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sugar, grounds and ail ; but a little sugar, minus the coffee-maud at the
bottom, is much nicer. Coffee seems to be drunk everywhere and ali
the time by the Turks. The cafés are frequent, where they sit curled
up on the divans dreamily smoking and sipping their fragrant coffee or
hearing stories in the flowery style of the Arabian Nights, At the street
corners the coffee-vender squats before his little charcoal brasier and
drives a brisk business. If you are likely to prove a good customer at
the bazaar, you are invited to curl yourself up on the rug on the floor of
the booth, and are re- i
galed with coffee. Do
you make a call or visit
a harem, the same bev-
erage is immediately
offered. Even in the go-
vernment offices, while
waitingforaninterview
with some grandee, cof-
fee is frequently passed
round. Here it is par-
ticularly acceptable, for
without its sustaining
qualities one could
hardly survive the slow
movements of those
most deliberate of all
mortals, the Turkish
official.

A few days after our
arrival my friend of the
steamer, Madame A—,
the pretty Austrian
bride, invited me to
breakfast, and sent her
husband’s brother, a
fine-looking young
Greek, to escort me to
her house. He spoke
only Greek and Italian
«I neither ; however,
he endeavoured to be-
guﬂe the way by con-
versing animatedly in
Italian. As he gazed

LNIOd OTTDVHES

‘N¥OH NIJTOH




