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PENCILLINGS BY THE WAY.

LETTER I.

Vienna, palaces and gardens— Mosaic copy of Da Vinci’s 

“ Last Supper’'— Collection of warlike antiquities; Scan- 

derburg’s sword, Montezuma’s tomahawk, relics of the 

crusaders, warriors in armour, the farmer of Augsburgh—  

Room of portraits of celebrated individuals— Gold busts of 

Jupiter and Juno—The Glacis, full of gardens, the general 

resort of the people— Universal spirit of enjoyment— Sim

plicity and confidence in the manners of the Viennese—  

Baden.

J u l y  2 5 ,  1833 .  

A t  the foot of a hill in one of the beautiful 

suburbs of Vienna, stands a noble palace called 

the Lower Belvedere. On the summit of the hill 

stands another, equally magnificent, called the 

Upper Belvedere, and between the two extend 

broad and princely gardens, open to the public.

V O L .  I I . A



On the lower floor of the entrance-hall in the 

former palace lies the copy, in mosaic, of Leo

nardo da Vinci’s “  Last Supper,” done at 

Napoleon’s order. Though supposed to be the 

finest piece of mosaic in the world, it is so 

large that they have never found a place for it. 

A temporary balcony has been erected on one 

side of the room, and the spectator mounts nearly 

to the ceiling to get a fair position for looking 

down upon it. That unrivalled picture, now going 

to decay in the convent at Milan, will probably 

depend upon this copy for its name with pos

terity. The expression in the faces of the apostles 

is as accurately preserved as in the admirable 

engraving of Morghen.

The remaining halls in the palace are occupied 

by a grand collection of antiquities, principally of 

a warlike character. When I read in my old 

worm-eaten Burton, of “ Scanderburg’s strength,” 

I never thought to see his sword. I t  stands here 

against the wall, a long straight weapon with 

a cross hilt, which few men could heave to their 

shoulders. The tomahawk of poor Montezuma 

hangs near it. It was presented to the emperor



by the king of Spain. It is of a dark granite, 

and polished very beautifully. W hat a singular 

curiosity to find in Austria !

The windows are draped with flags dropping in 

pieces with age. This, so in tatters, was re

nowned in the crusades. It was carried to the 

Holy Land and brought back by the Archduke 

Ferdinand.

A hundred warriors in bright armour stand 

round the hall. Their vizors are down, their 

swords in their hands, their feet planted for a 

spring. One can scarce believe there are no men 

in them. The name of some renowned soldier 

is attached to each. This was the armour of 

the cruel Visconti of Milan—that of Duke Alba 

of Florence—both costly suits, beautifully inlaid 

with gold. In the centre of the room stands a 

gigantic fellow in full armour, with a sword on his 

thigh and a beam in his right hand. It is the 

shell of the famous farmer of Augsburgh, who 

was in the service of one of the emperors. 

He was over eight feet in height, and limbed 

in proportion. How near such relics bring his



tory ! With what increased facility one pictures 

the warrior to his fancy, seeing his sword, and 

hearing the very rattle of his armour. Yet it 

puts one into Hamlet’s vein to see a contemptible 

valet lay his hand with impunity on the armed 

shoulder, shaking the joints that once belted the 

soul of a Visconti ! I turned, in leaving the 

room, to take a second look at the flag of the 

Crusade. It had floated, perhaps, over the helmet 

of Cœur de Lion. Saladin may have had it in 

his eye, assaulting the Christian camp with his 

pagans.

In the next room hung fifty or sixty portraits of 

celebrated individuals, presented in their time to 

the emperors of Austria. There was one of Mary 

of Scotland. It is a face of superlative love

liness, taken with a careless and most bewitching 

half smile, and yet not without the look of 

royalty, which one traces in all the pictures of 

the unfortunate queen. One of the emperors of 

Germany married Phillippina, a farmer’s daugh

ter, and here is her portrait. It is done in the 

prim old style of the middle ages, but the face is



full of character. Her husband’s portrait hangs 

beside it, and she looks more bora for an em

peror than he.

Hall after hall followed, of costly curiosities. 

A volume would not describe them. Two gold 

busts of Jupiter and Juno, by Benvenuto Cellini, 

attracted my attention particularly. They were 

very beautiful, but I would copy them in bronze, 

and coin the thunderer and his queen, were 

they mine.

Admiration is the most exhausting thing in the 

world. The servitor opened a gate leading into 

the gardens of the palace, that we might mount 

to the Upper Belvedere, which contains the im

perial gallery of paintings. But I had no more 

strength. I could have dug in the field till 

dinner-time—but to be astonished more than three 

hours without respite is beyond me. I took a 

stroll in the garden. How delightfully the un

meaning beauty of a fountain refreshes one after 

this inward fatigue ! I walked on, up one alley 

and down another, happy in finding nothing that 

surprised me, or worked upon my imagination, or 

bothered my historical recollection, or called upon



my worn-out superlatives for expression. I fer  ̂

vently hoped not to have another new sensation 

till after dinner.

*  #  #  *  #

Vienna is an immense city, (two hundred and 

fifty thousand inhabitants,) but its heart only is 

walled in. You may walk from gate to gate in 

twenty minutes. In leaving the walls you come 

upon a feature of the city which distinguishes 

it from every other in Europe. Its rampart is 

encircled by an open park, (called the Glacis,) 

a quarter of a mile in width and perhaps three 

miles in circuit, which is in fact in the centre 

of Vienna. The streets commence again on the 

other side of it, and on going from one part of 

the city to the other, you constantly cross this 

lovely belt of verdure, which girds her heart like 

a cestus of health. The top of the rampart 

itself is planted with trees, and, commanding 

beautiful views in every direction, it is generally 

thronged with people. (I t  was a favourite walk 

of the Duke of Reichstädt.) Between this and 

the Glacis lies a deep trench, crossed by draw

bridges at every gate, the bottom of which is



cultivated prettily as a flower-garden. Altogether 

Vienna is a beautiful city. Paris may have single 

views about the Tuilleries that are finer than any 

thing of the same kind here, but this capital 

of western Europe, as a whole, is quite the most 

imposing city I have seen.

The Glacis is full of gardens. I requested my 

disagreeable necessity of a valet, this afternoon, 

to take me to two or three of the most general 

resorts of the people. We passed out by one of 

the city gates, five minutes’ walk from the hotel, 

and entered immediately into a crowd of people, 

sauntering up and down under the alleys of the 

Glacis. A little farther on we found a fanciful 

building, buried in trees, and occupied as a 

summer café. In a little circular temple in front 

was stationed a band of music, and around it for 

a considerable distance were placed small tables, 

filled just now with elegantly dressed people, 

eating ices or drinking coffee. It  was in every 

respect like a private fê te  champêtre. I wandered 

about for an hour, expecting involuntarily to meet 

some acquaintance—there was such a look of



kindness and unreserve throughout. It is a 

desolate feeling to be alone in such a crowd.

We jumped into a carriage and drove round the 

Glacis for a mile, passing everywhere crowds of 

people idling leisurely along, and evidently out 

for pleasure. We stopped before a superb façade, 

near one of the gates of the city. I t  was the 

entrance to the Volksgarten. We entered in 

front of a fountain, and, turning up a path to the 

left, found our way almost impeded by another 

crowd. A semicircular building, with a range of 

columns in front encircling a stand for a band of 

music, was surrounded by perhaps two or three 

thousand people. Small tables and seats under 

trees were spread in every direction within reach 

of the music. The band played charmingly. 

Waiters in white jackets and aprons were running 

to and fro, receiving and obeying orders for re

freshments, and here again all seemed abandoned 

to one spirit of enjoyment. I had thought we 

must have left all Vienna at the other garden. I 

wondered how so many people could be spared 

from their occupations and families. I t  was no
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holiday. “  It is always as gay in fair weather,” 

said Karl.

A little back into the garden stands a beautiful 

little structure, on the model of the temple of 

Theseus, in Greece. It was built for Canova’s 

group of “ Theseus and the Centaur,” bought by 

the emperor. I had seen copies of it in Rome, 

but was of course much more struck with the 

original. I t  is a noble piece of sculpture.

Still farther back, on the rise of a mount, stood 

another fanciful café, with another band of music 

— and another crowd ! After we had walked 

around it, my man was hurrying me away. 

“ You have not seen the Augarten,” said he. It 

stands upon a little green island in the Danube, 

and is more extensive than either of the others. 

But I was content where I was ; and, dismissing 

my Asmodeus, I determined to spend the evening 

wandering about in the crowds alone. The sun 

went down, the lamps were lit, the alleys were 

illuminated, the crowd increased, and the em

peror himself could not have given a gaver 

evening’s entertainment.

Vienna has the reputation of being the most



profligate capital in Europe. Perhaps it is so. 

There is certainly, even to a stranger, no lack of 

temptation to every species of pleasure. But 

there is, besides, a degree of simplicity and con

fidence in the manners of the Viennese which I 

had believed peculiar to America, and inconsistent 

with the state of society in Europe. In the most 

public resorts, and at all hours of the day and 

evening, modest and respectable young women of 

the middle classes walk alone perfectly secure 

from molestation. They sit under the trees in 

these public gardens, eat ices at the cafés, walk 

home unattended, and no one seems to dream of 

impropriety. Whole families, too, spend the 

afternoon upon a seat in a thronged place of 

resort, their children playing about them, the 

father reading, and the mother sewing or knitting, 

quite unconscious of observation. The lower and 

middle classes live all summer, I am told, out of 

doors. It is never oppressively warm in this 

latitude, and their houses are deserted after three 

or four o’clock in the afternoon, and the whole 

population pours out to the different gardens on 

the Glacis, where, till midnight, they seem per



fectly happy in the enjoyment of the innocent 

and unexpensive pleasures which a wise govern

ment has provided for them.

The nobles and richer class pass their summer 

in the circle of rural villages near the city. They 

are nested about on the hills, and crowded with 

small and lovely rural villas, more like the neigh

bourhood of Boston than any thing I have seen in 

Europe.

Baden, where the emperor passes much of his 

time, is called “  the miniature Switzerland.” Its 

baths are excellent, its hills are cut into retired 

and charming walks, and from June till Sep

tember it is one of the gayest of watering-places. 

It is about a two hours’ drive from the city, and 

omnibuses, at a very low rate, run between at all 

times of the day. The Austrians seldom travel, 

and the reason is evident—they have every 

thing for which others travel at home.



L E T T E R  I I .

Vienna—The palace of Liechstenstein— Galleries.

J u l y , 1833.

T h e  red-nosed German led on through the 

crowded Graben, jostling aside the Parisian-look- 

ing lady and her handsome Hungarian cavalier, 

the phlegmatic smoker and the bearded Turk 

alike. We passed the Imperial Guard, the city 

gate, the lofty bridge over the trench, (casting a 

look below at the flower-garden laid out in “ the 

ditch ” which encircles the wall,) and entered 

upon the lovely Glacis—one step from the crowded 

street to the fresh greenness of a park.

Would you believe, as you walk up this shaded 

alley, that you are in the heart of the city still ?



The Glacis is crossed, with its groups of fair 

children and shy maids, its creeping invalids, its 

solitude-seeking lovers, and its idling soldiers, and 

we again enter the crowded street. A half-hour 

more, and the throng thins again, the country 

opens, and here you are, in front of the palace of 

Lieclistenstein, the first noble of Austria. A 

modern building, of beautiful and light archi

tecture, rises from its clustering trees ; servants in 

handsome livery hang about the gates and lean 

against the pillars of the portico, and with an 

explanation from my lying valet, who evidently 

makes me out an ambassador at least by the 

ceremony with which I am received, a gray ser

vitor makes his appearance and opens the im

mense glass door leading from the side of the 

court.

One should step gingerly on the polished mar

ble of this superb staircase I It  opens at once into 

a lofty hall, the ceiling of which is painted in 

fresco by an Italian master. It is a room of noble 

proportions. Few churches in America are larger, 

and yet it seems in keeping with the style of the



palace, the staircase —every thing but the creature 

meant to inhabit it.

How different are the moods in which one sees 

pictures ! To-day I am in the humour to give in 

to the painter’s delusion. The scene is real. As- 

modeus is at my elbow, and I am witched from 

spot to spot, invisible myself, gazing on the varied 

scenes revealed only to the inspired vision of 

genius.

A landscape opens.* I t  is one of the woody 

recesses of Lake Nemi, at the very edge of 

“ Dian’s Mirror.” The huntress queen is bathing 

with her nymphs ; the sandal is half-laced over 

an ancle that seems fit for nothing less than to 

sustain a goddess,— when, casting her eye on the 

lovely troop emerging from the water, she sees 

the unfortunate Calista surrounded by her as

tonished sisters, and fainting with shame. Poor 

Calista ! one’s heart pleads for her. But how

* By Franceschini. He passed his life with the Prince 

Liechstenstein, and his pictures are found only in this collec

tion. lie  is a delicious painter, full of poetry, with the one 

fault of too voluptuous a style.



expressive is the cold condemning look in the 

beautiful face of her mistress queen ! Even the 

dogs have started from their reclining position on 

the grass, and stand gazing at the unfortunate, 

wondering at the silent astonishment of the virgin 

troop. Pardon her, imperial Dian !

Come to the baptism of a child ! It is a vision 

of Guido Reni’s.* A young mother, apparently 

scarce sixteen, has brought her first child to the 

altar. She kneels with it in her arms, looking 

earnestly into the face of the priest while he 

sprinkles the water on its pure forehead, and 

pronounces the words of consecration. It is a 

most lovely countenance, made lovelier by the 

holy feeling in her heart. Her eyes are moist, 

her throat swells with emotion—my own sight 

dims while I gaze upon her. We have intruded 

on one of the most holy moments of nature. A 

band of girls, sisters by the resemblance, have 

accompanied the young mother, and stand, with 

love and wonder in their eyes, gazing on the face

* One of the very loveliest pictures that divine painter ever 

drew.



of the child. How strangely the mingled thoughts, 

crowding through their minds, are expressed in 

their excited features. It is a scene worthy of an 

audience of angels.

We have surprised Giorgione’s wife (the 

“ Flora” of Titian, the “ love in life ” of Byron) 

looking at a sketch by her husband. It  stands 

on his easel, outlined in crayons, and represents 

Lucretia the moment before she plunges the dagger 

into her bosom. She was passing through his 

studio, and you see by the half-suspended foot, 

that she stopped but for a momentary glance, and 

has forgotten herself in thoughts that have risen 

unaware. The head of Lucretia resembles her 

own, and she is wondering what Giorgione 

thought while he drew it. Did he resemble her 

to the Roman’s wife in virtue as well as in fea

ture ? There is an embarrassment in the expres

sion of her face, as if she doubted he had drawn 

it half in mischief. W e will leave the lovely 

Venetian to her thoughts. When she sits again 

to Titian, it will be with a colder modesty.

Hoogstraeten, a Dutch painter, conjures up a 

scene for you. It is an old man, who has thrust



his head through a prison-gate, and is looking 

into the street with the listless patience and cu

riosity of one whom habit has reconciled to his 

situation. His beard is neglected, his hair is 

slightly grizzled, and on his head sits a shabby 

fur cap, that has evidently shared all his im

prisonment, and is quite past any pride of ap

pearance. W hat a vacant face ! How perfectly 

he seems to look upon the street below, as upon 

something with which he has nothing more to do. 

There is no anxiety to get out, in its expression. 

He is past that. He looks at the playing children, 

and watches the zig-zag trot of an idle dog with 

the quiet apathy of one who can find nothing 

better to help off the hour. It is a picture of 

stolid, contented, unthinking misery.

Look at this boy, standing impatiently on one 

foot at his mother’s knee, while she pares an 

apple for him! With what an amused and playful 

love she listens to his hurrying entreaties, stealing 

a glance at him as he pleads, with a deeper feeling 

than he will be, able to comprehend for years ! It 

is one of the commonest scenes in life, yet how 

pregnant with speculation !



On—on—what an endless gallery ! I have seen 

twelve rooms with forty or fifty pictures in each, 

and there are thirteen halls more ! The delusion 

begins to fade. These are pictures merely. 

Beautiful ones, however ! If  language could 

convey to your eye the impressions that this waste 

and wealth of beauty have conveyed to mine, I 

would write of every picture. There is not an 

indifferent one here. All Italy together has not 

so many works by the Flemish masters as are 

contained in this single gallery—certainly none 

so fine. A most princely fortune for many gene

rations must have been devoted to its purchase.

I have seen seven or eight things in all Italy 

by Correggio. They were the gems of the galleries 

in which they exist, but always small, and seemed 

to me to want a certain finish. Here is a Cor

reggio, a large picture, and no miniature ever had 

so elaborate a beauty. It  melts into the eye. It  

is a conception of female beauty so very extra

ordinary, that it seems to me it must become, in 

the mind of every one who sees it, the model and 

the standard of all loveliness. It is a nude Venus, 

sitting lost in thought, with Cupid asleep in her



lap. She is in the sacred retirement of solitude, 

and the painter has thrown into her attitude and 

expression so speaking an unconsciousness of all 

presence, that - you feel like a daring intruder 

while you gaze upon the picture. Surely such 

softness of colouring, such faultless proportions, 

such subdued and yet eloquent richness of tint in 

the skin, was never before attained by mortal 

pencil. I am here, some five thousand miles 

from America, yet would I have made the voyage 

but to raise my standard of beauty by this ravish

ing image of woman.

In the circle of Italian galleries, one finds less 

of female beauty, both in degree and in variety, 

than his anticipation had promised. Three or 

four heads at the most, of the many hundreds that 

he sees, are imprinted in his memory, and serve 

as standards in his future observations. Even 

when standing before the most celebrated pic

tures, one often returns to recollections of living 

beauty in his own country, by which the most 

glowing head of Titian or the Veronese suffer in 

comparison. In my own experience this has been



often true, and it is perhaps the only thing in 

which my imagination of foreign wonders was too 

fervent. To this Venus of Correggio’s, however, 

I unhesitatingly submit all knowledge, all con

ception even, of female loveliness. I have seen 

nothing in life, imagined nothing from the descrip

tions of poets, that is in any way comparable to 

it. It is matchless.

In one of the last rooms the servitor unlocked 

two handsome cases, and showed me, with a great 

deal of circumstance, two heads by Denner. They 

were an old man and his wife—two hale, tem

perate, good old country gossips—but so curiously 

finished ! Every pore was painted. You counted 

the stiff stumps of the good man’s beard, as you 

might those of a living person, till you were tired. 

Every wrinkle looked as if a month had been 

spent in elaborating it. The man said they were 

extremely valuable, and I certainly never saw any 

thing more curiously and perhaps uselessly 

wrought.

Near them was a capital picture of a drunken 

fellow, sitting by himself and laughing heartily at



his own performance on the pipe. It  was irre

sistible, and I joined in the laugh till the long 

suite of halls rung again.

Landscapes by Van Delen—such as I 'have 

seen engravings of in America and sighed over as 

unreal—the skies, the temples, the water, the soft 

mountains, the distant ruins, seemed so like the 

beauty of a dream. Here they recall to me even 

lovelier scenes in Italy—atmospheres richer than 

the painter’s pallet can imitate, and ruins and 

temples whose ivy-grown and melancholy grandeur 

are but feebly copied at the best.

Come, Karl ! I am bewildered with these pic

tures. You have twenty such galleries in Vienna, 

you say ! I have seen enough for to-day, how

ever, and we will save the Belvedere till to-morrow. 

Here ! pay the servitor and the footman and the 

porter, and let us get into the open air. How 

common look your Viennese after the celestial 

images we have left behind ! And, truly, this is 

the curse of refinement. The faces we should 

have loved else, look dull ! The forms that were 

graceful before, move somehow heavily. I have 

entered a gallery ere now, thinking well of a face



that accompanied me, and I have learned indiffer

ence to it, by sheer comparison, before coming 

away.

We return through the Kohlmarket, one of the 

most fashionable streets of Vienna. It  is like a 

fancy-ball. Hungarians, Poles, Croats, Walla- 

chians, Jews, Moldavians, Greeks, Turks, all 

dressed in their national and striking costumes, 

promenade up and down, smoking all, and none 

exciting the slightest observation. Every third 

window is a pipe-shop, and they show, by their 

splendour and variety, the expensiveness of the 

passion. Some of them are marked “ two hun

dred dollars.” The streets reek with tobacco- 

smoke. You never catch a breath of untainted 

air within the Glacis. Your hotel, your café, your 

coach, your friend, are all redolent of the same 

disgusting odour.



L E T T E R  I I I .

The palace of Schoenbrunn— Hietzing, the summer retreat of 

the wealthy Viennese— Country-house of the American con

sul— Specimen of pure domestic happiness in a German 

family— Splendid village ball—Substantial fare for the ladies 

— Curious fashion of cushioning the windows —  German 

grief—The upper Belvedere palace— Endless quantity of 

pictures.

J u l y , 1833 .

D r o v e  to Schoenbrunn. It is a princely palace, 

some three miles from the city, occupied at pre

sent by the emperor and his court. Napoleon 

resided here during his visit to Vienna, and here 

his son died—the two circumstances which alone 

make it worth much trouble to see. The after

noon was too cold to hope to meet the emperor in 

the grounds, and, being quite satisfied with drapery



and modern paintings, I contented myself with 

having driven through the court, and kept on to 

Hietzing.

This is a small village of country-seats within 

an hour’s drive of the city—another Jamaica- 

Plains, or Dorchester in the neighbourhood of 

Boston. It  is the summer retreat of most of the 

rank and fashion of Vienna. The American con

sul has here a charming country-house, buried in 

trees, where the few of our countrymen who travel 

to Austria find the most hospitable of welcomes. 

A bachelor friend of mine from New York is do

mesticated in the village with a German family. 

I was struck with the Americanism of their man

ners. The husband and wife, a female relative 

and an intimate friend of the family, were sitting 

in the garden engaged in grave, quiet, sensible con

versation. They had passed the afternoon together. 

Their manners were affectionate to each other, but 

serious and respectful. When I entered, they 

received me with kindness, and the conversation 

was politely changed to French, which they all 

spoke fluently. Topics were started, in which it" 

was supposed I would be interested, and alto



gether the scene was one of the simplest and 

purest domestic happiness. This seems to you, 

I dare say, like the description of a very common 

thing, but I have not seen such a one before since 

I left my country. It  is the first family I have 

found in two years’ travel who lived in, and 

seemed sufficient for, themselves. It  came over 

me with a kind of feeling of refreshment.

In  the evening there was a ball at a public 

room in the village. I t  was built in the rear of 

a café, to which we paid about thirty cents for 

entrance. I was not prepared for the splendour 

with which it was got up. The hall was very 

large and of beautiful proportions, built like the 

interior of a temple, with columns on the four 

sides. A partition of glass divided it from a supper- 

room equally large, in which were set out perhaps 

fifty tables, furnished with a carte, from which 

each person ordered his supper when he wished 

it, after the fashion of a restaurant. The best 

band in Vienna filled the orchestra, led by the 

celebrated Strauss, who has been honoured for 

his skill with presents from half the monarchs 

of Europe.

V OL .  I I . B



The ladies entered, dressed in perfect taste, 

à la Parisienne, but the gentlemen (hear it, Basil 

Hall and Mrs. Trollope !) came in frock-coats and 

boots, and danced with their hats on ! It  was 

a public ball, and there was, of course, a great 

mixture of society ; but I was assured that it was 

attended constantly by the most respectable people 

of the village, and was as respectable as any 

thing of the kind in the middle classes. There 

were, certainly, many ladies in the company of 

elegant manners and appearance, and among the 

gentlemen I recognised two attachés to the French 

embassy, whom I had known in Paris, and several 

Austrian gentlemen of rank were pointed out to 

me among the dancers. The galopade and the 

waltz were the only dances, and dirty boots and 

hats to the contrary notwithstanding, it was the 

best waltzing I ever saw. They danced with a 

soul.

The best part of it was the supper. They 

danced and eat—danced and eat, the evening 

through. It  was quite the more important enter

tainment of the two. The most delicate ladies 

present returned three and four times to the



supper, ordering fried chicken, salads, cold meats 

and beer, again and again, as if every waltz 

created a fresh appetite. The bill was called 

for ; the ladies assisted in making the change ; the 

tankard was drained,' and off they strolled to the 

ball-room to engage with renewed spirit in the 

dance. And these, positively, were ladies who in 

dress, manners, and modest demeanour, might 

pass uncriticised in any society in the world! 

Their husbands and brothers attended them, and 

no freedom was attempted, and I am sure it 

would not have been permitted even to speak to a 

lady without a formal introduction.

We left most of the company supping at a late 

hour, and I drove into the city, amused with the 

ball, and reconciled to any or all of the manners 

which travellers in America find so peculiarly 

entertaining.

*  #  *  #  #

These cold winds from the Danube have given 

me a rheumatism. I was almost reconciled to it 

this morning, however, by a curtain-scene which 

I should have missed but for its annoyance. I 

had been driven out of my bed at daylight, and



was walking my room between the door and the 

window, when a violent knocking in the street 

below arrested my attention. A respectable family 

occupies the house opposite, consisting of a father 

and mother and three daughters, the least at

tractive of whom has a lover. I cannot well 

avoid observing them whenever I am in my room, 

for every house in Vienna has a leaning cushion 

on the window for the elbows, and the ladies of 

all classes are upon them the greater part of the 

day. A handsome carriage, servants in livery, 

and other circumstances, leave no doubt in my 

mind that my neighbours are rather of the better 

class.

The lover stood at the street-door with a cloak 

on his arm, and a man at his side with his 

portmanteau. He was going on a journey and 

had come to take leave of his mistress. He was 

let in by a gaping servant, who looked rather 

astonished at the hour he had chosen for his visit, 

but the drawing-room windows were soon thrown 

open, and the lady made her appearance with 

her hair in papers and other marks of a hasty 

toilet. My room is upon the same floor, and as



I paced to and fro, the narrowness of the street 

in a manner forced them upon my observation. 

The scene was a very violent one, and the lady’s 

tears flowed without restraint. After twenty part

ings at least, the lover scarce getting to the door 

before he returned to take another embrace, he 

finally made his exit, and the lady threw herself 

on a sofa and hid her face— for five minutes ! I 

had begun to feel for her, although her swollen 

eyes added very unnecessarily to her usual plain

ness, when she rose and rang the bell. The 

servant appeared and disappeared, and in a few 

minutes returned with a ham, a loaf of bread, 

and a mug of beer ! and down sits my senti

mental miss and consoles the agony of parting, 

with a meal that I would venture to substitute 

in quantity for any working man’s lunch.

I went to bed and rose at nine, and she was 

sitting at breakfast with the rest of the family, 

playing as good a knife and fork as her sisters, 

though, I must admit, with an expression of 

sincere melancholy in her countenance.

The scene, I am told by my friend the 

consul, was perfectly German. They eat a



great deal, he says, in affliction. The poet 

writes :

“ They are the silent griefs which cut the heart-strings.” 

For silent read hungry.

* #  *  #  #

The Upper Belvedere, a palace containing 

eighteen large rooms, filled with pictures. This 

is the imperial gallery, and the first in Austria. 

How can I give you an idea of perhaps five hun

dred masterpieces 1 You see here how, and by 

whom, Italy has been stripped. They have 

bought up all Flanders one would think, too. In 

one room here are twenty-eight superb Vandykes. 

Austria, in fact, has been growing rich while 

every other nation on the Continent has been 

growing poor, and she has purchased the treasures 

of half the world at a discount.*

* Besides the three galleries of the Belvedere, Leichstenstein, 

and Esterhazy, which contain as many choice masters as Home 

and Florence together, the guide-book refers the traveller to 

sixty-four private galleries of oil-paintings, well worth his at

tention, and to twenty-five private collections of engravings 

and antiquities. We shall soon be obliged to go to Vienna to 

study the arts, at this rate. They have only no sculpture.



It is wearisome writing of pictures, one’s lan

guage is so limited. I must mention one or two 

in this collection, however, and I will let you off' 

entirely on the Esterhazy, which is nearly as fine.

Cleopatra dying. She is represented younger 

than usual, and with a more fragile and less 

queenly style of beauty than is common. It  is a 

fair slight creature of seventeen, who looks made 

to depend for her very breath upon affection, and 

is dying of a broken heart. I t is painted with 

great feeling, and with a soft and delightful tone 

of colour which is peculiar to the artist. It is the 

third of Guido Cagnacc.i’s pictures that I have 

seen. One was the gem of a gallery at Bologna, 

and was bought last summer by Mr. Cabot of 

Boston.

The wife of Potiphar is usually represented as a 

woman of middle age, with a full voluptuous per

son. She is so drawn, I remember, in the famous 

picture in the Barberini palace at Rome, said to be 

the most expressive thing of its kind in the world. 

Here is a painting less dangerously expressive of 

passion, but full of beauty. She is eighteen at the 

most, fair, delicate, and struggles with the slender



boy, who seems scarce older than herself,—more 

like a sister from whom a mischievous brother has 

stolen something in sport. Her partly disclosed 

figure has all the incomplete slightness of a girl. 

The handsome features of Joseph express more 

embarrassment than anger. The habitual courtesy 

to his lovely mistress is still there ; his glance is 

just averted from the snowy bosom toward which 

he is drawn ; but in the firmly curved lip the sense 

of duty sits clearly defined, and evidently will 

triumph. I have forgotten the painter’s name. 

His model must have been some innocent girl 

whose modest beauty led him away from his sub

ject. Called by another name, the picture were 

perfect.

A portrait of Count Wallenstein, by Vandyke. 

I t  looks a man, in the fullest sense of the word. 

The pendant to it is the Countess Tourentaxis, and 

she is a woman he might well have loved—calm, 

lofty, and pure. They are pictures I should 

think would have an influence on the character of 

those who saw them habitually.

Here is a curious picture by Schnoer— Mephi

stopheles tempting Faust. The scholar sits at his



table, with a black-letter volume open before him, 

and apparatus of all descriptions around. The 

devil has entered in the midst of his speculations, 

dressed in black, like a professor, and stands wait

ing the decision of Faust, who gazes intently on 

the manuscript held in his hand. His fingers are 

clenched, his eyes start from his head, his feet are 

braced, and the devil eyes him with a side-glance, 

in which malignity and satisfaction are admirably 

mingled. The features of Faust are emaciated, 

and show the agitation of his soul very powerfully. 

The points of his compasses, globes, and instru

ments, emit electric sparks towards the infernal 

visitor ; his lamp burns blue, and the picture alto

gether has the most diabolical effect. I t  is a 

large painting ; and just below, by the same artist, 

hangs a small, simple, sweet Madonna. It is a 

singular contrast in subjects by the same hand.

A portrait of the Princess Esterhazy, by Ange

lica Kauffman—a beautiful woman, painted in the 

pure, touching style of that interesting artist.

Then comes a “ Cleopatra, dropping the pearl 

into the cup.” How often and how variously, 

and how admirably always, the Egyptian queen is



painted ! I never have seen an indifferent one. 

In this picture the painter seems to have lavished 

all he could conceive of female beauty upon his 

subject. She is a glorious creature. It reminds 

me of her own proud description of herself, when 

she is reproaching Antony to one of her maids, in 

“ The False One ” of Beaumont and Fletcher :

“ to prefer 

The lustre of a little trash, Arsinoe,

Before the life of love and soul of beauty !”

I have marked a great many pictures in this 

collection I cannot describe without wearying you, 

yet I feel unwilling to let them go by. A female, 

representing Religion, feeding a dove from a cup, 

a most lovely thing by Guido ; portraits of Gerard 

Douw and Rembrandt, bv themselves ; Rubens’ 

children, a boy and girl ten or twelve years of age, 

one of the most finished paintings I ever saw, and 

entirely free from the common dropsical style of 

colouring of this artist ; another portrait of Gior

gione’s wife, the fiftieth that I have seen, at least, 

yet a face of which one would never become 

weary ; a glowing landscape by Fischer, the first 

by this celebrated artist I have met ; and last, (for



this is mere catalogue-making,) a large picture 

representing the sitting of the English Parliament 

in the time of Pitt. I t  contains about a hundred 

portraits, among which those of P itt and Fox 

are admirable. The great prime-minister stands 

speaking in the foreground, and Fox sits an the 

opposite side of the House, listening attentively 

with half a smile on his features. I t  is a curious 

picture to find in Vienna.

One thing more, however—a Venus, by Lampi. 

It  kept me a great while before it. She lies 

asleep on a rich couch, and, apparently, in her 

dream, is pressing a rose to her bosom, while one 

delicate foot, carelessly thrown back, is half im

bedded in a superb cushion supporting a crown 

and sceptre. I t  is a lie, by all experience. The 

moral is false, but the picture is delicious.



L E T T E R  I V.

Departure from Vienna—The Eil-wagon —  Motley quality o. 

the passengers—Thunderstorm in the mountains of Styria 

— Trieste—Short beds of the Germans— Grotto of Adels- 

burg ; curious ball-room in the cavern— Nautical prepara

tions for a dance on board the ‘ United States’ swept away 

by the bora— Its successful termination.

J u l y , 1833 .

I l e f t  Vienna at daylight in a Diligence nearly 

as capacious as a steam-boat— inaptly called the 

Eil-uagon. A Friuli count with a pair of cavalry 

mustachios ; his wife, a pretty Viennese of eighteen, 

scarce married a year ; two fashionable-looking 

young Russians ; an Austrian midshipman ; a fat 

Gratz lawyer ; a trader from the Danube ; and a



young Bavarian student, going to seek his for

tune in Egypt, were my companions. The social 

habits of Continental travellers had given me thus 

much information by the end of the first post.

We drove on with German regularity, three 

days and three nights, eating four meals a-day, 

(and very good ones,) and improving hourly in 

our acquaintance. The Russians spoke all our 

languages. The Friulese and the Bavarian spoke 

every thing but English ; and the lady, the trader, 

and the Gratz avocat, were confined to their ver

nacular. I t  was a pretty idea of Babel when the 

conversation became general.

We were coursing the bank of a river, in one 

of the romantic passes of the mountains of Styria, 

with a dark thunderstorm gathering on the sum

mit of a crag overhanging us. I was pointing out 

to one of my companions a noble ruin of a castle 

seated very loftily on the edge of one of the 

precipices, when a streak of the most vivid light

ning shot straight upon the northernmost turret, 

and the moment after several large masses rolled 

slowly down the mountain-side. It  was so like 

the scenery in a play, that I looked at my com



panion with half a doubt that it was some optical 

delusion. I t  reminded me of some of Martin’s 

engravings. The sublime is so well imitated in 

our day, that one is less surprised than he would 

suppose when nature produces the reality.

The night was very beautiful when we reached 

the summit of the mountain above Trieste. The 

new moon silvered the little curved bay below 

like a polished shield, and right in the path of 

its beams lay the two frigates like a painting. I 

must confess that the comfortable cot swinging in 

the ward-room of the ‘ United States’ was the 

prominent thought in my mind as I gazed upon 

the scene. The fatigue of three days’ and nights’ 

hard driving had dimmed my eye for the pic

turesque. Leaving my companions to the short 

beds* and narrow coverlets of a German hotel, I 

jumped into the first boat at the pier, and in a 

few minutes was alongside the ship. How ma-

* A German bed is never over five feet in length, and pro

portionately narrow. The sheets, blankets, and coverlets are 

cut exactly to the size of the bed’s surface, so that there is no 

tucking up. The bed-clothes seem made for cradles. It is 

easy to imagine how a tall person sleeps in them.



sical is the hail of a sentry in one’s native tongue, 

after a-short habituation to the jargon of foreign 

languages ! “ Boat ahoy !” It  made my heart 

leap. The officers had just returned from Venice, 

some over land from the Friuli, and some by the 

steamer through the gulf, and were sitting round 

the table, laughing with professional merriment 

over their various adventures. I t  was getting 

back to country and friends and home.

#  #  *  #  #

I accompanied the commodore’s family yester

day in a visit to the Grotto of Adelsburg. It  is 

about thirty miles back into the Friuli mountains, 

near the province of Cariola. We arrived at the 

nearest tavern at three in the afternoon, and, sub

scribing our names upon the magistrate’s books, 

took four guides and the requisite number of 

torches, and started on foot. A half hour’s walk 

brought us to a large, rushing stream, which, 

after turning a mill, disappeared with violence 

into the mouth of a broad cavern, sunk in the 

base of a mountain. An iron gate opened on the 

nearest side, and, lighting our torches, we received 

an addition of half a dozen men to our party of



guides, and entered. We descended for ten or 

fifteen minutes, through a capacious gallery of 

rock, up to the ankles in mud, and feeling con

tinually the drippings exuding from the roof, till, 

by the echoing murmurs of dashing water, we 

found ourselves approaching the bed of a subter

raneous river. We soon emerged in a vast 

cavern, whose height, though we had twenty 

torches, was lost in the darkness. The river 

rushed dimly below us, at the depth of perhaps 

fifty feet, partially illuminated by a row of lamps 

hung on a slight wooden bridge, by which we were 

to cross to the opposite side.

W e descended by a long flight of artificial 

stairs, and stood upon the bridge. The wildness 

of the scene is indescribable. A lamp or two 

glimmered faintly from the lofty parapet from 

which we had descended ; the depth and breadth 

of the surrounding cave could only be measured 

by the distance of the echoes of the waters ; and 

beneath us leaped and foamed a dark river, 

which sprang from its invisible channel, danced a 

moment in the faint light of our lamps, and was 

lost again instantly in darkness. It brought with



it from the green fields through which it had 

come, a current of soft warm air, peculiarly 

delightful after the chilliness of the other parts of 

the cavern ; there was a smell of new-mown hay 

in it which seemed lost upon the Tartarean black

ness around.

Our guides led on, and we mounted a long 

staircase on the opposite side of the bridge. At 

the head of it stood a kind of monument, en

graved with the name of the emperor of Austria, 

by whose munificence the staircases had been cut 

and the conveniences for strangers provided. We 

turned hence to the right, and entered a long 

succession of natural corridors, roofed with sta

lactites, with a floor of rock and mud, and so 

even and wide that the lady under my protection 

had seldom occasion to leave my arm. In the 

narrowest part of it, the stalactites formed a sort 

of reversed grove, with the roots in the roof. They 

were of a snowy white, and sparkled brilliantly in 

the light of the torches. One or two had reached 

the floor, and formed slender and beautiful sparry 

columns, upon which the names of hundreds of 

visitors were written in pencil.



The spars grew white as we proceeded, and we 

were constantly emerging into large halls of the 

size of handsome drawing-rooms, whose glittering 

roofs, and sides lined with fantastic columns, 

seemed like the brilliant frost-work of a crys

tallised cavern of ice. Some of the accidental 

formations of the stalagmites were very curious. 

One large area was filled with them, of the 

height of small plants. I t  was called by the 

guides the “ English Garden.” At the head of 

another saloon stood a throne, with a stalactite 

canopy above it, so like the work of art that it 

seemed as if the sculptor had but left the finishing 

undone.

We returned part of the way we had come, and 

took another branch of the grotto, a little more on 

the descent. A sign above informed us that it 

was the “ road to the infernal regions.” W e 

walked on an hour at a quick pace, stopping here 

and there to observe the oddity of the formations. 

In one place, the stalactites had enclosed a room, 

leaving only small openings between the columns, 

precisely like the grating of a prison. In another, 

the ceiling lifted out of the reach of torch-light,



and far above us we heard the deep-toned beat as 

upon a muffled bell. I t  was a thin circular sheet 

of spar, called “ the bell,” to which one of the 

guides had mounted, striking upon it with a 

billet of wood.

We came after a while to a deeper descent, 

which opened into a magnificent and spacious 

hall. I t is called the “ ball-room,” and used as 

such once a year, on the occasion of a certain 

Illyrian festa. The floor has been cleared of 

stalagmites ; the roof and sides are ornamented 

beyond all art with glittering spars ; a natural 

gallery with a balustrade of stalactites contains 

the orchestra ; and side-rooms are all around 

where supper might be laid, and dressing-rooms 

offered in the style of a palace. I can imagine 

nothing more magnificent than such a scene. A 

literal description of it even would read like a 

fairy tale.

A little farther on, we came to a perfect repre

sentation of a waterfall. The impregnated water 

had fallen on a declivity, and, with a slightly 

ferruginous tinge of yellow, poured over in the 

most natural resemblance to a cascade after a



rain. We proceeded for ten or fifteen minutes, 

and found a small room like a chapel, with a 

pulpit, in which stood one of the guides, who 

gave us, as we stood beneath, an Illyrian exhort

ation. There was a sounding-board above, and 

I have seen pulpits in old Gothic churches that 

seemed at a first glance to have less method in 

their architecture. The last thing we reached 

was the most beautiful. From the cornice of a 

long gallery hung a thin, translucent sheet of 

spar, in the graceful and waving folds of a cur

tain ; with a lamp behind, the hand could be 

seen through any part of it. I t  was perhaps 

twenty feet in length, and hung five or six feet 

down from the roof of the cavern. The most 

singular part of it was the fringe. A ferruginous 

stain ran through it from one end to the other, 

with the exactness of a drawn line, and thence to 

the curving edge a most delicate rose-tint faded 

gradually down like the last flush of a sunset 

through a silken curtain. Had it been a work of 

art, done in alabaster, and stained with the pencil, 

it would have been thought admirable.

The guide wished us to proceed, but our feet



were wet, and the air of the cavern was too chill. 

We were at least four miles, they told us, from 

the entrance, having walked briskly for upwards 

of two hours. The grotto is said to extend ten 

miles under the mountains, and has never been 

thoroughly explored. Parties have started with 

provisions, and passed forty-eight hours in it, 

without finding the extremity. It seems to me 

that any city I ever saw might be concealed 

in its caverns. I have often tried to conceive of 

the grottos of Anti-Paros, and the celebrated 

caverns of our own country, but I received here 

an entirely new idea of the possibility of space 

under ground. There is no conceiving it un

seen. The river emerges on the other side of the 

mountain, seven or eight miles from its first 

entrance.

We supped and slept at the little albergo of the 

village, and returned the next day to an early 

dinner.
#  *  *  #  #

A ball on board the ‘ United States.’ The 

guns were run out of the ports ; the main

and mizen-masts were wound with red and white



bunting ; the capstan was railed with arms and 

wreathed with flowers ; the wheel was tied with 

nosegays ; the American eagle stood against the 

mainmast with a star of midshipmen’s swords 

glittering above it ; festoons of evergreens were 

laced through the rigging ; the companion-way 

was arched with hoops of green leaves and roses ; 

the decks were tastefully chalked ; the commo

dore’s skylight was piled with cushions and 

covered with red damask for an ottoman ; seats 

were laid along from one carronade to the other ; 

and the whole was enclosed with a temporary 

tent lined throughout with showy flags, and 

studded all over with bouquets of all the flowers 

of Illyria. Chandeliers made of bayonets, battle- 

lanterns, and candles in any quantity, were dis

posed all over the hall. A splendid supper was 

set out on the gun-deck below, draped in with 

flags. Our own and the * Constellation’s ’ boats 

were to be at the pier at nine o’clock to bring off 

the ladies ; and at noon every thing promised of 

the brightest.

First, about four in the afternoon came up a 

saucy-looking cloud from the westernmost peak of



the Friuli. Then followed from every point to

wards the north an extending edge of a broad, 

solid black sheet, which rose with the regularity of 

a curtain, and began to send down a wind upon 

us which made us look anxiously to our ball

room bowlines. The midshipmen were all for

ward, watching it from the forecastle. The 

lieutenants were in the gang-way, watching it 

from the ladder. The commodore looked se

riously out of the larboard cabin port. I t was as 

grave a ship’s company as ever looked out for a 

shipwreck.

The country about Trieste is shaped like a bel

lows, and the city and harbour lie in the nose. 

They have a wind that comes down through the 

valley, called the “ bora,” which several times in 

a year is strong enough to lift people from their 

feet. We could see by the clouds of dust on the 

mountain roads that it was coming. At six 

o’clock the shrouds began to creak ; the white 

tops flew from the waves in showers of spray, and 

the roof of our sea-palace began to shiver in the 

wind. There was no more hope. We had waited 

even too long. All hands were called to take



down chandeliers, sword-stars, and ottomans ; and 

before it was half done, the storm was upon us, 

the bunting was flying and flapping, the nicely- 

chalked decks were swashed with rain, and 

strown with leaves of flowers, and the whole 

structure, the taste and labour of the ship’s com

pany for two days, was a watery wreck.

Lieutenant C , who had had the direction

of the whole, was the officer of the deck. He 

sent for his pea-jacket, and, leaving him to pace 

out his watch among the ruins of his imagination, 

we went below to get early to bed, and forget our 

disappointment in sleep.

The next morning the sun rose without a veil. 

The “ blue Friuli ” looked clear and fresh ; the 

south-west wind came over softly from the shore 

of Italy, and we commenced retrieving our dis

aster with elastic spirit. Nothing had suffered 

seriously except the flowers, and boats were de

spatched ashore for fresh supplies, while the 

awnings were lifted higher and wider than before, 

the bright-coloured flags replaced, the arms 

polished and arranged in improved order, and 

the decks re-chalked with new devices. At six



in the evening every thing was swept up, and 

the ball-room astonished even ourselves. I t  was 

the prettiest place for a dance in the world.

The ship has an admirable band of twenty 

Italians, collected from Naples and other ports, 

and a fanciful orchestra was raised for them on 

the larboard side of the mainmast. They struck 

up a march as the first boatful of ladies stepped 

upon the deck, and in the course of half an 

hour the waltzing commenced with at least two 

hundred couples, while the ottoman and seats 

under the hammock-cloths were filled with 

spectators. The frigate has a lofty poop, and 

there was room enough upon it for two quadrilles 

after it had served as a reception-room. It  was 

edged with a temporary balustrade, wreathed 

with flowers, and studded with lights ; and the 

cabin beneath (on a level with the main ball

room) was set out with card-tables. From the 

gangway entrance, the scene was like a brilliant 

theatrical ballet.

An amusing part of it was the sailors’ imitation 

on the forward decks. They had taken the waste 

shrubbery and evergreens, of which there was a 
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great quantity, and had formed a sort of grove, 

extending all round. I t  was arched with fes

toons of leaves, with quantities of fruit tied 

among them ; and over the entrance was sus

pended a rough picture of a frigate with the 

inscription “ Free trade and sailors’ rights.” The 

forecastle was ornamented with cutlasses and one 

or two nautical transparencies, with pistols and 

miniature ships interspersed, and the whole lit up 

handsomely: The men were dressed in their

white-duck trowsers and blue jackets, and sat 

round on the guns playing at draughts, or listen

ing to the music, or gazing at the ladies con

stantly promenading fore and aft,— and to me this 

was one of the most interesting parts of the spec

tacle. Five hundred weather-beaten and manly 

faces are a fine sight any where.

The dance went gaily on. The reigning belle 

was an American, but we had lovely women of all 

nations among our guests. There are several 

wealthy Jewish families in Trieste, and their 

dark-eyed daughters, vve may say at this distance, 

are full of the thoughtful loveliness peculiar to the 

race. Then we had Illyrians and Germans, and,



Terpsichore be our witness—how they danced ! 

My travelling companion, the Count of Friuli, was 

there ; and his little Viennese wife, though she 

spoke no Christian language, danced as featly as 

a fairy. Of strangers passing through Trieste 

we had several of distinction. Among them was 

a fascinating Milanese marchioness, a relative of 

Manzoni’s the novelist, (and as enthusiastic and 

eloquent a lover of her country as I ever listened 

to on the subject of oppressed Italy,) and two 

handsome young men, the Counts Neipperg, sons- 

in-law to Maria-Louisa, who amused themselves 

as if they had seen nothing better in the little 

duchy of Parma.

W e went below at midnight to supper, and the 

ladies came up with renewed spirit to the dance. 

It  was a brilliant scene indeed. The officers of 

both ships in full uniform ; the gentlemen from 

shore, mostly military, in full dress ; the gaiety of 

the bright-red bunting, laced with white and blue, 

and studded, wherever they would stand, with 

flowers ; and the really uncommon number of 

beautiful women, with the foreign features and 

complexions so rich and captivating to our eyes,



produced altogether an effect unsurpassed by any 

thing I have ever seen even at the court fetes 

of Europe. The daylight gun fired at the close 

of a galopade, and the crowded boats pulled 

ashore with their lovely freight by the broad 

light of morning.



L E T T E R  V.

Trieste, its extensive commerce— Ruins of Pola—Immense 

amphitheatre— Village of Pola— Coast of Dalmatia, of 

Apulia, and Calabria— Otranto— The isles of Greece.

A u g . 1 1 , 1 8 3 3 .

T r i e s t e  is certainly a most agreeable place. Its 

streets are beautifully paved and clean, its houses 

new and well-built, and its shops as handsome and 

as well-stocked with every variety of thing as those 

of Paris. Its immense commerce brings all nations 

to its port, and it is quite the commercial centre 

of the Continent. The Turk smokes cross-legged 

in the café ; the English merchant has his box in 

the country, and his snug establishment in town ; 

the Italian has his opera, and his wife her cavalier ;



the Yankee captain his respectable boarding

house, and the German his four meals a-day at 

an hotel dyed brown with tobacco. Every nation 

is at home in Trieste.

The society is beyond what is common in a 

European mercantile city. The English are 

numerous enough to support a church, and the 

circle, of which our hospitable consul is the centre, 

is one of the most refined and agreeable it has 

been my happiness to meet. The friends of Mr. 

Moore have pressed every possible civility and 

kindness upon the commodore and his officers, 

and his own house has been literally our home on 

shore. It is the curse of this volant life, otherwise 

so attractive, that its frequent partings are bitter 

in proportion to its good fortune. We make 

friends but to lose them.

We got under weigh with a light breeze this 

morning, and stole gently out of the bay. The 

remembrance of a thousand kindnesses made our 

anchors lift heavily. We waved our handkerchiefs 

to the consul, whose balconies were filled with 

his charming family watching our departure, and,



with a freshening wind, disappeared around the 

point, and put up our helm for Pola.

#  #  #  #  *

The ruins of Pola, though among the first in the 

world, are seldom visited. They lie on the eastern 

shore of the Adriatic, at the head of a superb 

natural bay, far from any populous town, and are 

seen only by the chance trader who hugs the shore 

for the land-breeze, or the Albanian robber who 

looks down upon them with wonder from the 

mountains. W hat their age is I cannot say nearly. 

The country was conquered by the Romans about 

one hundred years before the time of our Saviour, 

and the amphitheatre and temples were probably 

erected soon after.

W e ran into the bay, with the other frigate 

close astern, and anchored off a small green island 

which shuts in the inner harbour. There is deep 

water up to the ancient town on either side, and 

it seems as if Nature had amused herself with 

constructing a harbour incapable of improvement. 

Pola lay about two miles from the sea.

It was just evening, and we deferred our visit



to the ruins till morning. The majestic amphi

theatre stood on a gentle ascent, a mile from the 

ship, goldenly bright in the flush of sunset ; the 

pleasant smell of the shore stole over the decks, 

and the bands of the two frigates played alter

nately the evening through. The receding moun

tains of Istria changed their light blue veils gra

dually to gray and sable ; and with the pure stars 

of these enchanted seas, and the shell of a new 

moon bending over Italy in the west, it was such 

a night as one remembers like a friend. The 

‘ Constellation ’ was to part from us here, leaving us 

to pursue our voyage to Greece. There were those 

on board who had brightened many of our “ hours 

ashore,” in these pleasant wanderings. W e pulled 

back to our own ship, after a farewell visit, with 

regrets deepened by crowds of pleasant remem

brances.

The next morning we pulled ashore to the ruins. 

The amphitheatre was close upon the sea, and, to 

my surprise and pleasure, there was no cicerone. 

A contemplative donkey was grazing under the 

walls, but there was no other living creature near. 

We looked at its vast circular wall with astonish-



ment. The Coliseum at Rome, a larger building 

of the same description, is, from the outside, much 

less imposing. The whole exterior wall, a circular 

pile one hundred feet high in front, and of immense 

blocks of marble and granite, is as perfect as when 

the Roman workman hewed the last stone. The 

interior has been nearly all removed. The well- 

hewn blocks of the many rows of seats were too 

tempting, like those of Rome, to the barbarians 

who were building near. The circle of the arena, 

in which the gladiators and wild beasts of these 

then new-conquered' provinces fought, is still 

marked by the foundations of its barrier. It  

measures two hundred and twenty-three feet. 

Beneath it is a broad and deep canal, running 

toward the sea, filled with marble columns, still 

erect upon their pedestals, used probably for the 

introduction of water for the naumachia. The 

whole circumference of the amphitheatre is twelve 

hundred and fifty-six feet, and the thickness of the 

exterior wall seven feet six inches. Its shape is 

oblong, the length being four hundred and thirty- 

six feet, and the breadth three hundred and 

fifty. The measurements were taken by the



captain’s orders, and are doubtless critically 

correct.

We loitered about the ruins several hours, 

finding in every direction the remains of the dila

pidated interior. The sculpture upon the fallen 

capitals and fragments of frieze was in the highest 

style of ornament. The arena is overgrown with 

rank grass, and the crevices in the walls are filled 

with flowers. A vineyard, with its large blue 

grape just within a week of ripeness, encircles 

the rear of the amphitheatre. The boat’s crew 

were soon among them, much better amused than 

they could have been by all the antiquities in 

Istria.

W e walked from the amphitheatre to the town ; 

a miserable village built around two antique 

temples, one of which still stands alone, with its 

fine Corinthian columns, looking just ready to 

crumble. The other is incorporated barbarously 

with the guard-house of the place, and is a curious 

mixture of beautiful sculpture and dirty walls. 

The pediment, which is still perfect, in the rear of 

the building, is a piece of carving worthy of the 

choicest cabinet of Europe. The thieveries from



the amphitheatre are easily detected. There is 

scarce a beggar’s house in the village, that does 

not show a bit or two of sculptured marble upon 

its front.

At the end of the village stands a triumphal 

arch, recording the conquests of a Roman consul. 

Its front, towards the town, is of Parian marble, 

beautifully chiselled. One recognises the solid 

magnificence of that glorious nation, when he 

looks on these relics of their distant conquests, 

almost perfect after eighteen hundred years. 

I t  seems as if  the footprint of a Roman were 

eternal.

We stood out of the little bay, and, with a 

fresh wind, ran down the coast of Dalmatia, and 

then, crossing to the Italian side, kept down the 

ancient shore of Apulia and Calabria to the mouth 

of the Adriatic. I have been looking at the land 

with the glass, as we ran smoothly along, count

ing castle after castle built boldly on the sea, 

and behind them, on the green hills, the thickly 

built villages, with their smoking chimneys and 

tall spires—pictures of fertility and peace. It  was 

upon these shores that the Barbary corsairs



descended so often during the last century, 

carrying off for Eastern harems the lovely women 

of Italy. We are just off Otranto, and a noble 

old castle stands frowning from the extremity of 

the Cape. W e could throw a shot into its em

brasures as we pass. I t  might be the “ Castle 

of Otranto,” for the romantic look it has from the 

sea.

We have out-sailed the ‘ Constellation,’ or we 

should part from her here. Her destination is 

France ; and we shall be to-morrow amid the Isles 

of Greece.* The pleasure of realising the classic 

dreams of one’s boyhood is not to be expressed 

in a line. I look forward to the succeeding 

month or two as to the “  red-letter ” chapter of 

my life. Whatever I may find the reality, 

my heart has glowed warmly and delightfully 

with the anticipation. Commodore Patterson 

is, fortunately for me, a scholar and a judicious 

lover of the arts, and loses no opportunity, 

consistently with his duty, to give his officers the

* It was to this point, (the ancient Hydrantum,) that 

Pyrrhus proposed to build a bridge from Greece— only sixty 

miles ! He deserved to ride on an elephant.



means of examining the curious and the beau

tiful in these interesting seas. The cruise,

thus far, has been one of continually mingled 

pleasure and instruction ; and the best of 

it, by every association of our early days, is 

to come.



L E T T E R  VI .

GREECE.

The Ionian isles— Lord N----------- Corfu— Greek and English

soldiers—Cockneyism—The gardens of Alcinous— English 

officers—Albanians— Dionisio Salomos, the Greek poet—  

Greek ladies—Dinner with the artillery-mess.

A u g . 20 ,  1833.

T h i s  is proper dream-land. The “ Isle of Ca

lypso ” * folded in a drapery of blue air, lies be

hind, fading in the distance ; “ the Acroceraunian 

mountains of old name,” which caught Byron’s 

eye as he entered Greece, are piled up before us 

on the Albanian shore ; and the Ionian sea is 

rippling under our bow, breathing, from every

* Fano, which disputes it with Gozo, near Malta.



wave, of Homer, and Sappho, and “ sad Pene

lope.” Once more upon Childe Harold’s foot

steps. I closed the book at Rome, after following 

him for a summer through Italy, confessing by 

many pleasant recollections, that

“ Not in vain 

He wore his sandal shoon and scallop shell.”

I resume it here, with the feeling of Thalaba when 

he caught sight of the green bird that led him 

through the desert. I t  lies open on my knee at 

the Second Canto, describing our position, even 

to the hour.

“ ’Tvvas on a Grecian autumn’s gentle eve,

Childe Harold hail'd Leucadia’s cape afar;

A spot he long’d to see, nor cared to leave.”

W e shall lie off-and-on to-night, and go into 

Corfu in the morning. Two Turkish vessels of 

war, with the crescent flag flying, lie in a small 

cove a mile off, on the Albanian shore, and by the 

discharge of musketry our pilot presumes that 

they have accompanied the sultan’s tax-gatherer, 

who gets nothing from these wild people without 

fighting for it.



The entrance to Corfu is considered pretty, but 

the English flag flying over the forts divested 

ancient Corcyra of its poetical associations. It  

looked to me a common-place seaport glaring in 

the sun. The “ Gardens of Alcinous” were here, 

but who could imagine them, with a red-coated 

sentry posted on every corner of the island ? 

* * * * *

The lord high commissioner of the Ionian Isles,

Lord N , came off to the ship this morning

in a kind of Corfiote boat, called a Scampavia— 

a greyhound-looking craft, carrying sail enough 

for a schooner. She cut the water like the wing 

of a swallow. His Lordship was playing sailor, 

and was dressed like the mate of one of our 

coasters.

* * * * *

W ent on shore for a walk. Greeks and English 

soldiers mix oddly together. The streets are nar

row, and crowded with them in about equal pro

portions. John Bull retains his red face, and 

learns no Greek. We passed through the Bazaar, 

and bad English was the universal language. 

There is but one square in the town, and round its



wooden fence, enclosing a dusty area without a 

blade of grass, were riding the English officers, 

while the regimental band played in the centre. 

A more arid and cheerless spot never pained the 

eye. The appearance of the officers, retaining all 

their Bond Street elegance and mounted upon 

English hunters, was in singular contrast with the 

general shabbiness of the houses and people. I 

went into a shop at a corner to inquire for the 

residence of a gentleman to whom I had a letter. 

“ I t  ’s werry ’ot, Sir,” said a little red-faced 

woman behind the counter as I went out, “ per

haps y o u ’d like a glass of ra ter.” It was odd 

to hear the Wapping dialect in the “ Isles of 

Greece.” She sold green-groceries, and wished 

me to recommend her to the ^officers. Mrs. Mary 

Flack’s “ grocery ” in the gardens of Alcinous !

“ The wild Albanian, kirtled to the knee,” walks 

through the streets of Corfu, looking unlike and 

superior to every thing about him. I met several 

in returning to the boat. Their gait is very lofty, 

and the snow-white juctanilla, or kirtle, with its 

thousand folds, sways from side to side as they 

walk, with a most showy effect. Lord Byron



was very much captivated with these people, 

whose capital (just across the Strait from Corfu) 

he visited once or twice in his travels through 

Greece. Those I  have seen are all very tall, and 

have their prominent features, with keen eyes and 

limbs of the most muscular proportions. The 

common English soldiers look like brutes beside 

them.

The placard of a theatre hung on the walls of a 

church. A rude picture of a battle between the 

Greeks and Turks hung above it, and beneath 

was written in Italian, “  Honour the representation 

o f  the immortal deeds o f  your hero, Marco Botzaris.” 

I t  is singular that even a pack of slaves can find 

pleasure in a remembrance that reproaches every 

breath they draw.

Called on Lord N  with the commodore.

The governor, sailor, author, antiquary, nobleman, 

(for he is all these, and a jockey, to boot,) re

ceived us in a calico morning-frock, with his 

breast and neck bare, in a large library lumbered 

with half-packed antiquities and strewn with 

straw. Books, miniatures of his family, Whig- 

pamphlets, riding-whips, spurs, minerals, hammer



and nails, half-eaten cakes, plans of fortifications, 

printed invitations to his own balls and dinners, 

military reports, Turkish pistols, and, lastly, his

own just printed answer to Mr. S ’s review

of his book, occupied the table. His Lordship 

mentioned, with great apparent satisfaction, a 

cruise he had taken some years ago with Com

modore Chauncey. The conversation was rather 

monologue than dialogue ; his Excellency seeming 

to think, with Lord Bacon, that “  the honour- 

ablest part of talk was to give the occasion, and 

then to moderate and pass to something else.” 

He started a topic, exhausted and changed it with 

the same facility and rapidity with which he sailed 

his scampavia. An engagement with the artillery- 

mess prevented my acceptance of invitation to 

dine with him to-morrow,—a circumstance I rather 

regret, as he is said to be, at his own table, one 

of the most polished and agreeable men of his 

time.

Thank Heaven, revolutions do not affect the 

climate ! The isle that gave a shelter to the 

storm-driven Ulysses is an English barrack, but 

the same balmy air that fanned the blind eyes of



old Homer, blows over it still. “  The breezes,” 

says Landor, beautifully, “ are the children of eter

nity.” I never had the air lifted so pleasantly 

from my temples as to-night, driving into the in

terior of the island. The gardening of Alcinous 

seems to have been followed up by nature. The 

rhododendron, the tamarisk, the almond, cypress, 

olive, and fig, luxuriate in the sweetest beauty 

everywhere.

There was a small party in the evening at the 

house of the gentleman who had driven me out, 

and among other foreigners present were the Count 

Dionisio Salomos, of Zante, and the Cavaliere 

Andrea Mustoxidi, both men of whom I had often 

heard. The first is almost the only modern Greek 

poet, and his “ Hymns," principally patriotic, are 

in the common dialect of the country, and said to 

be full of fire. He is an excessively handsome 

man, with a large dark eye, almost effeminate in 

its softness. His features are of the clearest Greek 

chiselling, as faultless as a statue, and are stamped 

with nature’s most attractive marks of refinement 

and feeling. I can imagine Anacreon to have 

resembled him.



Mustoxidi has been a conspicuous man in the 

late chapter of Grecian history. He was much 

trusted by Capo d’Istria, and among other things 

had the whole charge of his school at Ægina. An 

Italian exile (a Modenese, and a very pleasant 

fellow,) took me aside when I asked something of 

his history, and told me a story of him, which 

proves either that he was a dishonest man, 

or (no new truth) that conspicuous men are liable 

to be abused. A valuable donation of books was 

given by some one to the school library. They 

stood on the upper shelves, quite out of reach, and 

Mustoxidi was particular in forbidding all ap

proach to them. Some time after his departure 

from the island, the library was committed to the 

charge of another person, and the treasures of the 

upper shelves were found to be—painted boards ! 

His physiognomy would rather persuade me of the 

truth of the story. He is a small man, with a 

downcast look, and a sly, gray eye, almost hidden 

by his projecting eyebrows. His features are 

watched in vain for an open expression.

The ladies of the party were principally Greeks. 

None of them were beautiful, but they had the



melancholy, retired expression of face which one 

looks for, knowing the history of their nation. 

They are unwise enough to abandon their pic

turesque national costume, and dress badly in the 

European style. The servant-girls with their hair 

braided into the folds of their turbans, and their 

open laced bodices and sleeves, are much more 

attractive to the stranger’s eye. The liveliest of 

the party, a little Zantiote girl of eighteen, with 

eyes and eyelashes that contradicted the merry 

laugh on her lips, sang us an Albanian song to the 

guitar very sweetly.

# * * * *

Dined to-day with the artillery mess, in com

pany with the commodore and some of his officers. 

In a place like this, the dinner naturally is the 

great circumstance of the day. The inhabitants 

do not take kindly to their masters, and there is 

next to no society for the English. They sit down 

to their soup after the evening drive, and seldom 

rise till midnight. I t was a gay dinner, as dinners 

will always be where the whole remainder of what 

the “ day may bring forth” is abandoned to them,



and we parted from our hospitable entertainers, 

after four or five hours “ measured with sands of 

gold.” W e must do the English the justice of 

confessing the manners of their best bred men to 

be the best in the world. One soon finds out in 

Europe that the dog and the lion are not more 

unlike, than the race of bagmen and runners with 

which our country is overrun, and the cultivated 

gentlemen of England.

On my right sat a captain of the corps, who 

had spent the last summer at the Saratoga 

Springs. We found any number of mutual ac

quaintances, of course, and I was amused with 

the impressions which some of the fairest of my 

friends had made upon a man who had passed 

years in the most cultivated society of Europe. 

He liked America, with reservations. He pre

ferred our ladies to those of any other country 

except England, and he had found more dandies 

in one hour in Broadway than he should have 

met in a week in Regent Street. He gave me 

a racy scene or two from the City Hotel, in New 

York, but he doubted if the frequenters of a



public table in any country in the world were, 

on the whole, so well-mannered. I f  Americans 

were peculiar for any thing, he thought it was for 

confidence in themselves and tobacco-chewing.



L E T T E R  V I I .

Corfu—Superstition of the Greeks— Advantage of the Greek 

costume— The Paxian isles— Cape Leucas, or Sappho’s Leap 

— Bay of Navarino, ancient Pylos— Modon— Coran’s bay— 

Cape St. Angelo—Isle of Cythera.

C o r f u .— Called on one of the officers of the 

Tenth this morning, and found lying on his table 

two books upon Corfu. They were from the 

circulating library of the town, much thumbed, 

and contained the most unqualified strictures on 

the English administration in the islands. In one 

of them, by a Count or Colonel Böig de St. 

Vincent, a Frenchman, the Corfiotes were taunted 

with their slavish submission, and called upon 

to shake off the yoke of British dominion in the 
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most inflammatory language. Such books in 

Italy or France would be burnt by the hangman, 

and prohibited on penalty of death. Here, with a

haughty consciousness of superiority, which must 

be galling enough to an Ionian who is capable 

of feeling, they circulate uncensured in two lan

guages; and the officers of the abused government 

read them for their amusement, and return them 

coolly to go their rounds among the people. They 

have twenty-five hundred troops upon the island, 

and they trouble themselves little about what is 

thought of them. They confess that their go

vernment is excessively unpopular: the officers 

mingle little in the native society, and the soldiers 

are scowled upon in the streets.

* * * * *

The body of St. Spiridion was carried through 

the streets of Corfu to-day, sitting bolt upright in 

a sedan-chair, and accompanied by the whole 

population. He is the great saint of the Greek 

Church ; and such is his influence, that the 

English government thought proper, under Sir 

Frederick Adam’s administration, to compel the 

officers to walk in the procession. The saint was



dried at his death, and makes a neat, black 

mummy, satis eyes and nose, but otherwise quite 

perfect. He was carried by four men in a very 

splendid sedan, shaking from side to side with the 

motion, preceded by one of the bands of music from 

the English regiments. Sick children were thrown 

under the feet of the bearers ; half-dead people 

brought to the doors as he passed, and every 

species of disgusting mummery practised. The 

show lasted about four hours, and was, on the 

whole, attended with more marks of superstition 

than any thing I found in Italy. I was told 

that the better-educated Christians of the Greek 

Church disbelieve the saint’s miracles. The 

whole body of the Corfiote ecclesiastics were in 

the procession, however.

*  *  *  *  #

I passed the first watch in the hammock-net- 

tings to-night, enjoying inexpressibly the pheno

mena of this brilliant climate. The stars seem 

burning like lamps in the absolute clearness of 

the atmosphere. Meteors shoot constantly with a 

slow liquid course over the sky. The air comes 

off from the land, laden with the breath of the



wild thyme ; and the water around the ship is 

another deep blue heaven, motionless with its 

studded constellations. The frigate seems sus

pended between them.

We have little idea, while conning an irksome 

school-task, how strongly the “ unwilling lore ” 

is rooting itself in the imagination. The frigate 

lies perhaps a half mile from the most interesting 

scenes of the Odyssey. I have been recalling 

from the long-neglected stores of memory the 

beautiful descriptions of the court of King Alci- 

nous, and of the meeting of his matchless daughter 

with Ulysses. The whole web of the poet’s fable 

has gradually unwound, and the lamps ashore, 

and the outline of the hills, in the deceiving 

dimness of night, have entered into the delusion 

with the facility of a dream. Every scene in 

Homer may be traced to this day, the blind old 

poet’s topography was so admirable. It was over 

the point of land sloping down to the right that 

the Princess Nausicaa went with her handmaids 

to wash her bridal robes in the running streams. 

The description still guides the traveller to the 

spot where the damsels of the royal maid spread



the linen on the grass, and commenced the sports 

that waked Ulysses from his slumbers in the bed 

of leaves.

*  *  *  *  #

Ashore with one of the officers this morning, 

amusing ourselves with trying on dresses in a 

Greek tailor’s shop. It quite puts one out of 

conceit with these miserable European fashions. 

The easy and flowing juktanilla, the unembar

rassed leggins, the open sleeve of the collarless 

jacket leaving the throat exposed, and the hand

some close-binding girdle seem to me the very 

dress dictated by reason and nature. The 

richest suit in the shop, a superb red velvet, 

wrought with gold, was priced at one hundred 

and forty dollars. The more sober colours were 

much cheaper. A dress lasts several years.

* * * * *

We made our farewell visits to the officers of 

the English regiments, who had overwhelmed us 

with hospitality during our stay, and went on 

board to get under weigh with the 110011-breeze. 

W e were accompanied to the ship, not as the hero 

of Homer, when he left the same port, by three



damsels of the royal train, bearing, “  one a tunic, 

another a rich casket, and a third bread and 

wine ” for his voyage ; but by Mrs. Thompson and 

Mrs. Wilson, soldiers’ wives and washerwomen, 

with baskets of hurriedly-dried linen, pinned, 

every bundle, with a neat bill in shillings and 

halfpence.

* * * * *

Ulysses slept all the way from Corcyra to 

Ithaca. He lost a great deal of fine scenery. 

The passage between Corfu and Albania is beau

tiful. We ran past the southern cape of the 

island, with a free wind, and are now off the 

Paxian isles, where, according to Plutarch, Æmi- 

lianus the rhetorician, voyaging by night, “ heard 

a voice louder than human, announcing the death 

of P an .” A “ schoolboy midshipman ” is break

ing the same silence with “ On deck, all hands ! 

on deck, all of you !”

* * * * *

A u g u s t  26, 1833.

Off the mouth of the Alpheus. I f  he still 

chases Arethusa under the sea, and she makes 

straight for Sicily, her bed is beneath our keel. 

The moon is pouring her broad light over the



ocean ; the shadows of the rigging on the deck lie 

in clear and definite lines ; the sailors of the watch 

sit around upon the guns in silence ; and the ship, 

with her clouds of snowy sail spread aloft, is 

stealing through the water with the noiseless 

motion of a swan. Even the gallant man-of-war 

seems steeped in the spirit of the scene. The 

hour wants but an “  Ionian Myrrha ” to fill the 

last void of the heart.

Cape Leucas on the lee—the scene of Sappho’s 

leap. We have coursed down the long shore of 

ancient Leucadia, and the precipice to which 

lovers came from all parts of Greece for an ob

livious plunge is shining in the sun, scarce a mile 

from the ship. The beautiful Grecian here sang

lier last song, and broke her lyre, and died. The 

leap was not always so tragical : there are two 

lovers, at least, on record, (Maces of Buthrotum, 

and Cephalos, son of Deionios,) who survived the 

fall, and were cured effectually by salt water. It 

was a common resource in the days of Sappho, 

and Strabo says that they were accustomed to 

check their descent by tying birds and feathers to 

their arms. Females, he says, were generally



killed by the rapidity of the fall, their frames 

being too slight to bear the shock ; but the men 

seldom failed to come safe to shore. The sex has 

not lost its advantages since the days of Phaon.

W e have caught a glimpse of Ithaca t h r o u g h  

the isles— the land

“ Where sad Penelope o’erlook’d the wave,”

and which Ulysses loved, non quia larga, sed quia 

sua— the most natural of reasons. We lose Childe 

Harold’s track here. He turned to the left, into 

the Gulf of Lepanto. W e shall find him again at 

Athens. Missolonghi, where he died, lies about 

twenty or thirty miles on our lee ; and it is one of 

several places in the Gulf, that I regret to pass so 

near unvisited.

* * * * *  

Entering the Bay of Navarino. A picturesque 

and precipitous rock, filled with caves, nearly 

shuts the mouth of this ample harbour. W e ran 

so close to it, that it might have been touched from 

the deck with a tandem whip. On a wild crag to 

the left, a small, white marble monument, with 

the earth still fresh about it, marks the grave of
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some victim of the late naval battle. The town 

and fortress, miserable heaps of dirty stone, lie 

in the curve of the southern shore. A French 

brig-of-war is at anchor in the port, and broad, 

barren hills, stretching far away on every side, 

complete the scene before us. We run up the 

harbour, and tack to stand out again, without 

going ashore. Not a soul is to be seen; and 

the bay seems the very sanctuary of silence. It  

is difficult to conceive, that but a year or two 

ago, the combined fleets of Europe were thunder

ing among these silent hills, and hundreds of 

human beings lying in their blood, whose bones 

are now whitening in the sea beneath. Our pilot 

was in the fight, on board an English frigate. 

He has pointed out to us the position of the 

different fleets, and, among other particulars, he 

tells me, that when the Turkish ships were 

boarded, Greek sailors were found chained to the 

guns, who had been compelled, at the muzzle 

of the pistol, to fight against the cause of their 

country. Many of them must thus have perished 

in the vessels that were sunk.

Navarino was the scene of a great deal of



fighting during the late Greek revolution. It 

was invested, while in possession of the Turks, 

by two thousand Peloponnesians and a band of 

Ionians ; and the garrison were reduced to such 

a state of starvation, as to eat their slippers. 

They surrendered at last, under promise that 

their lives should be spared ; but the news of the 

massacre of the Greek patriarchs and clergy, at 

Adrianople, was received at the moment, and the 

exasperated troops put their prisoners to death, 

without mercy.

The peaceful aspect of the place is better suited 

to its poetical associations. Navarino was the 

ancient Pylos ; and it is here that Homer brings 

Telemachus in search of his father. He finds old 

Nestor and his sons sacrificing on the sea-shore 

to Neptune, with nine altars, and at each five 

hundred men. I should think the modern town 

contained scarce a twentieth of this number.

* * * * * 

Rounding the little fortified town of Modon 

under full sail. I t  seems to be built on the level 

of the water, and nothing but its high wall and 

its towers are seen from the sea. This, too, has



been a much-contested place, and remained in 

possession of the Turks till after the formation of 

the provisional government, under Mavrocordato. 

It forms the south-western point of the Morea, 

and is a town of great antiquity. King Philip 

gained his first battle over the Athenians here, 

some thousands of years ago ; and the brave old 

Miaulis beat the Egyptian fleet in the same bay, 

without doubt, in a manner quite as deserving 

of as long a remembrance. It is like a city of 

the dead—we cannot even see a sentinel on the 

wall.

#  #  *  #  *

Passed an hour in the mizen-chains with “ the 

Corsair ” in my hand, and Coran’s Bay opening 

on the lee. With what exquisite pleasure one 

reads, when he can look off from the page, and 

study the scene of the poet’s fiction :

“ In Coran’s Bay floats many a galley light,

Through Coran’s lattices the lamps burn bright,

For Seyd, the Pacha, makes a feast to-night.”

I t  is a small, deep bay, with a fortified town, 

on the western shore, crowned on the very edge



of the sea with a single tall tower. A small 

aperture near the top helps to realise the Corsair’s 

imprisonment, and his beautiful interview with 

Gulnare :

“ In the high chamber of his highest tower 

Sate Conrad fetter’d in the Pacha’s power,” &c.

The Pirate’s Isle is said to have been Poros, 

and the original of the Corsair himself, a certain 

Hugh Crevelier, who filled the Ægean with terror, 

not many years ago.

*  *  *  *  *

Made the Cape St. Angelo, the southern point 

of Peloponnesus, and soon after the Island of 

Cythera, near which Venus rose from the foam of 

the sea. W e are now running northerly, along 

the coast of ancient Sparta. I t  is a mountainous 

country, bare and rocky, and looks as rude and 

hardy as the character of its ancient sons. I 

have been passing the glass in vain, along the 

coast, to find a tree. A small hermitage stands 

on the desolate extremity of the Cape, and a 

Greek monk, the pilot tells me, has lived there 

many years, who comes from his cell, and stands



on the rock, with his arms outspread, to bless the 

passing ship. 1 looked for him in vain.

A French man-of-war bore down upon us a 

few minutes ago, and saluted the commodore. 

He ran so close, that we could see the features 

of his officers on the poop. It is a noble sight 

at sea, a fine ship passing, with all her canvass 

spread, with the added rapidity of your own 

course and hers. The peal of the guns in the 

midst of the solitary ocean had a singular effect. 

The echo came back from the naked shores of 

Sparta with a war-like sound, that might have 

stirred old Leonidas in his grave. The smoke 

rolled away on the wind, and the noble ship 

hoisted her royals once more, and went on her 

way. We are making for Napoli di Romania, 

with a summer breeze, and hope to drop anchor 

beneath its fortress at sunset.



L E T T E R  V i l i .

The harbour of Napoli—Tricoupi and Mavrocordato, Otho’s 

cabinet councillors— King Otho— Prince of Saxe—Miaulis, 

the Greek admiral—Excursion to Argos, the ancient Ti- 

ryntlius.

S e p t .  1 ,  183 3 .

N a p o l i  d i  R o m a n i a .— Anchored in the har

bour of Napoli after dark. An English frigate 

lies a little farther in ; a French and a Russian 

brig-of-war astern, and two Greek steam-boats, 

King Otho’s yacht, and a quantity of caiques, fill 

the inner port. The fort stands a hundred feet 

over our heads on a bold promontory, and the 

rocky Palamidi soars a hundred feet still higher, 

on a crag that thrusts its head sharply into the 

clouds, as if it would lift the little fortress out of



eye-sight. The town lies at the base of the 

mountain, an irregular-looking heap of new 

houses ; and here, at present, resides the boy- 

king of Greece, Otho the First. His predecessors 

were Agamemnon and Perseus, who, some three 

thousand years ago, (more or less, I am not 

certain of my chronology,) reigned at Argos and 

Mycenee, within sight of his present capital. 

* * * * *

Went ashore with the commodore, to call on 

Tricoupi and Mavrocordato, the king’s cabinet 

councillors. W e found the former in a new stone 

house, slenderly furnished, and badly painted, 

but with an entry full of servants, in handsome 

Greek costumes. He received the commodore with 

the greatest friendliness. He had dined with him 

on board the ‘ Constitution’ six years before, when 

his prospects were less promising than now. He 

is a short, stout man, of dark complexion, and 

very bright black eyes, and speaks English per

fectly.

Went thence to Prince Mavrocordato’s. He 

occupies the third story of a very indifferent 

house, furnished with the mere necessaries of



life. A shabby sofa, a table, two chairs, and a 

broken tumbler, holding ink and two pens, is the 

inventory of his drawing-room. He received us 

with- elegance and courtesy, and presented us to 

his wife. She gave the uncertainty of their resi» 

dence until the seat of government was decided on 

as the apology for their lodgings, and seemed im

mediately to forget that she was not in a palace. 

Mavrocordato is a strikingly handsome man, 

with long, curling black hair, and most luxuriant 

mustachios. His mouth is bland, and his teeth 

uncommonly beautiful ; but, without being able to 

say where it lies, there is an expression of guile 

in his face, that shut my heart to him. He is 

getting fat, and there is a shade of red in. the 

clear olive of his cheek, which is very uncommon 

in this country. The commodore remarked that 

he was very thin when he was here six years be

fore. The settlement of affairs in Greece has 

probably relieved him from a great deal of 

care.

* * # * * 

Presented, with the commodore, to King Otho. 

Tricoupi officiated as chamberlain, dressed in a
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court-suit of light blue, wrought with silver. The 

royal residence is a comfortable house, built by 

Capo d’Istria, in the principal street of Napoli. 

The King’s Aid, a son of Marco Bozzaris, a very 

fine, resolute-looking young man, of eighteen, re

ceived us in the ante-chamber, and in a few 

minutes the door of the inner room was thrown 

open. His Majesty stood at the foot of the 

throne, (a gorgeous red velvet arm-chair, raised 

on a platform, and covered with a splendid 

canopy of velvet,) and, with a low bow to each 

of us as we entered, he addressed his conversation 

immediately, and without embarrassment, to the 

commodore. I had leisure to observe him closely 

for a few minutes. He appears about eighteen. 

He was dressed in an exceedingly well-cut 

swallow-tailed coat, of very light blue, with a 

red standing collar, wrought with silver. The 

same work upon a red ground was set between 

the buttons of the waist, and upon the edges of 

the skirts. White pantaloons, and the ordinary 

straight court-sword, completed his dress. He is 

rather tall, and his figure is extremely light and 

elegant. A very flat nose, and high cheek-bones,



are the most marked features of his face ; his hair 

is straight, and of a light brown, and with no 

claim to beauty ; the expression of his counte

nance is manly, open, and prepossessing. He 

spoke French fluently, though with a German 

accent, and went through the usual topics of a 

royal presentation (very much the same all over, 

the world) with grace and ease. In the few re

marks which he addressed to me, he said that he 

promised himself great pleasure in the search for 

antiquities in Greece. He bowed us out, after an 

audience of about ten minutes, no doubt ex

tremely happy to exchange his court-coat and 

our company for a riding-frock and saddle. His 

horse and a guard of twelve Lancers were in 

waiting at the door.

The king usually passes his evenings with the 

Misses Armansberg, the daughters of the presi

dent of the regency. They accompanied him 

from Munich, and are the only ladies in his realm 

with whom he is acquainted. They keep a car

riage, which is a kind of wonder at Napoli ; ride 

on horseback in the English style, very much to 

the amusement of the Greeks ; and give soirées



once or twice a week. The Count Armansberg is 

a small, shrevvd-looking man, with a thin German 

countenance, and agreeable manners. He is, of 

course, the real king of Greece.

The most agreeable man I found in Napoli was 

the king’s uncle, at present in command of his 

army. He is a tall and uncommonly handsome 

soldier, of perhaps thirty-six years, and, with all 

the air of a man of high birth, has the open and 

frank manners of the camp. He has been twice 

on board the ship, and seemed to consider his 

acquaintance with the commodore’s family as a 

respite from exile. The Bavarian officers in his 

suite spoke nothing but the native German, and 

looked like mere beef-eaters. The prince returns 

in two years, and when the king is of age, his 

Bavarian troops leave him, and he commits him

self to the country.

*  #  *  *  #

Hired the only two public vehicles in Napoli, 

and set off with the commodore’s family, on an 

excursion to the ancient cities in the neighbour

hood. We left the gate built by the Venetians, 

and still adorned with a bas-relief of a winged



lion, at nine o’clock of a clear Grecian summer’s 

day. Auguries were against us. Pyrrhus did the 

same thing with his elephants and his army, one 

morning, about two thousand years ago, and was 

killed before noon ; and our driver stopped his 

horses a half mile out of the gate, and told us 

very gravely that the evil eye was upon him. He 

had dreamed that he had found  a dollar the night 

before—a certain sign, by the laws of witchcraft in 

Greece, that he should lose one. He concluded 

by adding another dollar to the price of each car

riage.

W e passed the house of old Miaulis, the Greek 

admiral, a pretty cottage, a mile from the city, and 

immediately after came to the ruins of the ancient 

Tirynthus, the city of Hercules. The walls, built 

of the largest hewn stones in the world, still stand, 

and will till time ends. It  would puzzle modern 

mechanics to carry them away. W e drove along 

the same road upon which Autolycus taught the 

young hero to drive a chariot, and, passing ruins 

and fragments of columns strewn over the whole 

length of the plain of Argos, stopped under a 

spreading aspen-tree, the only shade within reach



of the eye. A dirty khan stood a few yards off, 

and our horses were to remain here while we 

ascended the hills to Mycenæ.

I t  was a hot walk. The appearances of ladies, 

as we passed through a small Greek village on 

our way, drew out all the inhabitants, and we 

were accompanied by about fifty men, women, 

and children, resembling very much in com

plexion and dress the Indians of our country. A 

mile from our carriages we arrived at a subter

ranean structure, built in the side of the hill, with 

a door towards the east, surmounted by the hewn 

stone so famous for its size among the antiquities 

of Greece. I t  shuts the tomb of old Agamemnon. 

The interior is a hollow cone, with a small cham

ber at the side, and would make “ very eligible 

lodgings for a single gentleman,” as the papers 

say.

We kept on up the hill, wondering that the 

“ king of many islands and of all Argos,’’ as 

Homer calls him, should have built his city so 

high in this hot climate. We sat down at last, 

quite fagged, at the gate of a city built only



eighteen hundred years before Christ. A de

scendant of Perseus brought us some water in a 

wooden piggin, and, somewhat refreshed, we went 

on with our examination of the ruins. The mere 

weight of the walls has kept them together three 

thousand six hundred years. You can judge how 

immoveable they must be. The antiquaries call 

them the “ Cyclopean walls of Mycense and 

nothing less than a giant, I should suppose, 

would dream of heaving such enormous masses 

one upon the other. “ The gate of the Lions,” 

probably the principal entrance to the city, is still 

perfect. The bas-relief from which it takes its 

name, is the oldest sculptured stone in Europe. 

It is of green basalt, representing two lions ram

pant, very finely executed, and was brought from 

Egypt. An angle of the city wall is just below, 

and the ruins of a noble aqueduct are still visible, 

following the curve of the opposite hill, and de

scending to Mycenæ on the northern side. I 

might bore you now with a long chapter on an

tiquities, (for, however dry in the abstract, they 

are exceedingly interesting on the spot,) but I let



you off. Those who like them will find Spohn 

and Wheeler, Dodwell, Leake, and Gell, diffuse 

enough for the most classic enthusiasm.

We descended by a rocky ravine, in the bosom 

of which lay a well with six large fig-trees grow

ing at its brink. A woman, burnt black with the 

sun, was drawing water in a goat-skin, and we 

were too happy to get into the shade, and, in the 

name of Pan, sink delicacy and ask for a drink 

of water. I have seen the time when nectar 

in a cup of gold would have been less re

freshing.

We arrived at the aspen about two o’clock, and 

made preparations for our dinner. The sea-breeze 

had sprung up, and came freshly over the plain of 

Argos. We put our claret in a goat-skin of water 

hung at one of the wheels, the basket was pro

duced, the ladies sat in the interior of the car

riage, and the commodore and his son and my

self made tables of the footboards ; and thus 

we achieved a meal which, if meals are mea

sured by content, old King Danaus and his fifty 

daughters might have risen from their grave to 

envy us.



A very handsome Greek woman had brought us 

water, and stood near while we were eating ; and 

making over to her the remnants of the ham and 

its condiments and the empty bottles, with which 

she seemed made happy for a day, we went on our 

way to Argos.

“  Rivers die,” it is said, “ as well as men and 

cities.” W e drove through the bed of “  Father 

Inachus,” which was a respectable river in the time 

of Homer, but which, in our day, would be puzzled 

to drown a much less thing than a king. Men 

achieve immortality in a variety of ways. King 

Inachus might have been forgotten as the first 

Argive ; but by drowning himself in the river 

which afterwards took his name, every know- 

ledge-hunter that travels the world is compelled 

to look up his history. So St. Nippomuc became 

the guardian of bridges by breaking his neck over 

one.

The modern Argos occupies the site of the 

ancient. I t  is tolerably populous, but it is a 

town of most wretched hovels. We drove through 

several long streets of mud houses with thatched 

roofs, completely open in front, and the whole



family huddled together on the clay floor, with no 

furniture but a flock-bed in the corner. The 

first settlement by Deucalion and Pyrrha on the 

sediment of the Deluge must have looked like 

it. Mud, stones, and beggars were all we saw. 

Old Pyrrhus was killed here, after all his battles, 

by a tile from a house-top ; but modern Argos 

has scarce a roof high enough to overtop his 

helmet.

W e left our carriages in the street, and walked 

to the ruins of the amphitheatre. The brazen 

thalamos, in which Danaë was confined when Ju 

piter visited her in a shower of gold, was near 

this spot,—the supposed site of most of the thirty 

temples once famous in Argos.

Some solid brick walls, the seats of the amphi

theatre cut into the solid rock of the hill, the 

rocky Acropolis above, and twenty or thirty horses 

tied together, and treading out grain on a threshing- 

floor in the open field, were all we found an

cient or picturesque in the capitol of the Argives. 

A hot, sultry afternoon was no time to weave 

romance from such materials.

VOL.  I I .  E



We returned to our carriages, and while the 

Greek was getting his horses into their harness, 

we entered a most unpromising café for shade and 

water. A billiard-table stood in the centre ; and 

the high broad bench on which the Turks seat 

themselves, with their legs crooked under them, 

stretched around the wall. The proprietor was a 

Venetian woman, who sighed, as she might well, 

for a gondola. The kingdom of Agamemnon was 

not to her taste.

After waiting a while here for the sun to get 

behind the hills of Sparta, we received a message 

from our coachman, announcing that he was ar

rested. The “ evil eye” had not glanced upon 

him in vain. There was no returning without him, 

and I walked over with the commodore to see 

what could be done. A fine-looking man sat 

cross-legged on a bench, in the upper room of a 

building adjoining a prison, and a man, with a 

pen in his hand, was reading the indictment. 

The driver had struck a child who was climbing 

on his wheel. I pleaded his case in “ choice 

Italian ; ” and after a half-hour’s delay, they dis-



missed him, exacting a dollar as a security for 

re-appearance. It was a curious verification of 

his morning’s omen.

We drove on over the plain, met the king, five 

camels, and the Misses Armansberg, and were on 

board soon after sunset.



L E T T E R  I X .

Visit from King Otho and Miaulis— Visits an English and 

Russian frigate—Beauty of the Grecian men— Lake Lerna 

—The Hermionicus Sinus— Hydra— Egina.

S e p t .  1833.

N a p o l i  d i  R o m a n i a .—Went ashore with one 

of the officers, to look for the fountain of Cana- 

thus. Its waters had the property (vide Pausa- 

nias) of renewing the infant purity of the women 

who bathed in them. Juno used it once a year. 

We found but one natural spring in all Napoli. 

I t  stands in a narrow street, filled with tailors, and 

is adorned with a marble font bearing a Turkish 

inscription. Two girls were drawing water in 

skins. We drank a little of it, but found nothing



peculiar in the taste. Its virtues are confined 

probably to the other sex.

# # * # #

The king visited the ship. As his barge left 

the pier, the vessels of war in the harbour manned 

their yards and fired the royal salute. He was 

accompanied by young Bozzaris and the prince, 

his uncle, and dressed in the same uniform in 

which he received us at our presentation. As he 

stepped on the deck, and was received by Com

modore Patterson, I thought I had never seen a 

more elegant and well-proportioned man. The 

frigate was in her usual admirable order, and the 

king expressed his surprise and gratification at 

every turn. His questions were put with uncom

mon judgment for a landsman. We had heard, 

indeed, on board the English frigate which brought 

him from Trieste, that he lost no opportunity of 

learning the duties and management of the ship, 

keeping watch with the midshipmen, and running 

from one deck to the other at all hours. After 

going thoroughly through the ship, the Commo

dore presented him to his family. He seemed 

very much pleased with the ease and frankness



with which'he was received, and, seating himself 

with our fair countrywomen in the after-cabin, 

prolonged his visit to a very unceremonious 

length, conversing with the most unreserved 

gaiety. The yards were manned again, the salutes 

fired once more, and the king of Greece tossed his 

oars for a moment under the stem, and pulled 

ashore.
*  #  #  *  *

Had the pleasure and honour of showing Miau- 

lis through the ship. The old man came on board 

very modestly, without even announcing himself, 

and as he addressed one of the officers in Italian, 

I was struck with his noble appearance, and 

offered my services as interpreter. He was dressed 

in the Hydriote costume, the full blue trowsers 

gathered at the knee, a short open jacket worked 

with black braid, and a red scull-cap. His lieu

tenant,dressed in the same costume—a tall, superb- 

looking Greek—was his only attendant. He was 

quite at home on board, comparing the “ United 

States ” continually to the Hellas, the American- 

built frigate which he commanded. Every one on 

board was struck with the noble simplicity and



dignity of his address. I have seldom seen a man 

who impressed me more. He requested me to 

express his pleasure at his visit, and his friendly 

feelings to the Commodore, and invited us to his 

country-house, which he pointed out from the 

deck, just without the city. Every officer in, the 

ship uncovered as he passed. The gratification at 

seeing him was universal. He looks worthy to be 

one of the “  three ” that Byron demanded, in his 

impassioned verse,

“  To make a new Thermopylae.”

#  #  #  #  #  

Returned visits of ceremony, with the Commo

dore, to the English and Russian vessels of war.

Captain Lyon spoke in the highest terms of his 

late passenger, King Otho, both as to disposition 

and talent. Somewhere in the Ægean, one of his 

Bavarian servants fell overboard, and the boat

swain jumped after him, and sustained him till the 

boat was lowered to his relief. On his reaching 

the deck, the king drew a valuable repeater from 

his pocket, and presented it to him in the presence 

of the crew. He certainly has caught the “  trick 

of royalty ” in its perfection.

The guard presented, the boatswain “ piped us



over the side, ” and we pulled alongside the Rus

sian. The file of marines drawn up in honour of 

the Commodore on her quarter-deck looked like 

so many standing bears. Features and limbs so 

brutally coarse I never saw. The officers, however, 

were very gentlemanlike, and the vessel was in 

beautiful condition. In inquiring after the health 

of the ladies on board our ship, the captain and his 

lieutenant rose from their seats and made a low 

bow— a degree of chivalrous courtesy very un

common, I fancy, since the days of Sir Piercie 

Shafton. I left his imperial majesty’s ship with 

an improved impression of him.

#  *  *  #  *

They are a gallant-looking people, the Greeks. 

Byron says of them, “ all are beautiful, very much 

resembling the busts of Alcibiades. ” We walked 

beyond the walls of the city this evening, on the 

plain of Argos. The whole population were out in 

their Sunday costumes, and no theatrical ballet 

was ever more showy than the scene. They are a 

very affectionate people, and walk usually hand in 

hand, or sit upon the rocks at the road-side, with 

their arms over each other’s shoulders ; and their



picturesque attitudes and lofty gait,, combined 

with the flowing beauty of their dress, give them 

all the appearance of heroes on the stage. I saw 

literally no handsome women, but the men were 

magnificent, almost without exception. Among 

others, a young man passed us, with whose per-“ 

sonai beauty the whole party were struck. As he 

went by, he laid his hand on his breast and bowed 

to the ladies, raising his red cap, with his flowing 

blue tassel, at the same time, with perfect grace. 

It was a young man to whom I had been intro

duced the day previous, a brother of Mavromicha- 

lis, the assassin of Capo d’Istrias. He is about 

seventeen, tall and straight as an arrow, and has 

the eye of a falcon. His family is one of the first 

in Greece ; and his brother, who was a fellow of 

superb beauty, is said to have died in the true 

heroic style, believing that he had rid his country 

of a tyrant.

The view of Napoli and the Palamidi from the 

plain, with its background of the Spartan moun

tains, and the blue line of the Argolic Gulf be

tween, is very fine. The home of the Nemean 

lion, the lofty hill rising above Argos, was enve



loped in a black cloud as the sun set on our walk ; 

the short twilight of Greece thickened upon us ; 

and the white, swaying juktanillas of the Greeks 

striding past, had the effect of spirits gliding by- 

in the dark.

The king, with his guard of lancers on a hard 

trot, passed us near the gate, followed close by the 

Misses Armansberg, mounted on 6ne Hungarian 

horses. His majesty rides beautifully, and the 

effect of the short, high-borne flag on the tips of 

the lances, and the tall Polish caps with their cord 

and tassels, is highly picturesque.

* * * * *

Made an excursion with the Commodore across 

the Gulf to Lake Lerna, the home of the Hydra. 

W e saw nothing save the half-dozen small marshy 

lakes, whose overflow devastated the country, until 

they were dammed by Hercules, who is thus poeti

cally said to have killed a many-headed monster. 

W e visited, near-by, “ the Mills,” which were the 

scene of one of the most famous battles of the late 

struggle. The mill is supplied by a lovely stream, 

issuing from beneath a rock, and running a short 

course of twenty or thirty rods to the sea. It  is



difficult to believe that human blood has ever 

stained its pure waters.

#  #  #  #  *

Left Napoli with the daylight breeze, and are 

now entering the Hermionicus Sinus. A more 

barren land never rose upon the eye. The an

cients considered this part of Greece so near to 

hell, that they omitted to put the usual obolon into 

the hands of those who died here, to pay their 

passage across the Styx.

#  #  *  *  *

Off the town of Hydra. This is the birthplace

of Miaulis, and its neighbour island, Spesia, that 

of the sailor-heroine Bobolina. It  is a heap of 

square stone houses, set on the side of a hill, with

out the slightest reference to order. I see with 

the glass an old Greek smoking on his balcony, 

with his feet over the railing, and half-a-dozen 

bare-legged women getting a boat into the water 

on the beach. The whole island has a desolate 

and sterile aspect. Across the strait, directly op

posite the town, lies a lovely green valley, with 

olive-groves and pastures between, and hundreds 

of grey cattle feeding, in all the peace of Arcadia.



I have seen such pictures so seldom of late, that 

it is like a medicine to my sight. “  The sea and 

the sky,” after a while, “  lie like a load on the 

weary eye. ”

* * * * *

In passing two small islands just now, we 

caught a glimpse between them of the “ John 

Adams ” sloop of war, under full sail in the oppo

site direction. Five minutes sooner or later we 

should have missed her. She has been cruising in 

the Archipelago a month or two, waiting the com

modore’s arrival, and has on board despatches and 

letters, which make the meeting a very exciting 

one to the officers. There is a general stir of ex

pectation on board, in which my only share is that 

of sympathy. She brings her news from Smyrna, 

to which port, though my course has been errant 

enough, you will scarce have thought of directing 

a letter for me.

* * * * *  

Anchored off the island of Egina, a mile from 

the town. The rocks which King Æacus (since 

Judge Æacus of the infernal regions) raised in the 

harbour, to keep off the pirates, prevent our nearer



approach. A beautiful garden of oranges and figs, 

close to our anchorage, promises to reconcile us to 

our position. The little bay is completely shut in 

by mountainous islands, and the sun pours down 

upon us, unabated by the “ wooing Egean wind. ”



L E T T E R  X.

The Maid of Athens— Romance and reality—American bene

factions to Greece— School of Capo d’Istrias—Grecian dis

interestedness— Ruins of the most ancient temple— Beauty 

of the Grecian landscape— Hope for the land of Epami- 

nondas and Aristides.

S e p t .  1833 .

I s l a n d  o f  E g i n a . —The “ Maid of Athens,” in 

the very teeth of poetry, has become Mrs. Black o f  

Egina! The beautiful Teresa Makri—of whom 

Byron asked back his heart,—of whom Moore and 

Hobhouse, and the poet himself, have written so 

much and so passionately,—has forgotten the 

sweet burden of the sweetest of love-songs, and 

taken the unromantic name of a Scotchman !

The Commodore proposed that we should call



upon her on our way to the temple of Jupiter, 

this morning. We pulled up to the town in the 

barge, and landed on the handsome pier built by 

Dr. Howe, (who expended thus, most judiciously, 

a part of the provisions sent from our country in 

his charge,) and, finding a Greek in the crowd, 

who understood a little Italian, we were soon on 

our way to Mrs. Black’s. Our guide was a fine, 

grave-looking man of forty, with a small cockade 

on his red cap, which indicated that he was, 

some way, in the service of the government. He 

laid his hand on his heart, when I asked him if 

he had known any Americans in Egina. “ They 

built this,” said he, pointing to the pier, the 

handsome granite posts of which we were passing 

at the moment. “ They gave us bread and meat, 

and clothing, when we should otherwise have 

perished.” It  was said with a look and tone that 

thrilled me. I felt as if  the whole debt of sym

pathy, which Greece owes our country, were 

repaid by this one energetic expression of gra

titude.

We stopped opposite a small gate, and the 

Greek went in with our cards. I t  was a small



stone house of a story and a half, with a rickety 

flight of wooden steps at the side, and not a 

blade of grass or sign of a flower in court or 

window. I f  there had been but a geranium in 

the porch, or a rose-tree by the gate, for descrip

tion’s sake !

Mr. Black was out—Mrs. Black was in. We 

walked up the creaking steps, with a Scotch 

terrier barking and snapping at our heels, and 

were met at the door by really a very pretty 

woman. She smiled as I apologised for our in

trusion, and a sadder or a sweeter smile I never 

saw. She said her welcome in a few, simple 

words of Italian, and I thought there were few 

sweeter voices in the world. I asked her if she 

had not learned English yet. She coloured, and 

said “ No, S ignore!” and the deep-red spot in 

her cheek faded gradually down, in tints a 

painter would remember. Her husband, she 

said, had wished to learn her language, and 

would never let her speak English.

I wished to ask her of Lord Byron, but I had 

heard that the poet’s admiration had occasioned 

the usual scandal attendant on every kind of pre



eminence, and her modest and timid manners, 

while they assured me of her purity of heart, 

made me afraid to venture where there was even 

a possibility of wounding her. Sine sat in a 

drooping attitude on the coarsely-covered divan, 

which occupied three sides of the little room, and 

it was difficult to believe that any eye but her 

husband’s had ever looked upon her, or that the 

“  wells of her heart” had ever been drawn upon 

for any thing deeper than the simple duties of a 

wife and mother.

She offered us some sweetmeats, the usual 

Greek compliment to visitors, as we rose to go, 

and laying her hand upon her heart, in the beau

tiful custom of the country, requested me to 

express her thanks to the Commodore for the 

honour he had done her in calling, and to wish 

him and his family every happiness. A servant 

girl, very shabbily dressed, stood at the side-door, 

and we offered her some money, which she might 

have taken unnoticed. She drew herself up very 

coldly, and refused it, as if she thought we had 

quite mistaken her. In a country where gifts of



the kind are so universal, it spoke well for the 

pride of the family, at least.

I turned, after we had taken leave, and made 

an apology to speak to her again; for, in the 

interest of the general impression she had made 

upon me, I had forgotten to notice her dress, and 

I was not sure that I could remember a single 

feature of her face. We had called unexpectedly 

of course, and her dress was very plain. A red 

cloth cap bound about the temples, with a co

loured shawl, whose folds were mingled with 

large braids of dark-brown hair, and decked with 

a tassel of blue silk, which fell to her left 

shoulder, formed her head-dress. In other 

respects she was dressed like a European. She 

is a little above the middle height, slightly and 

well formed, and walks weakly, like most Greek 

women, as if her feet were too small for her 

weight. Her skin is dark and clear, and she has 

a colour in her cheek and lips that looks to me 

consumptive. Her teeth are white and régulai1, 

her face oval, and her forehead and nose form 

the straight line of the Grecian model—one of the



few instances I have ever seen of it. Her eyes 

are large and of a soft, liquid hazel ; and this is 

her chief beauty. There is that “ looking out of 

the soul through them,” which Byron always 

described as constituting the loveliness that most 

moved him. I made up my mind as we walked 

away, that she would be a lovely woman any 

where. Her horrid name, and the unprepossess

ing circumstances in which we found her, had 

uncharmed, I thought, all poetical delusion that 

would naturally surround her as the “  Maid of 

Athens.” We met her as simple Mrs. Black, 

whose Scotch husband’s terrier had worried us at 

her door ; and we left her, feeling that the poetry 

which she had called forth from the heart of 

Byron was her due by every law of loveliness.

From the house of the Maid of Athens we 

walked to the school of Capo d’Istrias. I t  is a 

spacious stone quadrangle, inclosing a court 

handsomely railed and gravelled, and furnished 

with gymnastic apparatus. School was out, and 

perhaps a hundred and fifty boys were playing in 

the area. An intelligent-looking man accom

panied us through the museum of antiquities,



where we saw nothing very much worth noticing, 

after the collections of Rome, and to the library, 

where there was a superb bust of Capo d ’Istrias, 

done by a Roman artist. I t is a noble head, 

resembling Washington.

We bought a large basket of grapes for a few 

cents in returning to the boat, and offered money 

to one or two common men who had been of 

assistance to us, but no one would receive it. I 

italicise the remark, because the Greeks are so 

often stigmatised as utterly mercenary.

We pulled along the shore, passing round the 

point, on which stands a single fluted column, the 

only remains of a magnificent temple of Venus,, 

and, getting the wind, hoisted a sail, and ran 

down the northern side of the island five or six 

miles, till we arrived opposite the mountain on 

which stands the temple of Jupiter Panhellenios. 

The view of it from the sea was like that of a 

temple drawn on the sky. It occupies the very 

peak of the mountain, and is seen many miles on 

either side by the mariner of the Ægean.

A couple of wild-looking, handsome fellows, 

bare-headed and bare-legged, with shirts and



trowsers reaching to the knee, lay in a small 

caique under the shore ; and, as we landed, the 

taller of the two laid his hand on His breast, and 

offered to conduct us to the temple. The ascent 

was about a mile.

We toiled over ploughed fields, with here and 

there a cluster of fig-trees, wild patches of rock 

and briar, and an occasional wall, and arrived 

breathless at the top, where a cool wind met us 

from the other side of the sea with delicious re

freshment.

W e sat down among the ruins of the oldest 

temple of Greece, after that of Corinth. Twenty- 

three noble columns still lifted their heads over 

us, after braving the tempests of more than two 

thousand years. The ground about was piled up 

with magnificent fragments of marble, preserving, 

even in their fall, the sharp edges of the ad

mirable sculpture of Greece. The Doric capital, 

the simple frieze, the well-fitted frustra, might 

almost be restored in the perfection with which 

they were left by the last touch of the chisel.

The view hence comprised a classic world. 

There was Athens ! The broad mountain over the



intensely blue gulf at our feet was Hymettus, and 

a  bright white summit as of a mound between it 

and the sea, glittering brightly in the sun, was 

the venerable pile of temples in the Acropolis. 

To the left, Corinth was distinguishable over its 

low Isthmus, and Megara and Salamis ; and, fol

lowing down the wavy line of the mountains of 

Attica, the promontory of Sunium, modem Cape 

Colonna, dropped the horizon upon the sea. 

One might sit out his life amid these loftily- 

placed ruins, and scarce exhaust in thought the 

human history that has unrolled within the scope 

of his eye.

We passed two or three hours wandering about 

among the broken columns, and gazing away to 

the main and the distant isles, confessing the sur

passing beauty of Greece. Yet have its moun

tains scarce a green spot, and its vales are treeless 

and uninhabited, and all that constitutes deso

lation is there ; and, strange as it may seem, you 

neither miss the verdure nor the people, nor find 

it desolate. The outline of Greece, in the first 

place, is the finest in the world. The mountains 

lean down into the valleys, and the plains swell



up to the mountains, and the islands rise from the 

sea, with a mixture of boldness and grace alto

gether peculiar. In the most lonely parts of the 

Ægean, where you can see no trace of a human 

foot, it strikes you like a foreign land. Then the 

atmosphere is its own; and it exceeds that of 

Italy, far. I t  gives it the look of a landscape 

seen through a faintly-tinted glass. Soft blue 

mists of the most rarified and changing shades 

envelope the mountains on the clearest day, and, 

without obscuring the most distant points per

ceptibly, give hill and vale a beauty that sur

passes that of verdure. I never saw such air as I 

see in Greece. I t  has the same effect on the 

herbless and rocky scenery about us, as a veil 

over the face of a woman.

The islander who had accompanied us to the 

temple stood on a fragment of a column, still as 

a statue, looking down upon the sea towards 

Athens. His figure, for athletic grace of mould, 

and his head and features, for the expression of 

manly beauty and character, might have been 

models to Phidias. The beautiful and poetical 

land, of which he inherited his share of un-



paralleled glory, lay around him. I asked myself 

why it should have become, as it seems to be, the 

despair of the philanthropist. W hy should its 

people, who, in the opinion of ‘ Childe Harold,’ are 

“ nature’s favourites still,” be branded and aban

doned as irreclaimable rogues, and the source to 

which we owe, even to this day, our highest 

models of taste, be neglected and forgotten ? The 

nine days’ enthusiasm for Greece has died away, 

and she has received a king from a family of 

despots. But there seems to me in her very 

beauty, and in the still superior qualities of her 

children, wherever they have room for compe

tition, a promise of resuscitation. The con

vulsions of Europe may leave her soon to herself ; 

and the slipper of the Turk and the hand of the 

Christian, once lifted fairly from her neck, she 

will rise, and stand up amid these imperishable 

temples, once more free !



L E T T E R  X I .

Athens— Ruins of the Parthenon—The Acropolis— Temple of 

Theseus— Burial-place of the son of Miaulis —  Bavarian 

sentinel—Turkish mosque, erected within the sanctuary of 

the Parthenon— Wretched habitations of the modern Athe

nians.

S e p t . 1833 .

E g e a n  S e a . —We got under weigh this morning, 

and stood towards Athens, followed by the sloop- 

of-war John Adams, which had come to anchor 

under our stern the evening of our arrival at Egina. 

The day is like every day of the Grecian summer, 

heavenly. The stillness and beauty of a new 

world lie about us. The ships steal on with their 

clouds of canvass just filling in the light breeze of 

the Ægean, and, withdrawing the eye from the 

lofty temple crowning the mountain on our lee, 

V O L .  I I .  F



whose shining columns shift slowly as we pass, 

we could believe ourselves asleep on the sea. I 

have been repeating to myself the beautiful re

flection of Servius Sulpitius, which occurs in his 

letter of condolence to Cicero, on the death of his 

daughter, written on this very spot.* “ On my 

return from Asia,” he says, “  as I was sailing from 

Egina towards Megara, I began to contemplate 

the prospect of the countries around me. Egina 

was behind, Megara before me ; Piræus on the 

right, Corinth on the left ; all which towns, once 

famous and flourishing, now lie overturned and 

buried in the ruins : upon this sight, I could not 

but presently think within myself, * Alas ! how do 

we poor mortals fret and vex ourselves if any of 

our friends happen to die or be killed, whose life 

is yet so short, when the carcases of so many 

cities lie here exposed before me in one view ! ’ ”

The columns of the Parthenon are easily distin

guishable with the glass, and to the right of the 

Acropolis, in the plain, I see a group of tall ruins, 

which by the position must be near the banks of

* “ Ex Asia rediens,” &c.— I have given the translation from 

Middleton’s Cicero.



the Ilissus. I turn the glass upon the sides of 

the mount Hymettus, whose beds of thyme ‘‘ the 

long, long summer gilds,” and I can scarce believe 

that the murmur of the bees is not stealing over 

the water to my ear. Can this be Athens ? 

Are these the same isles and mountains Alci- 

biades saw, returning with his victorious galleys 

from the Hellespont ; the same that faded from the 

long gaze of the conqueror of Salamis, leaving his 

ungrateful country for exile ; the same that to 

have seen, for a Roman, was to be complete 

as a man ; the same whose proud dames 

wore the golden grasshopper in their hair, as a 

boasting token that they had sprung from the 

soil ; the same where Pericles nursed the Arts, 

and Socrates and Plato taught “ humanity,” and 

Epicurus walked with his disciples, looking for 

truth ? W hat an offset are these thrilling thoughts, 

with the nearing view in my sight, to a whole 

calendar of common misfortune !

Dropped anchor in the Piraeus, the port of 

Athens. The city is five miles in the interior, and 

the “ arms of Athens,” as the extending walls 

were called, stretched in the times of the republic 

from the Acropolis to the sea. The Piræus, now



nearly a deserted port, with a few wretched houses, 

was then a large city. I t  wants an hour to sunset, 

and I am about starting with one of the officers 

to walk to Athens.

*  #  #  *  *

Five miles moie sacred in history than those 

between the Piræus and the Acropolis, do not ex

ist in the world. We walked them in about two 

hours, with a golden sunset at our backs, and the 

excitement inseparable from an approach to “ the 

eye of Greece,” giving elasticity to our steps. 

Near the Parthenon, which had been glowing in a 

flood of saffron light before us, the road separated, 

and, taking the right, we entered the city by its 

southern gate. A tall Greek, who was returning 

from the plains with a gun on his shoulder, led 

us through the narrow streets of the modern 

town to a hotel, where a comfortable supper, of 

which the most attractive circumstance to me 

was some honey from Hymettus, brought us to 

bed-time.

*  *  #  #  *

We were standing under the colonnades of ihe 

temple of Theseus, the oldest and the best pre

served of the antiquities of Athens, at an early



hour. We walked around it in wonder. The sun 

that threw inward the shadows of its beautiful 

columns, had risen on that eastern porch for more 

than two thousand years, and it is still the tran

scendent model of the world. The Parthenon was 

a copy of it. The now venerable and ruined 

temples of Rome were built in its proportions 

when it was already an antiquity. The modern 

edifices of every civilised nation are considered 

faulty only as they depart from it. How little, 

dreamed the admirable Grecian, when its propor

tions rose gradually to his patient thought, that 

the child of his teeming imagination would be so 

immortal !

The situation of the Theseion has done much to 

preserve it. It stands free of the city, while the 

Parthenon and the other temples of the Acropolis, 

being within the citadel, have been battered by 

every assailant, from the Venetian to the icono

clast and the Turk. It  looks at a little distance 

like a modern structure, its parts are so nearly 

perfect. I t  is only on coming close to the columns 

that you see the stains in the marble to be the 

corrosion of the long feeding tooth of ages. A 

young Englishman is buried within the nave of



the temple ; and the son of Miaulis, said to have 

been a young man worthy of the best days of 

Greece, lies in the eastern porch, with the weeds 

growing rank over his grave.

We passed a handsome portico, standing alone 

amid a heap of ruins. It  was the entrance to the 

ancient Agora. Here assembled the people of 

Athens, the constituents and supporters of Pericles, 

the first possessors of these god-like temples. 

Here were sown, in the ears of the Athenians, the 

first seeds of glory and sedition, by patriots and 

demagogues, in the stirring days of Platæa and 

Marathon. Here was it first whispered that Ari

stides had been too long called “ the Just,” and 

that Socrates corrupted the youth of Athens. And, 

for a lighter thought, it was here that the wronged 

wife of Alcibiades, compelled to come forth pub

licly and sign her divorce, was snatched up in the 

arms of her brilliant but dissolute husband, and 

carried forcibly home, forgiving him, woman-like, 

with but half a repentance. The feeling with 

which I read the story when a boy is strangely 

fresh in my memory.

W e hurried on to the Acropolis. The ascent is 

winding and difficult, and, near the gates, en-



cumbered with marble rubbish. Volumes have 

been written on the antiquities which exist still 

within the walls. The greater part of four un

rivalled temples are still lifted to the sun by this 

tall rock in the centre of Athens, the majestic Par

thenon, visible over half Greece, towering above 

all. A Bavarian soldier received our passport at 

the gate. He was resting the butt of his musket 

on a superb bas-relief, a fragment from the ruins. 

How must the blood of a Greek boil to see a bar

barian thus set to guard the very sanctuary of his 

glory !

We stood under the portico of the Parthenon, 

and looked down on Greece. Right through a 

broad gap in the mountains, as if they had been 

swept away that Athens might be seen, stood the 

shining Acropolis of Corinth. I strained my eyes to 

see Diogenes lying under the walls, and Alexander 

standing in his sunshine. “ Sea-born Salamis ” 

was beneath me, but the “ ships by thousands ” 

were not there, and the king had vanished from 

the “ rocky brow ” with his “  men and nations.” 

Egina lay far down the gulf, folded in its blue 

mist, and I strained my sight to see Aristides wan-



dering in exile on its shore. Mars’ Hill was 

within the sound of my voice, but its Areopagus 

was deserted of its judges, and the intrepid apostle 

was gone. The rostrum of Demosthenes, and the 

academy of Plato, and the banks of the Ilissus, 

where Socrates and Zeno taught, were all around 

me ; but the wily orator, and the philosopher, “  on 

whose infant lips the bees shed honey as he slept,” 

and he hose death and doctrine have been com

pared to those of Christ, and the self-denying 

stoic, were alike departed. Silence and ruin 

brood over all !

I walked through the nave of the Parthenon, 

passing a small Turkish mosque, (built sacri

legiously by the former Disdar of Athens, within 

its very sanctuary,) and mounted the south-eastern 

rampart of the Acropolis. Through the plain be

neath ran the classic Ilissus, and on its banks 

stood the ruins of the temple of Jupiter Olympus, 

which I had distinguished with the glass in 

coming up the Egean. The Ilissus was nearly 

dry, 'bu t a small island covered with verdure 

divided its waters a short distance above the tem

ple, and near it were distinguishable the founda



tions of the Lyceum. Aristotle and his Peri

patetics ramble there no more. A herd of small 

Turkish horses were feeding up towards Hymettus, 

the only trace of life in a valley that was once 

alive with the brightest of the tides of human 

existence.

The sun poured into the Acropolis with an in

tensity I have seldom felt. The morning breeze 

had died away, and the glare from the bright 

marble ruins was almost intolerable to the eye. I 

climbed around over the heaps of fragmented 

columns, and maimed and fallen statues, to the 

north-western corner of the citadel, and sat down 

in the shade of one of the embrasures to look over 

towards Plato’s Academy. The part of the city 

below this corner of the wall was the ancient 

Pelasgicum. It  was from the spot where I sat 

that Parrhesiades, the fisherman, is represented 

in Lucian to have angled for philosophers, with a 

hook baited with gold and figs.

The Academy (to me the most interesting spot 

of Athens) is still shaded with olive-groves, as in 

the time of Plato. The Cephissus, whose gentle 

flow has mingled its murmur with so much sweet



philosophy, was hidden from my sight .by the 

numberless trees. I looked towards the spot with 

inexpressible interest. I had not yet been near 

enough to dispel the illusion. To me, the Academy 

was still beneath those silvery olives in all its 

poetic glory. T h e A l t a r  of Love ” still stood be

fore the entrance ; the temple of Prometheus, the 

sanctuary of the Muses, the statues of Plato and 

of the Graces, the sacred olive, the tank in the 

coal gardens, and the tower of the railing Timon, 

were all there. I could almost have waited till 

evening to see Epicurus and Leontium, Socrates 

and Aspasia, returning to Athens.

We passed the Tower of the Winds, the ancient 

clepsydra or water-clock of Athens, in returning 

to the hotel. The Eight Winds, sculptured on the 

octagonal sides, are dressed according to their 

temperatures, six of them being more or less 

draped, and the remaining two nude. It is a small 

marble building more curious than beautiful.

Our way lay through the sultry streets of Modern 

Athens. I can give you an idea of it in a single 

sentence. It is a large village of originally mean 

houses, pulled down to the very cellars, and lying



choked in  its rubbish. A large square in ruins, 

after a fire in one of our cities, looks like it. It 

has been destroyed so often by Turks and Greeks 

alternately, that scarce one stone is left upon 

another. The inhabitants thatch over one corner 

of these wretched and dusty holes with maize- 

stalks and straw, and live there like beasts. The 

fineness of the climate makes a roof almost un

necessary for eight months in the year. The 

consuls and authorities of the place, and the mis

sionaries, have tolerable houses, but the paths to 

them are next to impracticable for the rubbish. 

Nothing but a Turkish horse, which could be 

ridden up a precipice, would ever pick his way 

through the streets.



L E T T E R  X I I .

The “ Lantern of Demosthenes ” —  Byron’s residence in 

Athens—Temple of Jupiter Olympus— Superstitious fancy 

of the Athenians respecting its ruins— Hermitage of a 

Greek monk— Petarches, the antiquary and poet, and his 

wife, sister to the “  Maid of Athens ”— Mutilation of a 

basso-relievo by an English officer—The Elgin marbles—  

The caryatides—Lord Byron’s autograph— The sliding stone 

— A scene in the rostrum of Demosthenes.

S e p t . 1833.

T o o k  a walk by sunset to the llissus. I passed, 

on the way, the “ Lantern of Demosthenes,” a 

small, octagonal building of marble, adorned with 

splendid columns and a beautifully-sculptured 

frieze, in which it is said the orator used to shut 

himself for a month, with his head half-shaved, 

to practise his orations. The Franciscan convent, 

Byron’s residence while in Athens, was built



adjoining it. I t  is now demolished. The poet’s 

name is written with his own hand on a marble 

slab of the wall.

1 left the city by the gate of Hadrian, and 

walked on to the temple of Jupiter Olympus. It 

crowns a small elevation on the northern bank of 

the Ilissus. It was once beyond all comparison 

the largest and most costly building in the 

world. During seven hundred years it employed 

the attention of the rulers of Greece, from Pi- 

sistratus to Hadrian, and was never quite com

pleted. As a ruin it is the most beautiful object 

I ever saw. Thirteen columns of Pentelic marble, 

partly connected by a frieze, are all that re 

main. They are of the flowery Corinthian 

order, and sixty feet in height, exclusive of base 

or capital.

Three perfect columns stand separate from the 

rest, and lift from the midst of that solitary plain 

with an effect that, to my mind, is one of the 

highest sublimity. The sky might rest on them. 

They seem made to sustain it. As I lay on the 

parched grass and gazed on them in the glory of 

a Grecian sunset, they seemed to me propor-



tioned for a continent. The mountains I saw 

between them were not designed with more 

amplitude, nor corresponded more nobly to the 

sky above.

The people of Athens have a superstitious 

reverence for these ruins. Dodwell says, “ The 

single column towards the western extremity was 

thrown down, many years ago, by a Turkish 

voivode, for the sake of the materials, which 

were employed in constructing the great mosque 

of the bazaar. The Athenians relate, that, after 

it was thrown down, the three others nearest to it 

were heard to lament the loss of their sister, 

and these nocturnal lamentations did not cease 

till the sacrilegious voivode was destroyed by 

poison.”

Two of the columns, connected by one immense 

slab, are surmounted by a small building, now 

in ruins, but once the hermitage of a Greek 

monk. Here he passed his life, seventy feet in 

the air, sustained by two of the most graceful 

columns of Greece. A basket, lowered by a line, 

was filled by the pious every morning, but the 

romantic eremite was never seen. With the



lofty Acropolis crowned with temples just beyond 

him, the murmuring Ilissus below, the thyme- 

covered sides of Hymettus to the south, and 

the blue Ægean stretching away to the west, 

his eye, at least, could never tire. There are 

times when I could envy him his lift above the 

world.

I descended to the Fountain of Callirhoë, which 

gushes from beneath a rock in the bed of the 

Ilissus, just below the temple. It  is the scene 

of the death of the lovely nymph-mother of 

Ganymede. The twilight air was laden with the 

fragrant thyme, and the songs of the Greek 

labourers returning from the fields came faintly 

over the plains. Life seems too short when every 

breath is a pleasure. I loitered about the clear 

and rocky lip of the fountain till the pool below 

reflected the stars in its trembling bosom. The 

lamps began to twinkle in Athens, Hesperus rose 

over Mount Pentelicus like a blazing lamp, the 

sky over Salamis faded down to the sober tint of 

night, and the columns of the Parthenon mingled 

into a single mass of shade. And so, I thought, 

as I strolled back to the city, concludes a day in



Athens—one, at least, in my life, for which it is 

worth the trouble to have lived.

I was again in the Acropolis the following 

morning. Mr. Hill had kindly given me a note 

to Petarches, the king’s antiquary, a young 

Athenian, who married the sister of the Maid of 

Athens.* We went together through the ruins. 

They have lately made new excavations, and some 

superb bassi-relievi are among the discoveries. 

One of them represented a procession leading 

victims to sacrifice, and was quite the finest thing 

I ever saw. The leading figure was a superb 

female, from the head of which the nose had 

lately been barbarously broken. The face of the 

enthusiastic antiquary flushed while I was la

menting it.

For my own part, I cannot conceive the motive 

for carrying away a fragment of a statue or a 

column. I should as soon think of drawing a

* Byron says of these three girls in one of his letters to 

Dr. Drury : “  I almost forgot to tell you, that I am dying 

for love of three Greek girls, at Athens, sisters. I lived 

in the same house. Teresa, Marianna, and Katinka, are the 

names of these divinities—all under fifteen.”



tooth as a specimen of some beautiful woman I 

had seen in my travels. And how one dare show 

such a theft to any person of taste, is quite as 

singular. Even when a whole column or statue 

is carried away, its main charm is gone with the 

association of the place. I venture to presume, 

that no person of classic feeling ever saw Lord 

Elgin’s marbles without execrating the folly that 

could bring them from their bright native sky.

The Erechtheion and the adjoining temple are 

gems of architecture. The small portico of the 

caryatides (female figures, in the place of co

lumns, with their hands on their hips,) must 

have been one of the most exquisite things in 

Greece. One of them (fallen in consequence of 

Lord Elgin’s removal of the sister statue ) lies 

headless on the ground, and the remaining ones 

are badly mutilated, but they are very, very 

beautiful. I remember two in the Villa Albani at 

Rome, brought from some other temple in Greece, 

and considered the choicest gems of the gallery.

We climbed up to the sanctuary of the Erech

theion, in which stood the altars to the two ele

ments to which the temples were dedicated. The



sculpture around the cornices is still so sharp, 

that it might have been finished yesterday. The 

young antiquary alluded to Byron’s anathema 

against Lord Elgin, in ‘ Childe H arold/ and 

showed me, on the inside of the capital of one 

of the columns, the place where the poet had 

written his name. It was simply “ Byron,” in 

small letters, and would not be noticed by an 

ordinary observer.

If  the lover, as the poet sings, was jealous of 

the star his mistress gazed upon, the sister of the 

“ Maid of Athens ” may well be jealous of the 

Parthenon. Petarches looks at it and talks of it 

with a fever in his eyes. I could not help 

smiling at his enthusiasm. He is about twenty- 

five, of a slender person, with downcast, me

lancholy eyes, and looks the poet according to 

the most received standard. His reserved man

ners melted towards me on discovering that I 

knew our countryman, Dr. Howe, who he tells 

me was his groomsman, (or the corresponding 

assistant at a Greek wedding,) and to whom he 

seems, in common with all his countrymen, 

warmly attached. To a man of his taste, I can



conceive nothing more gratifying than his ap

pointment to the care of the Acropolis. He 

spends his day there with his book, attending the 

few travellers who come ; and when the temples 

are deserted, he sits down in the shadow of a 

column, and reads amid the silence of the ruins 

he almost worships. There are few vocations in 

this envious world so separated from the jarring 

passions of our nature.

*  #  *  #  *

Passed the morning on horseback, visiting the 

antiquities without the city. Turning by the temple 

of Theseus, we crossed M ars’ Hill, the seat of the 

Areopagus, and, passing a small valley, ascended 

the Pnyx. On the right of the path we observed 

the rock of the hill worn to the polish of enamel 

by friction. I t  was an almost perpendicular 

descent of six or seven feet, and steps were cut at 

the sides to mount to the top. I t  is the famous 

sliding stone, believed by the Athenians to possess 

the power of determining the sex of unborn 

children. The preference of sons, if the polish of 

the stone is to be trusted, is universal in Greece.

The rostrum of Demosthenes was above us on



the side of the hill facing from the sea. A small 

platform is cut into the rock, and on either side 

a seat is hewn out, probably for the distinguished 

men of the State. The audience stood on the 

side-hill, and the orator and his listeners were in 

the open air. An older rostrum is cut into the 

summit of the hill facing the sea. It  is said that 

when the maritime commerce of Greece began to 

enrich the lower classes, the Thirty Tyrants turned 

the rostrum towards the land, lest their orators 

should point to the ships of the Piraeus, and re

mind the people of their power.

Scene after scene swept through my fancy as I 

stood on the spot. I saw Demosthenes, after his 

first unsuccessful oration, descending with a de

jected air towards the temple of Theseus, fol

lowed by old Eunomas, abandoning himself to 

despair, and repressing the fiery consciousness 

within him as a hopeless ambition. I saw him 

again with the last glowing period of a Philippic 

on his lips, standing on this rocky eminence, his 

arm stretched towards Macedon, his eye flashing 

with success, and his ear catching the low murmur 

of the crowd below, which told him he had moved



his country as with the heave of an earthquake. 

I saw the calm Aristides rise, with his mantle 

folded majestically about him ; and the handsome 

Alcibiades waiting with a smile on his lips to 

speak ; and Socrates gazing on his wild but win

ning disciple with affection and fear. How easily 

is this bare rock, whereon the eagle now alights 

unaffrighted, re-peopled with the crowding sha

dows of the past !



L E T T E R  X I I I .

The prison of Socrates—Turkish stirrups arid saddles— Plato’s 

Academy— The American missionary school at Athens—The 

son of Petarches, and nephew of “  Mrs. Black of Egina.”

S f .p t. 10, 1833.

A t h e n s .'—W e dismounted at the door of So

crates’ prison. A hill between the Areopagus and 

the sea is crowned with the remains of a showy 

monument to a Roman proconsul. Just beneath 

it, the hill forms a low precipice, and in the face 

of it you see three low entrances to caverns hewn 

in the solid rock. The farthest to the right was 

the room of the Athenian guard, and within it is a 

chamber with a round ceiling, which the sage 

occupied during the thirty days of his imprison-



ment. There are marks of an iron door which 

separated it from the guard-room, and through 

the bars of this he refused the assistance of his 

friends to escape, and held those conversations 

with Crito, Plato, and others, which have made 

his name immortal. On the day upon which he 

was doomed to die, he was removed to the 

chamber nearest the Acropolis, and here the hem

lock was presented to him. A shallower exca

vation between held an altar to the gods ; and 

after his death, his body was here given to his 

friends.

Nothing, except some of the touching narra

tions of Scripture, ever seemed to me so affecting 

as the history of the death of Socrates. It has 

been likened (I think, not profanely,) to that 

of Christ. His virtuous life, his belief in the 

immortality of the soul, and a future state of 

reward and punishment, his forgiveness of his 

enemies, and his godlike death, certainly prove 

him, in the absence of revealed light, to have 

walked the “ darkling path of human reason” 

with an almost inspired rectitude. I stood in the 

chamber which had received his last breath, not



without emotion. The rocky walls about me had 

witnessed his composure as he received the cup 

from his weeping jailer : the roughly-hewn floor 

beneath my feet had sustained him, as he walked 

to and fro, till the poison had chilled his limbs ; 

his last sigh, as he covered his head with his 

mantle and expired, passed forth by that low 

portal. I t  is not easy to be indifferent on spots 

like these. The spirit of the place is felt. We 

cannot turn back and touch the brighter links of 

that “ fleshly chain,” in which all human beings 

since the Creation have been bound alike, without 

feeling, even through the rusty coil of ages, 

the electric sympathy. Socrates died here ! The 

great human leap into eternity, the inevitable 

calamity of our race, was here taken more nobly 

than elsewhere. Whether the effect be to “ fright 

us from the shore,” or to nerve us, by the 

example, to look more steadily before us, a 

serious thought, almost of course a salutary one, 

lurks in the very air.

We descended the hill and galloped our small 

Turkish horses at a stirring pace over the plain. 

The short stirrup and high-peaked saddle of the



country are (at least to men of my length of limb) 

uncomfortable contrivances. With the knees al

most up to the chin, one is compelled, of course, 

to lean far over the horse’s head, and it requires 

all the fulness of Turkish trovvsers to conceal the 

awkwardness of the position. We drew rein at 

the entrance of the “  olive-grove.” Our horses 

walked leisurely along the shaded path between 

the trees, and we arrived in a few minutes at the 

site of Plato’s Academy. The more ethereal 

portion of my pleasure in seeing it must be in the 

recollection. The Cephissus was dry, the noon

day sun was hot, and we were glad to stop, with 

throbbing temples, under a cluster of fig-trees, 

and eat the delicious fruit, forgetting all the 

philosophers incontinently. We sat in our sad

dles, and a Greek woman of great natural beauty, 

though dressed in rags, bent down the boughs to 

our reach. The honey from the over-ripe figs 

dropped upon us as the wind shook the branches. 

Our dark-eyed and bright-lipped Pomona served 

us with a grace and cheerfulness that would draw 

me often to the neighbourhood of the Academy if 

1 lived in Athens. I venture to believe that

V O L .  I I . G



Phryne herself, in so mean a dress, would scarce 

have been more attractive. We kissed our hands 

to her as our spirited horses leaped the hollow 

with which the trees were encircled, and passing 

the mound sacred to the Furies, where (Edipus 

was swallowed up, dashed over the sultry plain 

once more, and were soon in Athens.

* * * #  #

I have passed most of my leisure hours here in 

a scene I certainly did not reckon in anticipation, 

among the pleasures of a visit to Athens—the 

American missionary school. We have all been 

delighted with it, from the commodore to the 

youngest midshipman. Mr. and Mrs. Hill have 

been here some four or five years, and have 

attained their present degree of success in the face 

of every difficulty. Their whole number of scho

lars from the commencement has been upwards 

of three hundred ; at present they have a hundred 

and thirty, mostly girls.

We found the school in a new and spacious 

stone building on the site of the ancient “ market,” 

where Paul, on his visit to Athens, “ disputed 

daily with those that met with him.” A large



court-yard, shaded partly with a pomegranate- 

tree, separates it from the marble portico of the 

Agora, which is one of the finest remains of 

antiquity. Mrs. Hill was in the midst of the little 

Athenians. Two or three serious-looking Greek 

girls were assisting her in regulating their move

ments, and the new and admirable system of com

bined instruction and amusement was going on 

swimmingly. There were, perhaps, a hundred 

children on the benches, mostly from three to six 

or eight years of age ; dark-eyed, cheerful little 

creatures, who looked as if  their “ birthright of 

the golden grasshopper” had made them Nature’s 

favourites as certainly as in the days when their 

ancestor-mothers settled questions of philosophy. 

They marched and recited, and clapped their 

sun-burnt hands, and sung hymns, and I thought 

I never had seen a more gratifying spectacle. I 

looked around in vain for one who seemed dis

contented or weary. Mrs. Hill’s manner to them 

was most affectionate. She governs, literally, 

with a smile.

I selected several little favourites. One was a 

fine fellow of two to three years, whose name I



inquired immediately. He was Plato Petarches, 

the nephew of the “  Maid of Athens,” and the 

son of the second of the three girls so admired by 

Lord Byron. Another was a girl of six or seven, 

with a face surpassing, for expressive beauty, 

that of any child I ever saw. She was a Hydriote 

by birth, and dressed in the costume of the 

islands. Her little feet were in Greek slippers ; 

her figure was prettily set off with an open jacket, 

laced with buttons from the shoulder to the waist, 

and her head was enveloped in a figured handker

chief, folded gracefully in the style of a turban, 

and brought under her chin, so as to show sus

pended a rich metallic fringe. Her face was full, 

but marked with childish dimples, and her mouth 

and eyes, as beautiful as ever those expressive 

features were made, had a retiring seriousness in 

them, indescribably sweet. She looked as if  she 

had been bom in some scene of Turkish devasta

tion, and had brought her mother’s heart-ache 

into the world.

At noon, at the sound of a bell, they marched 

out, clapping their hands in time to the instructor’s 

voice, and seated themselves in order upon the



portico, in front of the school. Here their baskets 

were given them, and each one produced her 

dinner and ate it with the utmost propriety. It 

was really a beautiful scene.

It is to be remembered that here is educated a 

class of human beings who were else deprived of 

instruction by the universal custom of their coun

try. The females of Greece are suffered to grow 

up in ignorance. One who can read and write is 

rarely found. The school has commenced fortu

nately at the most favourable moment. The 

government was in process of change, and an 

innovation was unnoticed in the confusion that at 

a later period might have been opposed by the 

prejudices of custom. The king and the president 

of the regency, Count Armansberg, visited the 

school frequently during their stay in Athens, 

and expressed their thanks to Mrs. Hill warmly. 

The Countess Armansberg called repeatedly to 

have the pleasure of sitting in the school-room 

for an hour. His Majesty, indeed, could hardly 

find a more useful subject in his realm. Mrs. Hill, 

with her own personal efforts, has taught more 

than one hundred children to read the Bible.



How few of us can write against our names an 

equal offset to the claims of human duty !

Circumstances made me acquainted with one 

or two wealthy persons residing in Athens, and 

I  received from them a strong impression of Mr. 

Hill’s usefulness and high standing. His house 

is the hospitable resort of every stranger of intelli

gence and respectability.

I passed my last evening among the magnifi

cent ruins on the banks of the Ilissus. The next 

day was occupied in returning visits to the fami

lies who had been polite to us, and, with a fare

well of unusual regret to our estimable missionary 

friends, we started on horseback to return by a 

gloomy sunset to the Piræus. I am looking more 

for the amusing than the useful, in my rambles 

about the world ; and I confess I should not have 

gone far out of my way to visit a missionary 

station anywhere. But chance has thrown this 

of Athens across my path, and I  record it as a 

moral spectacle to which no thinking person could 

be indifferent. I freely say I never have met with 

an equal number of my fellow-creatures, who 

seemed to me so indisputably and purely useful.



The most cavilling mind must applaud their de

voted sense of duty, bearing up against exile from 

country and friends, privations, trial of patience, 

and the many, many ills inevitable to such an 

errand in a foreign land, while even the coldest 

politician would find in their efforts the best 

promise for an enlightened renovation of Greece.

Long after the twilight thickened immediately 

about us, the lofty Acropolis stood up, bathed in 

a glow of light from the lingering sunset. I 

turned back to gaze upon it with an enthusiasm 

I had thought laid on the shelf with my half

forgotten classics. The intrinsic beauty of the 

ruins of Greece, the loneliness of their situation, 

and the divine climate in which, to use Byron’s 

expression, they are “ buried,” invest them with 

an interest which surrounds no other antiquities 

in the world. I rode on, repeating to myself 

Milton’s beautiful description :

“  Look ! on the Egean shore a city stands 

Built nobly ; pure the air and light the soil ;

Athens— the eye of Greece, mother of arts 

And eloquence ; native to famous wits 

Or hospitable, in her sweet recess,

City or suburban, studious walks or shades.



See, there the olive-groves of Academe,

Plato’s retirement, where the Attic bird 

Trills her thick-warbled notes the summer long. 

There, flowery hill, Hymettus, with the sound 

Of bees’ industrious murmurs, oft invites 

To studious musing ; there Ilissus rolls 

His whispering stream ; within the walls there view 

The schools of ancient sages, his who bred 

Great Alexander to subdue the world ! ”



L E T T E R  X I V .

The Piraeus— The Sacra Via— Ruins of Eleusis— Gigantic 

medallion—Costume of the Athenian women—The tomb of 

Themistocles—The temple of Minerva.

S e p t . 1833.

P i r æ u s .—With a basket of ham and claret in 

the stern-sheets, a cool awning over our heads, and 

twelve men at the oars, such as the coxswain of 

Themistocles’ galley might have sighed for, we 

pulled away from the ship at an early hour, for 

Eleusis. The conqueror of Salamis delayed the 

battle for the ten o’clock breeze ; and as Nature 

(which should be called he instead of she, for her 

constancy) still ruffles the Ægean at the same



hour, we had a calm sea through the strait where 

once lay the “ ships by thousands.”

W e soon rounded the point, and shot along 

under the
“ Rocky brow 

Which looks o’er sea-born Salamis.”

It  is a bare, bold precipice, a little back from the 

sea, and commands an entire view of the strait. 

Here sat Xerxes, “ on his throne of gold,* with 

many secretaries about him to write down the par

ticulars of the action.” The Athenians owed 

their victory to the wisdom of Themistocles, who 

managed to draw the Persians into the strait, 

(scarce a cannon-shot across just here,) where 

only a small part of their immense fleet could 

act at one time. The wind, as the wily Greek 

had foreseen, rose at the same time, and ren

dered the lofty-built Persian ships unmanage

able ; while the Athenian galleys, cut low to the

* So says Phanodemus, quoted by Plutarch. The com

mentators upon the tragedy of Æschylus on this subject say it 

was a “  silver chair,” and that it “  was afterwards placed in 

the temple of Minerva at Athens, with the golden-hilted cime- 

ter of Mardonius.”



water, were easily brought into action in the most 

advantageous position. It  is impossible to look 

upon this beautiful and lovely spot, and imagine 

the stirring picture it presented. The wild sea

bird knows.no lonelier place. Yet on that rock 

once sat the son of Darius, with his royal purple 

floating to the wind, and, below him, within these 

rocky limits, lay “  one thousand two hundred 

ships of war, and two thousand transports,” while 

behind him, on the shores of the Piraeus, were 

encamped “  seven hundred thousand foot and four 

hundred thousand horse”— “ amounting,” says 

Potter in his notes, “  with the retinue of women 

and servants that attended the Asiatic princes in 

their military expeditions, to more than five 

millions.” How like a king must the royal Per

sian have felt, when

“ He counted them at break of day ! ”

With an hour or two of fast pulling, we opened 

into the broad bay of Eleusis. The first Sabbath 

after the Creation could not have been more abso

lutely silent. Megara was away on the left, Eleu

sis before us at the distance of four or five miles, 

and the broad plains where agriculture was first



taught by Triptolemus, the poetical home of Ceres, 

lay an utter desert in the sunshine. Behind us, 

between the mountains, descended the Sacra Via, 

by which the procession came from Athens to ce

lebrate the Eleusinian Mysteries— a road of five or 

six miles, lined, in the time of Pericles, with tem

ples and tombs. I could half fancy the scene as 

it was presented to the eyes of the invading Mace

donians—when the procession of priests and 

virgins, accompanied by the whole population of 

Athens, wound down into the plain, guarded by 

the shining spears of the army of Alcibiades. It 

is still doubtful, I believe, whether these imposing 

ceremonies were the pure observances of a lofty 

and sincere superstition, or the orgies of a licen

tious Saturnalia.

We landed at Eleusis, and were immediately 

surrounded by a crowd of people, as simple and 

curious in their manners, and resembling some

what, in their dress and complexion, the Indians of 

our country. The ruins of a great city lay about 

us, and their huts were built promiscuously among 

them. Magnificent fragments of columns and 

blocks of marble interrupted the path through the



village, and between two of the bouses lay, half 

buried, a gigantic medallion of Pentelic marble, 

representing, in alto relievo, the body and head of 

a warrior in full armour. A hundred men would 

move it with difficulty. Commodore Patterson 

attempted it six years ago, in the ‘ Constitution,’ 

but his launch was found unequal to its weight.

The people here gathered more closely around 

the ladies of our party, examining their dress with 

childish curiosity. They were doubtless the first 

females ever seen at Eleusis in European costume. 

One of the ladies happening to pull off her glove, 

there was a general cry of astonishment. The 

brown kid had clearly been taken as the colour of 

the hand. Some curiosity was then shown to see 

their faces, which were covered with thick green 

veils, as a protection against the sun. The sight 

of their complexions (in any country remarkable 

for a dazzling whiteness) completed the astonish

ment of these children of Ceres.

We, on our part, were scarcely less amused 

with their costumes in turn. Over the petticoat 

was worn a loose jacket of white cloth reaching to 

the knee, and open in front—its edges and sleeves



wrought very tastefully with red cord. The head

dress was composed entirely of money. A fillet of 

gold sequins was first put, à la feronière, around 

the forehead, and a close cap, with a throat-piece 

like the gorget of a helmet, fitted the skull 

exactly, stitched with coins of all values, folded 

over each other according to their sizes, like 

scales. The hair was then braided, and fell down 

the back, loaded also with money. Of the fifty 

or sixty women we saw, I should think one half 

had money on her head to the amount of from one 

to two hundred dollars. They suffered us to exa

mine them with perfect good-humour. The 

greater proportion of pieces were paras, a small 

and thin Turkish coin of very small value. Among 

the larger pieces were dollars of all nations, five- 

franc pieces, Sicilian piastres, Tuscan colonati, 

Venetian swansicas, &c. See. I doubted much 

whether they were not the collections of some 

piratical caique. There is no possibility of either 

spending or getting money within many miles of 

Eleusis, and it seemed to be looked upon as an 

ornament which they had come too lightly by to 

know its use.



W e walked over the foundations of several 

large temples, with the remains of their splendour 

lying unvalued about them, and at half a mile 

from the village came to the “ well of Proser

pine,” whence, say the poets, the ravished 

daughter of Ceres emerged from the infernal 

regions on her visits to her mother. The modern 

Eleusinians know it only as a well of the purest 

water.

On our return we stopped at the southern point 

of the Piraeus, to see the tomb of Themistocles. 

We were directed to it by thirteen or fourteen 

frustra of enormous columns, which once formed 

the monument to his memory. They buried him 

close to the edge of the sea, opposite Salamis. 

The continual beat of the waves for so many 

hundred years has worn away the promontory, 

and his sarcophagus, which was laid in a grave 

cut in the solid rock, is now filled by every swell 

from the Ægean. The old hero was brought back 

from his exile to be gloriously buried. He could 

not lie better for the repose of his spirit, (if it 

returned with his bones from Argos.) The sea 

on which he beat the haughty Persians with his



handful of galleys sends every wave to his feet. 

The hollows in the rock around his grave are full 

of snowy salt left by the evaporation. You might 

scrape up a bushel within six feet of him. It 

seems a natural tribute to his memory.*

On a high and lonely rock, stretching out into 

the midst of the sea, stands a solitary temple. 

As far as the eye can reach, along the coast of 

Attica and to the distant isles, there is no sign of 

human habitation. There it stands, lifted into 

the blue sky of Greece, like the unreal “  fabric of 

a vision.”

Cape Colonna and its “ temple of M inerva” 

were familiar to my memory, but my imagination 

had pictured nothing half so beautiful. As we 

approached it from the sea, it seemed so strangely 

out of place, even for a ruin, so far removed from 

what had ever been the haunt of man, that I 

scarce credited my eyes. We could soon count 

them — thirteen columns of sparkling marble,

* Langhorne says in his notes on Plutarch, “ There is the 

genuine Attic salt in most of the retorts and observations of 

Themistocles. His wit seems to have been equal to his mili

tary and political capacity.”



glittering in the sun. The sea-air keeps them 

spotlessly white, and, until you approach them 

nearly, they have the appearance of a structure, 

from its freshness, still in the sculptor’s hands.

The boat was lowered, and the ship lay off- 

and-on while we landed near the rocks where 

Falconer was shipwrecked, and mounted to the 

temple. The summit of the promontory is strewn 

with the remains of the fallen columns, and their 

smooth surfaces are thickly inscribed with the 

names of travellers. Among others, I noticed 

Byron’s and Hobhouse’s. Byron, by the way, 

mentions having narrowly escaped robbery here, 

by a band of Mainote pirates. He was sur

prised, swimming off the point, by an English 

vessel containing some ladies of his acquaintance. 

He concludes the ‘ Isles of Greece’ beautifully 

with an allusion to it by its ancient name :

“  Place me on Sunium’s marbled steep,” &c.

The view from the summit is one of the finest 

in all Greece. The isle where Plato was sold as 

a slave, and where Aristides and Demosthenes



passed their days in exile, stretches along the 

west ; the wide Ægean, sprinkled with here and 

there a solitary rock, herbless but beautiful in its 

veil of mist, spreads away from its feet to the 

southern line of the horizon, and, crossing each 

other almost imperceptibly on the light winds of 

this summer sea, the red-sailed caique of Greece, 

the merchantmen from the Dardanelles, and the 

heavy men-of-war of England and France, cruising 

wherever the wind blows fairest, are seen like 

broad-winged and solitary birds, lying low with 

spread pinions upon the waters. The place 

touched me. I shall remember it with an affec

tion.

There is a small island close to Sunium, which 

was fortified by one of the heroes of the Iliad on 

his return from Troy—why, Heaven only knows. 

It  was here, too, that Phrontes, the pilot of Me- 

nelaus, died and was buried.

We returned on board after an absence of two 

hours from the ship, and are steering now straight 

for the Dardanelles. The plains of Marathon are 

but a few hours north of our course, and I pass



them unwillingly ; but what is there one would 

not see ? Greece lies behind, and I have realised 

one of my dearest dreams in rambling over its 

ruins. Travel is an appetite that “  grows by 

what it feeds on.”



L E T T E R  X V .

Mitylene—The Tomb of Achilles— Turkish burying-ground—  

Lost reputation of the Scam ander— Asiatic sunsets—Visit to 

a Turkish bpy—The castles of the Dardanelles—Turkish 

bath, and its consequences.

S e p t . 1833 .

L e s b o s  to windward. A caique, crowded with 

people, is running across our bow, all hands sing

ing a wild chorus (perhaps the Lesboum carmen) 

most merrily. The island is now called Mitylene, 

said to be the greenest and most fertile of the 

Mediterranean. The Lesbean wine is still good, 

but they have had no poetesses since Sappho. 

Cause and effect have quarrelled, one would 

think.



Tenedos on the lee. The Tomb of Achilles is 

distinguishable with the glass on the coast of Asia. 

The column which Alexander “ crowned and 

anointed, and danced around naked,” in honour of 

the hero’s ghost, stands above it no longer. The 

Macedonian wept over Achilles, says the school- 

book, and envied him the blind bard who had 

sung his deeds. He would have dried his tears 

if he had known that his pas seul would be remem

bered as long.

Tenedos seems a pretty island as we near it. It 

was here that the Greeks hid, to persuade the 

Trojans that they had abandoned the siege, while 

the wooden horse was wheeled into Troy. The 

site of the city of Priam is visible as we get nearer 

the coast of Asia. Mount Ida and the marshy 

valley of the Scamander are appearing beyond 

Cape Sigæum, and we shall anchor in an hour 

between Europe and Asia, in the mouth of the 

rapid Dardanelles. The wind is not strong enough 

to stem the current that sets down like a mill-race 

from the sea of Marmora.

Went ashore on the Asian side for a ramble. 

We landed at the strong Turkish castle that, with



another on the European side, defends the strait, 

and, passing under their bristling batteries, entered 

the small Turkish town in the rear. Our appear

ance excited a great deal of curiosity. The Turks, 

who were sitting cross-legged on the broad benches, 

extending like a tailor’s board, in front of the 

cafés, stopped smoking as we passed, and the 

women, wrapping up their own faces more closely, 

approached the ladies of our party and lifted their 

veils to look at them with the freedom of our 

friends at Eleusis. We came unaware upon two 

squalid wretches of women in turning a corner, 

who pulled their ragged shawls over their heads 

with looks of the greatest resentment at having- 

exposed their faces to us.

A few minutes’ walk brought us outside of the 

town. An extensive Turkish grave-yard lay on 

the left. Between fig-trees and blackberry-bushes 

it was a green spot, and the low tombstones of 

the men, crowned each with a turban carved in 

marble of the shape befitting the sleeper’s rank, 

peered above the grass like a congregation sitting 

in a uniform head-dress at a field-preaching. Had 

it not been for the female graves, which were



marked with a slab like ours, and here and there 

the tombstone of a Greek, carved, after the 

antique, in the shape of a beautiful shell, the effect 

of an assemblage sur l’herbe would have been ludi

crously perfect.

We walked on to the Scamander. A rickety 

bridge gave us a passage, toll free, to the other 

side, where we sat round the rim of a marble well, 

and ate delicious grapes stolen for us by a Turkish 

boy from a near vineyard. Six or seven camels 

were feeding on the uninclosed plain, picking a 

mouthful and then lifting their long, snaky necks 

into the air to swallow ; a stray horseman, with 

the head of his bridle decked with fed tassels, 

and his knees up to his chin, scoured the bridle 

path to the mountains ; and three devilish-looking 

buffaloes scratched their hides and rolled up their 

fiendish green eyes under a bramble-hedge near 

the river.

The poets lie, or the Scamander is as treacherous 

as Macassar. Venus bathed in its waters before 

contending for the prize of beauty, adjudged to 

her on this very Mount Ida that I see covered with 

brown grass in the distance. Her hair became



“ flowing go ld” in the lavation. My friends 

compliment me upon no change after a similar 

experiment. My long locks (run riot with a four 

months’ cruise) are as dingy and untractable as 

ever, and, except in the increased brownness of a 

Mediterranean complexion, the cracked glass in 

the state-room of my friend the lieutenant gives 

me no encouragement of a change. It  is soft 

water, and runs over fine white sand ; but the 

fountain of Callirhoë, at Athens, (she was the 

daughter of the Scamander, and, like most 

daughters, is much more attractive than her papa) 

is softer and clearer. Perhaps the loss of the 

Scamander’s virtues is attributable to the cessation 

of the tribute paid to the god in Helen’s time.

The twilights in this part of the world are un

paralleled—but I have described twilights and 

sunsets in Greece and Italy till I am ashamed to 

write the words. Each one comes as if there 

never had been and never were to be another ; and 

the adventures of the day, however stirring, are 

half forgotten in its glory, and seem, in com

parison, unworthy of description ; but one look 

at the terms th a t might describe it, written on



paper, uncharms even the remembrance. You 

must come to Asia and fee l  sunsets. You cannot 

get them by paying postage.

# # # # . #

At anchor, waiting for a wind. Called to-day 

on the Bey Effendi, commander of the two castles 

“ Europe ” and “ Asia,” between which we lie. 

A pokerish-looking dwarf, with ragged beard and 

high turban, and a tall Turk, who I  am sure

never smiled since he was born, kicked off their

slippers at the threshold, and ushered us into a 

chamber on the second story. I t  was a luxurious 

little room lined completely with cushions, the 

muslin-covered pillows of down leaving only a 

place for the door. The divan was as broad as a 

bed, and, save the difficulty of rising from it, 

it was perfect as a lounge. A ceiling of inlaid 

woods, embrowned with smoke, windows of small 

panes fantastically set, and a place lower than 

the floor for the attendants to stand and leave 

their slippers, were all that was peculiar else.

*  #  *  *  *

The bey entered in a few minutes with a pipe- 

bearer, an interpreter, and three or four attend-
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ants. He was a young man, about twenty, and 

excessively handsome. A clear, olive complexion ; 

a moustache of silky black ; a thin, aquiline nose, 

with almost transparent nostrils ; cheeks and chin 

rounded into a perfect oval, and mouth and eyes 

expressive of the most resolute firmness, and, at 

the same time, girlishly beautiful, completed the 

picture of the finest-looking fellow I have seen 

within my recollection. His person was very 

slight, and his feet and hands small, and par

ticularly well-shaped. Like most of his coun

trymen of latter years, his dress was half 

European, and much less becoming, of course, 

than the turban and trowser. Pantaloons, rather 

loose ; a light fawn-coloured short jacket; a red 

cap, with a blue tassel ; and stockings, without 

shoes, were enough to give him the appearance of 

a dandy half through his toilet. He entered with 

an indolent step, bowed, without smiling, and, 

throwing one of his feet under him, sunk down 

upon the divan, and beckoned for his pipe. The 

Turk in attendance kicked off his slippers, and 

gave him the long tube with its amber mouth

piece, setting the bowl into a basin in the centre



of the room. The bey put it to his handsome 

lips, and drew till the smoke mounted to the 

ceiling, and then handed it, with a graceful 

gesture, to the commodore.

The conversation went on through two inter

pretations. The bey’s interpreter spoke Greek 

and Turkish, and the ship’s pilot, who accom

panied us, spoke Greek and English, and the 

usual expressions of good feeling and offers of 

mutual service were thus passed between the 

puffs of the pipe with sufficient facility. The 

dwarf soon .after entered with coffee. The small 

gilded cups had about the capacity of a goodvvife’s 

thimble, and were covered with gold tops to 

retain the aroma. The fragrance of the rich berry 

filled the room. We acknowledged, at once, the 

superiority of the Turkish manner of preparing it. 

I t  is excessively strong, and drunk without milk.

I looked into every corner while the attendants 

were removing the cups, but could see no trace of 

a hook. Ten or twelve guns, with stocks inlaid 

with pearl and silver, two or three pair of gold- 

handled pistols, and a superb Turkish cimeter 

and belt, hung upon the walls, but there was no



other furniture. W e rose, after a half hour’s 

visit, and were bowed out by the handsome 

Effendi, coldly and politely. As we passed under 

the walls of the castle, on the way to the boat, 

we saw six or seven women, probably a part of 

his harem, peeping from the embrasures of one 

of the bastions. Their heads were wrapped in 

white ; one eye only left visible. I t  was easy to 

imagine them Zuleikas after having seen their 

master.

Went ashore at Castle Europe, with one or two 

of the officers, to take a bath. An old Turk, 

sitting upon his hams, at the entrance, pointed to 

the low door at his side, without looking at us, 

and we descended, by a step or two, into a 

vaulted hall, with a large, circular ottoman in the 

centre, and a very broad divan all around. Two 

tall young mussulmen, with only turbans and 

waistcloths to conceal their natural proportions, 

assisted us to undress, and led us into a stone 

room, several degrees warmer than the first. We 

walked about here for a few minutes, and as 

we began to perspire, werç taken into another, 

filled with hot vapour, and, for the first moment or
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two, almost intolerable. It  was shaped like a 

dome, with twenty or thirty small windows at 

the top, several basins at the sides into which hot 

water was pouring, and a raised stone platform in 

the centre, upon which we were all requested, by 

gestures, to lie upon our backs. The perspi

ration at this time was pouring from us like 

rain. I lay down with the others, and a

Turk, a dark-skinned, fine-looking fellow, drew 

on a mitten of rough grass cloth, and, laying one 

hand upon my breast to hold me steady, com

menced rubbing me, without water, violently. 

The skin peeled off' under the friction, and I 

thought he must have rubbed into the flesh re

peatedly. Nothing but curiosity to go through the 

regular operation of a Turkish bath prevented my 

crying out “ Enough ! ” He rubbed away, turning 

me from side to side, till the rough glove passed 

smoothly all over my body and limbs, and then, 

handing me a pair of wooden slippers, suffered 

me to rise. I walked about for a few minutes, 

looking with surprise at the rolls of skin he had 

taken off, and feeling almost transparent as the 

hot air blew upon me.

In a few minutes my mussulman beckoned



to me to follow him to a smaller room, where he 

seated me on a stone beside a font of hot water. 

He then made some thick soap-suds in a basin, 

and, with a handful of fine flax, soaped and 

rubbed me all over again, and a few dashes of the 

hot water, from a wooden saucer, completed the 

bath.

The next room, which had seemed so warm on 

our entrance, was now quite chilly. W e remained 

here until we were dry, and then returned to the 

hall in which our clothes were left, where beds 

were prepared on the divans, and we were covered 

in warm cloths, and left to our repose. The dis

position to sleep was almost irresistible. We rose 

in a short time, and went to the coffee-house oppo

site, when a cup of strong coffee, and a hookah 

smoked through a highly ornamented glass bub

bling with water, refreshed us deliciously.

I have had ever since a feeling of suppleness 

and lightness, which is like wings growing at my 

feet. I t  is certainly a very great luxury, though, 

unquestionably, most enervating as a habit.



L E T T E R  X V I .

A  Turkish pic-nic on the plain of Troy—Fingers versus forks.

D a r d a n e l l e s . — The oddest invitation I ever 

had in my life was from a Turkish bey to a fê te  

champêtre on the ruins of Troy! We have just 

returned, full of wassail and pillaw, by the light 

of an Asian moon.

The morning was such a one as you would ex

pect in the country where mornings were first 

made. The sun was clear, but the breeze was 

fresh, and, as we sat on the bey’s soft divans, 

taking coffee before starting, I turned my cheek 

to the open window and confessed the blessing of 

existence.

We were sixteen, from the ship, and our



host was attended by his interpreter, the 

general of his troops, the governor of Bourna- 

bashi, (the name of the Turkish town near Troy,) 

and a host of attendants on foot and horseback. 

His cook had been sent forward at daylight with 

the provisions.

The handsome bey came to the door, and helped 

to mount us upon his own horses, and we rode off 

with the whole population of the village assembled 

to see our departure. We forded the Scamander, 

near the town, and pushed on at a hard gallop 

over the plain. The bey soon overtook us upon a 

fleet grey mare, caparisoned with red trappings, 

holding an umbrella over his head, which he cour

teously offered to the commodore on coming up. 

We followed a grass path, without hill or stone, 

for nine or ten miles, and after having passed one 

or two hamlets, with their open threshing-floors, 

and crossed the Simois, with the water to our 

saddle-girths, we left a slight rising ground by a 

sudden turn, and descended to a cluster of trees, 

where the Turks sprang from their horses, and 

made signs for us to dismount.

It  was one of nature’s drawing-rooms. Thickets



of brush and willows enclosed a fountain, whose 

clear waters were confined in a tank formed of 

marble slabs from the neighbouring ruins. A 

spreading tree above, and soft meadow grass to its 

very tip, left nothing to wish but friends and a 

quiet mind to perfect its beauty. The cook’s 

fires were smoking in the thicket ; the horses were 

grazing without saddle or bridle in the pasture 

below, and we lay down upon the soft Turkish 

carpets, spread beneath the trees, and reposed 

from our fatigues for an hour.

The interpreter came when the sun had slanted 

a little across the trees, and invited us to the bey’s 

gardens hard by. A path, overshadowed with wild 

brush, led us round the little meadow to a gate, 

close to the fountain-head of the Scamander. One 

of the common cottages of the country stood upon 

the left, and in front of it a large arbour, covered 

with a grape vine, was underlaid with cushions and 

carpets. Here we reclined, and coffee was brought 

us with baskets of grapes, figs, quinces, and pome

granates, the bey and his officers waiting on us 

themselves with amusing assiduity. The people 

of the house, meantime, were sent to the fields for



green corn, which was roasted for us, and this 

with nuts, wine, and conversation, and a ramble to 

the source of the Simois, which bursts from a cleft 

in the rock very beautifully, whiled away the 

hours till dinner.

About four o’clock we returned to the fountain. 

A white muslin cloth was laid upon the grass be

tween the edge and the overshadowing tree, and 

all around it were spread the carpets upon which 

we were to recline while eating. Wine and melons 

were cooling in the tank, and plates of honey and 

grapes, and new-made butter, (a great luxury in the 

Archipelago,) stood on the marble rim. The din

ner might have fed Priam ’s army. Half a lamb, 

turkeys and chickens, were the principal meats, but 

there was, besides, “ a rabble rout” of made 

dishes, peculiar to the country, of ingredients at 

which I could not hazard even a conjecture.

W e crooked our legs under us with some awk

wardness, and, producing our knives and forks, 

(which we had brought with the advice of the 

interpreter,) commenced, somewhat abated in 

appetite by too liberal a lunch. The bey and his 

officers sitting upright, with their feet under them,



pinched off bits of meat dexterously with the 

thumb and forefinger, passing from one to the 

other a dish of rice, with a large spoon, which all 

used indiscriminately. It  is odd that eating with 

the fingers seemed only disgusting to me in the 

bey. His European dress probably made the 

peculiarity more glaring. The fat old governor 

who sat beside me was greased to the elbows, and 

his long grey beard was studded with rice and 

drops of gravy to his girdle. He rose when the 

meats were removed, and waddled off to the 

stream below, where a wash in the clean water 

made him once more a presentable person.

It  is a Turkish custom to rise and retire while 

the dishes are changing, and, after a little ramble 

through the meadow, we returned to a lavish 

spread of fruits and honey, which concluded the 

repast.

It is doubted where Troy stood. The reputed 

site is a rising ground, near the fountain of 

Bournabashi, to which we strolled after dinner. 

We found nothing but quantities of fragments of 

columns, believed by antiquaries to be the ruins 

of a city that sprung up and died long since Troy.



W e mounted and rode home by a round moon, 

whose light filled the air like a dust of phosphoric 

silver. The plains were in a glow with it. Our 

Indian summer nights, beautiful as they are, give 

you no idea of an Asian moon.

The bey’s rooms were lit, and we took coffee 

with him once more, and, fatigued with pleasure 

and excitement, got to our boats, and pulled up 

against the arrowy current of the Dardanelles to 

the frigate.
#  #  *  #  #



L E T T E R  X V I I .

The Dardanelles— Visit from the Pasha—His delight at hearing 

the piano—Turkish fountains— Caravan of mules laden with 

grapes—Turkish mode of living ; houses ; cqfis ; and wo

men—The mosque and the muezzin.

C o a s t  o f  AsiA.-^-We have lain in the mouth 

of the Dardanelles sixteen mortal days, waiting 

for a wind. Like Don Juan, (who passed here 

on his way to Constantinople,)

“  Another time we might have liked to see ’em,

But now tire not much pleased with Cape Sigaeum.”

An occasional trip with the boats to the watering-1- 

place, a Turkish bath, and a stroll in the bazaar



of the town behind the castle, gazing with a glass 

at the tombs of Ajax and Achilles, and the long, 

undulating shores of Asia, eating often and 

sleeping much, are the only appliances to our 

philosophy. One cannot always be thinking of 

Hero and Leander, though he lie in the Hel

lespont.

A merchant brig from Smyrna is anchored just 

astern of us, waiting like ourselves for this eternal 

north-easter to blow itself out. She has forty or 

fifty passengers for Constantinople, among whom 

are the wife of an American merchant, (a Greek 

lady,) and Mr. Schauffler, a missionary, in whom 

I recognised a quondam fellow-student. They 

were nearly starved out on board the brig, as she 

was provisioned but for a few days, and the Com

modore has courteously offered them a passage in 

the frigate. Fifty or sixty sail lie below Castle 

Europe, in the same predicament. With the 

“ cap of King Ericus,” this cruising, pleasant as 

it is, would be a thought pleasanter to my 

fancy.

* * * * *



Still wind-bound. The angel that

“ Look’d o’er my almanack 

And cross’d out my ill days,”

suffered a week or so to escape him here. Not 

that the ship is not pleasant enough, and the cli

mate deserving of its Sybarite fame, and the 

sunsets and stars as much brighter than those of 

the rest of the world as Byron has described 

them to be, {vide letter to Leigh Hunt,) but life 

has run in so deep a current with me of late, that 

the absence of incident seems like water without 

wine. The agreeable stir of travel, the incom

plete adventure, the change of costumes and 

scenery, the busy calls upon the curiosity and the 

imagination, have become, in a manner, very 

breath to me. Hitherto upon the cruise, we have 

scarce ever been more than one or two days at a 

time out of port. Elba, Sicily, Naples, Vienna, 

the Ionian Isles, and the various ports of Greece, 

have come and gone so rapidly, and so entirely 

without exertion of my own, that I seem to have 

lived in a magic panorama. After dinner on one 

day I visit a city here, and, the day or two after,



lounging and reading and sleeping meanwhile 

quietly at home. I find myself rising from table 

hundred's of miles farther to the north or east, and 

another famous city before me, having taken no 

care, and felt no motion, nor encountered danger 

or fatigue. A summer cruise in the Mediter

ranean is certainly the perfection of sight-seeing. 

With a sea as smooth as a river, and cities of 

interest, classical and mercantile, everywhere on 

the lee, I can conceive no class of persons to 

whom it would not be delightful. A company of 

pleasure, in a private vessel, would see all Greece 

and Italy with less trouble and expense than is 

common on a trip to the lakes.

“ All hands up anchor ! ” The dog-vane points 

at last to Constantinople. The capstan is manned, 

the sails loosed, the quarter-master at the wheel, 

and the wind freshens every moment from the 

“  sweet south.” “  Heave round merrily ! ” The 

anchor is dragged in by this rushing Hellespont, 

and holds on as if the bridge of Xerxes were 

tangled about the flukes. “ Up she comes at 

last,” and, yielding to her broad canvass, the 

gallant frigate begins to make headway against



the current. There is nothing in the whole world 

of senseless matter, so like a breathing creature 

as a ship ! The energy of her motion, the beauty 

of her shape and contrivance, and the ease with 

which she is managed by the one mind upon her 

quarter-deck, to whose voice she is as obedient 

as the courser to the rein, inspire me with daily 

admiration. I have been four months a guest in 

this noble man-of-war, and to this hour I never 

set my foot on her deck without a feeling of 

fresh wonder. And then Cooper’s novels read in 

a ward-room as grapes eat in Tuscany. I t  were 

missing one of the golden leaves of a life not to 

have thumbed them on a cruise.

The wind has headed us off again, and we have 

dropped anchor just below the castles of the 

Dardanelles. A Ve have made but eight miles, 

but we have new scenery from the ports, and that 

is something to a weary eye. I was as tired of 

“ the shores of Ilion ” as ever was Ulysses. The 

hills about our present anchorage are green and 

boldly marked, and the frowning castles above 

us give that addition to the landscape which 

is alone wanting on the Hudson. Sestos and



Abydos are six or seven miles up the stream. 

The Asian shore (I should have thought it a 

pretty circumstance, once, to be able to set foot 

either in Europe or Asia in five minutes,) is 

enlivened by numbers of small vessels, tracking 

up with buffaloes against wind and tide. And 

here we lie, says the old pilot, without hope 

till the moon changes. The “ fickle moon,” 

quotha ! I wish my friends were half as constant !

The pasha of the Dardanelles has honoured 

us with a visit. He came in a long caique, pulled 

by twenty stout rascals ; his excellency of “  two 

tails ” sitting on a rich carpet on the bottom of the 

boat, with his boy of a year old in the same uniform 

as himself, and his suite of pipe and slipper- 

bearers, dwarf, and executioner, sitting cross- 

legged about him. He was received with the 

guard and all the honour due to his rank. His 

face is that of a cold, haughty, and resolute, but 

well-born man, and his son is like him. He 

looked at every thing attentively, without express

ing any surprise, till he came to the piano-forte, 

which one of the ladies played to his. undisguised 

delight. I t  was the first he had ever seen. He



inquired through his interpreter if she had not 

been all her life in learning.

#  *  *  *  *

The poet says, “ The seasons of the year come 

in like masquers.” To one who had made their 

acquaintance in New-England, most of the months 

would literally pass incog, in Italy. But here is 

honest October, the same merry old gentleman, 

though I meet him in Asia, and I remember him 

last year at the baths of Lucca, as unchanged as 

here. I t  has been a clear, bright, invigorating 

day, with a vitality in the air as rousing to the 

spirits as a blast from the “ horn of Astolpho. ” 

I can remember just such a day ten years ago. It 

is odd how a little sunshine will cling to the 

memory when loves and hates, that in their time 

convulsed the very soul, are so easily forgotten.

We heard yesterday that there was a Turkish 

village seven or eight miles in the mountains on 

the Asian side, and, as a variety to the prome

nade on the quarterdeck, a ramble was proposed 

to it.

We landed, this morning, on the bold shore of 

the Dardanelles, and, climbing up the face of



a  sand-hill, struck across a broad plain, through 

bush and brier, for a mile. On the edge of a 

ravine we found a pretty road, half embowered 

with oak and hemlock ; and a mounted Turk, 

whom we met soon after, with a gun across his 

pummel, and a goose looking from his saddle

bag, directed us to follow it till we reached the 

village.

It  was a beautiful path, flecked with the shade 

of leaves of all the variety of Eastern trees, and 

refreshed with a fountain at every mile. About 

half way we stopped at a spring welling from a 

rock, under a large fig-tree, from which the 

water poured, as clear as crystal, into seven 

tanks, and rippling away from the last into 

a wild thicket, whence a stripe of brighter 

green marked its course down the moun

tain. It  was a spot worthy of Tempé. We 

seated ourselves on the rim of the rocky basin, 

and, with a drink of bright water, and a half 

hour’s repose, recommenced our ascent, blessing 

the nymph of the fount, like true pilgrims of the 

East.

A few steps beyond, we met a caravan of the



pasha’s tithe-gatherers, with mules laden with 

grapes ; the turbaned and showily-armed drivers, 

as they came winding down the dell, producing 

the picturesque effect of a theatrical ballet. They 

laid their hands on their breasts with grave 

courtesy as they approached, and we helped our

selves to the ripe, blushing clusters, as the pan

niers went by, with Arcadian freedom.

W e reached the summit of the ridge a little 

before noon, and turned our faces back for a 

moment to catch the cool wind from the Helles

pont. The Dardanelles came winding out from 

the hills just above Abydos, and, sweeping past 

the upper castles of Europe and Asia, rushed 

down by Tenedos into the Archipelago. Perhaps 

twenty miles of its course lay within our view. 

Its colours were borrowed from the divine sky 

above, and the rainbow is scarce more varied or 

brighter. The changing purple and blue of the 

mid-stream, specked with white crests ; the cryso- 

prase green of the shallows, and the dyes of the 

various depths along the shore, gave it the ap

pearance of a vein of transparent marble inlaid 

through the valley. The frigate looked like a



child’s boat on its bosom. To our left the tombs 

of Ajax and Achilles were just distinguishable in 

the plains of the Scam ander, and Troy (if Troy 

ever stood) stood back from the sea, and the 

blue-wreathed isles of the Archipelago bounded 

the reach of the eye. It  was a view that might 

“ cure a month’s grief in a day.”

We descended now into a kind of cradle valley, 

yellow with rich vineyards. I t  was alive with 

people gathering in the grapes. The creaking 

waggons filled the road, and shouts and laughter 

rang over the mountain-sides merrily. The scene 

would have been Italian, but for the turbans 

peering out every where from the leaves, and 

those diabolical-looking buffaloes in the waggons. 

The village was a mile or two before us, and we 

loitered on, entering here and there a vineyard, 

where the only thing evidently grudged us was 

our peep at the women. They scattered like deer 

as we stepped over the walls.

Near the village we found a grave Turk, of 

whom one of the officers made some inquiries, 

which were a part of our errand to the mountains. 

It may spoil the sentiment of my description, but,



TURKISH CAFÌ5. 191

in addition to the poetry of the ramble, we were to 

purchase beef for the mess. His bullocks were 

out at grass, (feeding in pastoral security, poor 

things !) and he invited us to his house, while he 

sent his boy to drive them in. I recognised them, 

when they came, as two handsome steers, which 

had completed the beauty of an open glade, in the 

centre of a clump of forest-trees, on our route. 

The pleasure they have afforded the eye will be 

repeated on the palate—a double destiny not 

accorded to all beautiful creatures.

Our host led us up a flight of rough stone steps 

to the second story of his house, where an old 

woman sat upon her heels, rolling out paste, and 

a younger one nursed a little Turk at her bosom. 

They had, like every man, woman, or child, I have 

seen in this country, superb eyes and noses. No 

chisel could improve the meanest of them in these 

features. Our friend’s wife seemed ashamed to 

be caught with her face uncovered, but she offered 

us cushions on the floor before she retired, and her 

husband followed up her courtesy with his pipe.

We went thence to the caje, where a bubbling 

hookah, a cup of coffee, and a divan, refreshed us



a little from our fatigues. While the rest of the 

party were lingering over their pipes, I took a 

turn through the village in search of the house 

of the Aga. After strolling up and down the 

crooked streets for half an hour, a pretty female 

figure, closely enveloped in her veil, and show

ing, as she ran across the street, a dainty pair of 

feet in small yellow slippers, attracted me into 

the open court of the best-looking house in the 

village. The lady had disappeared, but a curious- 

looking carriage, lined with rich Turkey carpeting 

and cushions, and covered with red curtains, 

made to draw close in front, stood in the centre 

of the court. I was going up to examine it, 

when an old man, with a beard to his girdle, and 

an uncommonly rich turban, stepped from the 

house, and motioned me angrily away. A large 

wolf-dog, which he held by the collar, added 

emphasis to his command, and I retreated di

rectly. A giggle, and several female voices from 

the closely latticed window, rather aggravated the 

mortification. I had intruded on the premises of 

the Aga, a high offence in Turkey when a woman 

is in the case.



It was “  deep i’ the afternoon” when we ar

rived at the beach, and made signal for a boat. 

We were on board as the sky kindled with the 

warm colours of an Asian sunset—a daily offset 

to our wearisome detention which goes far to keep 

me in temper. My fear is, that the commodore’s 

patience is not “  so good a continuer ” as this 

“  vento maledetto,” as the pilot calls it ; and 

in such a case I lose Constantinople most pro- 

vokingly.

Walked to the Upper Castle Asia, some eight 

miles above our anchorage. This is the main 

town on the Dardanelles, and contains forty or 

fifty thousand inhabitants, Sestos and Abydos 

are a mile or two farther up the strait.

We kept along the beach for an hour or two, 

passing occasionally a Turk on horseback, till we 

were stopped by a small and shallow creek with

out a bridge, just on the skirts of the town. 

A woman with one eye peeping from her veil, 

dressed in a tunic of fine blue cloth, stood at the 

head of a large drove of camels qn the other 

side, and a beggar with one eye smoked his pipe 

on the sand at a little distance. The water was

V O L .  I I .  I



knee-deep, and we were hesitating on the brink, 

when the beggar offered to carry us across on his 

back—a task he accomplished (there were six of 

us) without taking his pipe from his mouth.

I tried in vain to get a peep at the camel- 

driver’s daughter, but she seemed jealous of 

showing even her eyebrow, and I followed 

on to the town. The Turks live differently from 

every other people, I believe. You walk through 

their town, and see every individual in it, except 

perhaps the women of the pasha. Their houses 

are square boxes, the front side of which lifts 

on a hinge in the day-time, exposing the whole 

interior, with its occupants squatted in the corners 

or on the broad platform where their trades are 

followed. They are scarce larger than boxes in 

the theatre, and the roof projects into the middle 

of the street, meeting that of the opposite neigh

bour, so that the pavement between is always 

dark and cool. The three or four Turkish towns 

I have seen have the appearance of cabins thrown 

up hastily after a fire. You would not suppose 

they were intended to last more than a month at 

the farthest.



We roved through the narrow streets an hour 

or more, admiring the fine béarded old Turks 

smoking cross-legged in the cafés, the slipper- 

makers with their gay Morocco wares in goodly 

rows around them, the wily Jews with their high 

caps and caftans, (looking, crouched among their 

merchandise, like the “ venders of old bottles 

and abominable lies,” as they are drawn in the 

plays of Queen Elizabeth’s time,) the muffled and 

gliding spectres of the Moslem women, and the 

livelier-footed Greek girls in their velvet jackets 

and braided hair,—and by this time we were kindly 

disposed to our dinners.

On our way to the consul’s, where we were to 

dine, we passed a mosque. The minaret (a tall 

peaked tower, about of the shape and proportions 

of a pencil-case) commanded a view down the 

principal streets ; and a stout fellow, with a 

sharp clear voice, leaned over the balustrade at 

the top, crying out the invitation to prayer in 

a long drawling sing-song, that must have been 

audible on the other side of the Hellespont. 

Open porches, supported by a paling, extended 

all around the church ; and the floors were filled



with kneeling Turks, with their pistols and ata- 

ghans lying beside them. I had never seen so 

picturesque a congregation. The slippers were 

left in hundreds at the threshold, and the bare 

and muscular feet and legs, half concealed by 

the full trowsers, supported as earnest a troop 

of worshippers as ever bent forehead to the 

ground. 1 left them rising from a flat prostration, 

and hurried after my companions to dinner.

Our consul of the Dardanelles is an Armenian. 

He is absent just now, in search of a runaway 

female slave of the sultan’s ; and his wife, a 

gracious Italian, full of movement and hospitality, 

does the honours of his house in his absence. 

He is a physician as well as consul and slave- 

catcher ; and the presents of a hand-organ, a 

French clock, and a bronze standish, rather 

prove him to be a favourite with the “ brother 

of the sun.”

We were smoking the hookah after dinner, 

when an intelligent-looking man, of fifty or so, 

came in to pay us a visit. He is at present an 

exile from Constantinople, by order of the Grand 

Seignior, because a brother physician, his friend,



failed in an attempt to cure one of the favourites 

of the imperial harem ! This is what might be 

called “ sympathy upon compulsion.” It  is un

necessary, one would think, to make friendship 

more dangerous than common human treachery 

renders it already.



L E T T E R  X V I I I .

Turkish military life—A  visit to the camp— Turkish music—  

Sunsets—The sea of Marmora.

O ct. 1 833 .

A h a l f  hour’s walk brought us within sight of 

the pasha’s camp. The green and white tents of 

five thousand Turkish troops were pitched on the 

edge of a stream, partly sheltered by a grove of 

noble oaks, and defended by wicker batteries at 

distances of thirty or forty feet. We were stopped 

by the sentinel on guard, while a messenger was 

sent in to the pasha for permission to wait upon 

him. Meantime a number of young officers came 

out from their tents, and commenced examining 

our dresses with the curiosity of boys. One put 

on my gloves, another examined the cloth of my



coat, a third took from me a curious stick I had 

purchased at Vienna, and a more familiar gentle

man took up my hand, and, after comparing it with 

his own black fingers, stroked it with an approving 

smile that was meant probably as a compliment. 

My companions underwent the same review, and 

th e ir , curiosity was still unsated when a good- 

looking officer, with his cimeter under his arm, 

came to conduct us to the commander-in-chief.

The long lines of tents were bent to the direction 

of the stream, and, at short distances, the silken 

banner stuck in the ground under the charge of a 

sentinel, and a divan covered with rich carpets 

under the shade of the nearest tree, marked the 

tent of an officer. The interior of those of the 

soldiers exhibited merely a stand of muskets and a 

raised platform for bed and table, covered with 

coarse mats, and decked with the European accou

trements now common in Turkey. I t was the 

middle of the afternoon, and most of the officers 

lay asleep on low ottomans, with their tent-cur- 

tains undrawn and their long chibouques beside 

them, or still at their lips. Hundreds of soldiers 

loitered about, engaged in various occupations,



sweeping, driving their tent-stakes more firmly into 

the ground, cleaning arms, cooking, or, with their 

heels under them, playing silently at dominos. 

Half the camp lay on the opposite side of the 

stream, and there was repeated the same warlike 

picture, the white uniform and the loose red cap, 

with its gold bullion and blue tassel, appearing 

and disappearing between the rows of tents, and 

the bright red banners clinging to the staff in the 

breathless sunshine.

We soon approached the splendid pavilion of 

the pasha, unlike the rest in shape, and surrounded 

by a quantity of servants, some cooking at the 

root of a tree, and all pursuing their vocation with 

singular earnestness. A superb banner of bright 

crimson silk, wrought with long lines of Turkish 

characters, probably passages from the Koran, 

stood in a raised socket, guarded by two sentinels. 

Near the tent, and not far from the edge of the 

stream, stood a gaily-painted kiosk, not unlike the 

fantastic summer-houses sometimes seen in a Euro

pean garden ; and here our conductor stopped, and, 

kicking off his slippers, motioned for us to enter.

We mounted the steps, and, passing a small



entrance-room filled with guards, stood in the 

presence of the commander-in-chief. He sat on a 

divan, cross-legged, in a military frock-coat, 

wrought with gold on the collar and cuffs, a 

sparkling diamond crescent on his breast, and a 

cimeter at his side, with a belt richly wrought, 

and held by a buckle of dazzling brilliants. His 

Aid sat beside him, in a dress somewhat similar, 

and both appeared to be men of about forty. The 

pasha is a stern, dark, soldier-like man, with a 

thick straight beard as black as jet, and features 

which look incapable of a smile. He bowed with

out rising when we entered, and motioned for us 

to be seated. A little conversation passed between 

him and the consul’s son, who acted as our inter

preter, and coffee came in almost immediately. 

There was an aroma about it which might 

revive a mummy. The small china cups, with 

thin gold filligree sockets, were soon emptied and 

taken away, and the officer in waiting introduced 

a soldier to go through the manual exercise, by 

way of amusing us.

He was a powerful fellow, and threw his musket



about with so much violence, that I feared every 

moment the stock, lock, and barrel, would part 

company. He had taken off his shoes before 

venturing into the presence of his commander, and 

looked oddly enough playing the soldier in his 

stockings. I was relieved of considerable appre

hension when he ordered arms, and backed out to 

his slippers.

The next exhibition was that of a military band. 

A drum-major, with a proper gold-headed stick, 

wheeled some sixty fellows, with all kinds of instru

ments, under the windows of the kiosk, and with a 

whirl of his baton the harmony commenced. I 

could just detect some resemblance to a march. 

The drums rolled, the “  ear-piercing fifes ” ful

filled their destiny* and trombone, serpent, and 

horn showed of what they were capable. The 

pasha got upon his knees to lean out of the win

dow ; and, as I rose from my low seat at the same 

time, he pulled me down beside him, and gave me 

half his carpet, patting me on the back, and press

ing me to the window with his arm over my neck. 

I have observed frequently among the Turks this



singular familiarity of manners both to strangers 

and one another. I t  is an odd contrast to their 

habitual gravity.

The sultan ( I  think unwisely) has introduced 

the European uniform into his army. With the 

exception of the Tunisian cap, which is sub

stituted for the thick and handsome turban, the 

dress is such as is worn by the soldiers of the 

French army. Their tailors are of course bad, 

and their figures, accustomed only to the loose 

and graceful costume of the East, are awkward 

and constrained. I never saw so uncouth a set 

of fellows as the five thousand mussulmans in 

this army of the Dardanelles ; and yet, in their 

Turkish trowsers and turban, with the belt stuck 

full of arms, and their long moustache, they would 

be as martial-looking troops as ever followed a 

banner.

We embarked at sunset to return to the ship. 

The shell-shaped caique, with her tall sharp ex

tremities and fantastic sail, yielded to the rapid 

current of the Hellespont ; and our two boatmen, 

as handsome a brace of Turks as ever were drawn



in a picture, pulled their legs under them more 

closely, and commenced singing the alternate 

stanzas of a villanous duet. The helmsman’s part 

was rather humorous, and his merry black eyes 

redeemed it somewhat ; but his fellow was as grave 

as a dervish, and howled as if he were ferrying 

over Xerxes after his defeat at the Dardanelles.

I f  I were to live in the East as long as the 

wandering Jew, I think these heavenly sunsets, 

evening after evening, scarce varying by a shade, 

would never become familiar to my eye. They 

surprise me day after day, like some new and 

brilliant phenomenon, though the thoughts which 

they bring, as it were by a habit contracted of the 

hour, are almost always the same. The day, m 

these countries, where life flows so thickly, is en

grossed, and pretty busily too, by the present. 

The past comes up with the twilight; and wherever 

I  may be, and in whatever scene mingling, my 

heart breaks away, and goes down into the west 

with the sun. I am at home as duly as the bird 

settles to her nest.

I t  was natural in paying the boatman, after such



a musing passage, to remember the poetical j ustice 

of Uhland, in crossing the ferry :

“ Take, O boatman, thrice thy fee !

Take ! I give it willingly !

For, invisibly to thee,

Spirits twain have cross’d with me ! ”

I should have paid for one other seat, at least, 

by this fanciful tariff. Our unmusical mussul- 

mans were content, however ; and we left them to 

pull back against the tide, by a star that cast a 

shadow like a meteor.

#  #  #  *  *

The moon changed this morning, and the wind, 

that in this clime of fable is as constant to her as 

Endymion, changed too. The white caps va

nished from the hurrying waves of the Dar

danelles, and, after an hour or two of calm, the 

long-expected breeze came tripping out of Asia, 

with Oriental softness, and is now leading us 

gently up the Hellespont.

As we passed between the two castles of the 

Dardanelles, the commodore saluted the pasha with 

nineteen guns, and in half an hour we were off



Abydos, where our friend from the south has de

serted us, and we are compelled to anchor. I t 

would be unclassical to complain of delay on so 

poetical a spot. I t  is beautiful, too. The shores 

on both the Asian and European sides are charm

ingly varied, and the sun lies on them, and on the 

calm strait that links them, with a beauty worthy 

of the fair spirit of Hero. A small Turkish castle 

occupies the site of the “ torch-lit tower ” of 

Abydos, and there is a corresponding one at 

Sestos. The distance between looks little more 

than a mile—not a surprising feat for any swim

mer, I should think. The current of the Hel

lespont remains the same, and so does the 

moral of Leander’s story. The Hellespont of 

matrimony may be crossed with the tide. The 

deuce is to get back.

Lampsacus on the starboard-bow—and a fairer 

spot lies on no river’s brink. Its trees, vineyards, 

and cottages, slant up almost imperceptibly from 

the water’s edge, and the hills around have the 

look “ of a clean and quiet privacy,” with a rural 

elegance that might tempt Shakspeare’s Jaques to 

come and moralize. By the way, there have been



philosophers here. Did not Alexander forgive the 

city its obstinate defence for the sake of Anaxi

menes ? There was a sad dog of a deity wor

shipped here about that time.

I take a fresh look at it from the port, as I 

write. Pastures, every one with a bordering of 

tall trees, cattle as beautiful as the daughter of 

Inachus, lanes of wild shrubbery, a greener stripe 

through the fields, like the track of a stream, and 

smoke curling from every cluster of trees, telling, as 

plainly as the fancy can read, that there is both 

poetry and pillato at Lampsacus.

Just opposite stands the modern Gallipoli, a 

Turkish town of some thirty thousand inhabitants, 

at the head of the Hellespont. The Hellespont 

gets broader here ; and a few miles farther up we 

open into the Sea of Marmora. A French brig- 

of-war, that has been hanging about us for a fort

night, (watching our movements in this unusual 

cruise for an American frigate, perhaps,) is just 

ahead, and a quantity of smaller sail are stretch

ing off on the southern tack, to make the best 

use of their new sea-room for beating up to Con

stantinople.



We hope to see Seraglio Point to-morrow. Mr. 

Hodgson, the secretary of our embassy to Turkey, 

has just come on board from the Smyrna packet, 

and the agreeable preparations for going ashore 

are already on the stir. I do not find that the 

edge of curiosity dulls with use. The prospect of 

seeing a strange city to-morrow produces the 

same quick-pulsed emotion that I felt in the Di

ligence two years ago, rattling over the last post 

to Paris. The entrances to Florence, Rome, Ve

nice, Vienna, Athens, are marked each with as 

white a stone. He may “  gather no moss ” who 

rolls about the world ; but that which the gold of 

the careful cannot buy—pleasure—when the soul 

is'most athirst for it, grows under his feet. Of 

the many daily reasons I find to thank Providence, 

not the least is that of being what Clodio calls 

himself in the play— “ a here-and-thereian.”



L E T T E R  X I X .

Constantinople—An adventure with the dogs of Stamboul—  

The sultan’s kiosk—The bazaars— Georgians— Sweetmeats 

— Hindoostanee Fakeers—Turkish women and their eyes—  

The Jews—A token of home—The drug-bazaar— Opium- 

eaters.

O ct. 1 8 3 3 .

T h e  invariable “ Where am I ?” with which a 

traveller awakes at morning, was to me never more 

agreeably answered— A t Constantinople ! The 

early ship-of-war summons to “ turn o u t” was 

obeyed with alacrity, and with the first boat after 

breakfast I was set ashore at Tophana, the land- 

ing-place of the Frank quarter of Stamboul.

A row of low-built cafés, with a latticed enclo

sure and a plentiful shade of plane-trees on the 

right ; a large square, in the centre of which stood



a magnificent Persian fountain, as large as a 

church, covered with lapis-lazuli and gold, and 

endless inscriptions in Turkish ; a mosque bu

ried in cypresses on the left ; a hundred indo- 

lent-looking, large-trowsered, mustachoed, and 

withal very handsome men, and twice the number 

of snarling, wolfish, and half-starved dogs, are 

some of the objects which the first glance, as I 

stepped on shore, left on my memory.

I had heard that the dogs of Constantinople 

knew and hated a Christian. By the time I had 

reached the middle of the square, a wretched 

puppy at my heels had succeeded in announcing 

the presence of a stranger. They were upon me 

in a moment from every heap of garbage and 

every hole and comer. I was beginning to be 

seriously alarmed, standing perfectly still, with at 

least a hundred infuriated dogs barking in a circle 

around me, when an old Turk, selling sherbet 

under the shelter of the projecting roof of the Per

sian fountain, came kindly to my relief. A stone 

or two well aimed, and a peculiar cry, which I 

have since tried in vain to imitate, dispersed the 

hungry wretches, and I took a glass of the old



man’s raisin-water, and pursued my way up the 

street. The circumstance, however, had disco

loured my anticipations ; nothing looked agreeably 

to me for an hour after it.

I ascended through narrow and steep lanes, be

tween rows of small wooden houses, miserably 

built and painted, to the main street of the quarter 

of Pera. Here live all Christians and Christian 

ambassadors, and here I found our secretary of 

legation, Mr. H  , who kindly offered to accom

pany me to old Stamboul.

W e descended to the water-side, and, stepping 

into an egg-shell caique, crossed the Golden Horn, 

and landed on a pier between the sultan’s green 

kiosk and the seraglio. I was fortunate in a com

panion who knew the people and spoke the lan

guage. The red-trowsered and armed kervas, at 

the door of the kiosk, took his pipe from his 

mouth, after a bribe and a little persuasion, and 

motioned to a boy to show us the interior. A cir

cular room, with a throne of solid silver embraced 

in a double colonnade of marble pillars, and co

vered with a roof laced with lapis-lazuli and gold, 

formed the place from which Sultan Mahmoud



formerly contemplated on certain days the busy 

and beautiful panorama of his matchless bay. 

The kiosk is on the edge of the water, and the 

poorest caikjee might row his little bark under its 

threshold, and fill his monarch’s eye, and look on 

his monarch’s face with the proudest. The green 

canvas curtains, which envelope the whole build

ing, have, for a long time, been unraised ; and 

Mahmoud is oftener to be seen on horseback, in 

the dress of a European officer, guarded by troops 

in European costume and array. The change is 

said to be dangerously unpopular.

W e walked on to the square of Sultana Valide. 

Its large area was crowded with the buyers and 

sellers of a travelling fair—a sort of Jews’ market 

held on different days in different parts of this vast 

capital. In  Turkey, every nation is distinguished 

by its dress, and almost as certainly by its branch 

of trade. On the right of the gate, under a huge 

plane-tree, shedding its yellow leaves among the 

various wares, stood the booths of a group of 

Georgians, their round and rosy-dark faces (you 

would know their sisters must be half houris) set 

off with a tall black cap of curling wool, their



small shoulders with a tight jacket studded with 

silk buttons, and their waists with a voluminous 

silken sash, whose fringed ends fell over their 

heels as they sat cross-legged, patiently waiting 

for custom. Hardware is the staple of their shops, 

but the cross-pole in front is fantastically hung 

with silken garters and tasselled cords ; and their 

own Georgian caps, with a gay crown of Cash- 

mere, enrich and diversify the shelves. I bought 

a pair or two of blushing silk garters of a young 

man, whose eyes and teeth should have been a 

woman’s, and we strolled on to the next booth.

Here was a Turk, with a table covered by a 

broad brass tray, on which was displayed a 

tempting array of mucilage, white and pink, 

something of the consistency of blanc-mange. 

A dish of sugar, small gilded saucers, and long- 

handled, flat, brass spoons, with a vase of rose- 

water, completed his establishment. The grave 

mussulman cut, sugared, and scented the portions 

for which we asked, without condescending to 

look at us, or open his lips ; and, with a glass of 

mild and pleasant sherbet from his next neighbour, 

as immovable a Turk as himself, we had lunched,



extremely to my taste, for just five cents American 

currency.

A little farther on I was struck with the appear

ance of two men, who stood bargaining with a Jew. 

My friend knew them immediately as fukeers, or 

religious devotees, from Hindoostari. He addressed 

them in Arabic, and, during their conversation of 

ten minutes, I studied them with some curiosity. 

They were singularly small, without any appear

ance of dwarfishness, their limbs and persons 

slight, and very equally and gracefully propor

tioned. Their features were absolutely regular, 

and, though small as a child’s of ten or twelve 

years, were perfectly developed. They appeared 

like men seen through an inverted opera-glass. An 

exceedingly ashy, olive complexion, hair of a kind 

of glittering black, quite unlike in texture and 

colour any I have ever before seen; large, bril

liant, intense black eyes, and lips, (the most pecu

liar feature of all) of lustreless black,* completed 

the portraits of two as remarkable-looking men as

* I have since met many of them in the streets of Constan

tinople ; and I find it is a distinguishing feature of their race, 

They look as if their lips were dead—as if the blood had dried 

beneath the skin.



I have any where met. Their costume was hum

ble, but not unpicturesque. A well-worn sash of 

red silk enveloped the waist in many folds, and 

sustained trowsers tight to the legs, but of the 

Turkish ampleness over the hips. Their small 

feet, which seemed dried up to the bone, were 

bare. A blanket, with a hood marked in a kind 

of arabesque figure, covered their shoulders, and 

a high-quilted cap, with a rim of curling wool, 

was pressed down closely over the forehead. A 

crescent-shaped tin vessel, suspended by a leather 

strap to the waist, and serving the two purposes of 

a charity-box, and a receptacle for bread and 

vegetables, seemed a kind of badge of their pro

fession. They were lately from Hindoostan, and 

were begging their way still farther into Europe. 

They received our proffered alms without any 

mark of surprise or even pleasure, and, laying their 

hands on their breasts, with countenances perfectly 

immovable, gave us a Hindoostanee blessing, 

and resumed their traffic. They see the world, 

these rovers on foot ! And I think, could I see 

it myself in no other way, I would e’en take sandal 

and scrip, and traverse it as dervish or beggar.



The alleys between the booths were crowded 

with Turkish women, who seemed the chief pur

chasers. The effect of their enveloped persons, 

and eyes peering from the muslin folds of the 

yashmack, is droll to a stranger. I t seemed to 

me like a masquerade ; and the singular sound of 

female voices, speaking through several thicknesses 

of a stuff, bound so close on the mouth as to show 

the shape of the lips exactly, perfected the delu

sion. I t reminded me of the half-smothered tones 

beneath the masks in carnival-time. A clothes- 

bag with yellow slippers would have about as 

much form, and might be walked about with as 

much grace, as a Turkish woman. Their fat hands, 

the finger-nails dyed with henna, and their un- 

exceptionably magnificent eyes, are all that the 

stranger is permitted to peruse. It is strange how 

universal is the beauty of the Eastern eye. I have 

looked in vain hitherto for a small or an unex- 

pressive one. I t  is quite startling to meet the 

gaze of such large liquid orbs, bent upon you 

from their long silken fringes, with the unwinking 

steadiness of look common to the females of this 

country. Wrapped in their veils, they seem



unconscious of attracting attention, and turn and 

look you full in the face, while you seek in vain 

for a pair of lips to explain by their expression the 

meaning of such particular notice.

The Jew is more distinguishable at Constanti

nople than elsewhere. He is compelled to wear 

the dress of his tribe, ( and its “ badge of suffer

ance,” too,) and you will find him wherever there 

is trafficking to be done, in a small cap, not un

gracefully shaped, twisted about with a peculiar 

handkerchief of a small black print, and set back 

so as to show the whole of his national high and 

narrow forehead. He is always good-humoured 

and obsequious, and receives the curse with which 

his officious offers of service are often repelled, 

with a smile, and a hope that he may serve you 

another time. One of them, as we passed his 

booth, called our attention to some newly-opened 

bales bearing the stamp, “ t e e m o n t  m i l l , 

l o w e l l ,  m a s s .”  I t  was a long distance from 

home to meet such familiar words !

We left the square of the sultan mother, and 

entered a street of confectioners. The East is 

famous for its sweetmeats, and truly a more 
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tempting array never visited the Christmas dream 

of a school-boy. Even Felix, the pâtissier non

pareil of Paris, might take a lesson in jellies. 

And then for “  candy” of all colours of the rain

bow, (not shut enviously in with pitiful glass 

cases, but piled up to the ceiling in a shop all in 

the street, as it might be in Utopia, with nothing 

to pay,)—it is like a scene in the Arabian Nights. 

The last part of the parenthesis is almost true, for 

with a small coin of the value of two American 

cents, I bought of a certain kind called in Turkish 

“ peace to your throat,” (they call things by such 

poetical names in the East,) the quarter of which 

I could not have eaten, even in my best “  days of 

sugar-candy.” The women of Constantinople, I 

am told, almost live on confectionary. They eat 

incredible quantities. The sultan’s eight hundred 

wives and women employ five hundred cooks, and 

consume two thousand five hundred pounds o f  

sugar daily ! I t is probably the most expensive 

item of the seraglio kitchen.

A turn or two brought us to the entrance of a 

long dark passage, of about the architecture of a 

covered bridge in our country. A place richer in



the Oriental and picturesque could scarce be found 

between the Danube and the Nile. I t  is the 

bazaar of drugs. As your eye becomes accus

tomed to the light, you distinguish vessels of 

every size and shape, ranged along the receding 

shelves of a stall, and filled to the uncovered brim 

with the various productions of the Orient. The 

edges of the baskets and jars are turned over with 

rich coloured papers, (a peculiar colour to every 

drug,) and broad spoons of boxwood are crossed 

on the top. There is the henna in a powder of 

deep brown, with an envelope of deep Tyrian 

purple, and all the precious gums in their jars, 

golden-leafed, and spices and dyes and medicinal 

roots ; and above hang anatomies of curious 

monsters, dried and stuffed, and in the midst of 

all, motionless as the box of sulphur beside him, 

and almost as yellow, sits a venerable Turk, with 

his beard on his knees, and his pipe-bowl thrust 

away over his drugs, its ascending smoke-curls 

his only sign of life. This class of merchants is 

famous for opium-eaters, and if you pass at the 

right hour, you find the large eye of the silent 

smoker dilated and wandering, his fingers busy in



tremulously counting his spice-wood beads, and 

the roof of his stall wreathed with clouds of 

smoke, the vent to every species of Eastern en

thusiasm. If  you address him, he smiles, and 

puts his hand to his forehead and breast, but 

condescends to answer no question till it is thrice 

reiterated ; and then in the briefest word possible, 

he answers wide of your meaning, strokes the 

smoke out of his moustache, and, slipping the 

costly amber between his lips, abandons himself 

again to his exalted reverie.

I write this after being a week at Constantinople, 

during which the Egyptian bazaar has been my 

frequent and most fancy-stirring lounge. Of its 

forty merchants, there is not one whose picturesque 

features are not imprinted deeply in my memory. 

I have idled up and down in the dim light, and 

fingered the soft henna, and bought small parcels 

of incense-wood for my pastille lamp, studying the 

remarkable faces of the unconscious old mussul- 

mans, till my mind became somehow tinctured of 

the East, and (what will be better understood) my 

clothes steeped in the mixed and agreeable odours 

of the thousand spices. Where are the painters



that they have never found this mine of admirable 

studies ? There is not a corner of Constanti

nople, nor a man in the streets, that were not a 

novel and a capital subject for the pencil. Pray, 

Mr. Cole, leave things that have been painted so 

often, as aqueducts and Italian ruins, (though 

you do make delicious pictures, and could never 

waste time or pencils on any thing,) and come to 

the East for one single book of sketches ! How I 

have wished I was a painter since I have been 

here !



L E T T E R  X X .

The Bosphorus— Turkish palaces— The Black Sea— Buyukdere.

O ct . 1 8 3 3 .

W e left the ship with two caiques, each pulled by 

three men, and carrying three persons, on an 

excursion to the Black Sea. We were followed 

by the captain in his fast-pulling gig with six 

oars, who proposed to beat the feathery boats of 

the country in a twenty miles’ pull against the 

tremendous current of the Bosphorus.

The day was made for us. We coiled ourselves 

à lu Turque, in the bottom of the sharp caique ; 

and as our broad-breasted pagans, after the first 

mile, took off their shawled turbans, unwound 

their Cashmere girdles, laid aside their gold-



broidered jackets, and with nothing but the flow

ing silk shirt and ample trowsers to embarrass 

their action, commenced “ giving way” in long, 

energetic strokes— I say, j ust then, with the sun- 

shine and the west wind attempered to half a 

degree warmer than the blood, (which I take to be 

the perfection of temperature,) and a long, autumn 

day, or two, or three before us, and not a thought 

in the company that was not kindly and joyous— 

just then, I say, I dropped a “ white stone” on 

the hour, and said, “ Here is a moment, old Care, 

that has slipped through your rusty fingers ! 

You have pinched me the past somewhat, and 

you will doubtless mark your cross on the fu ture  

— but the present, by a thousand pulses in this 

warm frame laid along in the sunshine, is care

free, and the last hour of Eden came not on a 

softer pinion ! ”

We shot along through the sultan’s fleet (some 

eighteen or twenty lofty ships of war, looking, as 

they lie at anchor in this narrow strait, of a 

supernatural size,) and then, nearing the European 

shore to take advantage of the counter-current, 

my kind friend, Mr. H , who is at home on



these beautiful waters, began to name to me the 

palaces we were shooting by, with many a little 

history of their occupants between, to which in a 

letter, written with a traveller’s haste, and in 

moments stolen from fatigue or pleasure or sleep, 

I could not pretend to do justice.

The Bosphorus is quite—there can be no 

manner of doubt of it—the most singularly 

beautiful scenery in the world. From Constan

tinople to the Black Sea, a distance of twenty 

miles, the two shores of Asia and Europe, sepa

rated by but half a mile of bright blue water, are 

lined by lovely villages, each with its splendid 

palace or two, its mosque and minarets, and its 

hundred small houses buried in trees ; each with 

its small dark cemetery of cypresses and turbaned 

head-stones, and each with its valley stretching- 

back into the hills, of which every summit and 

swell is crowned with a fairy kiosk. There is no 

tide, and the palaces of the sultan and his minis

ters, and of the wealthier Turks and Armenians, 

are built half over the water, and the ascending 

caique shoots beneath his window, within the 

length of the owner’s pipe ; and with his own



slender boat lying under the stairs, the luxurious 

Oriental makes but a step from the cushions of his 

saloon to those of a conveyance* which bears him 

(so built on the water’s edge is this magnificent 

capital) to almost every spot that can require his 

presence.

A beautiful palace is that of the “  Marble 

Cradle,” or Beshiktash, the sultan’s winter resi

dence. Its bright gardens with latticed fences 

(through which, as we almost touched in passing, 

we saw the gleam of the goldeti orange and lemon 

trees, and the thousand flowérs, and heard the 

plash of fountains and thé singing of birds,) lean 

down to the lip of the Bosphorus, and declining 

to the south, and protected from every thing but 

the sun by an inclosing wall, enjoy, like the 

terrace of old king René, a perpetual summer. 

The brazen gates open on the water, and the 

palace itself, a beautiful building, painted in the 

Oriental style, of a bright pink, stands between 

the gardens, with its back to the wall.

The summer palace* where the “ unmuzzled 

lion,” as his flatterers call him, resides at present, 

is just above on the Asian sidei, at a village called



Beylerbey. I t is an immense building, painted 

yellow, with white cornices, and has an extensive 

terrace-garden rising over the hill behind. The 

harem has eight projecting wings, each occupied 

by one of the sultan’s lawful wives.

Six or seven miles from Constantinople, on the 

European shore, stands the serai of the sultan’s 

eldest sister. I t is a Chinese-looking structure, 

but exceedingly picturesque, and, like every thing 

else on the Bosphorus, quite in keeping with the 

scene. There is not a building on either side, 

from the Black Sea to Marmora, that would not 

be ridiculous in other countries ; and yet, here, 

their gingerbread balconies, imitation- perspectives, 

lattices, bird-cages, and kiosks, seem as naturally 

the growth of the climate as the pomegranate and 

the cypress. The old maid sultana lives here 

with a hundred or two female slaves of condition, 

a little empress in an empire sufficiently large (for 

a woman) seeing no bearded face (it is presumed) 

except her black eunuchs and her European phy

sician, and having, though a sultan’s sister, less 

liberty than she gives even her slaves, whom she 

permits to marry if they will. She can neither



read nor write, and is said to be fat, indolent, 

kind, and childish.

A little farther up, the sultan is repairing a 

fantastical little palace for his youngest sister, 

Esmeh Sultana, who is to be married to Haleil 

Pasha, the commander of the artillery. She is 

about twenty, and, report says, handsome and 

spirited. Her betrothed was a Georgian slave, 

bought by the sultan when a boy, and advanced 

by the usual steps of favouritism. By the laws 

of imperial marriages in this empire, he is to be 

banished to a distant pashalik after living with 

his wife a year, his connexion with blood-royal 

making him dangerously eligible to the throne. 

His bride remains at Stamboul, takes care of her 

child, (if she has one,) and lives the remainder of 

her life in a widow’s seclusion, with an allowance 

proportioned to her rank. His consolation is pro

vided for by the mussulman privilege of as many 

more wives as he can support. Heaven send him 

resignation—if he needs it notwithstanding.

The hakim, or chief physician to the sultan, 

has a handsome palace on the same side of the 

Bosphorus ; and the Armenian seraffs, or bankers,



though compelled, like all rayahs, to paint their 

houses of a dull lead colour, (only a mussulman 

may live in a red house in Constantinople,) are 

said, in those dusky-looking tenements, to main

tain a luxury not inferior to that of the sultan 

himself. They have a singular effect, those black, 

funereal houses, standing in the foreground of a 

picture of such light and beauty !

We pass Orta-keui, the Jew village, and Arna- 

out-keui, occupied mostly by Greeks; and here, 

if you have read “ the Armenians,” you are in the 

midst of its most stirring scenes. The story is a 

true one, not much embellished in the hands of 

the novelist; and there, on the hill opposite, in 

Anatolia, stands the house of the heroine’s father, 

the old seraff Oglou, and, behind the garden, you 

may see the small cottage, inhabited, secretly, by 

the enamoured Constantine ; and here, in the 

pretty village of Bebec, lives, at this moment, the 

widowed and disconsolate Veronica, dressed ever 

in weeds, and obstinately refusing all society but 

her own sad remembrances. 1 must try to see 

her. Her “  husband of a n igh t” was compelled 

to marry again by the hospodar, his father, (but



this is not in the novel, you will remember,) and 

there is late news that his wife is dead, and the 

lovers of romance in Stamboul are hoping he will 

return and make a happiei* sequel than the sad 

one in the story. The “ orthodox catholic Ar

menian, broker and money-changer to boot,” who 

was to have been her forced husband, is a very 

amiable and good-looking fellow, now in the 

employ of our chargé d’affaires as second dra

goman.

We approach Roumeli-Hissar, a jutting point 

almost meeting a similar projection from the 

Asian shore, crowned, like its vis-à-vis, with a 

formidable battery. The Bosphorus here is but 

half an arrow flight in width, and Europe and 

Asia, here at their nearest approach, stand look

ing each other in the face, like boxers, with foot 

forward, fist doubled, and a most formidable row 

of teeth on either side. The current scampers 

through between the two castles, as if  happy 

to get out of the way, and, up-stream, it is hard- 

pulling for a caique. They are beautiful points, 

however, and I am ashamed of my coarse simile, 

when I remember how green was the foliage that



half enveloped the walls, and how richly pictu

resque the hills behind them. Here, in the Euro

pean castle, were executed the greater part of the 

janizaries, hundreds in a day, of the manliest 

frames in the empire, thrown into the rapid Bos

phorus, headless and stripped, to float, unmourned 

and unregarded, to the sea.

Above Roumeli-Hissar, the Bosphorus spreads 

again, and a curving bay, which is set like a 

mirror, in a frame of the softest foliage and 

verdure, is pointed out as a spot at which the 

crusaders, Godfrey of Bouillon and Raymond of 

Toulouse, encamped on their way to Palestine. 

The hills beyond this are loftier ; and the Giant’s 

mountain, upon which the Russian army encamped 

at their late visit to the Porte, would be a respect

able eminence in any country. At its foot, the 

strait expands into quite a lake, and on the Euro

pean side, in a scoop of the shore, exquisitely 

placed, stand the diplomatic villages of Terapia 

and Buyukdere. The English, French, Russian, 

Austrian, and other flags were flying over a half 

dozen of the most desirable residences I have 

seen since Italy.



We soon pulled the remaining mile or two, 

and our spent caikjees drew breath, and lay on 

their oars in the Black Sea. The waves were 

breaking on the “ blue Symplegades,” a mile on 

our left, and, before us, toward the Cimmerian 

Bosphorus, and, south, toward Colchis and Trebi- 

zond spread one broad, blue waste of waters, 

apparently as limitless as the ocean. The Black 

Sea is particularly blue.

We turned our prow to the west, and [ sighed 

to remember that I had reached my farthest step 

into the east. Henceforth I shall be on the 

return. I sent a long look over the waters to the 

bright lands beyond, so famed in history and 

fiction, and, wishing for even a metamorphosis 

into the poor sea-bird flying above us, (whose 

travelling expenses Nature pays,) I lay back in 

the boat with a “  change in the spirit of my 

dream.”

We stopped on the Anatolian shore to visit the 

ruins of a fine old Genoese castle, which looks 

over the Black Sea, and after a lunch upon 

grapes and coffee, at a small village at the foot 

of the hill on which it stands, we embarked



and followed our companions. Running down 

with the current to Buyukdere, we landed and 

walked along the thronged and beautiful shore 

to Terapia, meeting hundreds of fair Armenians 

and Greeks, (all beautiful, it seemed to me,) 

issuing forth for their evening promenade ; and, 

with a call of ceremony on the English ambas

sador, for whom I had letters, we again took to 

the caique, and fled down with the current like a 

bird. Oh, what a sunset was there !

We were to dine and pass the night at the 

country-house of an English gentleman at Bebec, 

a secluded and lovely village, six or eight miles 

from Constantinople. We reached the landing 

as the stars began to glimmer, and, after one of 

the most agreeable and hospitable entertainments 

1 remember to have shared, we took an early 

breakfast with our joyous host, and returned to 

the ship. I could wish my friends no brighter 

passage in their lives than such an excursion as 

mine to the Black Sea.



L E T T E R  X X I .

The sultan’s perfumer— Etiquette of smoking—Temptations 

for purchasers— Exquisite flavour of the Turkish perfumes— 

The slave-market of Constantinople—Slaves from various 

countries, Greek, Circassian, Egyptian, Persian— African 

female slaves— An improvisatrice— Exposure for sale, &c. &c.

O ct. 18 3 3 .

A n  Abyssinian slave with bracelets on his wrists 

and ankles ; a white turban, folded in the most 

approved fashion around his curly head, and a 

showy silk sash about his waist, addressed us 

in broken English as we passed a small shop on 

the way to the Bezestein. His master was an old 

acquaintance of my polyglot friend, and, passing in 

at a side-door, we entered a dimly lighted apart

ment in the rear, and were received with a profu

sion of salaams by the sultan’s perfumer. For a 

Turk, Mustapha Effendi was the most voluble



gentleman in his discourse that I had yet met in 

Stamboul. A sparse grey beard just sprinkled a 

pair of blown-up cheeks, and a collapsed double 

chin that fell in curtain folds to his bosom, a mus

tache, of seven or eight hairs on a side, curled de

murely about the corners of his mouth, his heavy, 

oily black eyes twinkled in their pursy recesses, 

with the salacious good-humour of a satyr ; and, 

as he coiled his legs under him on the broad otto

man in the corner, his boneless body completely 

lapped over them, knees and all, and left him, 

apparently, bolt upright on his trunk, like a man 

amputated at the hips. A  string of beads in one 

hand, and a splendid narghilé, or rose-water pipe, 

in the other, completed as fine a picture of a mere 

animal as I remember to have met in my travels.

My learned friend pursued the conversation in 

Turkish, and, in a few minutes, the black entered 

with pipes of exquisite amber filled with the mild 

Persian tobacco. Leaving his slippers at the door, 

he dropped upon his knee, and placed two small 

brass dishes in the centre of the room to receive 

the hot pipe-bowls, and, with a showy flourish of 

his long naked arm, brought round the rich mouth



pieces to our lips. A spicy atom of some aromatic 

composition, laid in the centre of the bowl, re

moved from the smoke all that could offend the 

most delicate organs, and, as I looked about the 

perfumer’s retired sanctum and my eye rested on 

the small heaps of spice-wood, the gilded pastilles, 

the curious bottles of ottar of roses and jasmine, 

and thence to the broad, soft divans extending 

quite around the room, piled in the corners with 

cushions of down, I thought Mustapha the per

fumer, among those who lived by traffic, had the 

cleanliest and most gentleman-like vocation.

Observing that I smoked but little, Mustapha 

gave an order to his familiar, who soon appeared 

with two small gilded saucers ; one containing a 

jelly of incomparable delicacy and whiteness, and 

the other a candied liquid, tinctured with quince 

and cinnamon. My friend explained to me that L 

was to eat both, and that Mustapha said, “  on his 

head be the injury it would do me.” There 

needed little persuasion. The cook to a court 

of fairies might have mingled sweets less deli

cately.



For all this courtesy Mustapha finds his offset 

in the opened hearts of his customers, when the 

pipes are smoked out, and there is nothing to 

delay the offer of his costly wares. First calling 

for a ja r  of jessamine, than which the sultan him

self perfumes his beard with no rarer, he turned it 

upside down, and, leaning towards me, rubbed the 

moistened cork over my nascent mustache, and 

waited with a satisfied certainty for my expression 

of admiration as it “ ascended me into the brain.” 

There was no denying that it was of celestial 

flavour. He held up his fingers: “ one? two? 

three? ten? How many bottles shall your slave fill 

for you?” It was a most lucid pantomime. An in

terpreter would have been surperfluous. The ottar 

of roses stood next on the shelf. It was the best 

ever sent from Adrianople. Bottle after bottle of 

different extracts was passed under nasal review ; 

each, one might think, the triumph of the alchemy 

of flowers, and of each a specimen was laid aside 

for me in a slender phial, dexterously capped 

with vellum, and tied with a silken thread by the 

adroit Abyssinian. I escaped emptying my purse



by a single worthless coin, the fee I required for 

my return boat over the Golden Horn—but I had 

seen Mustapha the perfumer.

My friend led the way through several in

tricate windings, and, passing through a gateway, 

we entered a circular area, surrounded with a 

single building divided into small apartments, 

faced with open porches. It was the slave-market 

of Constantinople. My first idea was to look 

round for Don Juan and Johnson. In their place 

we found slaves of almost every Eastern nation, 

who looked at us with an “ I wish to heaven that 

somebody would buy us ” sort of an expression, 

but none so handsome as Haidee’s lover. In a low 

cellar, beneath one of the apartments, lay twenty 

or thirty white men chained together by the legs, 

and with scarce the clothing required by decency. 

A small-featured Arab stood at the door, wrapped 

in a purple-hooded cloak, and Mr. H., addressing 

him in Arabic, inquired their nations. He was 

not their master, but the stout fellow in the 

corner, he said, was a Greek by his regular 

features, and the boy chained to him was a 

Circassian by his rosy cheek and curly hair, and



the black-lipped villain with the scar over his 

forehead was an Egyptian, doubtless, and the 

two that looked like brothers were Georgians or 

Persians, or perhaps Bulgarians. Poor devils ! 

they lay on the clay floor with a cold easterly 

wind blowing in upon them, dispirited and 

chilled, with the prospect of being sold to a task

master for their best hope of relief.

A shout of African laughter drew us to the 

other side of the bazaar. A dozen Nubian 

damsels, flat-nosed and curly-headed, but as 

straight and fine-limbed as pieces of black sta

tuary, lay around on a platform in front of their 

apartment, while one sat upright in the middle, 

and amused her companions by some narration 

accompanied by grimaces irresistibly ludicrous. 

Each had a somewhat scant blanket, black with 

dirt, and worn as carelessly as a lady carries her 

shawl. Their black, polished frames were dis

posed about, in postures a painter would scarce 

call ungraceful, and no start or change of attitude 

when we approached betrayed the innate coyness 

of the sex. After watching the improvisatrice 

awhile, we were about passing on, when a man



came out from the inner apartment, and, beckon

ing to one of them to follow him, walked into the 

middle of the bazaar. She was a tall, arrow- 

straight lass of about eighteen, with the form of 

a nymph, and the head of a baboon. He com

menced by crying in a voice that must have been 

educated in the gallery of a minaret, setting forth 

the qualities of the animal at his back, who was 

to be sold at public auction forthwith. As he 

closed his harangue he slipped his pipe back into 

his mouth, and, lifting the scrimped blanket of 

the ebon Venus, turned her twice round, and 

walked to the other side of the bazaar, where his 

cry and the exposure of the submissive wench 

were repeated.

We left him to finish his circuit, and walked on 

in search of the Circassian beauties of the 

market. Several turbaned slave-merchants were 

sitting round a manghal, or brass vessel of coals, 

smoking or making their coffee, in one of the 

porticoes, and my friend addressed one of them 

with an inquiry on the subject. “ There were 

Circassians in the bazaar,” he said, “ but there 

was an express firman, prohibiting the exposing



or selling of them to Franks, under heavy penal

ties.” We tried to bribe him. I t was of no use. 

He pointed to the apartment in which they were, 

and, as it was upon the ground floor, I took 

advice of modest assurance, and, approaching the 

window, sheltered my eyes with my hand, and 

looked in. A great, fat girl, with a pair of 

saucer-like black eyes, and cheeks as red and 

round as a cabbage-rose, sat facing the window, 

devouring a pie most voraciously. She had a 

small carpet spread beneath her, and sat on one 

of her heels, with a row of fat, red toes, whose 

nails were tinged with henna, just protruding on 

the other side from the folds of her ample 

trowsers. The light was so dim that I could 

not see the features of the others, of whom there 

were six or seven in groups in the corners. And 

so faded the bright colours of a certain boyish 

dream of Circassian beauty ! A fat girl eating 

a pie !

As we were about leaving the bazaar, the door 

of a small apartment near the gate opened, and 

disclosed the common cheerless interior of a 

chamber in a khan. In the centre burned the al-



most-extinguished embers of a Turkish manghal, 

and, at the moment of my passing, a figure rose 

from a prostrate position, and exposed, as a shawl 

dropped from her face in rising, the exquisitely 

small features and bright olive skin of an Arab 

girl. Her hair was black as night, and the bright 

braid of it across her forehead seemed but an

other shade of the warm dark eye that lifted its 

heavy and sleepy lids, and looked out of the 

accidentally-opened door as if she were trying to 

remember how she had dropped out of “  Araby 

the Blest ” upon so cheerless a spot. She was 

very beautiful. I should have taken her for a 

child, from her diminutive size, but for a certain 

fulness in the limbs and a womanly ripeness in 

the bust and features. The same dusky lips 

which give the males of her race a look of ghast

liness, either by contrast with a row of dazzlingly 

white teeth, or from their round and perfect 

chiselling, seemed in her almost a beauty. I had 

looked at her several minutes before she chose to 

consider it as impertinence. At last she slowly 

raised her little symmetrical figure, (the “ Barbary 

shape ” the old poets talk of,) and, slipping for- 

V O L .  I I .  „ L



ward to reach the latch, I observed that she was 

chained by one of her ankles to a ring in the 

floor. To think that only a “  malignant and a 

turban’d Turk” may possess such a Hebe ! Beau

tiful creature ! your lot,

“ By some o’er-hasty angel was misplaced 

In Fate’s eternal volume.”

And yet it is very possible she would eat pies, 

too !

W e left the slave-market, and, wishing to buy 

a piece of Brusa silk for a dressing-gown, my 

friend conducted me to a secluded khan in the 

neighbourhood of the far-famed “ burnt column.” 

Entering by a very mean door, closed within by 

a curtain, we stood on fine Indian mats in a 

large room, piled to the ceiling with silks en

veloped in the soft satin-paper of the East. Here 

again coffee must be handed round before a 

single fold of the old Armenian’s wares could 

see the light ; and fortunate it is, since one may 

not courteously refuse it, that Turkish coffee is 

very delicious, and served in acorn* cups for 

size. A handsome boy took away the little fila

gree holders at last, and the old trader, setting



his huge calpack firmly on his shaven head, 

began to reach down his costly wares. I had 

never seen such an array. The floor was soon 

like a shivered rainbow, almost paining the eye 

with the brilliancy and variety of beautiful 

fabrics. There were stuffs of gold for a queen’s 

wardrobe ; there were gauze-like fabrics inwoven 

with flowers of silver ; and there was no leaf in 

botany, nor device in antiquity, that was not imi

tated in their' rich borderings. I laid my hand 

on a plain pattern of blue and silver, and, half

shutting my eyes to imagine how I should look in 

it, resolved upon the degree of depletion which 

my purse could bear, and inquired the price. As 

“ green door and brass knocker ” says of his 

charges in the farce, it was “ ridiculously trifling.” 

It is a cheap country, the East ! A beautiful 

Circassian slave for a hundred dollars, (if you are 

a Turk,) and an emperor’s dressing-gown for 

three ! The Armenian laid his hand on his breast, 

as if  he had made a good sale of it ; the coffee- 

bearer wanted but a sous, and that was charity ; 

and thus, by a mere change of place, that which 

were but a ginger-bread expenditure, becomes a 

rich man’s purchase.
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A T u r k i s h  woman was sacked and thrown into 

the Bosphorus this morning. I was idling away 

the day in the bazaar and did not see her. The 

. ward-room steward of the “ United States,” a 

very intelligent man, who was at the pier when 

she was brought down to the caique, describes her 

as a young woman of twenty two or three years, 

strikingly beautiful ; and with the exception of a



short quick sob in her throat, as if she had wearied 

herself out with weeping, she was quite calm, and 

submitted composedly to her fate. She was led 

down by two soldiers, in her usual dress, her 

yashmack only torn from her face, and rowed off 

to the mouth of the bay, where the sack was drawn 

over her without resistance. The plash of her 

body in the sea was distinctly seen by the crowd 

who had followed her to the water.

I t  is horrible to reflect on these summary execu

tions, knowing as we do that the poor victim is 

taken before the judge, upon the least jealous 

whim of her husband or master, condemned often 

upon bare suspicion, and hurried instantly from 

the tribunal to this violent and revolting death. 

Any suspicion of commerce with a Christian par

ticularly, is, with or without evidence, instant ruin. 

Not long ago, the inhabitants of Arnaout-keui, a 

pretty village on the Bosphorus, were shocked 

with the spectacle of a Turkish woman and a 

young Greek hanging dead from the shutters of 

a window on the water-side. He had been de

tected in leaving her house at daybreak, and in less



than an hour the unfortunate lovers had met their 

fate. They are said to have died most heroically, 

embracing and declaring their attachment to the 

last.

Such tragedies occur every week or two in Con

stantinople, and it is not wonderful, considering 

the superiority of the educated and picturesque 

Greek to his brutal neighbour, or the daring and 

romance of Europeans in the pursuit of forbidden 

pleasure. The liberty of going and coming, 

which the Turkish women enjoy, wrapped only 

in veils, which assist by their secrecy, is tempt

ingly favourable to intrigue ; and the self-sacri

ficing nature of the sex, when the heart is con

cerned, shows itself here in proportion to the de

mand for it.

An eminent physician, who attends the seraglio 

of the sultan’s sister, consisting of a great number 

of women, tells me that their time is principally 

occupied in sentimental correspondence, by means 

of flowers, with the forbidden Greeks and Ar

menians. These Platonic passions for persons 

whom they have only seen from their gilded



lattices, are their only amusement, and they 

are permitted by the sultana, who has herself the 

reputation of being partial to Franks, and, old as 

she is, ingenious in contrivances to obtain their 

society. My intelligent informant ‘thinks the 

Turkish women, in spite of their want of educa

tion, somewhat remarkable for their sentiment of 

character.

#  *  *  *  #

W ith two English travellers, whom I had known 

in Italy, I pulled out of the bay in a caique, and 

ran down under the wall of the city, on the side 

of the sea of Marmora. For a mile or more we 

were beneath the wall of the seraglio, whose 

small water-gates, whence so many victims have 

found

“ Their way to Marmora without a boat,”

are beset, to the imaginative eye of the traveller, 

with the dramatis persona of a thousand tragedies. • 

One smiles to detect himself gazing on an old 

postern, with his teeth shut hard together, and his 

hair on end, in the calm of a pure, silent, sunshiny 

morning of September !



W e landed some seven miles below, at the 

Seven Towers, and dismissed our boat to walk 

across to the Golden Horn. Our road was out

side of the triple walls of Stamboul, whose two 

hundred and fifty towers look as if they were 

toppling after an earthquake, and are overgrown 

superbly with ivy. Large trees, rooted in the 

crevices, and gradually bursting the thick walls, 

overshadow entirely their once proud turrets, and 

for the whole length of the five or six miles 

across, it is one splendid picture of decay. I 

have seen in no country such beautiful ruins.

At the Adrianople gate, we found a large troop 

of horsemen, armed in the wild manner of the 

East, who had accompanied a Roumeliote chief 

from the mountains. They were not allowed to 

enter the city, and, with their horses picketed on 

the plain,, were lying about in groups, waiting till 

their leader should conclude his audience with the 

seraskier. They were as cut-throat-looking a set 

as a painter would wish to see. The extreme 

richness of Eastern arms, mounted showily in 

silver, and of shapes so cumbersome, yet pic

turesque, contrasted strangely with their ragged



capotes, and torn leggins, and their way-worn and 

weary countenances. Yet they were almost with

out exception fine-featured, and of a resolute 

expression of face ; and they had flung them

selves, as savages will, into attitudes that art 

would find it difficult to improve.

Directly opposite this gate stand five marble 

slabs, indicating the spots in which are buried the 

heads of A li Pasha, of Albania, his three sons, 

and grandson. The inscription states, that the 

rebel lost his head for having dared to aspire to 

independence. He was a brave old barbarian, 

however, and, as the worthy chief of the most 

warlike people of modern times, one stands over 

his grave with regret. I t would have been a 

classic spot had Byron survived to visit it. No 

event in his travels made more impression on his 

mind than the pasha’s detecting his rank by the 

beauty of his hands. His fine description of the 

wild court of Yanina, in * Childe Harold,’ has 

already made the poet’s return of immortality, 

but had he survived the revolution in Greece, 

with his increased knowledge of the Albanian 

soldier and his habits, and his esteem for the old



chieftain, a hero so much to his taste would 

have been his most natural theme. I t  remains 

to be seen whether the age or the language will 

produce another Byron to take up the broken 

thread.

As we were poring over the Turkish inscrip

tion, four men, apparently quite intoxicated, came 

running and hallooing from the city gate, bear

ing upon their shoulders a dead man in his bier. 

Entering the cemetery, they went stumbling on 

over the footstones, tossing the corpse about so 

violently, that the helpless limbs frequently fell 

beyond the limits of the rude barrow, while the 

grave-digger, the only sober person, save the 

dead man, in the company, followed at his best 

speed, with his pick-axe and shovel. These ex

traordinary bearers set down their burden not 

far from the gate, and, to my surprise, walked 

laughing off like men who had merely engaged in 

a moment’s frolic by the way, while the sexton, 

left quite alone, composed a little the posture of 

the disordered body, and sat down to get breath 

for his task.

My Constantinopolitan friend tells me that the



Koran blesses him who carries a dead body forty 

paces on its way to the grave. The poor are thus 

carried out to the cemeteries by voluntary bearers, 

who, after they have completed their prescribed 

paces, change with the first individ.ua! whose 

reckoning with heaven may be in arrears.

The corpse we had seen so rudely borne on its 

last journey, was, or had been, a middle-aged 

Turk. He had neither shroud nor coffin, but

“  Lay like a gentleman taking a  snooze,”

in his slippers and turban, the bunch of flowers 

on his bosom the only token that he was dressed 

for any particular occasion. We had not time to 

stay and see his grave dug, and “ his face laid 

toward the tomb of the prophet.”

W e entered the Adrianople gate, and crossed 

the triangle, which old Stamboul nearly forms, by 

a line approaching its hypothenuse. Though in a 

city so thickly populated, it was one of the most 

lonely walks conceivable. We met, perhaps, one 

individual in a street; and the perfect silence, 

and the cheerless look of the Turkish houses,



with their jealously closed windows, gave it the 

air of a city devastated by the plague. The 

population of Constantinople is only seen in the 

bazaars, or in the streets bordering on the Golden 

Horn. In  the extensive quarter occupied by 

dwelling-houses only, the inhabitants, if at home, 

occupy apartments opening on their secluded 

gardens, or are hidden from the gaze of the street 

by their fine dull-coloured lattices. I t strikes one 

with melancholy after the gay balconies and open 

doors of France and Italy !

W e passed the Eski serai, the palace in which 

the imperial widows wear their chaste weeds in 

solitude ; and, weary with our long walk, emerged 

from the silent streets at the bazaar of wax can

dles, and took caique for the Argentopolis of the 

ancients, the “ silver city ” of Galata.

*  #  * *  #

The thundering of guns from the whole Otto

man fleet in the Bosphorus announced, some days 

since, that the sultan had changed his summer for 

his winter serai, and the commodore received yes

terday a firman to visit the deserted palace of 

Beylerbey.



We left the frigate at an early hour, our large 

party of officers increased by the captain of the 

Acteon sloop-of-war, some gentlemen of the En

glish ambassador’s household, and several stran

gers, who took advantage of the commodore’s 

courtesy to enjoy a privilege granted so very 

rarely.

As we pulled up the strait, some one pointed 

out the residence, on the European shore, of the 

once favourite wife, and now fat widow, of Sultan 

Selim. She is called by the Turks the “ bone

less sultana,” and is the model of shape by the 

Oriental standard. The poet’s lines,

“ Who turn’d that little waist with so much care,

And shut perfection in so small a ring ?”

though a very neat compliment in some countries, 

would be downright rudeness in the East. Near 

this jelly in weeds lives a venerable Turk, who 

was once ambassador to England. He came back 

too much enlightened, and the mufti immediately 

procured his exile for infidelity. He passes his 

day, we were told, in looking at a large map 

hung on the wall before him, and wondering at 

his own travels.



W e were received at the shining brazen gate of 

Èeylerbey, by Hamik Pasha, (a gentleman-like 

man, just returned from a mission to England,) 

deputed by the sultan to do the honours. A side- 

door introduced us immediately to the grand hall 

upon the lower floor, which was separated only by 

four marble pillars, and a heavy curtain rolled up 

a t will, from the gravel-walk of the garden in the 

rear. We ascended thence by an open-staircase 

of wood, prettily inlaid, to the second floor, which 

was one long suite of spacious rooms, built en

tirely in the French style, and thence to the third 

floor, the same thing over again. I t was quite 

like looking at lodgings in Paris. There was no 

furniture, except an occasional ottoman turned 

with its face upon another, and a prodigious 

quantity of French musical clocks, three or four in 

every room, and all playing in our honour with an 

amusing confusion. One other article, by the way 

—a large, common American rocking chair ! The 

poor thing stood in a great gilded room, all alone, 

looking pitiably home-sick. I seated myself in it, 

malgré a thick coat of dust upon the bottom, as I 

would visit a sick countryman in exile.



The harem was locked, and the polite pasha 

regretted that he had no orders to open it. We 

descended to the gardens, which rise by terraces 

to a giin-crack temple and orangery, and, having 

looked at the sultan’s poultry, we took our leave. 

I f  his pink palace in Europe is no finer than his 

yellow palace in Asia, there is many a merchant 

in America better lodged than the padishah of the 

Ottoman empire. We have not seen the old se

raglio, however ; and in its inaccessible recesses,, 

probably, moulders that true Oriental splendour 

which this upholsterer monarch abandons in his 

rage for the novel luxuries of Europe.
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T he “ Golden Horn’* is a curved arm of the 

sea, the broadest extremity meeting the Bospho

rus and forming the harbour of Constantinople, 

and the other tapering away till it is lost in the 

“ Valley of Sweet Waters.” It curls through the 

midst of the seven-hilled city, and you cross it 

whenever you have an errand in old Stamboul.



Its hundreds of shooting caiques, its forests of 

merchantmen and men-of-war, its noise and its 

confusion are exchanged in scarce ten minutes of 

swift pulling for the breathless and Eden-like 

solitude of a valley that has not its parallel, I am 

inclined to think, between the Mississippi and 

the Caspian. I t  is called in Turkish khyat-khana. 

Opening with a gentle curve from the Golden 

Horn, it winds away into the hills towards Bel

grade, its long and even hollow, threaded by a 

lively stream and carpeted by a broad belt of un

broken green sward, swelling up to the inclosing 

hills with a grass so verdant and silken that it 

seems the very floor of faëry. In the midst of 

its longest stretch to the eye, (perhaps two miles 

of level meadow,) stands a beautiful serai of the 

sultan’s, unfenced and open, as if it had sprung 

from the lap of the green meadow like a lily. 

The stream runs by its door ; and over a mimic 

fall, whose lip is of scolloped marble, is built an 

Oriental kiosk, all carving and gold, that is only 

too delicate and fantastical for reality.

Here, with the first grass of spring, the sultan 

sends his fine-footed Arabians to pasture; and



here come the ladies of his harem, (chosen, 

women and horses, for much the same class of 

qualities,) and in the long summer afternoons, 

with mounted eunuchs on the hills around, for

bidding on pain of death all approach to the 

sacred retreat, they venture to drop their jealous 

veils and ramble about in their unsunned beauty.

After a gallop of three or four miles over the 

broad waste table-plains, in the neighbourhood of 

Constantinople, we checked our horses suddenly 

on the brow of a precipitous descent, with this 

scene of beauty spread out before us. I had not 

yet approached it by water, and it seemed to me 

as if the earth had burst open at my feet, and 

revealed some realm of enchantment. Behind 

me, and away beyond the valley to the very 

horizon, I could see only a trackless heath, brown 

and treeless, while, a hundred feet below, lay a 

strip of very paradise, blooming in all the ver

dure and heavenly freshness of spring. W e de

scended slowly, and, crossing a bridge half-hidden 

by willows, rode in upon the elastic green sward, 

(for myself,) with half a feeling of profanation. 

There were no eunuchs upon the hills, however,



and our spirited Turkish horses threw their wild 

heads into the air, and we flew over the verdant 

turf like a troop of Delhis, the sound of the hoofs 

on the yielding carpet scarcely audible. The fair 

palace in the centre of this domain of loveliness 

was closed, and it was only after we had walked 

around it that we observed a small tent of the 

prophet’s green couched in a small dell on the 

hill-side, and containing probably the guard of 

its imperial master.

We mounted again and rode up the valley for 

two or three miles, following the same level and 

verdant curve, the soft carpet broken only by the 

silver thread of the Barbyses, loitering through it 

on its way to the sea. A herd of buffaloes, tended 

by a Bulgarian boy, stretched on his back in the 

sunshine, and a small caravan of camels bringing 

wood from the hills, and keeping to the soft 

valley as a relief to their spongy feet, were the 

only animated portions of the landscape. I think 

I shall never form to my mind another picture of 

romantic rural beauty, (an employment of the 

imagination I am much given to when out of 

humour with the world,) that will not resemble



the “  Valley of Sweet W aters”—the khyat-kliana 

of Constantinople. “  Poor Slingsby ” never was 

here.*

The lofty mosque of Sulymanye, the bazaars of 

the opium-eaters, and the Timar-hanê, or mad

house of Constantinople, are all upon one square 

in the highest part of the city. We entered the 

vast court of the mosque from a narrow and

* Irving says, in one of his most exquisite passages :—“ He 

who has sallied forth into the world like poor Slingsby, full of 

sunny anticipations, finds too soon how different the distant 

scene becomes when visited. The smooth place roughens as he 

approaches ; the wild place becomes tame and barren ; the 

fairy tints that beguiled him on, still fly to the distant hill, or 

gather upon the land he has left behind, and every part of the 

landscape is greener than the spot he stands on.” Full of music 

and beautiful expression as this is, I, for one, have not found 

it true. Bright as I  had imagined the much-sung lands beyond 

the water, I have found many a scene in Italy and the East 

that has more than answered the craving for beauty in my 

heart. Val d’Arno, Vallombrosa, Venice, Terni, Tivoli, Al

bano, the Isles of Greece, the Bosphorus, and the matchless 

Valley I have described, have, with a hundred other spots less 

famous, far outgone, in their exquisite reality, even the brightest 

of my anticipations. The passage is not necessarily limited in 

its meaning to scenery, however, and of moral disappointment 

it is beautifully true. There is many a “  poor Slingsby,”  the 

fate of whose sunny anticipations of life it describes but too 

faithfully.



filthy street, and the impression of its towering 

plane-trees and noble area, and of the strange 

but grand and costly pile in its centre, was al

most devotional. An inner court, inclosed by a 

kind of romanesque wall, contained a sacred 

marble fountain of light and airy architecture ; 

and the portico facing this was sustained by some 

of those splendid and gigantic columns of por

phyry and jasper, the spoils of the churches of 

Asia Minor.*

I think the most beautiful spire that rises into 

the sky is the Turkish minaret. I f  I may illus

trate an object of such magnitude by so trifling a 

comparison, it is exactly the shape and propor

tions of an ever-pointed pencil-case—the silver 

bands answering to the encircling galleries, one 

above another, from which the muezzin calls out 

the hour of prayer. The minaret is painted 

white, the galleries are fantastically carved, and 

rising to the height of the highest steeples in our 

country, (four and sometimes six to a single 

mosque,) these slender and pointed fingers of

* Sulymanye was built of the ruins of the church, Saint 

Euphemia, at Chalcedonia.



devotion seem to enter the very sky. Re

membering, dear reader, that there are two 

hundred and twenty mosques, and three hundred 

chapels in Constantinople, raising, perhaps, in all, 

a thousand minarets to heaven, you may get some 

idea of the magnificence of this seven-hilled capi

tal of the Orient.

I t was near the hour of prayer, and the devout 

mussulmans were thronging into the court of 

Sulymanye by every gate. Passing the noble 

doors, with their strangely-carved arches of ara

besque, which invite all to enter but the pro

faning foot of the Christian, the turbaned crowd 

repaired first to the fountains. From the walls of 

every mosque, by small conduits pouring into a 

marble basin, flow streams of pure water for the 

religious ablutions of the faithful. The mussul- 

man approaches, throws off his flowing robe, 

steps out of his yellow slippers, and unwinds his 

voluminous turban with devout deliberateness. A 

small marble step, worn hollow with pious use, 

supports his foot while he washes from the knee 

downward. His hands and arms, with the flow

ing sleeve of his silk shirt rolled to the shoulder,



receive the same lavation, and then, washing his 

face, he repeats a brief prayer, resumes all but 

his slippers, and enters the mosque barefooted. 

The mihrab (or niche indicating the side toward 

the tomb of the prophet) fixes his eye. He folds 

his hands together, prays a moment standing, 

prostrates himself flat on his face toward the 

hallowed quarter, rises upon his knees, and con

tinues praying and prostrating himself for per

haps half an hour. And all this process is 

required by the mufti, and performed by every 

good mussulman five times a day ! A rigid ad

herence to it is almost universal among the 

Turks. In  what an odour of sanctity would a 

Christian live, who should make himself thus 

“  familiar with Heaven ! ”

As the muezzin from the minaret was shouting 

his last “ mashallah ! ” with a voice like a man 

calling out from the clouds, we left the court of 

the majestic mosque, with Byron’s reflection :

“  Alas ! man makes that great which makes him little ! ” 

and, having delivered ourselves of this scrap of



poetical philosophy, we crossed over the square to 

the opium-eaters.

A long row of half-ruined buildings, of a single 

story, with porticoes in front, and the broad, 

raised platform beneath, on -which the Turks sit 

cross-legged at public places, is the scene of what 

was once a peculiarly Oriental spectacle. The 

mufti has of late years denounced the use of 

opium, and the devotees to its sublime intoxi

cation have either conquered the habit, or, what is 

more probable, indulge it in more secret places. 

The shops are partly ruinous, and those that 

remain in order are used as cafés, in which, how 

ever, it is said that the dangerous drug may still 

be procured. My companion inquired of a good- 

humoured-looking cuffejee whether there was any 

place at which a confirmed opium-eater could be 

seen under its influence. He said there was an 

old Turk, who was in the habit of frequenting his 

shop, and, if we could wait an hour or two, we 

might see him in the highest state of intoxication. 

W e had no time to spare, if  the object had been 

worth our while.



And here, thought I, as we sat down and took 

a cup of coffee in the half-ruined café, have 

descended upon the delirious brains of these 

noble drunkards the visions of Paradise, so 

glowingly described in books—visions, it is said, 

as far exceeding the poor invention of the poet, 

as the houris of the prophet exceed the fair 

damsels of this world. Here men, otherwise in 

their senses, have believed themselves emperors, 

warriors, poets ; these wretched walls and bending 

roof, the fair proportions of a palace ; this gray 

old caffejee, a Hylas or a Ganymede. Here men 

have come to cast off, for an hour, the dull thral

dom of the body, to soar into the glorious world 

of fancy, at a penalty of a thousand times the 

proportion of real misery ; to sacrifice the in

valuable energies of health, and deliberately 

poison the very fountain of life, for a few brief 

moments of magnificent and phrensied blessed

ness. I t  is powerfully described in the ‘ Opium- 

Eater’ of De Quincy.

At the extremity of this line of buildings, by a 

natural proximity, stands the Timar-hané. We 

passed the porter at the gaie without question,
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and entered a large quadrangle, surrounded with 

the grated windows of cells on the ground-floor. 

In every window was chained a maniac. The 

doors of the cells were all open, and, descending 

by a step upon the low stone-floor of the first, we 

found ourselves in the presence of four men 

chained to rings, in the four corners, by massy 

iron collars. The man in the window sat crouched 

together, like a person benumbed, (the day was 

raw and cold as December,) the heavy chain of 

his collar hanging on his naked breast, and his 

shoulders imperfectly covered with a narrow 

blanket. His eyes were large and fierce, and his 

mouth was fixed in an expression of indignant sul

lenness. My companion asked him if he were ill. 

He said he should be well if  he were out—that 

he was brought there in a fit of intoxication two 

years ago, and was no more crazy than his 

keeper. Poor fellow ! I t might easily be true. 

He lifted his heavy collar from his neck as he 

spoke, and it was not difficult to believe that 

misery like his for two long years would, of itself, 

destroy reason. There was a better-dressed man 

in the opposite corner, who informed us, in a



gentlemanly voice, that he had been a captain in 

the sultan’s army, and was brought there in the 

delirium of a fever. He was at a loss to know, 

he said, why he was imprisoned still.

We passed on to a poor, half-naked wretch in 

the last stage of illness and idiocy, who sat chat

tering to himself, and, though trembling with the 

cold, interrupted his monologue continually with 

fits of the wildest laughter. Farther on sat a 

young man, of a face so full of intellectual beauty, 

an eye so large and mild, a mouth of such mingled 

sadness and sweetness, and a forehead so broad, 

and marked so nobly, that we stood, all of us, 

struck with a simultaneous feeling of pity and 

surprise. A countenance more beaming with all 

that is admirable in human nature I have never 

seen, even in painting. He might have sat to 

D a Vinci for the “ Beloved Apostle.” He had 

tied the heavy chain by a shred to a round of the 

grating, to keep its weight from his neck, and 

seemed calm and resigned, with all his sadness. 

My friend spoke to him, but he answered ob

scurely, and, seeing that our gaze disturbed him, 

we passed unwillingly on. Oh, what room there



is in the world for pity ! If  that poor prisoner be 

not a maniac, (as he may not be,) and, if nature 

lias not falsified in the structure of his mind the 

superior impress on his features, what Prome

theus-like agony has he suffered ! The guiltiest 

felon is better cared for. And allowing his mind 

to be a wreck, and allowing the hundred human 

minds, in the same cheerless prison, to be cer

tainly in ruins, oh, what have they done to be 

weighed down with iron on their necks, and ex

posed, like caged beasts, shivering and naked, to 

the eye of pitiless curiosity? I have visited lu

natic asylums in France, Italy, Sicily, and Ger

many, but, culpably neglected as most of them 

are, I have seen nothing comparable to this in 

horror. “ Is he never unchained ? ” we asked. 

“ Never!” And yet, from the ring to the iron 

collar, there was ju s t chain enough to permit him 

to stand upright ! There were no vessels near 

them, not even a pitcher of water. Their dens 

were cleansed and the poor sufferers fed at ap

pointed hours, and, come wind or rain, there was 

neither shutter nor glass to defend them from the 

inclemency of the weather.



We entered most of the rooms, and found in all 

the same dampness, filth, and misery. One poor 

wretch had been chained to the same spot for 

twenty years. The keeper said he never slept. 

He talked all the night long. Sometimes at mid

day his voice would cease, and his head nod for 

an instant, and then with a start, as if he feared 

to be silent, he raved on with the same incoherent 

rapidity. He had been a dervish. His collar 

and chain were bound with rags, and a tattered 

coat was fastened up on the inside of the window, 

forming a small recess in which he sat, between 

the room and the grating. He was emaciated to 

the last degree. His beard was tangled and filthy, 

his nails curled over the ends of his fingers, and 

his appearance, save only an eye of the keenest 

lustre, that of a wild beast.

In the last room we entered, we found a good- 

looking young man, well-dressed, healthy, com

posed, and having every appearance of a person 

in the soundest state of mind and body. He sa

luted us courteously, and told my friend that he 

was a renegade Greek. He had turned mussulman 

a year or two ago, had lost his reason, and so was



brought here. He talked of it quite as a thing of 

course, and seemed to be entirely satisfied that 

the best had been done for him. One of the party 

took hold of his chain. He winced as the collar 

stirred on his neck, and said the lock was on the 

outside of the window, (which was true,) and that 

the boys came in and tormented him by pulling it 

sometimes. “  There they are,” he said, pointing 

to two or three children who had just entered the 

court, and were running round from one prisoner 

to another. W e bade him good-morning, and he 

laid his hand to his breast and bowed with a 

smile. As we passed toward the gate, the chat

tering lunatic on the opposite side screamed after 

us ; the old dervish laid his skinny hands on the 

bars of his window, and talked louder and faster ; 

and the children, approaching close to the poor 

creatures, laughed with delight at their excite

ment.

I t was a relief to escape to the common sights 

and sounds of the city. W e walked on to the 

Hippodrome. The only remaining beauty of this 

famous square is the unrivalled mosque of Sultan 

Achmet, which, though inferior in size to the



renowned Santa Sophia, is superior in elegance 

both within and without. Its six slender and 

towering minarets are the handsomest in Con

stantinople. The wondrous obelisk, in the centre 

of the square, remains perfect as in the time of 

the Christian emperors, but the brazen tripod is 

gone from the twisted column, and the serpent

like pillar itself is leaning over with its brazen 

folds to its fall.

Here stood the barracks of the powerful Ja 

nizaries, and from the side of Sultan Achmet the 

cannon were levelled upon them, as they rushed 

from the conflagration within. And here, when 

Constantinople was the “  second Rome,” were 

witnessed the triumphal processions of Christian 

conquest, the march of the crusaders, bound for 

Palestine, and the civil tumults which Justinian, 

walking among the people with the Gospel in his 

hand, tried in vain to allay ere they burnt the 

great edifice built of the ruins of the temple of 

Solomon. And around this now-neglected area, 

the captive Gelimer followed in chains the chariot 

of the conquering Belisarius, repeating the words 

of Solomon, u  Vanity of vanities ! all is vanity!”



while the conqueror himself, throwing aside his 

crown, prostrated himself at the feet of the beau

tiful Theodora, raised from a Roman actress to be 

the Christian empress of the East. From any 

elevated point of the city, you may still see the 

ruins of the palace of the renowned warrior, and 

read yourself a lesson on human vicissitudes, re

membering the school-book story of “ an obolon 

for Belisarius !”

The Hippodrome was, until late years, the con

stant scene of the games of the jereed. W ith the 

destruction of the Janizaries, and the introduction 

of European tactics, this graceful exercise has 

gone out of fashion. The East is fast losing its 

picturesqueness. Dress, habits, character, every 

thing seems to be undergoing a gradual change ; 

and when, as the Turks themselves predict, the 

moslem is driven into Asia, this spendid capital 

will become another Paris, and, with the im

provements in travel, a summer in Constantinople 

will be as little thought of as a tour in Italy. 

Politicians in this part of the world predict such 

a change as about to arrive.
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Sultan Mahmoud at his devotions—Comparative splendour of 
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Lancasterian school— The dancing dervishes— Visit from the 

sultan’s cabinet—The seraskier and the capitan pasha— 

Humble origin of Turkish dignitaries.
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Ï h a d  slept on shore, and it was rather late before 

I remembered that it was Friday, (the moslem 

Sunday,) and that Sultan Mahmoud was to go in 

state to the mosque at twelve. I hurried down 

the precipitous street of Pera, and, as usual, 

escaping barely with my life from the Christian- 

hating dogs of Tophana, embarked in a caique, 

and made all speed up the Bosphorus. There is



no word in Turkish for faster, but I was urging on 

my caijkees by a wave of the hand and the sight of 

a bishlik, (about the value of a quarter of a dollar,) 

when, suddenly, a broadside was fired from the 

three-decker, Mahmoudier, the largest ship in 

the world ; and to the rigging of every man-of- 

war in the fleet through which I was passing 

mounted, simultaneously, hundreds of blood-red 

flags, filling the air about us like a shower of tulips 

and roses. Imagine twenty ships-of-war, with 

yards manned, and scarce a line in their rigging to 

be seen for the flaunting of colours ! The ja r  of 

the guns, thundering in every direction close over 

us, almost lifted our light boat out of the water, 

and the smoke rendered our pilotage between the 

ships and among their extending cables rather 

doubtful. The white cloud lifted after a few 

minutes, and, with the last gun, down went the 

flags altogether, announcing that the “ Brother 

of the Sun ” had left his palace.

He had but crossed to the mosque of the small 

village on the opposite side of the Bosphorus, and 

was already at his prayers, when I arrived. His 

body-guard was drawn up before the door, in their



villanous European dress ; and, as their arms were 

stacked, I presumed it would be some time before 

the sultan re-appeared, and improved the interval 

in examining the handja-baslies, or state-caiques, 

lying at the landing. I have arrived at my pre

sent notions of equipage by three degrees. The 

pope’s carriages, at Rome, rather astonished me ; 

the emperor of Austria’s sleighs diminished the 

pope in my admiration ; and the sultan’s caiques, 

in their turn, “ pale the fires ”  of the emperor of 

Austria. The handja-bash is built something like 

the ancient galley, very high at the prow and 

stern, carries some fifty oars, and has a roof over 

her poop, supported by four columns, and loaded 

with the most sumptuous ornaments, the whole 

gilt brilliantly. The prow is curved over, and 

wreathed into every possible device that would not 

affect the necessary lines of the model ; her crew 

are dressed in the beautiful costume of the country, 

rich, and flowing ; and with the costly and bright- 

coloured carpets hanging over her side, and the 

flashing of the sun on her ornaments of gold, she 

is really the most splendid object of state-equipage 

(if I may be allowed the misnomer) in the world.



I was still examining the principal barge, when 

the troops stood to their arms, and . preparation 

was made for the passing out of the sultan. 

Thirty or forty of his highest military officers 

formed themselves into two lines from the door of 

the mosque to the landing, and behind them were 

drawn up single files of soldiers. I took advan

tage of the respect paid to the rank of Commodore 

Patterson, and obtained an excellent position, with 

him, at the side of the caique. First issued from 

the door two Georgian slaves, bearing censers, 

from which they waved the smoke on either side, 

and the sultan immediately followed, supported 

by the capitan pasha, the seraskier, and Haleil 

Pasha (who is to marry the sultana Esmeh). He 

walked slowly down to the landing, smiling and 

talking gaily with the seraskier, and, bowing to 

the commodore in passing, stepped into his barge, 

seated himself on a raised sofa, while his attend

ants coiled their legs on the carpet below, and 

turned his prow across the Bosphorus.

I have, perhaps, never set my eyes on a hand

somer man than Sultan Mahmoud.' His figure is 

tall, straight, and manly; his air unembarrassed



and dignified ; and his step indicative of the well- 

known firmness of his character. A superb beard of 

jetty blackness, with a curling moustache, conceal 

all the lower part of his face; the decided and bold 

lines of his mouth just marking themselves when 

he speaks. It is said he both paints and dyes his 

beard, but a manlier brown upon a cheek, or a 

richer gloss upon a beard, I never saw. His eye 

is described by writers as having a doomed dark

ness of expression, and it is certainly one that 

would well become a chief of bandits—large, 

steady, and overhung with an eyebrow like a 

thunder-cloud. He looks the monarch. The 

child of a seraglio (where mothers are chosen for 

beauty alone) could scarce escape being hand

some- The blood of Circassian upon Circassian 

is in his veins, and the wonder is, not that he is 

the handsomest man in his empire, but that he is 

not the greatest slave. Our “ mother’s humour,” 

they say, predominates in our mixtures. Sultan 

Mahmoud, however, was marked by nature for a 

throne.

I accompanied Mr. Goodell and Mr. Dwight, 

American missionaries at Constantinople, to visit



a Lancasterian school established with their as

sistance in the Turkish barracks. The building 

stands on the ascent of one of the lovely valleys 

that open into the Bosphorus, some three miles 

from the city, on the European side. We were 

received by the colonel of the regiment, a young 

man of fine appearance, with the diamond crescent 

and star glittering on the breast of his military 

frock; and after the inevitable compliment of 

pipes and coffee, the drum was beat and the 

soldiers called to school.

The sultan has an army of boys. Nine-tenths 

of those I have seen are under twenty. They 

marched in, in single file, and, facing about, held 

up their hands at the word of command, while 

a subaltern looked that each had performed the 

morning ablution. They were healthy-looking 

lads, mostly from the interior provinces, whence 

they are driven down like cattle to fill the ranks 

of their sovereign. Duller-looking subjects for 

an idea it has not been my fortune to see.

The Turkish alphabet hung over the teacher’s 

desk, (the colonel is the schoolmaster, and takes 

the greatest interest in his occupation,) and the



front seats are faced with a long box covered with 

sand, in which the beginners write with their 

fingers. I t is fitted with a slide that erases the 

clumsy imitation when completed, and seemed to 

me an ingenious economy of ink and paper. (I 

would suggest to the minds of the benevolent 

a school on the same principle for beginners in 

poetry. I t  would save the critics much murder, 

and tend to the suppression of suicide.) The 

classes having filed into their seats, the school 

opened with a prayer by the colonel. The higher 

benches then commenced writing, on slates and 

paper, sentences dictated from the desk, and I 

was somewhat surprised at the neatness and 

beauty of the characters.

W e passed afterward into another room, where 

arithmetic and geography were taught, and then 

mounted to an apartment on the second story 

occupied by students in military drawing. The 

proficiency of all was most creditable, considering 

the brief period during which the schools have 

been in operation—something less than a year. 

Prejudiced as the Turks are against European 

innovation, this advanced step toward improve-



ment tells well. Our estimable and useful mis

sionaries appear, from the respect every where 

shown to them, to be in high esteem ; and, with 

the sultan’s energetic disposition for reform, they 

hope every thing in the way of an enlightened 

change in the moral condition of the people.

#  #  *  *  #

W ent to the chapel of the dancing dervishes. 

It is a beautiful marble building, with a court

yard ornamented with a small cemetery shaded 

with cypresses, and a fountain inclosed in a hand

some edifice, and defended by gilt gratings from 

the street of the suburb of Pera, in which it 

stands. They dance here twice a week. We 

arrived before the hour, and were detained at the 

door by a soldier on guard, who would not 

permit us to enter without taking off our boots— 

a matter about which, between straps and their 

very muddy condition, we had some debate. The 

dervishes began to arrive before the question was 

settled, and one of them, a fine-looking old man, 

inviting us to enter, M r.H  explained the diffi

culty. “ Go in,” said he, “ go in ! ” and turning 

to the more scrupulous mussulman with the



musket, as he pushed us within the door—“ Stupid 

fellow ! ” said he, “  if you had been less obstinate, 

they would have given you a bakshish ” (Turkish 

for a fee .) He should have said less religious— 

for the poor fellow looked horror-struck as our 

dirty boots profaned the clean white Persian 

matting of the sacred floor. One would think, 

“ the nearer the church, the farther from God,” 

were as true here as it is said to be in some more 

civilised countries.

I t was a pretty octagonal interior, with a gal

lery, the mihrab or niche indicating the direction 

of the prophet’s tomb, standing obliquely from 

the front of the building. Hundreds of small 

lamps hung in the area, just out of the reach 

of the dervishes’ tall caps, and, all around between 

the galleries, a part of the floor was raised, 

matted, and divided from the body of the church 

by a balustrade. I t would have made an exceed- 

ingly pretty ball-room.

None but the dervishes entered within the 

paling ; and they soon began to enter, each ad

vancing first towards the mihrab, and going 

through fifteen or twenty minutes’ prostrations



and prayers. Their dress is very humble. A 

high, white felt-cap, without a rim, like a sugar- 

loaf enlarged a little at the smaller end, protects 

the head, and a long dress of dirt-coloured cloth, 

reaching quite to the heels and bound at the 

waist with a girdle, completes the costume. 

They look like men who have made up their 

minds to seem religious, and, though said to be 

a set of very good fellows, they have a Maw- 

worm expression of face generally, which was 

very repulsive. I must except the chief of the 

sect, however, who entered when all the rest 

had seated themselves on the floor, and, after 

a brief genuflexion or two, took possession of a 

rich Angora carpet [placed for him near the 

mihrab. He was a small old man, distinguished 

in his dress only by the addition of a green 

band to his cap, (the sign of his pilgrimage 

to Mecca,) and the entire absence of the sancti

monious look. Still he was serious, and there 

was no mark in his clear, intelligent eye and 

amiable features, of any hesitancy or want of 

sincerity in his devotion. He is said to be a 

learned man, and he is certainly a very pre



possessing one, though he would be taken up 

as a beggar in any city in the United States. 

I t  is a thing one learns in “  dangling about 

the world,” by the way, to form opinions of men 

quite independently of their dress.

After sitting a while in quaker meditation, the 

brotherhood rose one by one, (there were ten of 

them, I think,) and marched round the room with 

their toes turned in, to the music of a drum and a 

Persian flute, played invisibly in some part of the 

gallery. As they passed the carpet of the cross- 

legged chief, they twisted dexterously and made 

three salaams, and then raising their arms, which 

they held out straight during the whole dance, 

they commenced twirling on one foot, using the 

other after the manner of a paddle, to keep up the 

motion. I forgot to mention that they laid aside 

their outer dresses before commencing the dance. 

They remained in dirty white tunics reaching to 

the floor, and very full at the bottom, so that with 

the regular motion of their whirl the wind blew 

them out into a circle, like what the girls in our 

country call “ making cheeses.” They twisted 

with surprising exactness and rapidity, keeping



clear of each other, and maintaining their places 

with the regularity of machines. I have seen a 

great deal of waltzing, but I think the dancing 

dervishes, for precision and spirit, might give a 

lesson even to the Germans.

W e left them twisting. They had been going 

for half an hour, and it began to look very like 

perpetual motion. Unless their brains are addled, 

their devotion, during this dizzy performance at 

least, must be quite suspended. A man who could 

think of his Maker, while revolving so fast that 

his nose is indistinct, must have some power of 

abstraction.

#  #  *  *  *

The frigate was visited to-day by the sultan’s 

cabinet. The seraskier pasha came alongside first 

in his state caique, and embraced the commodore, 

as he stepped upon the deck, with great cor

diality. He is a short, fat old man, with a snow- 

white beard, and so bow-legged as to be quite de

formed. He wore the red Fez cap of the army, 

with a long blue frock-coat, the collar so tight as 

nearly to choke him, and the body not shaped to



the figure, but made to fall around him like a 

sack. The red bloated skin of his neck fell over, 

so as almost to cover the gold with which the col

lar was embroidered. He was formerly capitan 

pasha, or admiral-in-chief of the fleet ; and, though 

a good-humoured, merry-looking old man, has 

shown himself, both in his former and present 

capacity, to be wily, cold, and a butcher in cruel

ty. He possesses unlimited influence over the 

sultan, and, though nominally subordinate to the 

grand vizier, is really the second, if not the first, 

person in the empire. He was originally a Geor

gian slave.

The seraskier was still talking with the commo

dore in the gangway, when the present capitan 

pasha mounted the ladder, and the old man, who 

is understood to be at feud with his successor, 

turned abruptly away and walked aft. The capi

tan pasha is a tall, slender man, of precisely that 

look and manner which we call gentlemanly. His 

beard grows untrimmed in the Turkish fashion, 

and is slightly touched with gray. His eye is 

anxious but resolute, and he looks like a man of 

resource and ability. His history is as singular



as that of most other great men in Turkey. He 

was a slave of Mohammed Ali, the rebellious 

pasha of Egypt. Being entrusted by his master 

with a brig and cargo for Leghorn, he sold vessel 

and lading, lived like a gentleman in Italy for 

some years with the proceeds, and, as the best se

curity against the retribution of his old master, 

offered his services to the sultan, with whom Ali 

was just commencing hostilities. Naval talent was 

in request, and he soon arrived at his present dig

nity. He is said to be the only officer in the fleet 

who knows any thing of his profession.

Haleil Pasha arrived last. The sultan’s future 

son-in-law is a man of perhaps thirty-five. He is 

light-complexioned, stout, round-faced, and looks 

like a respectable grocer, “ well to do in the 

world.” He has commanded the artillery long 

enough to have acquired a certain air of ease and 

command, and carries the promise of good fortune 

in his confident features. He is to be married al

most immediately. He, too, was a Georgian, 

sent as a present to the sultan.

The three dignitaries made the rounds of the 

ship, and then entered the cabin, where the piano



forte, (a novelty to the seraskier and Haleil Pasha, 

and to most of the attendant officers,) and the 

commodore’s agreeable society and champagne, 

promised to detain them the remainder of the day. 

They were like children with a holiday. I was 

engaged to dine on shore, and left them on board.

In a country where there is no education and 

no rank, except in the possession of present power, 

it is not surprising that men should rise from the 

lowest class to the highest offices, or that they 

should fill those offices to the satisfaction of the 

sultan. Yet it is curious to hear their histories. 

An English physician, who is frequently called in 

to the seraglio, and whose practice among all the 

families in power gives him the best means of 

information, has entertained me not a little with 

these secrets. I shall make use of them when I 

have more leisure, merely mentioning here, in 

connexion with the above accounts, that the pre

sent grand vizier was a boatman on the Bosphorus, 

and the commander of the sultan’s body-guard a 

shoemaker ! The latter still employs all his lei

sure in making slippers, which he presents to the 

sultan and his friends, not at all ashamed of his



former vocation. So far, indeed, are any of these 

mushroom officers from blushing at their origin, 

that it is common to prefix the name of their pro

fession to the title of pasha, and they are ad

dressed by it as a proper name. This is one 

respect in which their European education will 

refine them to their disadvantage.
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B r i n g  all the shops of New York, Philadelphia, 

and Boston together around the City Hall ; remove 

their fronts, pile up all their goods on shelves 

facing the street ; cover the whole with a roof, and 

metamorphose your trim clerks into bearded, 

turbaned, and solemn old mussulmen, smooth 

Jews, and calpacked and rosy Armenians, and you 

will have something like the grand bazaar of Con

stantinople. You can scarcely get an idea of it 

without having been there. It is a city under 

cover. You walk all day, and day after day, 

from one street to another, winding and turning,

V O L .  I I . N



and trudging up hill and down, and never go out 

of doors. The roof is as high as those of our 

tliree-story houses, and the dim light so favourable 

to shopkeepers comes struggling down through sky

lights never cleaned except by the rains of Heaven.

Strolling through the bazaar is an endless 

amusement. I t  is slow work, for the streets are 

as crowded as a church-aisle after service ; and, 

pushed aside one moment by a bevy of Turkish 

ladies, shuffling along in their yellow slippers, 

muffled to the eyes ; the next by a fat slave car

rying a child ; again by a lcervas armed to the 

teeth, and clearing the way for some coming dig

nitary, you find your only policy is to draw in 

your elbows, and suffer the motley crowd to 

shove you about at their pleasure.

Each shop in this world of traffic may be two 

yards wide. The owner sits cross-legged on the 

broad counter below, the height of a chair from 

the ground, and hands you all you want without 

stirring from his seat. One broad bench or 

counter runs the length of the street, and the 

different shops are only divided by the slight 

partition of the shelves. The purchaser seats 

himself on the counter, to be out of the way of



the crowd, and the shopman spreads out his goods 

on his knees, never condescending to open his 

lips except to tell you the price. I f  he exclaims 

“  bono,” or “  ka/o,” (the only word a real Turk 

ever knows of another language,) he is stared at 

by his neighbours as a man would be in Broad

way who should break out with an Italian bravura. 

Ten to one, while you are examining his goods, 

the bearded trader creeps through the hole leading 

to his kennel of a dormitory in the rear, washes 

himself and returns to his counter, where, spread

ing his sacred carpet in the direction of Mecca, 

he goes through his prayers and prostrations, 

perfectly unconscious of your presence, or that of 

the passing crowd. No vocation interferes with 

his religious duty. Five times a day, if he were 

running from the plague, the mussulman would 

find time for prayers.

The Frank purchaser attracts a great deal of 

curiosity. As he points to an embroidered hand

kerchief, or a rich shawl, or a pair of gold-worked 

slippers, Turkish ladies of the first rank, gathering 

their yaslimachs securely over their faces, stop 

close to his side, not minding if they push him a



little to get nearer the desired article. Feeling 

not the least timidity, except for their faces, these 

true children of Eve examine the goods in barter, 

watch the stranger’s countenance, and if he takes 

off his glove, or pulls out his purse, take it up and 

look at it, without ever saying “  by your leave.” 

Their curiosity often extends to your dress, and 

they put out their little henna-stained fingers and 

pass them over the sleeve of your coat with a 

gurgling expression of admiration at its fineness ; 

or if you have rings or a watch-guard, they lift 

your hand or pull out your watch with no kind of 

scruple. I have met with several instances of 

this in the course of my rambles; but a day or 

two ago I found myself rather more than usual 

a subject of curiosity. I was alone in the street 

of embroidered handkerchiefs, (every minute 

article has its peculiar bazaar,) and, wishing to 

look at some of uncommon beauty, I called one of 

the many Jews always near a stranger to turn 

a penny by interpreting for him, and was soon 

up to the elbows in goods that would tempt a 

female angel out of Paradise. As I was selecting 

one for a purchase, a woman plumped down upon



the seat beside me, and fixed her great, black, 

unwinking eyes upon my face, while an Abys

sinian slave and a white woman, both apparently 

her dependents, stood respectfully at her back. 

A small turquoise ring (the favourite colour in 

Turkey) first attracted her attention. She took 

up my hand, and turned it over in her soft, fat 

fingers, and dropped it again without saying a 

word. I looked at my interpreter, but he seemed 

to think it nothing extraordinary, and I went on 

with my bargain. Presently my fine-eyed friend 

pulled me by the sleeve, and, as I leaned toward 

her, rubbed her forefinger very quickly over my 

cheek, looking a t me intently all the while. I 

was a little disturbed with the lady’s familiarity, 

and asked my Jew what she wanted. I found 

that my rubicund complexion was something un

common among these dark-skinned Orientals, and 

she wished to satisfy herself that I was not 

painted ! I concluded my purchase, and, putting 

the parcel into my pocket, did my prettiest at an 

Oriental salaam, but to my mortification the lady 

only gathered up her yashmack, and looked sur

prised out of her great eyes at my freedom. My



Constantinople friends inform me that I am to lay 

no “ unction to my soul ” from her notice, such 

liberties being not at all particular. The husband 

exacts from his half-dozen wives only the con

cealment of their faces, and they have no other 

idea of impropriety in public.

In the centre of the bazaar, occupying about as 

much space as the body of the City-hall in New 

York, is what is called the bezestein. You descend 

into it from four directions by massive gates, which 

are shut, and all persons excluded, except between 

seven and twelve of the forenoon. This is the 

core of Constantinople—the soul and citadel of 

Orientalism. I t  is devoted to the sale of arms and 

to costly articles only. The roof is loftier and the 

light more dim than in the outer bazaars, and the 

merchants who occupy its stalls are old and of 

established credit. Here are subjects for the 

pencil ! I f  you can take your eye from those 

Damascus sabres, with their jewelled hilts and 

costly scabbards, or from those gemmed daggers 

and guns inlaid with silver and gold, cast a glance 

along that dim avenue, and see what a range there 

is of glorious old gray-beards, with their snowy



turbans ! These are the Turks of the old regime, 

before Sultan Mahmoud disfigured himself with a 

coat like a “ dog of a Christian,” and broke in 

upon the customs of the Orient. These are your 

opium-eaters, who smoke even in their sleep, and 

would not touch wine if it were handed them by 

houris ! These are your fatalists, who would scarce 

take the trouble to get out of the way of a lion, 

and who are as certain of the miracle of Mahomet’s 

coffin as of the length of the pipe, or of the 

quality of the tobacco of Shiraz.

I have spent many an hour in the bezestein, 

sleeping my fancy in its rich Orientalism, and 

sometimes trying to make a purchase for myself 

or others. It is curious to see with what perfect 

indifference these old cross-legs attend to the 

wishes of a Christian. I  was idling round one 

day with an English traveller, whom I had known 

in Italy, when a Persian robe of singular beauty 

hanging on one of the stalls arrested my com

panion’s attention. He had with him his Turkish 

dragoman ; and as the old merchant was smoking 

away and looking right at us, we pointed to the 

dress over his head, and the interpreter asked to



see it. The mussulman smoked calmly on, taking 

no more notice of us than of the white clouds 

curling through his beard. He might have sat 

for Michael Angelo’s Moses. Thin, pale, calm, 

and of a sta,tue-like repose of countenance and 

posture, with a large old-fashioned turban, and a 

curling beard half-mingled with gray, his neck 

bare, and his fine bust enveloped in the flowing 

and bright-coloured drapery of the East—I had 

never seen a more majestic figure. He evidently 

did not wish to have any thing to do with us. 

At last I took out my snuff-box, and, addressing 

him with “ Effendi !” the Turkish title of courtesy, 

laid my hand on my breast and offered him a 

pinch. Tobacco in this unaccustomed shape is a 

luxury here, and the amber mouthpiece emerged 

from his moustache, and putting his three fingers 

into my box, he said “  pekkhe !” the Turkish 

ejaculation of approval. He then made room for 

us on his carpet, and with a cloth measure took 

the robe from its nail, and spread it before us. 

My friend bought it unhesitatingly for a dressing- 

gown, and we spent an hour in looking at shawls, 

of prices perfectly startling, arms, chalices for



incense, spotless amber for pipes, pearls, bracelets 

of the time of Sultan Selim, and an endless variety 

of “  things rich and rare.” The closing of the 

bezestein-gates interrupted our agreeable employ

ment, and our old friend gave us the parting 

salaam very cordially for a Turk. I have been 

there frequently since, and never pass with

out offering my snuff-box, and taking a whiff 

or two from his pipe, which I cannot refuse, 

though it is not out of his mouth, except when 

offered to a friend, from sunrise till midnight.

*  #  #  #  *

One of the regular “ lions” of Constantinople 

is a kibaub-shop, or Turkish restaurant. In a 

ramble with our consul, the other day, in search 

of the newly-discovered cistern of a “ thousand- 

and-one columns,” we found ourselves, at the 

hungry hour of twelve, opposite a famous shop 

near the slave-market. I was rather staggered at 

the first glance. A greasy fellow, with his shirt 

rolled to his shoulders, stood near the door, com

mending his shop to the world by slapping on the 

flank a whole mutton that hung beside him, 

while, as a customer came in, he dexterously



whipped out a slice, had it cut in a twinkling into 

bits as large as a piece of chalk, (I have stopped 

five minutes in vain, to find a better comparison,) 

strung upon a long iron skewer, and laid on the 

coals. My friend is an old Constantinopolitan, 

and had eaten kibaubs before. He entered with

out hesitation, and the adroit butcher, giving his 

big trowsers a fresh hitch, and tightening his 

girdle, made a new cut for his “ narrow-legged” 

customers, and wished us a good appetite ; (the 

Turks look with great contempt on our tight 

pantaloons, and distinguish us by this epithet.) 

We got up on the platform, crossed our legs under 

us as well as we could, and I cannot deny that 

the savoury missives that occasionally reached my 

nostrils bred a gradual reconciliation between my 

stomach and my eyes.

In some five minutes, a tin platter was set 

between us, loaded with piping-hot kibaubs, 

sprinkled with salad, and mixed with bits of 

bread ; our friend the cook, by way of making 

the amiable, stirring it up well with his fingers as 

he brought it along. As Modely says in the 

play, “ In love or mutton, I generally fall to with



out ceremony,” but, spite of its agreeable flavour, 

I  shut my eyes, and selected a  very small bit, 

before I  commenced upon the kibaubs. I t  was 

very good eating, I  soon found out, and, my 

fingers once greased, (for you are indulged with 

neither knife, fork, nor skewer in Turkey,) I 

proved myself as good a trencher-man as my 

friend.

The middle and lower classes of Constantinople 

live between these shops and the cafés. A dish 

of kibaubs serves them for dinner, and they drink 

coffee, which they get for about half a cent a cup, 

from morning till night. We paid for our mess, 

(which was more than any two men could eat at 

once, unless very hungry,) twelve cents.

We started again with fresh courage, in search 

of the cistern. We soon found the old one, 

which is an immense excavation, with a roof, sup

ported by five hundred granite columns, em

ployed now as a place for twisting silk ; and 

escaping from its clamorous denizens, who rushed 

up after us to the daylight, begging paras, we 

took one of the boys for a guide, and soon found 

the object of our search.



Knocking at the door of a half-ruined house, in 

one of the loneliest streets of the city, an old, 

sore-eyed Armenian, with a shabby calpack and 

every mark of extreme poverty, admitted us, pet

tishly demanding our entrance-money before he 

let us pass the threshold. Flights of steps, dan

gerously ruinous, led us down, first into a garden, 

far below the level of the street, and thence into a 

dark and damp cavern, the bottom of which was 

covered with water. As the eye became accus

tomed to the darkness, we could distinguish tall 

and beautiful columns of marble and granite, with 

superb Corinthian capitals, perhaps thirty feet in 

height, receding as far as the limits of our ob

scured sight. The old man said there were a 

thousand of them. The number was doubtless 

exaggerated, but we saw enough to convince us, 

that here was covered up, almost unknown, one , 

of the most costly and magnificent works of the 

Christian emperors of Constantinople.



L E T T E R  X X V I .

The perfection of bathing— Pipes—Downy cushions— Coffee—  

Rubbing down— “ Circular justice,” as displayed in the 

retribution of boiled lobsters—A deluge of suds—The sham

poo— Luxurious helps to imagination— A pedestrian excur

sion— Story of an American tar, burdened with small change 

— Beauty of the Turkish children— A civilised monster 

— Glimpse at Sultan Mahmoud in an ill-humour.

“  T i m e  is (not) money ” in the East. We were 

three hours to-day at the principal bath of Con

stantinople, going through the ordinary process of 

the establishment, and were out-stayed, at last, by 

two Turkish officers who had entered with us. 

During this time, we had each the assiduous ser

vice of an attendant, and coffee, lemonade, and 

pipes ad libitum, for the consideration of half a 

Spanish dollar.



Although I have once described a Turkish bath, 

the metropolitan “ pomp and circumstance” so 

far exceed the provincial in this luxury, that I 

think I shall be excused for dwelling a moment 

upon it again. The dressing-room opens at once 

from the street. We descended half-a-dozen steps 

to a stone floor, in the centre of which stood a 

large marble fountain. Its basin was kept full by- 

several jets-d'eau, which threw their silver curves 

into the air ; and the edge was set round with nar

ghilés, (or Persian water-pipes with glass vases,) 

ready for the smokers of the mild tobacco of 

Shiraz. The ceiling of this large hall was lofty, 

and the sides were encircled by three galleries, 

one above the other, with open balustrades, within 

which the bathers undressed. In  a corner sat 

several attendants, with only a napkin around 

their waists, smoking till their services should b§ 

required ; and one who had just come from the 

inner bath, streaming with perspiration, covered 

himself with cloths, and lay crouched upon a 

carpet till he could bear, with safety, the tempera

ture of the outer air.



A half-naked Turk, without his turban, looks 

more a Mephistopheles than a Ganymede, and I 

could scarce forbear shrinking as the shaven

headed troop of servitors seized upon us, and, 

without a word, pulled off our boots, thrust our 

feet into slippers, and led us up into the gallery to 

undress. An ottoman, piled with cushions, and 

overhung, on the wall, by a small mirror, was 

allotted to each ; and with the assistance of my 

familiar, (who was quite too familiar) I found 

myself stripped nolens volens, and a snowy napkin, 

with a gold-embroidered edge, twisted into a 

becoming turban around my head.

We were led immediately into the first bath, a 

small room, in which the heat, for the first breath 

or two, seemed rather oppressive. Carpets were 

spread for us on the warm marble floor, and cross

ing our legs, with more ease than when cased in 

our un-Oriental pantaloons, we were served with 

pipes and coffee of a delicious flavour.

After a half hour, the atmosphere, so warm 

when we entered, began to feel chilly, and we 

were taken by the arm, and led by our speechless



mussulman, through an intermediate room, into 

the grand bath. The heat here seemed to me, for 

a moment, almost intolerable. The floor was hot, 

and the air so moist with the suffocating vapour, 

as to rest like mist upon the skin. I t  was a spa

cious and vaulted room, with, perhaps, fifty small 

square windows in the dome, and four archéd 

recesses in the sides, supplied with marble seats, 

and small reservoirs of hot and cold water. In the 

centre was a broad platform, on which the bather 

was rubbed and shampooed, occupied, j ust then, 

by two or three dark-skinned Turks, lying on their 

backs, with their eyes shut, dreaming, if  one 

might judge by their countenances, of Paradise.

After being left to walk about for a half hour, 

by this time bathed in perspiration, our respective 

demons seized upon us again, and led us to the 

marble seats in the recesses. Putting a rough 

mitten on the right hand, my Turk then com

menced upon my breast, scouring me, without 

water or mercy, from head to foot, and turning me 

over on my face or my back, without the 

least “  by-your-leave ” expression in his coun



tenance, and with an adroitness which, in spite 

of the novelty of my situation, I could not but 

admire. I hardly knew whether the sensation 

was pleasurable or painful. I was less in doubt , 

presently, when he seated me upright, and, with 

the brazen cup of the fountain, dashed upon my 

peeled shoulders a quantity of half-boiling water.

I f  what Barnacle, in the play, calls a “ circular 

justice,” existed in the world, I should have 

thought it a judgment for eating of lobsters. My 

familiar was somewhat startled at the suddenness 

with which I sprang upon my feet, and, turning 

some cold water into the reservoir, laid his 

hand on his breast, and looked an apology. 

The scalding was only momentary, and the quali

fied contents of the succeeding cups highly 

grateful.

We were left again, for a while, to our reflec

tions, and then reappeared our attendants, with 

large bowls of the suds of scented soap, and small 

bunches of soft Angora wool. W ith this we were 

tenderly washed, and those of my companions 

who wished it were shaved. The last operation 

they described as peculiarly agreeable, both



from the softened state of the skin and dexterity 

of the operators.

Rinsed once more with warm water, our snowy 

„ turbans were twisted around our heads again, 

cloths were tied about our waists, and we returned 

to the second room. The transition from the ex

cessive heat within made the air, that we had 

found oppressive when we entered, seem disagree

ably chilly. We wrapped ourselves in our long 

cloths, and, resuming our carpets, took coffee and 

pipes as before. In a few minutes we began to 

feel a delightful glow in our veins, and then our 

cloths became unpleasantly warm, and, by the 

time we were taken back to the dressing-room, its 

cold air was a relief. They led us to the otto

mans, and, piling the cushions so as to form a 

curve, laid us upon them, covered with clean 

white cloths, and, bringing us sherbets, lemonade, 

and pipes, dropped upon their knees, and com

menced pressing our limbs all over gently with 

their hands. My sensations during the half hour 

that we lay here were indescribably agreeable. I 

felt an absolute repose of body,—a calm, half- 

sleepy languor in my whole frame,—and a tran



quillity of mind, which, from the busy character 

of the scenes in which I was daily conversant, 

were equally unusual and pleasurable. Scarce 

stirring a muscle or a nerve, I lay the whole hour, 

gazing on the lofty ceiling, and listening to the 

murmur of the fountain, while my silent familiar 

pressed my limbs with a touch as gentle as a 

child’s, and it seemed to me as if pleasure was 

breathing from every pore of my cleansed and 

softened skin. I could willingly have passed the 

remainder of the day upon the luxurious couch. 

I wonder less than ever at the flowery and poetical 

character of the Oriental literature, where the 

mind is subjected to influences so refining and ex

hilarating. One could hardly fail to grow a poet, 

I should think, even with this habit of Eastern 

luxury alone. I f  I am to conceive a romance, or 

to indite an epithalamium, send me to the bath 

on a day of idleness, and, covering me up with 

their snowy and lavendered napkins, leave me till 

sunset !

* * * * *

With a dinner in prospect' at a friend’s house, 

six or eight miles up the Bosphorus, we started in



the morning on foot, with the intention of seeing 

Sultan Mahmoud go to mosque, by the way. We 

stopped a moment to look into the marble pa

vilion containing the clocks of the mosque of 

Tophana, and drank at the opposite pavilion, 

from the brass cup chained in the window and 

supplied constantly from the fountain within, and 

then kept on through the long street to the first 

village of Dolma-baktchi, or the Garden of 

Gourds.

Determined, with the day before us, to yield to 

every temptation on the road, we entered a small 

café overlooking a segment of the Bosphorus, and 

while the acorn-sized cups were simmering on the 

manghal, my friend entered into conversation in 

Arabic, with a tawny old Egyptian, who sat smo

king in the corner. He was a fine specimen of the 

“ responsible-looking ” Oriental, and had lately 

arrived from Alexandria on business. Pleasant 

land of the East ! where, to be the pink of 

courtesy, you must pass your snuff-box or your 

tobacco-pouch to the stranger, and ask him those 

questions of his “  whereabout,” so impertinent in 

more civilised Europe.



After a brief dialogue, which was “ Ebrew ” to 

me, our Alexandrian, knocking the ashes from 

his pipe, commenced a narration with a great deal 

of expressive gesture, at which my friend seemed 

very provokingly amused. I sipped my coffee, 

and wondered what could have led one of these 

silent gray-beards into an amusing story, till a 

pause gave me an opportunity to ask a translation. 

Hearing that we were Americans, the Egyptian 

had begun by asking whether there was a super^ 

stition in our country against receiving back 

money in change. He explained his question by 

saying that he was in a café, at Tophana, when a 

boat’s crew, from the American frigate, waiting 

for some one at the landing, entered, and asked 

for coffee. They drank it very quietly, and one 

of them gave the cafejee a dollar, receiving in 

change a handful of the shabby and adulterated 

money of Constantinople. Jack was rather sur

prised at getting a dozen cups of coffee, and so 

much coin for his dollar, and requested the boy, 

by signs, to treat the company at his expense. 

This was done, the Turks all acknowledging the 

courtesy by laying their hands upon their fore^



heads and breasts, and still Jack’s money lay 

heavy in his hands. He called for pipes, and 

they smoked a while ; but finding still that his 

riches were not perceptibly diminished, he hitched 

up his trowsers, and, with a dexterous flirt, threw 

his piastres and paras all round upon the com

pany, and rolled out of the café. From the gra

vity of the other sailors at this remarkable flou

rish, the old Egyptian and his fellow cross-legs 

had imagined it to be a national custom !

Idling along through the next village, we 

turned to admire a Turkish child, led by an 

Abyssinian slave. There is no country in the 

world where the children are so beautiful, and 

this was a cherub of a boy, like one of Domeni- 

chino’s angels. As we stopped to look at him, 

the little fellow commenced crying most lustily.

“ Hush, my rose !” said the Abyssinian, “ these 

are good Franks : these are not the Franks that 

eat children ; hush !”

I t  certainly takes the nonsense out of one to 

travel. I should never have thought it possible, 

if I had not been in Turkey, that I could be made 

a bugbear to scare a child.



We passed the tomb of Frederick Barbarossa, 

getting, between the walls of the palaces on the 

water’s edge, continual and incomparable views 

of the Bosphorus, and arrived at Beshiktash, (or 

the marble cradle,) j ust as the troops were drawn 

up to the door of the mosque. We took our 

stand under a plane-tree, in the midst of a crowd 

of women, and presently the noisy band struck 

up the sultan’s march, and the led horses ap

peared in sight. They came on with their grooms 

and their rich housings, a dozen matchless Ara

bians, scarce touching the ground with their 

prancings ! Oh, how beautiful they were ! Their 

delicate limbs ; their small, veined heads and fiery 

nostrils ; their glowing, intelligent eyes ; their 

quick, light, bounding action ; their round bodies, 

treidbling with restrained and impatient energy ; 

their curved, haughty necks, and dark manes 

flowing wildly in the wind. El Borak, the mare 

of the prophet, with the wings of a bird, was not 

lighter or more beautiful.

The sultan followed, preceded by his principal 

officers, with a stirrup-holder running at each side, 

and mounted on a tame-looking Hungarian horse.



He wore the red Fez cap, and a cream-coloured 

cloak, which covered his horse to the tail. His 

face was lowering ; his firm, powerful jaw  set in 

an expression of fixed displeasure, and his far- 

famed eye had a fierceness within its dark socket, 

from which I involuntarily shrank. The women, 

as he came along, set up a kind of howl, accord

ing to their custom, but he looked neither to the 

right nor left, and seemed totally unconscious of 

any one’s existence but his own. He was quite 

another-looking man from the Mahmoud I had 

seen smiling in his handja-bash on the Bosphorus.

As he dismounted and entered the mosque, we 

went on our way, moralising sagely on the novel 

subject of human happiness—our text, the cloud 

on the brow of a sultan, and the quiet sunshine in 

the bosoms of two poor pedestrians by the way

side.
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