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twenty-four hours later, by means of threats, they ob-
tained reprieve and freedom for the Greek waiter who
had hidden them. He was then half dead, as a result
of insufficient food, and of the dreadful, disease-ridden,
insanitary, crowded state of his dungeon; but he re-
covered under careful nursing, and returned to his
mother and sisters, in the house where the gendarmes
had captured Yeats-Brown, Fulton, and Stone.

The Maritza restaurant, near Stamboul station, still
flourishes; but Theodore is no longer there. With the
money gained by acting as conspirator-in-chief for
British prisoners, he talks of coming to London and
opening a small restaurant of his own. If this happens,
he can count on regular customers from among those
who saw him, with his bent shoulders and blue-glassed
spectacles, flicking a secret letter on to the tablecloth,
under cover of a menu-card.

Those of us who schemed, escaped, hoped, feared,
wore disguises and whiskers, assumed illnesses and in-
sanities, suffered, and amused ourselves generally are
dispersed over five continents. Fulton and Stone are
still in Constantinople, but as responsible officials in-
stead of under-dogs of war. White 1s a quiet-living
manufacturer in Melbourne. Hill and Jones, the mad-
men of Yoézgad, Haidar Pasha, and Gumuch Souyou
have gone their demobilized ways in sanity and content,
one to Sydney, the other to Glasgow. Paul is in Syria,
Colonel Newcombe in Egypt. Yeats-Brown, ex-Mlle.
Josephine Albert, is in London, with an eyeglass which
he kept intact through three years of adventurous cap-
tivity, from the day when he was taken prisoner near
Bagdad to the day when, from the verandah of his




