
THE CITY OF THE SULTANS. At 
  

the descent just made sinks into utter insig- 

nificance compared to what is before us. 

Then we had the huge walls of the parted 

rock as the rails of a staircase; now we 

have nought but the smooth, rounded sur- 

face of the storm-washed boulders to cling 

to, and, on either side of our narrow way, 

depths at the bottom of which a man’s body 

could never be discovered with human eye. 

Behind us, the precipitous rocks over and 

through which we came ; ahead of us, the 

slender barrier of rock overhanging the 

appalling chasm, and all there exists be- 

tween us and it. Few dare to look more 

than once, and one glance suffices for a 

comprehension of the meaning of the word 

“depth” never before even dreamed of, and 

Hever afterwards forgotten. The gorge is 

2,000 feet sheer depth, the most precipitous 

and sublime in its proportions of any chasm 
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HERE is no love 

lier, few so lovely, 

scenes on earth as 

that which unfolds 

itself to the tra- 

veller as he ap- 

proaches Constan- 

tinople from the sea; above 

all, on one of those days of 

early summer when the bitter 

blasts from the Euxine have 

ceased to blow, and the south 

wind, warm from Syrian deserts, tempered 

in its course by the snows of Olympus, 

"chases the last few fleecy clouds away from 

the bright blue sky. Before him, as the 

anchor drops in the still depths of the 

Golden Horn, rise on the southern side of 

the long inlet the seven low hills of old 

Byzantium—a maze of domes and minarets, 

- masses of cypress groves and clusters of 

tumble-down old houses, Ottoman mosques 

and old Byzantine towers and pillars, still 

Lie 

onthe continent. The opposite wall towers 

hundreds of feet above us, and if it were 

possible to imagine anything more terrifying 

than the position on this side, that upor 

the other would be, were its brink safe to 

approach. Overhanging crags, black and 

blasted at their summits, or bristling with 

stark and gnarled pine’, reach up into pro- 

foundly dizzy heights, while lower down 

monstrous rocks threatened to topple and 

carry to destruction any foolhardy climber 

who would venture upon them. The canon, 

except in the dead of winter, is approach- 

able only from the top, the walls below 

being so precipitous and the river sucha 

torrent as to defy all access. When frozen, 

as the waters are for brief periods during the 

coldest months, the way up the cafion may 

be accomplished, but only at the risk of   personal comfort and not a little danger.” 
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girdled round by the same ancient walls 

albeit sadly dilapidated now, which in the 

days of archers and Greek fire so often 

baffled the repeated attacks of Goth and 

Bulgar, Persian and Arab, and even the all- 

conquering Osmanli himself. 

~ On the northern bank, above the crowded 

buildings and Genoese Tower of old Galata, 

appear the heights of Europeanised Pera, 

gay with official residences of ambassadors 

and chargés d@’affairés, the home of rumour, 

speculation, and intrigue. Facing the city, 

on the Adriatic shore, are Scutari, with its 

groves of tombs, the largest, the most beau- 

tiful, the best beloved of all the cemeteries 

of the capital, and Kadi-Keui, now a little 

village, once known to fame as Chalcedon, 

“city of the blind.” Whilst onwards to 

where the Castles of Europe and of Asia 

frown at one another across the narrowest 

part of the Straits, and the expanse of the 

gloomy Euxine is divined rather than seen   beyond, stretch eastwards—beginning with


