
GLIMPSES OF CONSTANTINOPLE.

Next morning, bright and early, we entered the Bosphorus, rounded
Seraglio Point, and were soon anchored, with hundreds of other vessels,
at the mouth of the Golden Horn. Steam ferryboats of the English kind
were passing to and fro, and caïques flitted in and out with the dexterity
and swiftness of sea-gulls. Quite adeputation of fez caps came on board to
receive the bride and groom, and when we went ashore they were still
smoking cigarettes and sipping at what must have been in the neigh-
bourhood of their twentieth cup of Turkish coffee. Madame A-
was very cordial when we parted, saying she should call soon upon me,
and that I must visit her. We bade adieu to our captain with regret.
He was a very intelligent and entertaining man. The officers of the
Austrian Lloyd line ought certainly to be very capable seamen. Edu-
cated in the government naval schools, they are obliged to serve as mates
a certain time, then command a sailing vessel for several years, and
finally pass a very strict examination before being licensed as captains
of steamers. Amongst other qualifications, every captain acts as his own
pilot in entering any port to which he may be ordered. They sail under
sealed orders, and our captain said that not until he reached Constanti-
nople would he know the ship's ultimate destination, or whether he
would retain command or be transferred to another vessel. It is the
policy of the company seldom to send the same steamer or captain over
the same route two successive trips. In time of war both captains and
ships are liable to naval duty. As we passed the Island of Lissa the
captain pointed out the scene of a naval engagement between the Aus-
trians and Italians in 1866, in which he had participated. The salary
of these officers is only about a thousand dollars a year.

We embarked with our baggage in a caïque, which is much like an open
gondola, only lighter and narrower, and generally painted in light colours,
yellow being the favourite one, and were soon landed at the custom-
house. A franc satisfied the Turk in attendance that our baggage was
all right, and it was immediately transferred to the back of an ammale,
or carrier. These men take the places of horses and carts with us. A
sort of pack-saddle is fastened on their backs, and the weights they carry
are astonishing. Our ammale picked up a medium-sized trunk as if it
was a mere feather: on top of this was put a hat-box, and with a bag
in one hand he marched briskly off as if only enjoying a morning con-
stitutional. We made our way through the dirty streets and narrow
alleys to the Hôtel de Byzance in the European quarter. This is a very
comfortable hotel, kept in French style, and most of the attendants speak
French. Our chambermaid, however, is a man, a most remarkable old
specimen in a Turco-Greek dress-long blue stockings and Turkish slip-
pers, very baggy white trousers, a blue jacket, white turban twisted
around his fez cap and a voluminous shawl about his waist. His long


