
The City of the Sultan. 2

:gay and swift as dragon-flies, flit here and there 'with loads of gold-.bedizexied
beys, or veiled women. There is no scene in the world like that around
one in the Golden Horn."

I must confess, however, that my own first impressions were
less glowing than those here indieated. It was on the early
morning of Ray 2nd, 1892, that we stood on the deck of our good
-ship, Daphne, to get our first view of the far-famed Golden Hlorn.
But unfortunately clouds and hovering mists clung like a veil
-over the scene. Soon, however, the veil beeame as thin and
tenuous as the transparent yashmack in whieh the Turkish ladies
*delight, and the beauty of the eity of the Sultan -was revealed to
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either side, crowned with stately buildings, ail made a pieture of
surpassing beauty.

Few cities in the world have such confiicting and stirring
maemories. The New Rome of Constantine, designed to eclipse
the gru~ndeur of the Mistress 0f the Tiber; the city of Theodosius
.and the Byzantine Emperors; the city of crusading heroes; the
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