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By H. C. Ostrander

SAW him at the Selamlik four years
ago—a frall, worn, pale-faced old
men of 60; with & scared, hunted
lock in his glittering, black eyes,
and the sorrows of & century written
upon his brow. Abdul Hamid, Prince of
the House of Osman, pitiful shadow of a
once mighty power (so mighty that
every other throne of Europe trembled
before it in years gone by); Child of the
Prophet though he be; “Commander of
the Faithtful, Sultan of Sultans, King of
Kinge anéd Shadow of God upon the

Eartt is doomed to dle The physl
ciens have said it The world awaits
e end wit wondering expectatior

ar two hundre n ons of spiritual
subjects. scattered over the four cor

ners of the earth, bow in blind fanati-
clsm to th nevits e beginning of the
end. mur: y kismet Tis Fate!

e IMos hated most feared and
most cowardly of a the sovereigne of
earth, Abdul Hamid, Su of Turke)
and the spiritual head of all the Mo-
hammedans in the world, of whatever
race or nation s today slowly dying
of an Iincurable disease a few
months will see the end Ther s des-
tined to come one of those or 6:‘.v(]_;v-‘_
3 } e epo £ X ) d's his
% ( of three things, up 1
fatef de w shape the future des

g rkes either e dis 11 be
me the « ar 1 visior
among the “dogs of war France,
Germeany, England and Russia—among
whom for years it has been a ) e of

mtentior or & ¢
1 wing 3 overt w he '
nasty wi } & wver pPOSs ; g 1
peaceable essjior & ew S
» & hardly prot .

Although Constar . Kk mong
the great capi & of world, and is
I ided ' P most Orieér
ta rave B e is tually
knowr Ble & Bov
ereign and 8 ¥ our
hat # ew 1s & g g the t
mate fe of Grand 7 I g d
froz I who T« . € was se
to the Ottoman ti i fi a

pacit) ¥y mot be witho res
However, we cannot pass '
side on of Al
au T L !' w R‘ s P *
< Aerf " & ¢
and wi for ovs 4 vears has been
the chief city of the who Mohamme-
dan world
The approa te Constantinople
from the sea is w X stion one
of the oveliest scemnecs of eart and
WwWords are pows &8s 10 paint the pic
ture of that first enchanted wision of
the « Conset

was a glorioy night in the
spring of 902 that our good ship
Czarey steamed northward through
the Straits of Dardanelles; the Helles-
pont of the ancients (once plowed by
the galieys of Cicero, Pompey, Caesar
and Pliny); that Hellespont which
Xerxes spanned with his famous

bridge of boats, and the scene of the
tragic love-story of Hero and Le-
ander

The crescent moon, symbol of the
faith of Islam, was reflected 4n the
gently rippling surface of the Mar-
mora, and & thousand silvery lights
danced across the darkened waters.
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Day was dawning under the unutter-
able splendor of an Oriental sky as

we drew near to Constantinople—that

anclent, love dreadful city which has
been for ages the desire, the joy and
the despair of all the world!

The hills were purple, the shores
were silver i the sea of sapphire

biue, as on 1t

enchanted morning I
and peered throug!

came on deck the
ifting miste for my first view of the
city of my dreams

Viewed ' from the Bosphorus and
half hidder by the morning mists,
Constantinople was a picture which
beggare description Like some en-
chanted cifty of ti “Arablan Nights
Tales the domes, pinnacles, towers,
embattied wa and sky-piercing

narets of the Turkish capital burst
the clouds and seemed to ‘float,
ntom-like ! space

his view of Constantinople my
fondest anticipations were more than

realized There was something more
than earthly loveliness in the glitter-
ing panorama which gradually un-
folded itself to my delighted vision be-
neath that glowing Oriental sky and
ong bot the Europeag and Asiatic
stretched awa) 1 he northward
shores as far as the eye could reach.
The blue waves danced in the sun-
ht as the curtain of mist was grad-

y lifted from the lovely city, and'a

isand tir graceful caiques darted

and there across the laughing
¥ The splendid palaces of the
iitans, or raglio Point; the
antine walls; the  Citadel

of Seven Towers; the six beautiful
minarets of the Mosque of Bultan
Achmet the Suliemanieh Mosque,
with its ten domes; the white tower
of the Seraskiarat anc above all,

glorious Santa Sophia, transformed by
the Moslem conguerors into a Moham-
medan temple of wership—these were
glories of the ancient city of Con-
stantinople, whose brilliancy 1 felt
that even the closest association could
never dim; but I soon discovered that
there was another side to the lovely
picture, by which much of its poetry
and romance were destined to be dis~
pelled

Constantinople, in the noontide of her
glory, must have been a glittering
vision of splendor; but today her glory
is very largely an fllusion. It is one of
those cases where “distance lends en-
chantment to the view.” No other city
of the East presents so much of splene
did promise to the mind of the Ocole

womm—

dental traveler as fits distant glories
are first unveiled to his enraptured
sight, and no other fails so sadly in the
realization of its promised beautles as
does this great capital of the Ottoman
empire.

Our ship anchored out in the Bospho-
rus, and we, with our luggage, were
taken ashore in a caique—a little boat
which is apparently first cousin to the
Venetian gondola.

As I left the Golden Horn and picked
my way cautiously through the streets
and alleys of this vast dog kennel into
which the Turkish metropolis had sud-
denly resolved itself, I gradually awoke
to the fact that the countless thousands
of graceful, airy structures which cov-
ered the seven hills of Stamboul and
gave to the distant view the impression
of a phantom city were, in prosaic real-
ity, a mighty conglomeration of Turkish
hovels and tawdry shops of the flim-
siest and most unpicturesque construc-
tion. The streets were, with but few
exceptions, little better than narrow,
crooked alleys, wretchedly paved, hope-
lessly dirty and populated by an untold
multitude of mangy, snarling pariah
dogs; gaunt, wolf-like creatures,
starved, tailless and battle-scarred;
they sleep on the pavements and live
their miserable lives entirely in the
streets. The dogs themselves have dis-
tricted the city and a terrible fight is
sure to ensue when a dog wanders out
of his allotted territory. It is said that
some of these dogs are born, live their
wretched llves and die without ever
getting beyond the confines of their
own street.

The geographical position of Con-
stantinople is unique. The great gate-
way between the Occident and the Ori-
ent, and situated, like no other city in
the world, upon two continents, she is
perbaps the most cosmopelitan city on

the face of the earth. Of her flve prin-
¢ipal divisions, Scutari and Kadi Keul
ere situated on the Asiatic side of the
Bosphorus; while, on the European
fide, Galata and Pera are north of the
Golden Horn, and south of that historic
stream is old Stamboul, wholly Turkish
and intensely Oriental, Asiatic, rather
than BEuropean, in character; mysteri-
ous, barbaric and. fanatically Moham-
medan.

Unspeakable Beauty and Filth

+ Within the ruined Byzantine walls
of this picturesque old Stamboul are
gathered hovels and palaces, prisons
and shrines, bazaars and mosques,
boundless riches and untold poverty,
sublimest architecture and filth unut-
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terable; the highest achlevements of
Eastern art and culture, side by side
with crime and degradation unspeak-
able. Here are the great khans which
once sheltered the rich caravans from
Arabia, Persia and India; the splendid
mosques which are the glory of Con-
stagtinople; the “Sublime Porte” and
the palaces of the old: Seraglio where
the early Sultans lived; and the grand
bazaars within whose dim and shadowy
passages linger the perfumes of ages
and the romance of all time.

One of the great sights of Constan-
tinople, in which I found a never end-
ing source of delight, was the world-
famed Galata bridge, the one link
which binds together the Constantino-
ple of the twentieth century and the
old capital of Mahmoud the Conqueror
and Sulieman the Magnificent. Omn this
wonderful floating thoroughfare the
life of the Occident mingled with that
of the Orient and passed in unending
procession before me, natives of five
continents and a hundred foreignd
lands; people of every color, race and
religion under the sun; costumes In
dazzling array and a wonderful vari-
ety of colors; Asiatics, Africans, Euro-
peans, the elite of Continental capitals
elbowing burnoused Bedouins from Sa-
hara's desert wastés and Turkish
pashas resplendent in medals and gold
brald—a hundred thousaad souls, it
is said, pass over Galata bdbridge every
day of the year, and for genuine inter-
est and picturesqueness the whole
world does not hold its equal.

In aristocratic Pera, with its Buro-
pean palaces, its foreign embassies and
its great hotels, and in bold and sinful
Galata, with its gambling-houses and
drinking dives, I was unmistakably in
Europe; but, once across the old Ga-
lata bridge, I found myself in another
world, the world of the Orient, the
world of the crescent, the turban and
the scimetar, no’'less Asiatic than Scu-
tari, smiling at me across the blue
Bosphorus. The hurry and bustle of
the twentieth century were laft be-
hind me as I passed under the shad-
ows. of the Sultana Valide Mosque at
ihe end of the old bridge and stepped
foot in quaint, grim, picturesque Stam-
boul.

With ever increasing joy I explored
its dim old streets and wandered
through the shadowy passages of the
Grand Bazaar, wher® one may purchase
anything from goatskin of water to
a drove of eameis. Grave, long-
bearded Turks sat before their
little booths smoking nargilehs and
staring out into space. This is
“kyeft,”” the ' favorite pastime of
the Turk, the “sweet forgetfulness”
which corresponds somewhat to the
“dolce far nlente” of the Southern Ital-
fan, with the one difference that the
Turk does not find his happiness in"
the total oblivion of sleep, as does his
Italian counterpart.

The air of the bazaar was ever
heavy with the perfume of attar of
roses, and the gorgeous colorings of
the Oriental fabrics, draped from the
walls and cellings, were all subdued
in the mellow light.

Everything was strange and pictur-
esque and seemed to be enveloped in
that dim mystery which is the inde-
finable charm of the East. This great
labyrinth of covered, crowded streets
is entered by over 100 gates, which at
night are closed and locked. The great-
er part of the Grand Bazaars were
constructed by the Sultan Bayazid
about 1500 A. D., while the famous
“Bazestan,”. or central bazaar, dates
from the Byzantine era, some hun-
dreds of years earlier.

The exquisite Saracenie
of Cairo, evidenced even in‘:l‘::l;:?b‘:::
dwol}lnxs of that fair city, is sadly
lacking in Constantineple. The beau-
tiful “Mushrabeyahs" of the Egyptian
metropolis have no counterpart in
Stamboul. Blank walls and stifly lat-
ticed windows alone greet the eye, and
nothing of the external appearance be-
speaks the truly Oriental splendor with
which many of the Turkish homes are |
furnished. | Fanaticism, prejudice and
all the Mohammedan superstitiom of
1300 years bar the Turkish harem

(Continued on Preceding Page.)
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