





















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































ROUND AND ABOUT STAMBUL. 3rr

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
thm”gh 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,
on 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,
Some of them, others in the impotent rage of hopeless.
de-Spair.

Two hundred years later, in the eleventh century,
Zog, the Messalina of the Middle Ages, was sent
0 do penance at Prinkipo. She was the daughter
of the Emperor Constantine XI., and grand-daughter
Of the murderess Empress, the impure and blood-
thirsty Theophana, who had instigated one of her

Vers, Zimiscos, to assassinate her second husband,

iccPl'ltflr‘us Phocus. From this infamous woman, it
May be, Zoé inherited her insatiable love of pleasure
and her extraordinarily vicious tastes. Until the age
o fon)"eight she, with her elder sister Theodora, lived
& life of enforced retirement in the Gynecea. The
two Possible heiresses to the throne had thus
become . old maids.” No breath of scandal had
SVer been breathed against the reputation of Zog
04, had she been left in her seclusion, the world
Yould never, perhaps, have been astounded by the
wild debauches of her after-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 her monstrous cruelty to her
son, Irene came, in time, to be venerated as a saift
of the Orthodox Church, and certain learned his"
torians have sought, in our own time, to clear hef |
memory from the awful charges so freely brought
against her in her lifetime. She must, undoubtedlyr
have possessed an extraordinary diplomatic talen
for her five short years of sovereignty have left #
distinct mark on Byzantine history. Her body ""’v
brought back to Prinkipo, and buried in the nunnefy
she had built. Here it rested, until after the si¢8®
of the Crusaders, when it was carried to the Pant®"
crator, in Constantinople. | have elsewhere dt'z-"'m"ll"‘lb
the use to which her magnificent sarcophagus has
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Zoé 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 1V,
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-
l"“Ving wife. He tore his garments, he dined with
beggars, and he even filled his hair and garments with
Objectionable insects. Whilst he was flagellating
imself before the various shrines, Zoé formed the
dCquaintance of a certain eunuch named John, who
had been a prime mover in the conspiracy against the

Mperor Romanus. John seems to have obtained
tremendous influence over the old Empress, and he
Tuled in her name, keeping her, as far as possible,
Y close prisoner in her Palace. Seven years later,
.]m‘-'had fell hopelessly ill. Then John, the eunuch,
'nduced the dying Emperor to command Zoé€ to follow

€ custom of a childless Byzantine ruler, and adopt
2%on. The son thus adopted was to be the wily
SUnuch’s own nephew. The story of the scene of this
afloption is one of the most characteristic in Byzantine
hmo")’- The aged Empress went in great state to
the.ch“"ch of the Blachernce, and, taking up her
& 100 by the altar of the Panagia, awaited the arrival
o her dying husband, who was carried into the church
In a litter, and placed immediately in front of the
“Ohaste, which blazed with hundreds of lamps, lighted
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of their father converted the two recluses into joint
Empresses. A few days before he died, Constantine, .J‘
foreseeing that—Theodora being of a retiring dis-
position—Zoé would, in all probability, ascend the
throne in her sister's stead, married her to the
patrician Romanos 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 already, perhaps,
noticed Zoé&'s strange conduct, and dark hints as t0
her life had reached her ears. No sooner, at all
events, was Theodora safe within convent walls, than
Zoé annexed a lover—a man of the very lowest birth,
exceedingly handsome, but an epileptic. He playl.""?l
his cards well, and the Emperor Romanus, although'
well aware of his wife’s infidelity, took care to keep
the matter secret. Zoé's lover, Michael by namé
desiring to wear the purple himself, entered into a
conspiracy against the unfortunate Emperor, and 0
Holy Thursday, 1004, as the poor man was tak iﬂﬂ g
his bath, the eunuchs who were attending him ducked

"his head into the hot water and nearly suffocated h""
He was lifted out of the bath and carried to his
where he died a few days afterwards, attended by B®
wife, who played her part of venve éplorée to perfection
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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, Zoé 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 I mperial 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 Studion, and even went so far as to have his
head shaved, and to assume a friar’s frock, hoping
thef‘eby to escape the vengeance of the Empresses.
Z0&, 10 her credit, did all shewcould to save him.
She e€ven went out on the terrace of the Palace,
and harangued the populace in his favour; but her

Sister, Theodora, soured by her enforced seclusion
mong 5 rigid order of nuns, commanded that Michael

Should have his eyes burnt out. The crowd rushed
10 the Studion, tore him from his cell, and dragged
Im through the streets to one of the principal
Squares, Here the unhappy wretch was deprived
of his sight, and then restored to his monastery,
Where he died some years afterwards.

Nothing more extraordinary can be imagined thfm
t!.le Contrast between the lives of the two Imperial
L iSters, Zoé, being now absolutely independent, gave
herself up to every sort of orgy, changed lovers
Svery week, dressed like a young girl, and is a:tua"Y

VoL, o,
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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 Michael expired in the Monastery of
the Saints Cosmos and Damian. Although, on hearing
that he was at his last gasp, the Empress had hurried
to the door of the convent, and had implored admis*
sion, her husband sternly refused to see her again.

The first act of the new Emperor was to banish
his uncle, the eunuch John, and to rid himself, 35
_ soon as possible, of those who had assisted in placing
him on the throne. He exiled Zoé to Prinkipo,
obliged her to cut off her gray locks, and to asst-l“"e
the veil. It is even reported that he caused
hair to be brought to him, so as to assure hmﬁd‘
of her powerlessness. The miserable eunuch Job®
his eyes ruthlessly put out, died in exile, and
terrible agony. Zo€, however, had contrived to Wi
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own conception of delight, and she is said to have
expired 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 Sir Walter 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
fesort dates from comparatively recent times.
DUring the Crimean War their climate rendered them
2 very favourite retreat for our convalescent officers.
Dun'ng the late Russo- Turkish War, the better
classes of the Christian population of Constantinople
Sought them as places of refuge, under the protection
of the British fleet, against a possible Mohammedan
"iSing in the capital. Notwithstanding that the
Political horizon was gloomy, and the fate of Con-
Stantinople in the balance, the fair Greeks, Armenians,
and Levantines rendered themselves most agreeable
' our gallant naval officers, and Prinkipo and Halki
Were ex fite from morning till night, and, indeed, from
fught till morning.

From that time to this the fashionable world of
Y 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 Zo& 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 Zoé&, 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 t©
Prinkipo. Monomachus had a mistress, Sclerend
who was as beautiful as day, and from whom be
determined not to be parted. The Byzantines, ther®
fore, had the pleasure of beholding their Emperof
on State occasions, seated between his two partnef®
—the gray-haired Zoé and the lovely Sclerena.

two ladies, however, lived on the best of terms unt!
1049, when the mistress died. Two years later, &
departed, in her seventy-first year, a life W
she can scarcely be said to have adorned. To
very last she enjoyed existence, according to
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€yes, according to regulation. Fortunately, among
them was a lady, closely connected with the Imperial
family’, Who bOIdIy informed the worthy GovemOr
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 Sundays 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 St. George and St. Mary, two of the
few left intact by the hand of Time and by the
Turks, Ay Prinkipo is a famous shrine of St.
George, which, in the last week of April, and the first
in May, attracts an enormous confluence of pilgrims,
Many of them in their ancient costumes, who, after
Venerating the relic of the good St. George of Cappa-
docia, the patron saint of the Byzantines, the Genoese,
and the English, dance national dances, and enjoy the
SWeet spring evening until the steamer bell remorse-

lessly recalls them.
THE BOSPHORUS.

I had heard so much of the beauties of the B(.Js-
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 yashmacs 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. Some Turkish ladies, in imitation of their
English sisters, determined to enjoy a moonlight row
from Prinkipo to the neighbouring isle of Proti—
the deserted island on which Sir Henry Bulwer,
when Ambassador to the Sublime Porte, conceived
the fantastic idea of building a villa, which be
never inhabited, and which is now a ruin. The
party of ladies was a fairly large one, and when
they were in their caiques they began to sing an old
Turkish song in so delightful a manner as to ob-
tain applause from a number of European gentlemen
who were watching proceedings from the pier. OB
its return the party was met by the Chief Inspectof
of Police, with a message from the Governor, Wh
ordered the ladies forthwith to appear before him,
with their veils well adjusted, exhibiting only
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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 about in
their caiques, 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, when the judas-trees are coming out in
bloom, is one which can never be forgotten.

Buyukderé, beyond Therapia, has a distinctly
Italian aspect. It is especially gay and bright
On a Sunday afternoon, as it is the starting-point
for the Forest of Belgrade. Passing the gigantic
Plane-tree, known as the Crusaders’, under which
GOdfl‘ey de Bouillon is said to have assembled some
hundreds of his men in council, you ride through
Charming country to Belgrade—a fine pasture-land,
the beauty of the trees, and a certain grace of
Outline, recalling the prettiest parts of the Midland
Counties of England. Belgrade itself, which Lac.iy
Mary Wortley Montagu describes so pleasantly in
her letters, and which, in her day, was full of colour
and beauty, is at present a very tumble-down village

‘Ndeed, with scarcely a decent house in the place.
It boasts a little café hung with chromo-lithographs,
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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 Sea, commands a majestic, almost an awe-
inspiring view ; but surely the man who designed the
British Embassy, which occupies a most prominent
position—on the very spot where, possibly, the furious
Medea landed, in hot pursuit of the recalcitrant Jason
—-deserves a hearty curse, for no spot, rich in itself in
natural beauty and classical interest, was ever saddled
with so absolutely commonplace and trivial a dis-
figurement. Nor is the German Embassy much bettefy
nor the Therapia Palace Hotel, with its false air of the
Savoy, nor the ugly modern Catholic Church. Only
one building, the French Embassy, is really appro-
priate to its surroundings. The Asiatic shore has
been less spoilt by the Europeans. Kandali is still
an enchanting village, with its street of wooden




CHAPTER VIIL
HIANGEN VAR.

ONE-evening, about a week after my arrival in Con-
Stantinople, as I sat reading the papers in the sitting-
room of the Hétel Bristol, I heard a strange, weird
€ry—*“ Hiangen var! hiangen var!” A few moments
af:terwards a hurrying procession dashed past the
Windows.  Some forty men, most of them young, with
bare feet, arms, and chests, tore at full speed, carrying
l?t'tween them a sort of brazen instrument, much more
like an Egyptian idol than a fire-engine. Yet a fire-
engine it was—for * hiangen var” is “fire” in Turkish
Parlance ; “ Stambul hiangen var,” “fire in Stambul!”
Nobody appeared particularly disturbed by this warn-
Ing cry, nor by the wild-looking crew that scurried by,
,beafing that quaint, but absolutely useless, extinctor
I their midst.

CORStantinopIe, since its earliest foundation, has
lbeeﬂ devoured by the fire fiend a hundred times, at
€ast.  Built, even in Byzantine times, almost entirely
of wood, except in the case of the palaces and public
Monuments, it has always resembled, in that respect,
AN American backwoods settlement, and is no whit less
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and an interesting old church, before which, on
the pleasant Sunday 1 spent there, a couple of
dozen Greek peasants, dressed in cast-off frock-coats
and suits, were dancing the Rumana. [ 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 Forest of Belgrade
is magnificent. The trees are superb, and even now
it extends over a vast area. On a Sunday 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 girls of London.
It has come to this!
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of “Side 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
notes with me, and sent my library of reference, includ-
ing some seventy very rare books on the French Revo-
lution, by sea.* | have elsewhere related how these
books were 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 Hoétel Bristol for
the Hotel d'Angleterre (Misiri's Hotel). There I occu-
Pied rooms, which at one time were honoured by the
Presence of Théophile Gautier, and later by George
Augustus Sala, and carried my task so near its close
that the MSS, were actually tied up and addressed for
despatch to England, by the kind hands of a friendly
QUeen’s messenger who was to start on Monday, 19th
April. Ajl Sunday, April 18th, it poured with rain.
When I returned, late, from a dinner-party, I found, to

- My great annoyance, that [ could not occupy my room

"the window had been broken, they told me, and the
TN wag beating in. Another room below my own had
been Prepared for me, and in it I went to bed, without
l-&"““’!'ﬂg' a single thing from the apartment above.
* Overa hundred valuable works on Constantinople md T?rtey,
city at the sale of a private library, soon after my arrival in the
» Were also burnt,
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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
“ Stambul 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 Sultan 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 out he had
to sally. Suddenly an odalisque, clad in red from head
to foot, stood beside the Imperial couch. This strang€
apparition meant “fire!” and wet or fine, sick or well,
the Padishah was forced to fly to the rescue. Thing®
are changed now, and Abd-ul-Hamid would not stir out
of his Palace, if Stambul were in a blaze from Seragli®
Point to the Adrianople Gate.

Little did 1 dream, when first 1 heard the cry of
“ hiangen var,” that I was soon to have a never-to-bé
forgotten experience of what a fire in Constantinoplé
meant !

When I left London, somewhat suddenly, to g0 o
Constantinople, in December, 1893, I had just com™
pleted a work in two volumes, many chapters of Wh.
had appeared in the.-Saturday Review, under the title
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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
Stambul, 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.

“In 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
n Constantinople, to whom I owed my introduction to
“a Nineteenth Century Grand Vizir,” described in a
later chapter of this work. I had good cause, later,
fot to love him, but I can never forget his kind-
hess that morning—how he got me back to the hotel,
and saw me safe to bed, and tried to console me for
My misfortune. But that was beyond his power. It
Was not the loss of the book itself so much, it was
the wasted hours of the brightest years of my life I
Mourned.

Gigi is dead! May the soil rest lightly on his
bones,  The evil he did me, unwittingly it may be, is
Writ in water; his kindness is deeply graven on a
Bratefy] memory.

Forgive me, gentle reader, if I have dwelt too long
O what may, after all, seem but a trivial subject. I
Would fain think that this true relation of the story.Of
3 fire in the city of the Turks may not be without its

Modest interest,
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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 naturé
beyond all power of description. It blew bitterly colds
and the rain fell in torrents, yet I felt neither rain nof
wind; all I could think of was my book—my four years
hard work lost—utterly lost. For some time I was
quite unconscious of what I was doing. I wande
aimlessly about, full of a dull sense of misery, and quite
oblivious of the fact that 1 was barefooted and in ™Y
night-shirt. Nobody noticed my strange garb, nof
me—all were too busy with their own al“!'airs--—-al'l‘_l i
wandered down to Tophané without well knowing
whither I was going. My sole thought was still ™Y
book—my book ! I had built such hopes on its succes®
—it had swallowed so many months of precious timé
never to be replaced. By degrees I began to realisé
that with my poor book, all my clothes, a consideﬂw-
sum of money, and.some very valuable jewellery, had
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About 1830 it was turned into an hotel by Misiri,
an Italian courier, and butler to Lord Stratford de
Redcliffe, who had married her ladyship’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.

[ 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.
She was, I have heard, one of the three passengers
saved from a vessel, coming from Bakou to Con-
Stantinople, cargoed with petroleum, which took fire
in the Black Sea. She was in the Vienna theatre
fire, and contrived to get out uninjured. During
the fire at the Opéra Comique she had a hair-breadth
€scape, and, finally, she was among the first people to
leave the theatre at Nice, when it was burnt down to
the ground some few years since. She had only
arrived in Constantinople on the day preceding the
fire in which I had such a costly and dismal ex-
Perience. She escaped uninjured, but was, | fear,
8reatly shaken by the adventure, and she died a few
Months ago, to the regret of all who had the honour
of knowing a very accomplished and interesting
Woman,
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In.that fire perished the original of one of Mdme.
Du Barry’s passports—the only MS. 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, André Chénier.

Another curious feature in connection with the fire
was the destruction of a small but perfectly authenti-
cated and well-known drawing of St. Michael and the
Dragon, by Andrea del Sarto, which had never left me
in all my travels, since I was a lad. [ carried it down

to my temporary bedroom, but, in the hurry of escapes
left it behind, and it was impossible to secure it ; a few

minutes after I left my room, it was lost for ever.
To give some idea of the extraordinary manner 18
which justice is conducted in Turkey, I may as we

relate that seven weeks elapsed, before the police took .

the slightest notice of the affair, or examined such ©

the witnesses as remained in Constantinople —-thc '_

majority, being tourists, had left immediately after their

lucky escape. The universal opinion was that the old
hotel—the first on the European system established if
Constantinople, and formerly the De Franchi Palace—

was purposely destroyed for a nefarious reason.

It was a well-built stone mansion of the seventeenth
century, and contained some remarkably fine furnitur€
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existence), I received a communication from my friend
Gigi, 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 big red room at home haunted me all that night,
and | dream[ 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
wont to frequent. [ was childish enough to count the
hours which should bring me face to face with that

friend of my youth, the Grand Vizir!
It rained, on the longed-for morrow, as it can only

rain in Constantinople—a tropical downpour. We
Started for the Sublime Porte at three o'clock, old
Gigi and I. We rattled in our hired brougham over
Fhe crowded bridge, Gigi chattering all the way, turn-
ing the visit, by anticipation, into ridicule.

At last we reached the Sublime Porte. The nu-
Merous black stove-pipes, thrust through its orange-
Coloured stucco walls, are hideous enough to rob even
a4 Louvre of any pretence to beauty, and set the seal_ of
“Ommonplaceness on the very ordinary building which
bears this ill-applied though high-sounding title. Stand-
Ing there, like a Brobdingnagian match-box, bored full
o holes for windows, it looked inexpressibly dreary, in
the dﬂwnpour. The two little sentinels on each side
of the door, mounted on stools to make them look
taller, myst have been drenched to their very bones.
we made our entry by the Pashas’ door, and beh.eld
4 Excellency — very stout and very gouty -;bemg

VoL, 1,



CHAPTER IX.

A NINETEENTH CENTURY GRAND VIZIR.

Dowx in Norfolk, in my grandfather’s old house, there
was a certain room hung with red damask, and
known as “the best chamber.” In it there stood a
big oak bookcase, 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, who now survive them both, was a lonely
child, who knew no greater delight in life than to steal
into this room, full of rich crimson shadows, and per-
vaded by that air of mystery which ever lingers about
a rarely entered chamber. To pull down a volume of
the *“ Arabian Nights” and sit reading it in the ruddy
twilight which filtered through the closely - drawn
curtains, cast over me a charm the memory of which
even now, thrills me with delight. Perched on an old*
fashioned arm-chair in the guest-chamber, I made my
first acquaintance with the two dearest friends of my
dreamy boyhood, Harun-al-Rashid and the G
Vizir. Imagine then, my reader, if indeed you cam
with what feelings of excitement, near akin to awé
(even after so many long years of commonp



A NINETEENTH CENTURY GRAND VIZIR. 339

or 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 Sancta Sophia. To the left, I beheld a
New mosque in process of erection ; to the right, the
tottering minaret of a mosque long since disused.

It was rapidly growing dark, and but few
people were abroad. A couple of Turkish women
passed—their veils and cloaks blowing about—strug-
gling with their umbrellas, which were persistently
turning inside out ; then an urchin or so, going home
from school ; then a soldier; finally a carriage with a
Pasha in it, escorted by a dozen or so men on horse-
back, drove off at full gallop towards the bridge,
splashing furiously through the puddles, as it dashed
Past the two little drenched sentinels at the outer
gate. Of Eastern pomp and glory I saw nothing—

either within the Palace or without.
zZ 2
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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 indispensable coffee, handed round on
a common black lacquered tin tray, embellished with
a half-obliterated view of the Eiffel Tower, by another
slatternly-looking negro. Then we began to ascend
the aforesaid shabby staircase, at the top of which two
obsequious servants, in ill-fitting frock-coats turned
green with age, ushered us, after the usual Oriental
salutations, into a large empty room, with three French
windows, draped with Brusa silk curtains, the trailing
ends of which were half eaten away by mice. Pre-
sently one of the attendants returned, with a paraffine
candle in a flat candlestick, which he set down on the
floor in the middle of the room. There were 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, without rising—that would have been too
much condescension: * When you write about my
August Master, you will speak nothing but the truth!

(Vous ne direz que la vérite.)”
“Bien entendu, Altesse,” said I, as I bade fare-

well to this very courteous and exceedingly handsome
gentleman, who might have made a fair Boulevardier,
but who was. to my thinking at least, a very indif-
ferent representative of dear old Jaafar. “]Je n'y
manquerai pas, Je ne dirai que la vérité."

“Did you notice,” said Gigi, as we left the room
after endless salims, which, as performed in our
modern costume, bordered on the ridiculous, *‘those two
creatures who stood so silent, so motionless, on either

side of the door?”
“Yes.”

“They were the mutes!”
. So those two shabbily-dressed wretches, the drums

of whose ears had been perforated, so that they should
not hear, and whose tongues 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, very affably, in
the most approved modern fashion, begged us to be
seated, and offered us cigarettes. Then he started
talking Swlan in excellent French. According to
His Highness, Abd-ul-Hamid was not so much the
“Shadow” as the very “Light of God,” shedding
incessant and infinite benefits on all and sundry
around him.

“My August Master thinks of nothing but the
welfare of his subjects,” said he, unctuously, My
August Master intends that Turkey shall stand at
the head of civilisation. My August Master will
make any sacrifice for the welfare of his people. My
August Master’s heart is big enough to absorb all the
nations of the earth, Mohammedan and Christian
alike. My August Master loves England. My




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 magic romance ; when the minarets and domes of
the illuminated mosques stand out ghostly white,
against a deep blue sky, gemmed with a myriad
Stars; when 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-zadé or of
Ahmed* of the six minarets— Karagheuz, the Turkish
Punch, performs before rapturous audiences, who
crowd the cafés (almost exclusively patronised by
Moslims) behind the beautiful Bayezidiech Mosque,
the loveliest of all the three hundred and sixty Con-
stantinople boasts,

Karagheuz is a far more important personage than
most people would imagine; for, though he be but a

* The two 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.

“] visited the Grand Vizir,” thus runs a letter
dated June, 1810, “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 have been seventy attendants, at least, sur-
rounding him, each in a costume of exceeding splen-
dour. I cannot tell you how imposing it all was. It
was like a page out of Galland’s * Arabian Nights.""*

* Unpublished letter from Constantinople, dated June 4th, 1810.
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hideous frock-coat of modern civilisation, with fezes
on their heads, Their little bright - eyed children
nestled close to them, watching proceedings in that
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. ;

During the performance tiny cups of N
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

time to time, through the open door, I caught a
glimpse of the exquisite Gothic alcove and porphyry

columns of the beautiful Harem of the mosque,
in which a kind of fair was in progress. Round tl:ne
enormous cypress tree, which towers like a giant in
the centre of the cloister, all sorts of dried fruits,
oranges, dates, nuts, apples, sweetmeats, ?ﬂd {-ahat
lakhoum were heaped up, under the guard.laﬂsmp of
certain loud-voiced, bearded merchants, as picturesque
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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,
1804, in an outlandish little café, established in a ruined
Byzantine building, immediately behind the great
Bazaar, and close to the Harem or courtyard of the
Mosque of Bayezid.

Shall I ever forget that night > When I shut my
eyes, the whole scene comes back to me—the long;
whitewashed room, with a curved roof, which had
probably formed part of the apse of a church or
shrine, the line of lighted horn lanterns, hung up
against the wall, and casting a dull glimmer on the
faces of the strange crowd seated in an improvised
amphitheatre—for the performance invariably takes
place in one corner of the chamber, across which 2
sheet is tightly stretched. In the front seats, on
time-worn arm-chairs (which had seen better days, in
some Ambassador’s palace perhaps), were a few elderly
Pashas, one or two in uniform, the rest garbed 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., ax grand 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 Madame's hand, after which he
made obvious overtures to elope with the Hanum,
For a few minutes everything seemed rose-coloured ;
but alas! Karagheuz was at hand, keen to make
mischief——-bringing with him, on this his first appear-
ance, the outraged husband of the lady. Then there
was much animation upon the sheet. The husband
and the lover fought right valiantly, the husband..I
am sorry to say, continually getting the worst of it,
much to the delight of the public. His fez flew off,
his frock-coat was torn, and, reduced at last to a
pitiable plight, he was obliged to beat an ignominious
retreat.  Once more the Turkish lady, she of Euro.pe,
and the masher were grouped together, and judging
from the manner in which their heads met and the
earnest whispered consultation in which .they ap-
Parently engaged, they were evidently plotting some
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as ever Deschamps and Dévédeux 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
serve for a stage shone opaquely transparent, and
now the fun began in earnest. The orchestra—two
drums, a flute, a viola, and a triangle—struck up those
quavering sounds, which enchant the Eastern ear, but
which nearly drive the European listener mad. For
a minute, or two, the transparency remained empty.
Presently a funny little figure on a camel's back
scurried across, speedily followed by a cat running
after a mouse. The cat played with the mouse an
unconscionable time, and finally swallowed it whole.
At this the orchestra emitted the most appalling
noises, a sort of quivering shriek, intermingled with
a rumbling rattle—possibly intended to illustrate the
agonies of the luckless mouse in the torture-chamber
of the cat's stomach ; then, with a deafening tattoo
on the quaint-shaped drum, it gradually settled int®

—
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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-aivat 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 illustration 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-aivat, for, when the French Ambassador
came upon the scene (whether by chance or design I
never knew) he conducted himself abominably. On
beholding His Excellency he fell prostrate at-his feet,
while Karagheuz limply rose and followed suit. T!1e
attitude of the Ambassador was exceedingly majestic,
as, addressing himself to one of his secretaries, who
now slid on to the canvas, he lifted his stick me-
nacingly. At once, the two ladies rushed forward,
apparently to beseech his protection. The Ambas-
sador received them affably enough and offered each
an arm, doubtless with the object of escorting them to
the Embassy. On this Hadji-aivat, who had got
behind His Excellency, suddenly jumpgd upon hfs-
back. In an instant his 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-aivat, 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 forthwith
to rid themselves of the inconvenient masher. When
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 gives the diminutive
countenance an indescribably devilish expression. His
cone-shaped poll is surmounted by a huge turban, which
on the slightest provocation is removed by a wire, t0
display his cocoa-nut of a head, an exhibition always
greeted with shouts of laughter. He wears a colou
waistcoat, a short jacket, and a pair of baggy trousers:
with striped stockings, exactly like those of our panta-
loon. His legs and arms are flexible, and are moV!
by skilfully concealed wires, and his gestures are
clumsy but vigorous enoggh. Karagheuz is invariably
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bon-mots which excited such Homeric laughter in the
audience of the little café 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-aivat 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.

So, on and on, went Karagheuz and his friend,
leaving no iniquity untried, until, in an evil moment
for himself, the old sinner tumbled, like Humpty-
Dumpty, off a high wall, 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
Karagheuz, who is immortal, presently pushed up
the lid of his coffin, and sat upon it, roaring with
laughter, to the intense amusement of the public, who
applauded till their hands ached, and bestowed liberal
doles of small coin on the two handsome lads wh.o
came round with a pewter platter to collect their
offerings. The light behind the screen disappeared
as suddenly as it had shone out, and the outrageous
little orchestra played a ¢rescendo finale, winding up
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cocked hat cast to the winds, and the representative
of the Grande Républiqgue 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-
aivat triumphant master of the field. What became
of the ladies is more than I cansay. 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 Karagheuz and
Hadji-aivat, to whom the undressing of ladies and
gentlemen in public apparently offers peculiar at-
tractions.

All this time the Armenian behind the screen re-
cited, in a singsong voice, a dialogue in Turkish, full
of preposterous double - entendres and questionable
“chestnuts.” Occasionally, to the accompaniment of
the little orchestra, he sang a few verses in those
quivering nasal tones which Orientals admire, as much
as we Europeans the roulades of a Patti. Alas! |
must not translate the verses for your benefit—if 1 did, .
this page would surely never be published ; nor dare 1
whisper into your ear eyven a 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'étre. He had ceased to
be an interesting survival, had become a mere draw-
f'ng-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.

But 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 large wooden booth knocked up in fair imitation
of a European theatre, Within it 1 found the usual
Turkish orchestra, dressed in the shabbiest European
garb. The musicians banged and twanged for a
good half-hour on their quaint instruments, whilst the
theatre filled up, chiefly with Armenians and Greeks.
In the principal boxes—there were six of them—I
noticed several Pashas and their children. The

curtain rose upon a Turkish version of La Dame
2 A

VoL, L
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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.

We 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 few 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 possessed. Sometimes,
in Ramazan, Karagheuz and his camel-hide troupe
transport themselves into the interiors of the Hareems
of the wealthy, 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 the Yildiz Kiosk, where
he is very careful not to say or do anything offensive
to God's Shadow. Perhaps, after all, he is not so
old as I was disposed to think him. A learned autho-
rity assures me that he derives his name from a
favourite fool, who flourished at the Court of Saladin
—a very respectable pedigree, surely, for a mannikin
made of camel’s hide. I made my first acquaintance
with him, as | have said, in a café. There he was
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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
specially 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 Camélias invariably laughed in the
wrong place. They roared, for instance, at the violent
love-making of Armand Duval, which naturally ap-
peared both ludicrous and improbable to them, for
love-making, in our sense, is utterly unknown to a
people who for centuries past have been in the habit of
buying their wives in the public market-place sans
peines d'amouny.

In bygone times, not so very long ago, indeed,
on certain State occasions—as, for instance, when the
Sultan married off one of his daughters, or if the
Khedive or some native or foreign potentate came
On a visit—open-air theatrical representation? on a
prodigious scale were included in the entertainments
provided by the Grand Signor for his guests. They
consisted of a sort of ballet, not unlike those now so
popular at Earl's Court, in which hundreds of per-
formers took part. An old English gentleman, living
in Constantinople when | was there, distinctly remem-
bered the festivities on the occasion of the marriage of
Princess Mihrimah, the favourite daughter of szh-
mad II, with Achmet Pasha. On the slope of a hill,
on the ground now occupied by the gardens of Yildiz
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aux Camélias, 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. [ was assured she had been,
some years before, a remarkable artist, popular from
Stambul 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.

Now, 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 unexpected or tragic event)
to be of much interest, from the theatrical point of
view—at all events, to spectators who are familiar
with its reality.

The complete separation of the sexes is, of course,
a stumbling-block to the Mohammedan dramatist,
writing for a Mohammedan audience, which would not
pardon any improbability, ignorance of detail, or even
poetic licence. Moreover, Hareem life is sacred, and
to bring it upon the stage would be an unpardonable
breach of etiquette, amounting to a profanation. Under
these circumstances, it is not wonderful 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-
Dresario in Smirna, has given us an amusing picture
of the sort of life led by a travelling company of
players in the Levant.

In 1827 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 Sultan 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,
Ristori, Salvini, Rossi, and Bernhardt, and others
of equal magnitude, have and do play even yet on
the Pera stage, although the accommodation of the
theatre is miserable in the extreme. At one time the
opera season in the Turkish capital was the great
event in the social life of the place. The singers were
not only well paid, but made much of, and often
received splendid presents from the Sultan and the
principal Pashas. It is otherwise nowadays. :I'he
present Sultan has never set foot in Pera since
his accession to the throne, although he occa}sionally
follows the example 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 cortége had passed before the
Sultan, and paid him homage, hundreds of young
boys, beautifully dressed as girls, danced 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 detested race provoked tremendous laughter.
Then came tumblers and acrobats of all kinds, and
the entertainment was brought to a brilliant close by
a display of fireworks, during which all the person-
ages who had already appeared in the pageant, re-
entered, dancing, and running about wildly with flaming
torches in their hands. This and kindred spectacles
were performed during eight consecutive days, and
cost ten thousand pounds.
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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-hall,
about the size of our Steinway 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. 1?’ou
can hear them screaming at the top of their voices
for half a mile round, Nothing funnier can be imagined
than the expression 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 be mad, if they enjoy this sort of howling.

There are a number of fifth-rate music-halls and
cafés chantants in Pera, of which the Concordia is by
far the best, but even there, as a rule, the singers a"{d
variety people are a poor lot. The said Concordia is
a fair-sized and well-constructed house, and I have
seen one or two interesting performances there. I re-
member, for instance, a company of Hebrew players
from Pesth, who performed Lessing’s Nathan the



358 THE SULTAN AND HIS SUBJECTS.

“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 Sultan 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 is a whole troupe
of actors attached to this theatre, which is managed
by an Italian. Under Sultan Abd - ul - Medjid,
the office of Impresario and Ballet-Master to the
Sultan was held by a brother of Donizetti, who used
to coach the ladies of the Hareem in the graces of
Italian dancing. The young ladies used to attend
their lessons in full skirts, and the indispensable flesh-
ings, but their faces were invariably veiled. Donizetti,
who was a very funny old Italian gentleman, was
never allowed to approach them nearer than a certain
distance, indicated by a thick cord stretched across the
room, Two stalwart eunuchs mounted guard, and
were deputed to see the sprightly little dancing-
master kept his eyes to himself, and made no attempt

-
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the comedies of Feuillet 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, (Edipe Roi, and
Ruy Blas, 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 Zartuffe (at one time, by the way, very
Popular in its Turkish version), because certain lines in
it might be 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, 1t was adapted and translated in
the reign of Abd-ul-Aziz, when nobody thought his
younger nephew, Abd-ul-Hamid Effendi, would ever
ascend the throne,

At Christmas time in 1894, down in Galata, in
a certain queer, out-of-the-way, rambling Hann, a
highly respectable, but somewhat venerable, troupe
of marionettes was installed by its manager, for the
purpose of performing a series of sacred dramas. So
cager was | and one of my friends to witness one
of these representations, that we narrowly escaped
breaking our necks on our way down Step Strf:et.
which was one sheet of ice, and as slippery as a glacier.
We found the little theatre packed with a motley
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Wise and Mosenthal’s Deborafk, very decently. Here,
also, I witnessed a primitive, and sadly mutilated, re-
presentation of the Antigone. 1 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
[talian 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 Moliére’s, Racine’s, Corneille’s, and Shake-
speare’s plays by His Excellency Ahmed Vefyk Pasha,
formerly Ambassador to Paris, and for some time
Governor of Anatolia. During his residence at Brusa
he worked, with extraordinary activity and zeal, for the
welfare of the singularly mixed population over which
he was called to rule. Independently of his restoration
of the beautiful Yechili Mosque, and other historical
buildings, he constructed a little theatre, still in exis-
tence (a very primitive one if you like, but still a
comfortable hall with a fair-sized stage), upon which
his admirable translations—for such they are esteemed
by Turkish scholars—of Le Médecin malgré Lui, Le
Dépit Amoureux, Le Mariage Forcé, Les Fourberies
de Scapin, Don Juan, Henri I11., Hamlet, Macbeth,
The Merry Wives of Windsor, and of many other
French, German, and English dramas have been fre-
quently acted, as well as more recent translations 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
up 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 Martyr, 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 witness her jerks and contortions when she
Pronounced a judgment on her murderers; and above
all, to note with what surprising fortitude she took off
her bonnet and shawl and placed her doll-head upon
the block to receive the fatal blow, were, each and all,
things well worthy of a visit to the old Hann. No
sooner was the head off Santa Thekla’s body than-a
supernatural vengeance fell upon the assembled dolls in
the Colosseum. Red and blue fire lighted up the dread
arena, producing the most disastrous effect upon Ceesar,
who not only lost all control over his legs, but was
in imminent danger of parting with them altogether,
and his arms too, in his desperate efforts 0 effect an
escape, which, however, was prevented by a thunder-
bolt which 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 ZAgean, 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 Neapolitans, 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 Jezebels, 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 Persephone, and Antigone
sat next us. and munched walnuts all through the per-
formance. Presently a death-like silence fell upon the
hitherto boisterous assembly. A barrel organ struck
up the inevitable Intermezzo from the Cavalleria
Rusticana, and the curtain rose on *‘ the most sacred
and tragical drama of the life, death, and martyrdom
of the blessed Thekla.,” 1 never in all my life saw
anything to come up to the ugliness of the marionettes.

The last scene was a triumph, It represented the
interior of the Colosseum, densely crowded with the
queerest looking puppets, about two feet high, dressed
as ancient Romans, Ceasar was there, a very large-
headed, pale-faced puppet with a wry neck, who, when
he got up to give an order, absolutely refused 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 hat 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 fworz, which brought
Cesar (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 Casar 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 Jesus 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 score of martyrs in his or
her own family—men and women who had died for
Christ, fearlessly, ungrudgingly—and yet whose notions
concerning Him and His work were, I dare say,
strangely nebulous. I feel sure half the wild-looking
audience would have cheerfully died the most horrible
of deaths rather than have denied their Faith, even
such as it is. Thus Thekla and the story of her
martyrdom were a terrible reality to these dwellers
in a land where religious massacres are still a cruel,
and a by no means uncommon fact.
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