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Turkey’s Former Sultan Is Rig-
orously Confined in the Villa
Allatini, Salonica—sThe Mys-
tery That Enshrouded Him in &
Yildiz Kiosk Still Surrounds
Him—Abandoned by Many of
His Wives and Household, He
Fears Death by Poison and His
Mind Has Failed
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Abdul Hamid IL
= From a Photograph Taken in 1872,
When the Sultan was 30 years Oid.
(From Le Monde Iilustré.)

SALONICA, Turkey.
BDUL HAMID is alive! The
former sultan is in Salonica and
has not been secretly conveyed
Constantinople
se are the replies to two recent-
ed reports which have told
1er sultan’s demise, and of

been spirited away during

S
the night to the capital. The latter
report was merely founded upon the
passage o rain full of munitions,
concerning which quite special pre-
unions were t ."5"'.’,.
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rying to find out some details

ical condition and

the deposed sultan,
r so many years was the politi-
r who kept the diplo-

, and who was

t he usually

le the ambas-
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his people is
1 the same mystery
: he was in Yildiz kiosk at Constan-

rumors and reports un-
irculate concerning him—
inventions, a
approaching the truth.

er sultan, as most people

them

very few

lives in the villa Allatini, where
resided some two and a
ars. His dwelling and prison
large square built red
in modern FrerCh style,
rings out as a note of color
e of very dark green pine
surround it on all sides.
) to the second story now,
years, at their present
yrowth, the trees will entirely
hide the building.
The Sultan’s Prison
The Allatini house was built by an
1 flour merchant who had settled
1d when he died it was sold to
ny, which in turn disposed of
he state for the purpose of using
a place of confinement for Abdul

d upon his deposition in 1909,

e second revolution.
Abdul Hamid upon his downfall
tried every way possible to be al-

i1 it 2 palace on the
e Asiatic side of the Bosphorus, the
ful building, which had
11lt to shelter a well known em-
her visit to the Turkish

ne, a beauti

Young Turks were obdur-
ful of a reactionary move-
the Padishah, who

beloved of the old
t at all sure of their own
that Abdul

or ot

ns, they insisted
e the capital.

and secretly,

in the mid-
he night, with a minimum of
baggage, accompanied by 17 wives,
made themselves conspicuous by
their lamentations, he was with scant
spatched to Salonica. That
city was selected because of its being
the seat of the Young Turk party, and
rs wished to have their arch

ceremony di

enemy under their own eyes, guarded
by themselves, and, above all, away
from the capital, where they thought

.sibly have escaped.

valked around the villa on
The main road runs along

e northern. There is noth-
1 bare wall to be seen, at the
f which is a walled up gateway
arge Lynx eyed sentries

watch the passers. Any one lingering

is promptly requested to move on, On

4 the three other sides no one is allowed

to go anywhere near the walls, and
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Abdul Hamid II

From a Portrait Taken in 1887, When

the Suitan was 45 Years Old.
( From L'Iilustration)

sentries about 50 yards apart jealously
mount guard and any one approaching
is likely to be shot at without parley.
An enterpri Englishman
tried take a photograph.
he whiz of a bullet set him running.
So there are not many photographs of
the Allatini house—none of the inte-
rior, at all events, since the sultan has
been there.

Sentinels Will Fire

To get a view of the two sides, east
and south, a big detour had to be
made through fields filled with a rank
growth of a prickly dead weed. The
sentinels all round the walls mean-
hile were keeping a vigilant eye upon
the movements of my party.

The wall used to be one meter high;
it is now thrice that height. Inside and
out it is heavily picketed. A military
guardhouse of considerable dimenstons
the north side across the road.

e south soldiers used to camp
out. Now the tents have been re-
placed with a neat white guardhouse
with red tiled roofs. But no one is
allowed to approach. Any one so do-
ing takes his life in his hands. The
orders to the soldiers on duty regard-
ing the approach-of strangers are of
the most stringent nature, and they
are “Fire at oncé!”

There is a road running.down the
west side of- the: Allatini property.
That is absolutely forbidden to all
except those known to be directly
connected with the househeld, and
they consist almost solely of a con-
tractor, a doctor and a barber, all
three of whom are warned that any
indiscretion will be severely punished.

Razim Bey, a colonel and warm
supporter of the Young Turk party, is
personally charged with the responsi-
bility of the keeping of the erstwhile
sultan. He is a man of severe aspect
and few words. His duty is to see
Abdul Hamid once a day, and he goes
through the formality of asking if
there is anything the prisoner wants.

Of late the former ruler makes no
reply. About a year ago he used to
ask that his household be increased.
In other words, he wanted more
wives.

If you ask Razim Bey how the for-
mer sultan is he will invariably reply:
“Quite happy. He does not worry
about anything, and indeed he has in-
creased in weight of late.”

But behind those words
guardian of
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dul Hamid is a mental nullity.

Abdul Hamid IL

From s Portrait Taken in 1904

there is a crytic meaning. It is true
that the former sultan is not unhappy,
but if he be happy it is in the nega-
tive form of a man who has ceased to
know what is going on. The truth is,
that for a year past softening of the
brain has set in, and the great intelli-
gence which used to match itself
against all the combinations of the
diplomats of Europe, and often
beat them, is today no more, and Ab-
He
does nothing. He used to while away
his Wime in carpentering, at which he
proved himself quite skillful. But that
he has long given up. He does not
read. Newspapers have been offered
him. He does not look at them. He
knows nothing of what goes on in the
other world. He talks to a brother in
law who lives with him, but he does
not remember the most important
events of his reign. His mental state
is, I am assured, owing to the abuses
of the harem. He has one wife, a
Circassian, aged 28, with whom he is
enamored. With few exceptions his
wives have beem Circassian beauties.
As a race the Circassian women are
rare types of refined and artistic love-
liness.

A little more than a year ago, ow-

SO

“ing?

‘speaking a word as the rhythm of
' oars and the lapping of the water

ng to the dullness of life within the
walls at the Allatini resiuence, there
was a strike or upheaval in the harem.
Up to that time Abdul Hamid had had
for his amusement a jester and a mu-
sician. The discontents appealed to
the authorities to be released, and, as
the former sultan made no objection,
the jester apd the musician, a son and
10 of the wives were entrained one
night for Constantinople. It was
given out that they had gone to the
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" Drawn from a Portrait
in the Illustrated
ndon News.

Yildiz Kiosk and thé Mosque of Hamid. Where the Sultan
Formerly Lived.

Photo by Underwood & Underwood, N, Y.

capital to attend a wedding. Anyhow,
they never returned, and ever since
Abdul Hamid has deplored the mea-
gerness of his harem.

Since that night upon which the
bulk of the former sultan’s people
abandoned him the neighbors have
observed that all life seems to have
left Allatini villa. It is inferred that
that was the final coup which settled
upon the former monarch and left him
in a state from which he has never
recovered. The shutters remain closed
and the house looks deserted.

As in the times of yore at Yildi,
Abdul Hamid still retains a great fear-
fulness for his personal safety. His
cuisine is simple—that is to say, it is
essentially Turkish, consisting largely

of mutton, chicken, rice, vegetables

and fruits.

Each dish is, as was the case in
Yildiz, brought up from the kitchen
bound with tape and sealed with red
wax. That sealing is a primary pre-
caution, so that the food can not be
tampered with on the way from the
kitchen. But that s not enough for
this - strange man, whose suspicious-
ness takes the form of mania, and that
mania itself resolves itself into the
fixed idea that he will, one day or an-
other, meet death by poison. Accord-
ingly, when the dishes are opened the
cook and one other member of the
household is compelled to taste there-
of first. Not until this has been ac-
complished will Abdul Hamid eat of
anything.

Even the doctor is not free from
suspicion, and with him it assumes a
seriocomic phase. Thus, when he has
ordered Abdul Hamid a certain regime
of pills, the illustrious patient invari-
ably insists upon the doctor himself
partaking of the medicine, and that
there may be no trickery about it he
himself picks out the pill, and that is
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The Alatini Villa as It, Appearcd Before the Wall Was Built,

The Allatini Villa~
The Prison-of Abdul Hamid.

the one which the doctor must swal-
low and no other. It reminds one of

.an event. some seven or eight years

ago, when Doctor Bergmann told the
reigning sultan that his daughter
would have to be operated upon for
appendicitis. Abdul Hamid insisted
thereupon that a similar operation
should first be performed upon a
daughter of one of the members of
the court to see what came of it,

Yet another instance of Abdul
Hamid’s fear lies in the existence of

that three metre high wall around the

property. Formerly it was but a
meter high, with rails and brick posts
at intervals. But when it came to

obtaining his signature for the £1,600,-
000 which lay in the Deutsche bank,
during which a good deal of bullying
and coercion had to be used, the pris-
oner finally gave way upon the prom-
ise that the main gate on the high
road would be done away with and
the space it occupied plastered up, and
that a wall three meters high should
be built all around the property. His
reason for this was a fear lest he
should be shot down by people out-
side.

The Sultan’s Fear

While the former monarch is thus
minutely careful concerning his own
safety, the Young Turks are just
precisely solicitous that he should not
possibly escape, and there is no man-
ner of doubt, in spite of constant offi-
cial assurances that Abdul Hamid is
quite happy, that his captivity has
been carried out with a rigor which is
scarcely justifiable.

The Young Turks, who are intense-
ly shy about any reference to Abdul
Hamid, assert that their captive has
all liberty within the big outer walls
of the property. That, from what I
hear on what I am bound to consider
as good authority, is untrue. What is

told me is this: That the imperial
prisoner occupies the first floor and
that he is confined to that. He is
neither allowed to descend to the
ground floor nor ascend to the second
story. Above all, that he is not al-
lowed to go out into the garden and
that he has never been out since his
arrival here. This last is an incon
trovertible fact. The Young Turks,
when I tackled them with this as not
right, assured me that he does not
care to come out for exercise and that
he seldom went out at Yildiz.

The precautions taken to prevent
any one reaching the prisoner are ex-
treme. I asked to have an interview
with him and was met with sarcastic
laughter and a very emphatic negative
“Impossible!” saitd a Younk Turk
leader. “Abdul Hamid is dead to the
world and no one will ever see him
alive again!”

It has been told me, and it is quite
within the possibilities of the situation
and is backed by the above words
quoted, that should any revolution
break out and the Young Turk party
find itself in peril one of the first
orders given would be the extermina-
tion of the prisoner of the Allatini
villa.

Lunching at a villa within a stone’s
throw of the Allatini house, I was
rather surprised to find an ordinary
net wire fence all around the garden
where a wall would have naturally
suggested itself as more ornamental
and useful.

“Oh, yes,” said the owner. “No
walls here. We are not allowed to
build them.” And it Wwas quite true.

No one having a villa within rifle
range of the Allatini villa is allowed
to have a wall. For behind such walls
friends of the former sultan might
take shelter when attempting a rescue
of Abdul Hamid. Thus, even Rami
Bey, the Young Turk member of par-
liament, who has a villa between the
Allatini villa and the sea, mav not
build the wall he desired and began
around his garden. Ships also might
contain rescuing parties, so all vessels
are strictly forbidden anchoring any-
\w:]l'xlcre in the bay near the Allatini
villa.
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THE IMAGINATION OF A FI/HERMAN

: PASSED by a group of friends, once,
Iwho, being entertained by a su-

premely jolly and good natured and
fun loving Creole lady from New Or-
leans with a story about an innumer-
able flock of wild canaries she had seen
in the chaparral, I remazked, en pas-
sant, “Sapristi I'imagination!” It broke
up the story and I fled to the protection
of my tent.

So, a few days ago, & friend sent me
a picture of a bass, a leaping, small
mouth warrior with jaw fly impaled,
and I hung him upon my tent wall
And why now should I long to go fish-
I, in my imagination, step into
the boat.with, say, my old partner o
years gone by, and as the guide, seein
all made snug and everything in, pushes
off, we light up our pipes and gaze
and breathe and gaze again, no one

immersed bow tells us we are speedin
on to the lair of, ounce for ounce,
perhaps the gamest and finest ol

fresh waters—the small mouthed bass.

Silence is‘only a temporary condition
with , the old man, and the talkative
guide (a strange freak in a goods man)
begins to instill into him some of his
ideas on the proper way to fish.

Well, here we are, and, trying the
rocky ledge, we are both of us soon
fast to good, heavy fish. And the ban-
tering and wagering and the repartee
as the fight goes on!

How natural does it all come back
to me! I can not only see the good
old rod of 20 summers' use bend and
recover, like one side of Hogarth’s line
of beauty, but hear the reel! ARh! the
music of that reel, singing the same
old love song of which no true fisher-
man tires! Some go so far as to put
silver clicks into thelr reel to get more
music, a case simply of plling Pelion
on Ossa. The music of the reel! And
then the tug, tug, tug at the wrist as

e you give him the butt and keep him

away from that old sunken and partly
submerged tree top! And was not
gentle Izaak right when asked to de-
scribe, on his deathbed. the most pleas-

- fighter that swims in either salt or-ant sensation in his long life, he im-

ey T et Ay s g

ning and dissecting them,

"bass in the spluttering bacon fat.

mediately answered, “The tug of a 23
pound salmon!” And I guess the Gentle
Angler had it almost pat, eh? Don't
all speak at once. .

And then the noon hour on the rocky
point, encased on one side with huge
boulders and on the other by a cres-
cent, sandy beach, wave kissed and
glistening in the sun.

The gathering of a few sticks of
wood and the putting over of the coffee
pot. The trying out of the bacon; as
the guide slips three or four fine fel-
lows from the string and deftly skin-
lays upon
the tin platter great slabs of pearly,
pink fish steaks, boneless and as big
as your outstretched hand. And yop

‘watch him dust each piece with corn-

meal, golden flakes that in the pan en-
crust the fish and turn to russet brown.
And you now and then get a whiff of
the maple smoke from the burning
twigs and combined with it the aroma
of the boiling coffee and the: frying
Do
vou follow me? Ah! And you begin
to gather together the tin plates and
the forks and knives, the cups and the

&
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bread and butter and cream and sugar,
:n(tl z:le,t thet:n upon a nearby table rock'
u ere nature fo X
e y r ybur especial

And you jealously wateh the guide
tenderly impale, just as tenderly as did
Izaak impale his wriggling worm upon
the hook, so much so that you know
and feet that the worm Walton used
(and was honest about admitting it
remember tha! ye “all on and only hr'
the "fly” trout fishermen) wrigglea
through excess of joy and not of pain—
each fillet of bass, breaking through
the tender crust and showing just a
glimpse of the flaky, ‘white flesh un-
derneath now cooked to a turn. And
you are helped straight from the pan
and also to a bit of bacon, and with
your coffee cup filled* and coated with
rich golden cream, aromatic of the
cowslips and daiczies of the pastures
you eat and enjoy the breeze and llste!;
to the lapping of the water upon th
sand, that plays an aceompaniment to
the leafy aeolian harps whispering
nwsc:t music overhead.

why go fishing when y

sick~bed and can’'t go? it
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