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hiding-place opposite the deserted British Embassy in 
Constantinople, he looked along the Grande Rue de 
Fera and learned, from the fluttering Allied flags, that 
the Turkish armistice had been signed. Last and least, 
I am now in civilian blessedness and America.

Often I have left the satisfying solidity of London, 
the restful beauty of a Thames backwater, the com
forting hospitality of New York, the wealth-conscious 
heartiness of Chicago, to hear the chanted summons to 
prayer from the minaret that faced my prison in Damas
cus, watched the intrigues that coloured Constantinople 
during the twilight of the Turkish Empire, discuss Bol
shevism and the price of revolvers with Vladimir Fran- 
zovitch, as he sits on a camp bed in his tiny room at 
Odessa.

And Time, the greatest of romantics, has nearly per
suaded me to disregard memory and believe that I 
enjoyed it all.

THE END


