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and crowned by massive mosques and 
graceful white minarets, with here and 
there a pile of ancient ruin, offers a 
sky-line always changing as the behold- 
er moves, but always beautiful. Then 
no city has such a sea—a sea deep to 
its very margin, intensely clear, in- 
tensely blue, penetrating everywhere, 
till you can hardly recognise its arms; 
a sea that narrows to a river in the 
Golden Horn and Bosphorus, and 
spreads into a shoreless expanse in the 
broad Propontis, studded with shining 
isles, The central spot of every view 
is the spot where these three waters 
meet: Seraglio Point, where the first 
Greek colonists built their Byzantium,   
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THE CAKE SELLER. 

almost beyond doubt. The street-seller of 
those hard, flat ginger-bread cakes, which 
seem to possess a mysterious attraction for 
the sweet-toothed Oriental ; the barber, so 
dexterously removing, with the most primi- 
tive of razors, the superfluous hairs from 
the brow and skull of the true believer; 
the Turkish lady, whose yashmak 
is no longer a disguise, but the thin- 
nest of veils, adding, in fact, an ad- 
ditional charm to faces whose regular 
features. and dark eyes are often 
coupled with an unhealthy pallor, will, 
meet us again and again on our way to 
the bazaars, a 

Constantinople has two glories: the 
glory of the mountains, and the glory 
of the sea. In every landscape the 
background is formed by the bold 
heights of Scutari and the more distant 
Mysian Olympus, with its snowy sum- 
mit cutting the clear air like mother- 
ofpearl. In the city itself there is 
scarcely a yard of level ground. Old 
Stamboul is built on along ridge rising 
some two hundred feet above the 
waters that lave it on either hand, a 
ridge whose top, indented by hollows     

the Eastern Czesars, and where now 

stands the ruin of the fortress palace 
of the Ottoman sultans; a. wilder- 

ness of broken walls and towers, with cypress 
groves between, and the dome of St. Sophia 
rising behind. There is no spot on earth 
that has seen so much history and so much 
crime as this, where dynasties of tyrants 
have reigned for sixteen weary centuries.


