
THE VEILED LADY OF STAMBOUL

As to his honesty and loyalty, is he not the chosen

dragoman of kings and princes when they journey

into far distant lands (he speaks seven languages

and many tribal dialects), and is he not today wear-

ing in Iris buttonhole the ribbon of the order of the

Mejidieh, bestowed upon him by his Imperial High-

ness the Sultan, in reward for his ability and faith-

fulness ?

I must admit that I myself have been his debtor

—

not once, but many times. It was this same quick-

sighted, quick-witted Levantine who lifted me from

my sketching stool and stood me on my feet in the

plaza of the Hippodrome one morning just in time

to prevent my being trodden under foot by six Turks

carrying the body of their friend to the cemetery

—

in time, too, to save me from the unforgivable sin

among Orientals, of want of reverence for their dead.

I had heard the tramp of the pall-bearers, and sup-

posing it to be that of the Turkish patrol, had kept

at work. They were prowling everywhere, day and

night, and during those days they passed every ten

minutes—^nine soldiers in charge of an officer of

police—all owing to the fact that some five thousand

Armenians, anxious to establish a new form of gov-

ernment, had been wiped out of existence only the

week before.

Once on my feet (Joe accomplished his purpose
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