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GLIMPSES OF CONSTANTINOPLE.

WE sailed from Trieste in the " Venus, one of the Austrian Lloyds," with
a very agreeable captain, who had been ail over the world and spoke
English perfectly. There were very
few passengers-only one lady be-
sides myself, and she was a bride
on her way to her new home in Con-
stantinople. She was a very pretty
young Austrian, only seventeen, but
such an old " Turk of a husband " as
she had! Her mother was a Vien-
nese, and her father a wealthy Eng-
lishman: what could have induced -
them to marry their pretty young
daughter to such a man? He was a
Greek by descent, but had always
lived in Constantinople. Short, stout,
cross-eyed, with a most sinister ex-
pression of countenance, old enough to
be her father, the contrast was most
striking. lis wifeseemedvery happy,
however, and remarked in a compla- A

cent tone that her husband was quite
European. So he was, except that he wore a red fez cap, which was, to
say the least, " not becoming" to his "style of beauty."

We had a smooth passage to Corfu, where we touched for an hour or
two. N- and I went on shore, climbed to the old citadel, and were re-
warded with a glorious view of the island and the harbour at our feet.
We picked a large bouquet of scarlet geraniums and other flowers which
grew wild on the rocks around the old fo tress, took a short walk through


