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Vladimir Franzovitch—a Russian as estimable as 

Michael Ivanovitch was despicable—died for the coun­
try he loved and despaired of, fighting in Denikin’s 
army.

For the rest, I can offer happy endings as convention­
ally apposite as those of the worst “best-seller” of any 
lady novelist.

Miss Whittaker, the noble girl who played in Con­
stantinople the heroic part of an Edith Cavell, is now 
Lady Paul. Less than a month ago an American war­
ship took her from Constantinople to Beyrout, where 
she married Captain Sir Robert Paul, one of the Brit­
ish officers whom she had helped to escape. She now 
lives in Aleppo, where Paul commands the Arab gen­
darmerie. In this crowded narrative I have failed to do 
justice to the brave and gifted woman who many times 
risked liberty and life in aiding unfortunate country­
men; but only because the last thing she would desire is 
advertisement have I refrained from writing the eulogy 
she deserves.

Another happy ending, almost too good to be true, 
was the recent wedding of Colonel Newcombe and Mile. 
“X”, the girl who arranged his escape from Broussa 
and concealed him in Constantinople while he worked 
for a withdrawal of Turkey from the war.

Mr. S., the British merchant who jeopardized his 
neck in helping no less than seven British officers to 
liberty, has returned to England, and should be con­
scious of much merit.

The Turkish armistice happened a few days before 
Theodore was to have been hanged. Fulton and Stone 
were released from the Ministry of War Prison, and


