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without the gold spangles for their hair, which hung in lony tresses
below their waists. The girls, advancing, tock the hand of
Vankovitch's wife, and placed it on their heads as a sort of
deferential salute. The Pole poured our o glass of raki for the fu
woman, who, though a Mohammedun, was not adverse to alcohol.
She smacked her lips loudly; the man with the bagpipes gave vent 10
his feelings in 0 more awful sound than before; the lutes struck up in

The rwo girls whirled round each other, first slowly, and then
increased their pace rill their lomy black rresses stood out at right

angles from their bodies. The perspiration pouted down their cheeks.
The old lady, who was seated on a divan, now unciossed her leps,
another noise 1o the din which prevailed. The girls snapped their
castancts, and commenced wrigiling their bodies around each ather
with such velocity that it was impossible w0 reconise the one from
the othier. All of a sudden, the music stopped, The punting dancers
threw themselves down on the laps of the musicians.

"What do you think of the petformance?’ said Vankovitch to me,
s he paured out another plass of raki for the dancers. “Tr is real haxd
wark, is it not?" Then, without waliting for an answer, he continned,
“The Mohammedans who read of European balls, and who have
never been out of Turkey, cannot understand people taking any
pleasurc in dancing, *“What is the gaod of it when | can hire someone
clse to dance for me?" is the remark.’
 “They arc noc very wron, | here observed; dha i, i they form an
ould suon pr 4 stap to these sort of performances in England *
“The Lord Chamberlain, who is hie?" inquited an Armenian who
present, and who spoke French, '
e is an official who looks after public morals.’ _
‘And do you mean to say that he would objecr 1o this sott of

this is nothing,” said Vankowitch. *When there is a martiage
al in a havem, the women arrange their costumes so thar ane
e of attire may fall off after another during the dance, The
ers are finally lefl in very much the same garb as our first
M‘m the fall. We shall be spared this spectacle, for ny wite




