ct. tors who are familiar 
with its realitr. 

The complete separation of th · se-·cs is, of cour c, 
a stumbling-block to the 1\Iohamm clan dramatist, 
writing for a. Mohammedan audienc , which \ ould not 
pardon any improba ility, ignorance of detail, or ven 
po tic licenc . Ior over, Har m lift i sacr d, and 
to ring it upon the sta r • '·ould be an unpardonable 
br ·ar.h of tiquette, amoun ing to a profanation. nd ·r 
th se circumstances, it is not wond rful that the Turks 
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Early in the last century the Genoese opened a 
theatre in Galata, where opera, tragedy, and comedy 
were performed in the winter season-generally in 
Italian, occasionally in French, and even in Greek. 
The players usually came either from Venice or 
Genoa, and arrived via Smyrna, where they halted to 
act for three or four nights before the large Italian 
colony. Goldoni, in his admirable comedy, Un Im-

presario z'n Smz"nza, has given us an amusing picture 
of the sort of life led by a travelling company of 
players in the Levant. 

In r827 the Galata Theatre was removed to Pera, 
and Italian opera has been performed. there without 
intermission, every winter, on a respectable scale, and 
occasionally with first-class artists. Sometimes the 
performance has been honoured by the presence of 
the ultan and his Court. Abd-ul-Aziz was extremely 
fond of the opera, and used to attend the Verdi 
Theatre as often as twice a week. "Stars" were in 
those days frequently engaged for the winter season. 
I istori, alvini, Rossi, and Bernhardt, and others 
of equal magnitude, have and do play even yet on 
the Pera tagc, although the accommodation of the 
theatre is mi erable in the extreme. At one time the 
op ra ea on in the Turkish capital was the great 
cv nt in the oci I life of the place. The singers were 
not only \! 11 p id, but made much of, and often 
r ·c iv d spl ndid pr ents from the Sultan and the 
principal Pa h s. It i otherwise nowadays. !he 
pr nt ultan has n ,. r set foot in Pera smce 
his , cc sion t th thr ne, although he occasionally 
folio, the e ·ample of our gracious Sovereign, and 
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Kiosk, a sort of natural stage was formed by the 
rising sward, the trees on each side being cut back 
so as to give space for an immense company of actors. 
The spectators, seated in an improvised amphitheatre, 
crowded the opposite hill from foot to crest. Stands 
were erected on the right-hand and the left for the 
Sultan and his Court, while the ladies of the Imperial 
Hareem sat, concealed from view, in a monster 
bird-cage, through the gilded lattice of which they 
could behold the spectacle. An orchestra, consisting 
of over one hundred musicians, performed upon all 
manner of Oriental instruments of music-an appalling 
din, which never ceased for a single moment. The 
performance commenced with a procession, repre­
senting the trades and crafts of Turkey, and the 
nationalities which compose that most heterogeneous 
of Empires, all in their respective costumes. When 
this interesting cortege had passed before the 
Sultan, and paid him homage, hundreds of young 
boys, beautifully dressed as girls, danc d a sort of 
ballet, which was interrupted by the entrance of a 
man leading four Jews in a leash, who ran about on 
all-fours, and barked like dogs. This degradation 
of the detest d race provoked trem ·ndou laughter. 

h n came tumbl •rs and acrobats of all kinds, and 
the entertainm nt was brought to a brilliant clo e by 
a display of fir ·works, during \ ·hich all th p ·rson­
ages who had already appeared in the p. g ant, re· 
.nt r d. dancing, and running ab ut wildly\ ith flaming 
torch •s in their hands. This and kindr d sp ctaclc 
w r p rform d during iglu con ecutiv d ys, and 
eo t ten thousand 1 ounds. 
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to ogle the fair denizens of the halls of " eternal 
bliss." One day, however, he was so engrossed in his 
endeavours to teach a fair Odalisque how to lift her 
leg on a level with her nose, that he broke through 
the magic circle. The eunuchs were upon him in an 
instant, and were just about to administer sound 
chastisement, when the good-natured Padishah ap­
peared upon the scene, and instantly ordered his 
release. 

Four or five years ago, the Verdi Theatre was 
burnt down, and has never been rebuilt. The only 
place of public entertainment now open, which is 
attended by respectable people, is the Municipal 
Theatre in the Petits Champs, a sort of music-halJ, 
about the size of our teinway Hall. The open-air 
summer theatre, attached to the Public Gardens, has 
a large stage, but as the price asked for admission is 
very trifling. the singers are of inferior calibre. You 
can hear them screaming at the top of their voices 
for half a mile round. 1 'othing funnier can be imagined 
than the e. ·pression of the lower order of Turks, who 
flatten their noses against the railings to catch a glimpse 
of the performance. The Giaours, they seem to say, 
must b · mad, if they enjoy this sort of howling. 

Th ·re arc a number of fifth-rate music-halls and 
cafts cha1lla11ts in Pcra of which the Concordia is by 
far th • best but e\•en ;here as a rule, the singers and 

' ' .. 
vari ·ty p opl are a po r 1 t. The said Concordm 1s 
a fair-siz d and well-c nstructcd house, and I ha\'C 
se •n one or tw inter ting p rformances there. I re­
m mb •r, for instanc , a company of 1 fcbrcw players 
from Pcsth, wh p rformecl Lcssing-'s Nathmz tlze. 
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"commands" a private performance of any remark­
ably successful play or opera, at Yildiz Kiosk. He 
hates tragedy in any case, and fully enjoys opera 
bouffe. Some years ago, the Italian Ambassador 
induced him to " command" Salvini to recite one or 
two of his great tragic scenes in his presence. His 
Majesty was so dreadfully frightened that he got up 
in the middle of the performance, and hastily left the 
theatre. He absolutely refused to see Sarah Bern­
hardt, saying he did not care to witness the acting 
of a woman who mimicked death to such perfection. 

As the ultan will not leave Yildiz to go 
to the theatre, he has built himself a commodious 
little house attached to his Palace, where, when he 
pleases, he can, like the late King of Bavaria, attend 
a dramatic performance in solitary state, or, if he so 
condescend, in the company of the fifteen hundred 
ladies of his Hareem. There i a whole troupe 
of actors attached to this th atre, which is managed 
by an Italian. Under ultan Abd- ul- ~Iedjid, 
the office of Impresario and Ballet-l\Iaster to the 
Sultan was held by a brother of onizctti, who used 
to coach the ladies of the Hareem in the graces of 
Italian dancing. The young ladies us ·d to attend 
their lessons in full skirts, and the indisp nsabl flesh· 
ings, but their faces were invari, bly veiled. onizetti, 
who was a very funny old It lian gentleman, w. s 
never allowed to appr ach th m nearer than a c rtain 
distanc . indicate by a thick cord stretch ·d across the 
room. Tw stalwart •unuchs mount d guard, and 
w re d puted to see th spri htly littl · dancing­
master k pt his eyes to himself, and m, de no att mpt 
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the comedies of F euillet and Sardou. The actors and 
actresses are invariably Armenians, who, however, 
perform in Turkish. Another curious fact in this 
connection is that the players are more frequently than 
not dressed in Turkish costume. The Censorship­
always childish, not to say imbecile-has of late years 
been very active with regard to the native and foreign 
stage. For instance, when M. Mounet Sully announced 
his intention of paying Pera a visit, he was soon in­
formed that such plays as Hamlet, CEdipe Rot.: and 
Ruy Bias, could not be performed in the capital of 
Abd-ul-Hamid. M. Le Febvre, in the same way, was 
ordered to countermand an announced performance 
of Le Tartujfe (at one time, by the way, very 
popular in its Turkish version), because certain lines in 
it might b interpreted as having a political signifi­
cance, unfavourable to the reigning Sovereign. The 
Turkish name of this play may be freely translated as 
Filthy Hamid. It was adapted and translated in 
the reign of Abd-ui-Aziz, when nobody thought his 
young r nephew, Abd-ui-Hamid Effendi, would ever 
ascend the throne. 

At Christmas time in 1894, down in Galata, in 
a certain que r, out-of-the-way, rambling Hann, a 
highly r spectable, but omcwhat venerable, troupe 
of marioncn was installed by its manager, for the 
purpos · of performing a series of sacred dramas. So 
·ag r was 1 and one of my friends to witness one 

of th · r ·pr nt. tions, that we narrowly escaped 
br aking our n cks n our way down Step tr~et, 
which' , s one sh t f ice, and as slippery as a glacier. 
\V · foun I th littl theatre packed with a motley 
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Wise and Mosenthal's Deborah, very decently. Here, 
also, I witnessed a primitive, and sadly mutilated, re­
presentation of the A1ztzgone. I had hitherto known 
the Hellenic language as pronounced at Oxford and 
Cambridge, and had thought it particularly ugly. It 
was otherwise when I heard the majestic lines of 
Sophocles declaimed by educated Greek actors. Even 
Italian must yield to this astonishing language. No 
words can do justice to its power and grandeur when 
properly pronounced-no music, I am sure, can be 
more soothing. 

It would scarcely be fair to write of the theatre 
and stage in Turkey without mentioning the remark­
able translations into the Turkish language of some of 
the best of l\1oliere's, Racine's, Corneille's, and hake­
speare's plays by His Excellency hmed Vefyk Pasha, 
f, rmerly Ambassador t Paris, and for some time 
G vernor of Anatolia. During his residence at Brusa 
he worked, with e.·traordinary activity and z a!, for th · 
welfare of the singularly mi. · ·cl population ov ·r which 
h ' as call d t rule. Ind p ndcntly f his r 'Storation 
of th b autiful Y echili Mosque, and oth r historical 
buildings, h constructed a little th atr ·, till in ·.·is­
t •ne (a very primitive one if you lik , but still a 
comfl rta I hall with a fair- iz d ·tag ), upon which 
his admirable tran lations-for uch th y r · tc ·m ·d 
by urkish scholar -of Le llltdccin ma(t:rt Ltti, Le 
Dtpit A moureux, Le J11aria[[e Forct, Lcs Fourbcrics 
de cap in, Don juan, lftnri I I I., I lam!. t, JJ!acbelh, 
The ~ferry TVives of TVhzdwr, .1nd of many oth ·r 
I• r nch, rman, and ngli h dram s hav ·n fr ·­
qu ·ntly ctcd, as well • s more recent tr nslations of 
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down again until one of the " readers " seized him from 
behind and bent him double, so that his left leg stuck 
~p above his head, discovering his knees bandaged up 
In old play-bills. He would, in all probability, have 
remained in this unbecoming attitude until the end, 
had not some one in the audience perceived the diffi­
culty and attracted managerial attention thereto ; 
whereupon His Imperial Majesty was hoisted out of 
his throne by means of a wire fixed in the exact centre 
of his skull, put in order, and subsequently returned 
to his place. Santa Thekla, Virgin and Mattyr, was 
represented by a young-looking doll of prepossessing 
appearance, and very long flaxen hair, who, oddly 
enough, wore a fashionable pink silk hat with volu­
minous feathers, and a black velvet mantle. To see 
her defy the Emperor; to behold her tricks and her 
manners when she bade adieu to her weeping atten­
dants; to ' ·itness her jerks and contortions when she 
pronounced a judgment on her murderers; and above 
all, to note , ith , hat surprising fortitude she took off 
h r bonnet and shawl and placed her doll-head upon 
the block to rec ive the fatal blow, were, each and all, 
things \ ·11 '·orthy of a visit to the old Hann. N ° 
soon ·r ' as the h ~ad off anta Thekla's body than a 
sup rnatural vcnrreancc fell up n the assembled dolls in 
th • oloss um. Red and blue fire lighted up the dread 
ar na, producing the most disastrous effect upon Cresar, 
' h not onl · lost all control ov r his legs, but was 
in immin nt dang r of parting with them altogether, 
and his arms too in hi des rate efforts to effect an 
··cape, which, ho'' ''cr. wa prevented by a thunder-

Jit ' hich laid him prostrate for the night. Then 
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audience of the lowest class of Armenians, Greeks, 
and Italians, at least half the men being sailors. A 
petroleum lamp or two lit up the company, and the 
stage. Every kind of type was to be seen. Stalwart 
bronzed sailors from the JEgean, oily-looking Russians 
who had come down the Black Sea, on their way to 
Palestine, whither they were going, escorted by some 
wild-looking priests, on pilgrimage to the Holy Se­
pulchre. An English sailor or two, and some rollick­
ing young eapolitans, came very near being ejected 
for chattering out of place. Intermingled with these 
worthies were a number of Jewish, Greek, and Arme­
nian women, of the most degraded class, painted and 
attired like so many J ezebels, their numerous pigtails 
of jet-black hair half concealed under the vivid coloured 
handkerchiefs bound round their heads. 

Many a classical name was bandied about. Arte­
misia greeted Ulysses and Perseph ne, and Antig ne 
sat ne.·t us. and munched walnuts all through the p r­
formance. Presently a death-like silence fell upon the 
hitherto boisterous assembly. A barr 1 organ struck 
up the inevitable Intermezzo from the Cavalleria 
Rustica1za, and the curtain r se on " the most sacred 
and tragical drama c f th life, death, and martyrdom 
of th · bless d Thekla." I n v r in all my life saw 
anything to come up to the uglin ·ss of th ·marionettes. 

The last scene was a triumph. It r present d the 
interior f the Coloss urn, d ·n ly crm d ·cl with th · 
queer ·st looking puppets, about two f ·t high, dr ·ss ·d 
as ancient omans. • sar wa th ·r ·, , ,. ry 1 rg -
h •• d ·d, p I ·-faced u1 et \ ith a ' rr n ·ck, who, wh n 
he got up t give an ord ·r, absolut ly r ·fuse to sit 
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the red fire began to diminish, and, as it burnt down,. 
a figure of the Virgin Martyr, with pink h~t and 
plumes, and black velvet jacket, all complete, was dis­
covered floating through the air to the tune of " God 
save the Queen." Down came the curtain amidst a 
storm of applause, and cries of fuori, which brought 
Ccesar (his legs in perfect order) and Santa Thekla 
before the curtain, three several times, to acknowledge 
the plaudits of their enthusiastic admirers. 

The rough-and-tumble audience received this per­
formance with a degree of genuine sympathy which 
baffles belief. They sobbed when Thekla was be­
headed, and would have torn Ccesar to fragments on 
the slightest provocation. I do not believe one of 
those so-called Christians could have given you a 
direct answer as to who J esus Christ was, or had ever 
learnt the first lines of the Catechism. But to them, 
Christianity is not a religion only, it is a nationality. 
There was scarcely a man or a woman in that crowded 
room but could count half a se re f martyrs in his or 
h r O\ n family-men and women who had died for 
Christ, fi arlessly, ungrudgingly-and yet whose notions 
concerning Him and His work were, I dare say, 
strang ·ly nebulous. I ~· I sure half the wild-looking 
a.udienc would have che ·rfully died the most horrible 
of deaths rath ·r than have dcni d their Fatth, ven 
such as it is. Thus Th kla and th story of her 
martyrd m were a terrible reality to thes • dw ·ll ·rs 
in a land \·her · r ligious massacr ·s ar still a cru ·1, 
• nd a by no means uncomm n fact. 
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