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LOVE AND THE
CRESCENT

CHAPTER I

SOME ONE was uncommonly restless on the terrace of
the hotel. He was pacing untiringly to and fro

though the night was very warm and very still. His step
was light and alert and the supple swing of movement
was charged with nervous force. He walked with his
head thrust forward meditatively, and he was smoking
as if for a wager against time.

Chatter of voices curiously varied in tone, laughter,
and the tinkling of glass and coffee cups drifted through
the open French windows, sounds that contrasted oddly
with the superb calm and crystal atmosphere of the open.
For the locality of this summer hotel was on a highland

plateau of Syria, some 3,000 feet above sea and plain.
The matchless prospect around was of billows of moun-
tain ridges, while immediately below the eye a pine
strewn slope, scattered with huge bowlders of rock, slid
almost perpendicularly into a deep ravine. Daylight
would show in its depths a sturdy stream hurtling its

way through thickets of rose-laden oleanders.
A lull in the gayety caught the walker's attention.
He paused opposite one of the glass doors and stared

into the lighted interior. He stood in shadow or surely
the look in his eyes would have been more guarded.

* -••'UI»"«.»



2 LOVE AND THE CRESCENT

It was a typical French physiognomy, mobile yet strong,

showing a play of expression that revealed more than

ordinary interest in the scene contemplated.

A number of lamps shed a mellow glow into every part

of the long salle-^-manger which did duty as salon to

the hotel guests. The red of the Turkish tarboosh was

conspicuous at one long table where a number of men

were playing loto.

Near the table a distinguished looking Oriental, in the

uniform of a Turkish general, with feet tucked up and

shoes on the floor, occupied the center of a spacious divan.

He was a strong-limbed, lean man with keen, blue-grayi

eyes, an aquiline nose, a red-brown mustache, long and

drooping, and hair almost black under his fez.

A second officer, spectacled, and with iron-gray beard,

sat near him with only the elbow rest between. Both

men were smoking cigarettes. Intermittently they ex-

changed remarks in staccato under-tones.

Ahmed Pasha, the younger man, was on his way to

inquire into some serious disturbance between Moslems

and Christians in an inland Syrian town. With his

second in command, Mahmoud Pasha, the elderly Turk

by his side, and various officials now seated at the long

table with a few local notables, he was making a half

way halt on his journey.

Flurry, not to say exaggerated agitation, among the

hotel personnel had attended the unannounced arrival.

With surprising affability His Excellency had at once

given orders that the routine of the day should not be

interrupted, and that the same menu in prepa^'ation

for the other guests would also serve for him and his

officers.

Dinner was over but Ahmed Pasha had not retired to
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the suite of rooms prepared for his use. He remained
cross-legged on the divan like an impassive spectator at

a play, ostensibly watching the excited loto players
and occasionally tossing a remark to one and the other.

In striking contrast to this desultory interest were the
piercing side glances he flashed at intervals towards an
alcove big as a room, occupied apparently by Europeans.
Mahmoud Pasha's attention strayed in the same direc-

tion, not intermittently, however, but with sustained and
open curiosity.

One group in the alcove was particularly animated
while watching a man and a girl draw near the end of
a keenly contested game of draughts.

"There!" exclaimed the girl, speaking in French as
she removed two captured kings from the board, "How
is that, mother?" she added, taming to a fragile looking
woman with auburn hair, sitting beside her on the high
backed sofa.

"Bravo!" approved Madame Anna Severin in a low-
toned mellow voice, her wistful lips parting with a smile
as she regarded the diminished men of the opponent.
"You'll have some pains to redeem that loss, Herr
Eosen."

"It is. nothing—nothing at all, I assure you, Madame.
The game is by no means lost," was the optimistic reply
of the second player who sat on the opposite side of a
small card table drawn up to the sofa.

Herr Otto Rosen was a German of typical solid build
with an obstinate jaw, and close upright hair of a sandy
hue without a parting. While staring at the board he
twirled swiftly the points of a thick mustache, which
of larker shade than his hair, made a gash across his
face, standing out aggressively on either cheek.
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For an instant Madame Severin's deep-set eyes looked

at him, then their veiled but probing gaze traveled round

the room before returning to the embroidery in her hands.

Her brow was troubled. She stole a glance at Veronica,

who appeared totally unconscious of the bold looks of

admiring curiosity flung at her from the long table as

well as the divan.

Yet in reality Veronica was far from serene. Small

signs of mental disturbance were visible to her mother,

who pondered over their origin. For the clear pallor

of the girl's cheeks was flushed to a rose pink. Her
eyes, large and peculiarly blue beneath their fringe of

dark lashes were almost black in hue. Their gaze was

restless, now intent on the game, now directed suddenly

to the door or flung through the open window opposite

into the velvety darkness beyond; then back again to

study the disposition of the draughts, and later to dart

across the table a quizzical yet bewildering glance flick-

ered with gay and saucy triumph.

Once without knowing it she looked direct into the eyes

of the watcher on the terrace. He moved a step forward,

then with a resolute movement withdrew.

Two questions were driving through Veronica's brain

while to all appearance the game engrossed her attention.

Why had Pierre Marson been absent so long? Where
was he ?

Two hours ago the bells of the mountain mule train

ringing the approach of letters and papers had broken up
conversation of a very intimate nature between Pierre

and herself. Directly the bells became audible the spell

had shivered utterly and swiftly as a pricked soap

bubble.

She had known he was waiting impatiently for letters,
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important ones, but only at the instant of his apology for
eaving her abruptly did she realize how slender were
the links of intimacy between, and how little each oneknew of the other's life. Yet so ready and irresistible
had been the sympathy between them even in the first
hour of acquaintance-only three days earlier by the
way-that neither a longer space of time nor its bosom
friend propinquity could have rendered it more com-
plete.

Pierre Marson's seat had been vacant at table-d'hote
Veronica had reflected that probably correspondence had
obliged a meal in his own room. Surely he would come
back before the evening was over.
But for this hope Veronica would readily have givenway to her mother's suggestion of withdrawing to their

rooms at the end of dinner.

Instead she accepted with unusual friendliness Herr
Rosen's challenge to a game r* draughts. As German
consul in the distant town where the Severins had lived
for a score of years, he was not only on a familiar foot-
ing with the family but had displayed for some time
all the stubborn perseverance of his Teuton nature in
efforts to win Veronica's affections.

_

She was certainly desirable to any man's eyes, a strik-
ing and charming figure in her white summer frock as she
reclined witn languorous grace against the yellow silk
background of the sofa. Her hair was very black and
soft and abundant while her skin had the creamy texture
of a magnolia petal. Just above the wavy line where
the hair grew thickly about about her low, broad forehead
before spreading out to cling with tiny tendrils round
her eai-s a band of ribbon was slung in color the pame
blue as her eyes. The calm lines and dignified modeling

mi
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of the lower part of her face were of a distinctly Roman
type. By birth, however, she was Russian on her

mother's side, and her dead father, Doctor Nicholas

Severin, who had gained his skill in a Paris hospital, had

been of Armenian parentage. Such grafting of race is

by no means uncommon in the near East, but not always

are the human flowers which spring from it of so rare

and sweet a quality as Veronica.

With f'ismay simmering into hot rage Pierre Marson,

still stationary on the terrace, could not fail to notice the

magnetism of the girl's beauty for the Oriental guests.

Like all men who know their East he could appraise the

exact value of their admiration.

Incensed he regarded Madame Severin. What did

she mean by submittirg her daughter to such an ordeal?

And pray, where was Veronica's brother, the sober-faced,

reticent doctor? Why coald not that blind ass of a

Rosen have so arranged his chair at the table as to screen

his partnei from the insult of such glances ?

For an instant Marson meditated a dash of rescue into

the room to carry her off. Where? Anywhere as long

as it was out of the radius of that Turkish circle. Then
his excitable Gallic blood was suddenly cooled by the

mental reminder that, all too soon, he must be bidding

her good-by with small prospect, as far as the present

house could foretell, of ever rseing her again.

What right then had he to interfere at all?

He stood stock still another moment frowning hard to

himself. Then he walked quickly to the end of the ter-

race and entered the vestibule of the hotel. The manager

was busy in his office.

"How long are your new visitors staying, Dimitri?"

asked Monsieur Marson.
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Under the light of the hanging lamp he showed un a
distinguished and noticeable figure. He looked very tall
and big in his white linen clothes. His eyes were darkand keen, and he had the clear bronzed skin of one livingmuch m the open air.

*

"To-morrow they go or perhaps after to-morrow, I
cannot ell." replied the Greek with a propitiatory ges-
ture. Monsieur will not be incommoded as he is leav-
ing m the early morning."
"Not at all. I merely asked out of curiosity. Any

iresn news through to-night?"
"Unl^ the Moslems are playing one of their hidden

games they are holding their hands for the momentThey expect the Pasha and know that, being a just

^^y^f ^^""^"^ ^' ^''^'«^* «^^ *^i«««^er the

"It is all in the Christians' favor then?"
"You have said it, effendi, '^ut"-here Dimitri's facelengthened-" doubtless the worst is yet to come "
Don t imitate the raven, Dimitri. It is not profit-

able BelRies peace will last for the present. lama
good prophet."

"Monsieur has perhaps received the latest telegrams "
began the man eagerly, but Pierre was already swinging
along the corridor as though hastening to an urgent
engagement. ^

Half way along . Joor opened and the man whose seem^ing neglect of his womankind Pierre had condemned
stepped into the passage.
A little girl with floating fair curls, and a delicate

piquant httle face with brilliant dark eyes, was clinging
to his arm. She was slightly lame, and it flashed upon
Pierre Marson, suddenly confronted with the pair that

^j
I
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solicitude for his motherless girl might easily blind Nicho-

las Severin to a wider responsibility.

A foregone conclusion not entirely just. For though

Zia possessed the most devoted of fathers, Doctor Sever-

in 's output of that intuition and sympathy never lacking

in tlic born healer, was instinctive and even prodigal.

Pierre ought to have seen him at home in his hospital, or

in the midst of daily dispensary work when the tiling

of many races—Arabs, Bedouin, Jew, Armenian—all

gathered at his gate, or squatted in the dust of the road-

side waiting their turn to a hearing and treatment that

was never denied.

On the other hand it would never occur to Nicholas

Severin when his mciher was at hand, to meddle in a

matter of propriety touching Veronica. Besides their

code of feminine etiquette was entirely Europran and

not Oriental. It was as absolutely correct from his

standpoint for his mother and sister to brave the fire of

Turkish curiosity as it was for the American mission-

aries forming another small party in the alcove. His

sister's beauty was a factor that a brother would be less

likely than another man to take into consideration.

Th-- Armenian strain in the family was more evident

in Doctor Severin than in Veronica. His eyes were un-

mistakably Oriental, full, almond-shaped, and deep, soft

and dark as a midnight sky. The nose was straight and

well formed with sensitive nostrils. The short trimmed

beard and hair were black as jet. His figure of medium

height was slim and erect, while his step and carriage

had the ease and lightness of the bom Orj'^ntal.

The slow-gathering smile with which he looked up

evoked a curious glow of response from Pierre's eyes.

It was so strangely like the smile of Veronica.
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"Hullo, so there you are at last, mipnonne," Pierr©

calle.1 ou.. gayly. "Where have you and the good papa
been hiding?" ^ ^

''Indeed, we have not been hiding," saie Zia earnestly
Father has been rubbing my leg and stopped the

aching. '

'

"That's splendid," said Pierre, caressing her curls
"but do you know Heme looks as if she missed you Go
and cheer her up while father comes on the terrace for a
little air."

*'You must not be long, papa," she said, imperatively.
Aunt Veronica is playing drenghts with Herr

i.osen," put in Pierre artfully.

"Oh!" she exclaimed, drawing in her breath, then
letting It escape slowly in thrilling anticipation " Th «n
he will have to play with me. Father, you will make
him?"
"By holding the medicine bottle in one hand and a

lancet in the other," suggested Pierre.
Zia stared at him open-eyed, then with an access of

understanding mirth laughed loud and shrilly.
"You funny man!" she cried. "I shall tell him

just what you said."

"Come along then," said her father, "quick, quick!
I shall join you on the terrace in a few minutes, Mon-
sieur Marson."

"Good iuck, Zia!" called Pierre Marson, looking
after them.

He went outside again and began to walk to and fro,
but leisurely, and in a less preoccupied mood. A glance'
into the salle-a-manger again held him. His look and
bearing were those of a man curbing a strong inclination.
"To what good?" he muttered. "The ennui of
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regrret, unj^oubtedly. Divided interests are out of the

question . . . but who knows . . . later ..." and he

continued to look steadily into the room with an expres-

sion in his eyes into which it was just as well those inside

could not read their own interpretation.
'

' I fear you are remaining on the terrace solely on my
account," said a voice at his side.

"Not in the least," said Marson, turning sharply

round. "Thank you," he added, taking a cigar from

the case held out by Dr. Severin. "The Pasha and hia

following interest me. That is all. Yet as I am leaving

to-morrow I wish to spare myself the ennui of a v^it of

ceremony.
'

'

"You would find it less wearisome than you imagine.

He is quite an interesting character and bears an excel-

lent reputation. People have great faith in his opin-

ion.

"So Dimitri told me. A Turk, I suppose?"

"No, a Kurd, strange to say, and once nothing less

than a brigand of might and note like so many of his

race."

"A brigand!" echoed Pierre, turning shortly to scan

with kindling gaze liie keen-featured man on the divan.

"Y€s, and he seems to have been influential in that

career as in this his latest, the judicial. He gave so

much trouble and had such a big following of rebels that

the late Sultan took a bold step."

"Abdul Hamid certainly had a few original ideas,"

interposed Pierre as they began to pa: the terrace, Dr.

Severin speaking in a subdued voice with an occasional

swift glance around as if to see they were still alone.

"Very good in this particular," he said dryly. "He
made overtures of peace to Ahmed Agha, declaring that
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if he would renounce the life of brigandage he should bereceded into the Turkish army with the rank of majorAhmed Pasha accepted the offer and soon became oneof the finest and most vahiahlo oflicers in the service He
18 universally respected and feared to a like degree "

I suppose he was drafted into the famous Has-
Badieh cavalry?"

"To start with."

"Had you met him before to-day T"

h''^Tr.^^^''^/
""^'^ *^ ">' ^^^P^t'^l ^he^ passing

through Opella. An ancient member of his band of free-
booters lay dying there of an incurable malady, and hear-
ing that h.s old agha was in the town begged to see him.
I made the request personally and privatelv and Ahmed
Pasha yielded to the wish of the dying."
"No false pride then, or shame shall I say, to causehim to wish to hide all evidence of his earlier career of

pillage and probably murder?" asked Mi.Tson shortly
for some occult reason feeling keen on detecting a flaw
in the panache of this regenerated bandit
"No grounds existed for shame from his standpoint

brai.'V^
other people. On the contrary, the remem-

brance has invested him with a halo of amazing wisdom

tTe'hm fo7"^'"^
^^ ''' ''''

'' *^^ P^^^^^' -P--»^
"I hope the errand on which he is bound relates only

to a local disturbance."

A
'•

l^^J^^f
^°'^- "^^'^ ^^^ «° ^any incentives in

Asiatic Turkey to stir up friction. News is disquieting
rather than otherwise," said Nicholas Severin uneasily
bmce Abdul Hamid's iron grip has left the helm, cer-

tainty in this country is more than ever an unknown
quantity. Christians of Syria and Asia Minor generally
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are acutely alive to the fact that unrest iu ConHtantinople

is usually the prelude to local massacres under the faint-

eat pretext . . . especially since these last cursed wars."

"It seems to me that once the young Turk party is

rid of military stress there are signs that they will then

set to work on the development of national resources,"

said Pierre, confidently. "Industry and ai^nculture

once in full swing the antagonistic factions will cease to

agitate. There will be no time to invent and circulate

those eternal suspuions which create the di.sasters."

"God knows!" said the doctor with an accent of
melan holy fatalism. "I have heard many promises but

lived e precious few fulfillments. What can we do
without r^'lroads for instance? Projects for making
them are always in the air, but how many are there that

come to anything?"

"The (lerraans seem pretty active over the Bagdad
railway scheme anyhow, worse luck," said Pierre, " but
one or two others are going straight ahead that have
nothing to do with them. I can vouch for that."

"Ah!" rxclaimed Nicholas Severin, his eyes turning
to Pierre's face with a flash darting from their dark
depths. Ilni' he spoken out what was in his mind it

would have h -n of plans of the kind approved by the

Turkish government, past and present, constantly com-
ing to naught ; of extensive surveys and long reports, and
yet nothing accc^mplished ; of schemes marching to appar-
ent exec I tion aud then the working of them proving
barren through broKen or neglected promises. For did
Eot hurry make of man a slave when all the future, free

and limitless, lay ahead?

"For that very reason, now this seeming lull has set in,

I can delay my journey no longer," continuet! Marson,
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v«nou« piUMport. and permits are uow all secured Itart early to-morrow."
«» »etiirea. 1

Just about! For my mission and it. pracUeal devtl.

coZ :T"' "^ *'""'^^- '^''"^« - «"'>-- th!ng thacould check me. That is war, which i.s always more or

Backsheesh is the price of their Rood-will anil fh«^eady solvent to obstacles they pu.sh in JL w
/"^ '''

Gen^r,r ^^'" ^*^' ^^«" ^'^t in the field Those

saTp r?' "'^""^'"- ^"^ ^'-^ ^-« - he-''

open wSw^^"^ "'^'"^^^ - ^^«^ P-«^ 0- of the

Moslem 'fal^''^tr^'r' '"* * ^^'•^^'^ ^^-*- *« t»^e

noileL V '
""' ""' ^'^^^ "P ^^ ^e«d. laughing

!!
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CHAPTER II

ONE minute earlier a Turkish orderly had entered the

salle-a-manger carrying a small rolled carpet. Near

the divan of the pashas he unfolded it on the floor,

salaamed, and then stepped noiselessly to one side, where

he remained still as a statue.

Ahmed Pasha's impassive face became suddenly dis-

turbed by an uneasy quiver as his neighbor on the divan

got up with folded hands.

A few hurried words in an undertone passed between

the two, then Ahmed Pasha also rose to his feet with a

slow movement of dignity. Towards the alcove he east

a narrow glance sideways, walked a few steps across

the room as if considering his mode of action, then turned,

resolutely to his companion who was standing gravely on

the carpet.

Side by side they knelt in evening prayer to Allah.

Certain members of the party at the big table regarded

one another with subdued faces. A shrug here, a quick

gesture there, a vivid flashing of dark eyes right and left,

and a few others got Tip and followed the lead given them

by their superior ofiicers.

A strange silence fell upon the rest of the room ^>iile

the kneelers began to go through the full gamut of

Moslem genuflexions, prostrations and muttered for-

mulas. The low monotonous murmur of their voices was

curiously impressive.

Pierre Marson looked eagerly towards the alcove where

14
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Zia seated between her grandmother and aunt was fartoo buried in her game to take notice of aThinghanpening outside the limits of the small table'il front of

the'ratu^Hf )t
'"' " '"''' ''''''' «^^^^ '' -««rt-n

enrof h?s n,, ? r ""^ '°'""^'°*' "°^^ ^°^ked the

He wi wiLrr'^t ""T
-'i^^triously than before.

«1Wr .
^ ^°°"^^ ^'^ ^^ «°^iable to Zia and even toallow her to carry off the honors of victory after a purposdy protracted game, provided that VeroLca remafnedin the corner of the sofa, her eves 6x^^11

interest on the board B^t his air nf
""'""'"^

refused to be hidden
'^ '"^"^'^'^^ ^^^^^

Veronica had ceased to expect Pierre. Her restle^

from her cheeks. Her gaze, hidden under lowerTeye

st^ue Tti,? /"!f.- ^'^ ^^^^^ ^^^^ «o"^e beautiful

l!rV ! ^f ^^J^tative, as she leaned slightly forward, her hands clasped upon her knees. She w^ tZoccupied and even sad.
^ne was pre-

sis^ntlv'ni'T ""' '"'''^^ *''^^ ^^^ *^°»^ht« dwelt per-s^tently on the morrow. She would be sitting there1now, but Pierre Marson, her new friend would hi f

zs its:r:if• .r.i£^'^

intfit"r„TT' I"™ '''''"'''*' »«''"' '""-^t it« barb

cravilv nf !,«« i- 1
"^^eciion ot the window. Thegravity of her lips relaxed into an involuntary smile of

, 8 • {
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'
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glad surprise. For an instant her eyelids quivered, then

lifted slowly as she looked up and beyond the card-table

to the spot where the footsteps had come to a standstill

behind Herr Rosen.

Pierre Marson was looking straight into her eyes with

something dominating in his gaze to which she responded

instinctively as to a call. His silence was made intelli-

gible by one gesture indicating the kneelers at prayer,

while another directed to the open window behind was

plainly significant.

The girl bent sideways behind Zia and whispered to

Mme. Severin, who nodded indulgently, and while glanc-

ing with a smile at Pierre took up a soft white shawl

beside her.

Veronica took the wrap, rose noiselessly and went for-

ward, while still the monotone of voices continued to

mutter through the room.

Of a sudden Herr Otto Rosen awoke to a change in

the situation. With an abrupt movement he twisted his

chair half round just in time to see Pierre and Veronica

pass through the window and vanish in the dusk with-

out.

His eyes hardened and narrowed. The chair creaked

loudly as he turned back and stared across at Mme.

Severin with a certain cynical challenge in his glance.

But she appeared to be negotiating a difficult passage in

her embroidery and either did not or would not see the

unspoken question.

"Go on! I am waif ig," said Zia, imperiously, her

cheeks ablaze with the ure of her interest in the game.

A deep line suddenly showed between Herr Rosen's

brows. His lips tightened. For a moment he looked

fixedly into space, then with a quick, almost ferocious,
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gesture he put out his hand and swept the whole of the
draughts into a huddled heap.

''Enough! It is time for children to be in bed," he
said m a harsh voice.

Zia's sharp scream of dismay at the amaziiig act
changed promptly into an outcry of passion and heated
retort which Mme. Severin tried in vain to curb
Veronica stopped short outside the window and then

made a vacillating movement towards the room.
"No! It is all right. Your brother is going in He

has already entered," said Pierre, stepping in her way.
tie can manage her best. Come this way !

"

With the force of the stronger will he led her to the
spot where the ir-\e bells had broken into their talk. It
was a little bay in the terrace parapet. Hurriedly he
drag- d forward the same wicker chairs which had been
thru oack when he and Veronica had come away

'Sit down," he said gently, and then when she wasm the chair he stood beside her for a moment without
speaking.

Before them the jet black silhouettes of tree tops
emerged from the shadows. The fragrance of pines and
aromatic shrubs rose like the breath of incense from the
darkness of the gorge. A rippling light as of the dawn
vaguely silvered the furthest ridge of the mountain
chain. It spread over the sky above, and then the stars
paled on their purple background. The full moc • be^an
to chmb slowly into view above the hills.

To Veronica the silence felt like a sudden shadow
between them. Under pressure of a growing nervous-
ness she began to speak rapidly in a low voice.
"Tho little Zia is not really naughty. Certainly she

IS spoiled a little, but then she is very delicate and

?

m
Ifil ti
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suflfers cruelly at times. If her mother had lived it

would have been different."

Pierre turned at once and sat down on the parapet

facing her.

"Yf^s," he said absently, "yes," his brown eyes fixed

upon her with an absorbing look,

"The pasha will understand. No doubt he has

children of his own. It would be strange, indeed, if

they are not very willful. They always are in this

country. Zia is an angel compared with many."

"Who was her mother?" he asked.

"She was the sister of an Englishman who lives out-

side Opella. He has a silk factory and employs a great

number of native work people. He and my brother

used to be great friends, but he has become strange and

a little eccentric in his way of living, and since Zia's

mother died we see less and less of him." She paused,

then added hurriedly, "Especially since his marriage to

the daughter of Sheikh Mabruk of one of the Weldeh

camps."

Pierre Maraon's eyes widened. He was amazed and

not altogether pleased at this climax, which let loose a

whole flock of unwelcome side issues,

"An original, evidently," he said lightly, "but

exactly the kind of thing one expects of an expatriated

Englishman. One extreme or the other, and preferably

the most startling. The whole hog as his countrypeople

soulfully put it."

"Zorah is beautiful," said Veronica, refusing to treat

the subject humorously, "and sweet-tempered, and very

brave."

"A whole rosary of charms," Pierre replied, his eyes

'liil^ilill iPll|i|llilM|ii
ll l i
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Z^'^^^wT'l''^^^'
"^"* ''^y ^^»^«» Is the English-man as difficult as all that ?

"

^ng^wn-

of 'W ?V^'
*'^°'''' ^''' ^""^^^^^ It i« because manyof her tnbe are angry at her marfiage with a Roumf

thT^fh
f^!h^.^^as ^^IHng, so she takes no notice ofthe others and visits him just the same "

Do you visit the Englishman and his Arab wife?"Not often. They come to us, for you see Mr. Culver
^

Zia s uncle. He was devoted to his sister, who wal Ivery sweet and clever woman. Next to he; fatherliathinks nobody is equal to her Uncle John "
Veronica's spasm of nervousness had vanished Her

chiraplr T>f
-^^----ess had a distSCharm apart from the imaginative glamor shed over her

we mjon. His dark eyes dwelt upon her with a Innk „fjUummed tenderness. Was it possMe he hii nevre'enknown^of her existence three short-no, very j;-
"I am going to-morrow. It is quite settl^^ nr^

TetiK^^sr "" '" -"'• - -" -"^'

'-I ought to be, but I am not quite sure," he said.

s:tiife toT
'° '" "'"•"^

''
' "'^ •"^''-' *-"^mo in life to be a pioneer for my country I want l„bear the colors of Pr«ice into the unknowS^-to W on ot

fZ^l "^'P t"/"-^ the surface of th'e deserto^'a garden. Yet I want to stay here-" he nausMand turned hia hand on the parapet to gaze on ttemS

't

! n

i
ai^*iE-:'"JFire*T^r»w?^.'^^sKiMH'WKB^?5v
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panorama of moon-bathed rocks and hill tops. Reflec-

tion was urging him to a prudent reserve in spite of

emotion's insistent demand for expression. "I am leav-

ing to-morrow," he* repeated, again facing her. "Will
you think of m« at times?"

Her heart began to beat quickly as she listened.

Though she forced a smile the reply, "Why, of course I"

falling from her lips wa.s almo.st a whisper.

"Would you give me a welcome if you saw me again

one day, say at your home in Opella?" he said with

sudden recklessness.

"A good welcome," she said frankly, meeting his

ardent look without wavering. "I should be very happy
to see you there, so would Mother and Nicholas."

"Thank you! That is what I wanted to be sure of,"

he said, speaking with so eager and tender an accent that

she became confused and turned her head to look far

over the gorge.

A nervous impulse again drove her to words.

"We should miss ynu enormously if our visit here
were only beginning," she said.

"When do you leave then?"
'

' The day after to-morrow. '

'

"So much the better. I am glad to hear it," he said

shortly.

"But why?" she asked, looking round again, her

embarrassment conquered by surprise.

"There are too many natives here, impudent beg-

gars!"

She laughed merrily, womanlike catching readily at

this chance to postpone a crisis of which a secret trem-

bling of soul warned the approach.
'

'Do not laugh, I beg of you ! I am quite serious,
'

' he
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wfhin limTf"^ '^ '^'^^ ^°^ "^^^ «' mortification

imr ^th?r"^:i.'
'^' '*'^' "^"* ^ «°"^d not help pictur-ing the faces those distinguished notables of Stamboul

mark TtT" "?'1/-- '' ^^ey overheard yoTr re

You wnn r '^''" '" ^""'P ^^^"^ «» into one basket

onica.

"

^ ^"*^ *° "*« sometimes, Ver-

He spoke with a throb in his voice THa «» v ^

clfn "Thr""
"" ""'' ""•• '^" " » • ™™ firmClasp. The moon rays lit her fano <!!,« •

directly a. h,-„, with . grave 4J ^of the%;:
""""^

me S't ^T "f'"
"'' "' ^'•^" .'ou ^rwrite to

where J;.;';
"' "' " '" ™'°=' "^ ' »"»» "°« --ow

pat.se.. „,a«„, „"drtt r^J-hafr^hi.":trrepress-ble within. His voice shoot as he wc""?
miSo^n-"^'

™" '"" ^ "»"" ™''- I "ave a d„.y, a

voiZ°"com;Lt 7";': ilrT't"
"'' °^- ^'""^

ng irom a Jittle distance awav "LittiAmother IS tired.

"

°*va^. ijinie
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In a moment the girl was on her feet. With a slight

shiver she drew her mother's big shawl closely round her

shoulders. Though a strange tremulous joy had invaded

her heart it was shadowed by a vague aching that would

later become enlarged to a substantial pain for all that

had been left unsaid, and all that might neyer be said.

Anger crowned Pierre's first rush of feeling at the

interruption. This was as quickly followed by a sense of

narrow escape from a perilously strong and sweet tempta-

tion which had sprung up with speed of magic to bar the

road of his pledged word and duty to France.

First in order must come his mission, he told himself

doggedly. Later—later—was the word with which he

sought to still the hunger at his heart as they walked

slowly towards Nicholas Severin.

During those few steps taken side by side under the

spell of a pregnant silence Veronica knew that she loved!

Pierre. And Pierre was going away. How could she

bear it? She felt stunned, and yet filled with the burn-

ing instinct of concealment. He must not know, not yet

!

Her face suffused first with the fear and then with the

certainty that already she must have betrayed her secret.

She made a brave rally as she stretched out her hand

before entering the room.

"Then this must be good-by," she said in her normal

voice. "I wish you all success in every way, and bon

voyage!"

"No!" returned Pierre emphatically. "Au revoir!

At Opella next year."

"Au revoir, then," returned Veronica, gayly, though

now she could not raise her eyes.

Then she drew her hand away and went immediately

into the hoteL

', .JL' ll i*/Mi -»--m«LV ^i££^,.SM>iRPW&A<^-Wm>
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V««^'"
ejaculated Mme. Severm softly, watching

mg m her eyes she came up to the sofa. The nasha andhis party had all gone from the room.
^ ^

.M.Z^''' '\f
*'" ""^"^ ^^' «''^' ^'^ voice vibratingriightly gave the only sign of emotion.

^

Ma^"n,'wheTeTher^
^" ^°"^ ^"^^ ^^^ ^^^^^^

Then my little one. it is not forbidden for him toenter and make his adienx to me here "

mJfhT^T *i^^ °^ unconscious appeal at hermother as she turned to the window

latrai:;^." "
"^ '"' ^"^^ ^*'°"^^^- ^* ^« -^

;t (1



CHAPTER III

BliTWEEN Veronica and her mother existed an abso-

lute confidence, so that when inside their bedroom
Mme. Severin drew her by the arm, face to face, and
looked into her eyes the girl's still pallor melted und«»r

the questioning gaze.
'

' He loves mc,
'

' she whispered, radiant and trembling.

"And then?" asked the mother.

"Fo is coming next year."

"Next year," repeated Mme. Severin, blankly, her
forehead contracting. "Where to?"

"To us—at home," and suddenly with the words Ver-

onica felt a sharp presentiment of the pains of uncer-

tainty and of absence. She drew in her lower lip tightly

to check its untimely quiver. For though, deep within,

her heart already ached, the wonder and joy of the past

hour were still uppermost.

Anna Severin folded the girl in her arms and kissed her
tenderly. With wise intuition she oeaaed to press for

details. Dilation upon an indefinitely deferred wooing
bearing on the surface so vague a prospect of fruition

was better suppressed. She was conscious through the

night that Veronica was very wakeful.

"My poor little girl," she sighed under her breath,

opening her eyes in the early morning to see a slim

young figure in white noi.selessly unlatch the shutters and
then remain upright by the window in a listening

attitxide.

Close at hand from the court below rose the stir of
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sural chatter. Then a tempered pause an a clear but suK

tZ yZ, ^ ""'"f "' ""^ e»'™«-v for a last look at

He checked his ho«e as he bared his Lad ZTtk,

F-^rti-etei£^^HfS!f^

.0 .he call „, hi. ^a-nhoo'd^ Z'ZaZ '" "'''™"

Engaged by hi, government through the medi™ of .famous engineering company for a secret s„™v tal.t!.^known regions of Turkey in Jsi. n. ' '"''

table a., it was imperative. utTask thZhZ ".'"t
zpst and nmf-.„>>! • *

"'"^ ^^'^'^ enough charpred withand profound interest would he hazardous and

m
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arduous. The isolation of unpeopled wastes lay ahead.

Perils and privations would beset him, but being made

of the virile yet tough stuff of which failure is rarely

made he was bound in the end to win through the pur-

pose in hand. And for the matter of that any other pur-

pose on which his will should be bent with the same

dynamic force.

Circumstances being equal his expedition was to be

made an unobcrusive as possible. His few expert assist-

ants as well as the necessary camp servants were to be

his chief if not sole companions for many months to

come. To attack his work in the right spirit and with

the Hide vitality and forcefulness of his character he

must be unfettered by responsibilities of an intimate per-

sonal nature, or the sweet human ties which have a way

of dispersing energy. Freedom in mind and will was

an essential to success, for it was no puny task he had

shouldered.

Besides it was fairer all round to Veronica. That she

responded to the love he held fiercely chained in his heart

he knew without any spoken assurance. Words were

useless. There was that between them, now each had

found the other, that could not remain hidden, and that

would be deathless. But from his man 's point of view it

was only by silence and present rigid suppression that

he was able to play the game squarely, fairly, and in all

honor. And with splendid assurance he anticipated the

future, an assurance which is the prime factor of success-

ful achievement.

As he rode away with the haste of a man eager to out-

strip remembrance, Veronica, slipping out of her white

peignoir, crept back to bed blinded by a rush of sudden

tears.
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She lay for a while with tightly closed eyelids, her faceto the wall achms: and desolate for the .ost treasure,
the m.ght-have.b<v„. Then youth's balm of hope .sto^eg^nt y over h.r heart with healing touch. For 'houghPierre was almost a stranger, she fiercely told herself

Had he really meant it T Hope urged her to belief andconfidence H. sp.te of adverse signs. For it is alway,the ,mposs.ble that may happen, argues the young hlartand when all ..ms contrary it still holds firm th^thick and th,n to the fighting chance in love

she fore rl'' 7!'^ '^' '^^''''' ^"^^»h^ «^ the initiated

panions. That cither could exist without the otherexperience a one could prove. Through the whole ojhis last day in the hills, meditation like a soft veil beforeher ej-es held her in a little world apart, where he ev^o^ her soul looking out from their watch tower fol owdwith intense longing the image of the man whose absence

hThldtrr^^
'''-' ''-'''' ''- --^-'^^^^y ^e-

She was relieved to be going home. Life up here hadsuddenly lost all savor. The wonder which mag^ifiefthe smallest memoiy of love was upon her so thatTwa^a toment to move among scenes provoking at ever; tZ
the ^rn ^^°"^^*r'

^"^^^^^"^ ^er sense ofZ an^the growing space between Pierre and hers-lf

iJ^ZT'"
'^

"f^^^^
detachment stayed with her dur-

Z tt . r?'^ '°"™'^' ^"* '^' ^«« ^°t the type ofgirl hat sits down and mopes because the man she loves
IS miles away and his return to her indefinite
On the contrary, remembrance linked with hope drove

iv.
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her to take up her life with a finer zest than ever before

in the one-storied, green-shuttered house that was her

home. It was situated behind high walls in a garden

thick with foliage adjoining the hospital where Dr.

Severin was chief.

Both house and hospital stood in the Christian suburb

of Opella, connected by a leafy boulevard with the maze
of Oriental streets, the khans of the mosques with their

courts, the bazaars with their spreading expanse of flat

roofs which all together made up the town, broken by
cupola and minaret and cypress trees, the whole domi-

nated by the low liill in the center crowned with its

ancient castle.

Apparently a period of waiting loomed ahead for Ver-

onica, though by no means one of inaction, fur in addi-

tion to the daily routine there were many things to do

in her world.

Zia's desultory lessons had to be started afresh and

new ways devised to render them attractive and as little

irksome as possible. Then Mme. Severin though nomi-

nally holding the household reigns was far from robust

and left much of the practical management to her daugh-

ter. Not always an easy task with native servants to

spur into activity, and the doctor's frequent demands on

the kitchen for special cases in the hospital.

In a year's time! This was the magic formula which

lent vitality to Veronica's days, and color to her busy

life. Out of the constant dwelling upon a promise in

which love gave her firm faith there sprang into existence

that unquenchable feeling of romantic expectation intui-

tive to every maiden heart.

This expectation became of tangible stuff when a letter
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It was certainly no love letter, Mme. Severin assuredherself emphatically, and all the bet-T for tZ aTpersonally she had no faith that Pi--- ' ,..^ ,f
^

*ow „,., ,„,, i„ opena."" «„;, ;;; : ;,:;r 4-;
Lghtly como, lightly go, she oalcu,,, ,1, i„ ,. li c „ n„Wchange., „ eh, piektag «P fre.,h i.u ,..:, l„„"iLaUvwa. co,„pe„ed ,„ drop passing faneio., by tl,;

"""
a^'b.- apt to forgot their very existenee. Towards VeVoni ashe was d,.sereetly silent, not ineiting to hope ™r vetcommmmg the fatal „,istake of ernshing what' .re e™sidered a gossamer fabrie.

"Little mother thinks I am blind. She fears that Imay be disappointed," smiled the girl eonning^v r hletter m wkch she daily diseovered new and delightfulmeanmgs for every word inscribed, "bnt she wilfknowthe rnthoneday. I know it already. I am snre of t
"

Dnnng th^ siesta honr while the mother was IvLdo™ and Z,a sleeping „n her bed Veronica liled ts'

:iiV:fnhnanVLvritrr kr"-

?rwainytt-i-t:fr:birk:,r^4rm^^^^^^^^
over sorrows yet unborn her eyes would oft n Te „mfdrenched w,th sudden tears, and the year of alTn^ebecome magnified to anticipation to an eternity
Suddenly and almost without warning real cause forau«ety sprang up in the mzno.. of war burstLTui^„'

Mil
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the city. People of every caste and creed were sick of the

very name of war, that dragon more deadly than any
mythical beast, which had torn men in hundreds from

their families and later flung the survivors back as use-

less flotsam, ragged, starved, unpaid, their wounds badly

tended and unhealed. The bitterness left in the wake

of the Balkan war still rankled and was not likely to

diminish under the increasingly heavy yoke of compul-

sory military service.

The Utopia predicted by the exuberant promises of the

New Constitution had long gone up in smoke. The old

tyranny lifted for a brief moment had dropped again

with deadly grip, and become even more despotic.

Misrule and injustice showered not only over Arme-
nians and other Christians but upon Moslems as well.

Those who have lived under Turkish government know
the case is fairly hopeless once Moslem himself sets out

to eat Moslem.

Still in a town like Opella, removed from the coast, the

full meaning of the relation of the f-reat War to the

Turkish Empire hung fire for a time. Exciting events

followed one upon the other with a haste that left imag-

ination apprehensive of worse to come. Forebodings

grew apace.

.^^, -^'i ^ m^i^^^ifi^..



CHAPTER IV

HERR OTTO ROSEN was coming to the end of *ong and serious talk with MadLrSevenn Lrusually pale face was flushed, and Xre wTa fJt^^glimmer in her pensive eyes as nf ihl T *^"^

sleeping fires.
^ *^^ awakening of

"Danger? Not of that kind, my good Ott^ Yoncannot be serious. Turkey is bound to keep out ofTh^war. She has bled too freely to run further risks Iwill not deny my dread when the terrible outbu^t tnntrh;rr^- ^^^^^^- ^^-^^:^
moZf^'ff

'

'Tfr *^' ^''' ^''' '^ «ff-i" to his

To^e^es rt^^x'r.' "'V "T ^^" ^"^-
war on the side of oLl^ To^fsir 't^^'l

There is nXlp fottrtm"^! -pt^^^^^^^
have ned to strangle her very existence. EngltdTndher Alhes are thoroughly beaten by land and sea Ma
M-ir """""'l' '.f""'^^

^"^ ^°°^^^ *« be kept in i'rvitude

h!.? . '
"""^^ '''^*^"^ ^'^^ ^^^°^^ t° rise and expelthese outrageous tyrants. There is really only oneEuropean Power to which Oriental hearts go out Lsympathy, and that Power is Germany "

Severin.

''°^' "^'^ ' --fortune!" gn,aned Mme.

31
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"Why do you say that?" he snapped, stiffeniir .

"Don't tell me you are ignorant of what a wid spread

uprising of the Moslems will mean?" she asked, severely,

in her turn. "Do you suppose for one instant they will

discriminate even betveen Germans and English if kill-

ing Christians becomes their one and holy duty from the

Mohammedan point of view? "

"Oh, won't they!" he said, quickly. "No fear at
all of their laying hauds on a person of German blood.

The risk would be well known in advance. You don't
seem to realize that we are in command at Constanti-
nople ? I have already discussed the whole business with
the doctor. Any day the crisis may be upon us and
meanwhile all is ready. German rule will extend in a
very short time from Berlin through Turkey to Bagdad
and on to the Persian Gulf," he wound up with a self-

satisfied air.

"Heavens!" exclaimed the listener, lesr impressed
than the speaker anticipated. "So the iifkish or
rather Moslem notion of freedom is to exchange one set

of masters for another? Ridiculous short sight on their
part, or is it simply an unlimited presumption on that of
Germany?"
Rosen 's face reddened at this audacious reply.

"Leave that matter," he said, swallowing his resent-
ment, "time will enlighten you. My point is this.

Events of grave nature are at hand. The day will be
here quicker than you think when only the German flag

ca:i give security. You have long known that I love your
daughter. For her sake I would consider as a sacred
duty, second to none, the well being and safety of all

those dear to her.
'

'

The arrogance suddenly died out of his voice, and in
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its stead pleaded a solid note of sentiment which drew a

''Yes! yes!" she assented, slowly. "You have akmd heart when you do not take pains to h de il Ihave put no obstacle in your way with regard oVeron:ca. On the contrary I have left you free to w^n Cconfidence and affection."
^^

'•! know you have," he said, agitatedly, "and thatIS why I now beg for your mediation. Y u can havenothing against me. My position is assured '^th a'income that increases yearly. I can keep a wife ^mo'

e

han comfort. Her happiness should be my firsconsideration. Dear Madame, I am willing to Take anyconcession you demand if you will only pl^^^ to useyour influence with Veronica."
^™"»se to use

Anna Severin's deep eyes looked at him reflectivelyA multitude of thoughts thronged her mind th. 7
inostbei^, ,,,,,,,, ,,,, upo'n'tht po^ nt;' ftT^ng Veronica the probation of the stern school of ulthrough which she herself had been forced by fLipass. Exiles from Russia in her youth 1 r fa^i^^ Jdknov^'n deprivation even to hunger till thp Zl
doctor of repute in his own cou^nTry^'U^f^^ ^hi:way into a new nraetipp in a u;„ • .

*> '^
"'*

France
Practice m a big provincial town of
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an ardent patriot, imbued with the high aim in life of

freeing Armenia from the Turkish yoke.

Anna, entering into his vision, put no obstacle in the

way when the right moment came for him to return to

the near East. Their son had been born in Paris, but

was still in infant when Dr. Severin took up a post of

authority in an Armenian college of Syria run by &
foreign mission.

Since then long years had run out their dole of mixed
joys and strangled hopes, tragic epochs and intolerable

injustices. The day of established reforms so long

promised by Turkey to satisfy the national aspirations

of the Armenians never dawned in the lifetime of Anna's
husband.

Veronica, bom ten years later than Nicholas her

brother, was a year old when her mother took both

children to visit the grandparents in France. The pro-

fessor followed when his holidays began. During their

absence suddenly broke out and raged furiously those

terrible massacres of 1895-96, which drew from Glad-

stone the fire and wrath of his last public epeech. What
had begun among young and ardent spirits of Armenian
blood as a dream of superb freedom, leading in imita-

tion of Russian organizations to the creation of secret

societies, had merged into a nightmare of fearful inten-

sity through continual brooding upon their country's

horrible wrongs. When of a sudden an avenging spirit

quickened the white heat of their fervor, and reckless of

consequence these "exaltes" fired with supreme con-

fidence the first shots in Constantinople, retribution fol-

lowed with swift and sure stroke, no less than 300,000

Armenians in Asia Minor falling victims to these brutal

massacres.

T^^haiia^smmiH&i&^'misssts^'mjm ?^xavjr;.;ii-i



LOVE AND THE CRESCENT 35

« ^i o,
relations and many closp fiHpn/ia

home and the emancipation of their race
All these sleeping memories awoke and slinned swiftwas the sueeessive pietures of a cinema ZbeCZmental eye of Anna Severin. And as the ancicn rnnlbegan to bum shadows deepened in her steady glzeII r husband had died within a year of his retam toOpella, of a b«,ken heart without a doubt. In the^a^

Z nartlv^ . r'/f"" ?""^ '"^ "« »'^' '" FranceMd partly m a local American school, what a retrospectof burning anxiety, of the straining of every ene,3!!f

lUhX'thTtr "^^^r'"" "' "'pP^o-e Tta -

ances she ifrfr„ T" """ ''»'<» » »''P <« «i««™.stances she had taken boardere into her house givenend! ss courses of French lesson, in college and sSand to private pupils, until finally she had gained relM

"^rZelfTrrnt"-"»—-"

to resign his national individuality. In a real »3radical deliverance from the TurkishWhehriiSdto believe. The nation was too scattered for uniwXrttowards emancipation. Hi. hopes cente«d ever ofS!

!!!

'- 1-

\\u



36 LOVE AND THE CRESCENT

1'i

recognition sooner or later by the Young Turk Party
that it would only be possible for them to establish u
regime of order and civilization throughout the Ottoman
Empire by making use of the high intellect and superior
business ability of the Armenian element.

Pictures of the hopes and enthusiasms raised by the
triumph of the New Constitution, then of the fearful

disillusion in the Adana and other Syrian massacres a
year lat-er, gave way in Mme. Severin's brain to one of

dire foreboding for the days to come.

And if tragedies of yesterday wci. to repeat them-
selves in some near to-morrow as darkly suggested by the
man before her, how could he dare to stand there and
bargain cold-bloodedly for the chief treasure of her
mother's heart?

Her eyes bla/ed with sudden fire.

"If—you say, Herr Rosen—t/," she said, her mel-

low voice vibrating with scorn. "Why should there be
any if in the matter? You, a representative official of a
nation which boasts louder than any other of culture and
true religious feeling, you can come to me and speak with-

out blushing of an alliance with the assassins of
Christians? And you even wish to make conditions for

a necessity that may arise of offering the protection of
your flag to a family into whose intimate circle you have
been admitted, at whose board you have eaten and drunk,
at whose hands j'ou have always received unvariable
kindness and welcome? Say, have you been our friend

or—a time server?"

"Conditions? "What do you mean? Time server!

This is intolerable," stuttered Rosen, choked with anger
and decided dismay at a revolt where he liad looked
blindly for acquiescence and even warm appreciation.

.•"•7*' mimi^ms^wifi^f^-yjit^'ism.!.
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Like L nst at^j^ossive natures when firmly tackled he
blustered, thereby betraying that his defouses were vv.akand easily penetrated under a skillful attack

exne^r/v^""''
°^ '"''^ ^" ^""" ^°°^"g «""'d youoxpeet ,f Voronica pruessed one iota >f the kind of bar-gam you w,sh to drive with h.r mother?" continued

had"ga1no7'""
^""'''"'^ ^'''"' ^^' advantage she saw she

''But my good Madame Severin you have utterly mis-aken .0," saui Rosen, determined to let nothin. com" ,the way of his unalterable resolve to win Veronica,
Lnder all circumstances my services would be at your

disposal. It was premature for me to bring the Gorman
flag into question, for who would be more certain than

T vV^ ^ ^° ^°"'' '""'"^ «^«"I^ the need arisewhich God m heaven forbid? All I am begging of yoj
IS the favor of a word on my behalf with Veronica Imake no conditions, absolutely none "

"My daughter will never love any man to order," saidAnna Severin "Of that I am certain. Just as mydear parents left me free to marr, where my heart wa^given so I intend Veronica to enjoy the same freedom "
Her words drove from Otto Rosen's mind all but theparamount idea of how to adapt love's counsel as it

appealed to him to Veronica's liberty of choice in select-
ing the man of her heart for a husband.
"But you have nothing against me personally?" he

asked, abruptly.

;^'No!" said Mme. Severin with decision.
Where is .she?" he asked, looking round the spacious

iving room with its Oriental hangings, deep divans and
scattered pieces of French furniture, and then steppingup to a side table to stare at a large painted photograph

11 m-i
:i5 Jr
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of Veronica arrayed in all the vivid bravery of an ancient
Armenian costume.

Mrae, Severin viewed him narrowly, her critical
scrutiny charged with all that capacity for detail which
a mother employs in summing' up the points of a man
who openly declares his love for her daughter and that
an only daugliter. His disclosures had given her urgent
cause to think. She did not reply at once.

"Where is Veronica?" he imjuired again. There was
ardor in his voine. The pictured beauty of the girl had
completely melted the hardness in his steel gray eyes.
"Just before you came in she drove down to the

orchard *riih Zia and Amina to prepare for the evening
meal there. Will you join us?"
"If I possibly can, but it depends upon the mails and

certain telegrams I am waiti-'c for," he repliea with a
hurried wrinkling of his I rt v - for official duty never
more important, could not possibly yield place to the
urgent call of the heart. He had not yet arrived at the
stage where the ardor to possess and dominate becomes
with men of his nature a stubborn obsession that sweeps
all but the one aim aside in order to attain it.

It was true as Anna Severin declared that Nicholas
had kept the worst rumors of Turkey entering the war
from her knowledge, but he had no delusions himself on
the matter. Mobilization was already in swing. Men
were being forced to lea/e their homes and work.
Hundreds employed on the new railroad had already laid
down tools and been marched off to an unknown desti-
nation. Their place was later to be taken by victims
totally unsuspicious of the fate lying in wait for them.
The town was more than ever a busy gateway of the

East, teeming with traffic of all kinds. At the Interna-

iuf ¥>'*i

lK:uiFiem^
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tional Telegraph offlee in the Serai ConmUr AeenU
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1

thnnph ho inshtiMl that (Jcrnuiny was winiiiti, ill round,

ami ln'f nuMiiicH hail not a chantv. Ami hor om-mieM arc

our frii'iidN!"

Nicholas Si'vorin ^lanocd round (ho room. Was thoro

an I'avosdroppor within hoarin^r?

"M«> oaivrul. lilllf niothcr." ho said with tho air of

ono tlso<l to oaufion in all his words.

"Tho outlook is dark." sho mutforod.

"lv«M us hopo whilo wo oan," ho roassured. "Moan-
tinio it is not nooossary to pn)vokt' Rosou noi-dlossly.

Thoro is no douht ho is in doadly oarnost alK)ut Voronim.
1 havo soon it ooniin>,' for a lon^r tinio. Tiivo h«T a hint.

It will do hor no harm to ho pnidont. though \ don't
think for one moment she will cntortain his pn)posal
soriotisly."

"My poor Franoe!" niurmur(>d Miiu\ Sovorin, darkly
pursuintr hor own train of tliDujrht. "Blooding! Suf-
forin«?! Ft is only tho hofriuning."

"I ilon't holiove half wo hoar." Niohola.s said, still

oonfidiMitly. thou>jh a trlonni of anpruish showod for an in-

•stjHit far down in his <lark oyos. I'o folt that not only
Franoo was in dire poril. "Hoson told only his own
views. Wait till wo hoar tho other side. It is hound to

come throufrh sooner or later. (Jo and fjot ready now
whilo I run baok to arrange one or two matters before
yoii call for me."

She tinug her arms round him.

"My son! My dear, dear son! Be wise, and always
cautious." she paspod with a half Sv)b.

Ho kissed hor, callinsr hor by the old endearing names
of his oliildhood. She calmed under his care.s.scs, quickly
regaining her compcsure.
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CHAPTER V

AT the station reigned the usual Oriental Pande-
monium, keyed to a shriller, more excited note than

ordinary. Since the gala day of inauguration, at a re-

cent date, there had never been such a crowd. Blazing
eyes, nervous impassioned speech, enhanced vivacity,

were signals of the prevailing flaming desire for news
—the latest—the most definite news.

One question hovered on every lip. Was it war?
It would seem so. The only important train of the

day had at last arrived, every seat and corner crowded
out. From near and far away travelers of the bel-

ligerent nations were working a diflScult, and in many
cases, a circuitous way to the coast. Would they find
a steamer in waiting was another burning question.
And had the last one come and gone, leaving them
stranded in an enemy's land?

Nicholas Severin alternately edged and forced a pas-
sage through the struggling masses. Hailed now and
again in Turkish, in Arabic, in Armenian, he showed his
intelligence and a prudent discretion more in keeping
an open ear than in squandering words himself.

Suddenly a whisper was shot into his ear.

"Dr. Severin !" Then a hand gripped his arm.
He turned sharply, touched by a sense of familiarity

in the voice, and found himself looking into the face of
Pierre Marson.

"You, Monsieur?" he began, then stopped short in
response to a muttered '

' Hush ! No name, please
! '

'
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face became void of expression as if cast in stone, and
then with an ease showing prompt resource in a
critical moment he turned with a brilliant smile to his
companion.

"Yes, Raschid Pasha himself was my host and an ex-
cellent one. From first to last His Excellency feted me
right royally," he said, loudly, in faultless Arabic, as if
in the full flow of harmless gossip. "One day he tookme with him to a review of his cavalry. A magnificent
display, I assure you."
He laid his hand on the doctor's shoulder as if to em-

phasize his remarks, but in reality there was warning in
the pressure. He had seen a face he knew among the
passers-by, a face in whose arro :ant gaze both suspicion
and curiosity mingled darkly. At last he had recognized
the man for the German consul whom he had met
though scarcely spoken with, in the society of the Severin
family.

It was clear to Nicholas Severin that Marson was
speaking for effect. Yielding promptly to the pull of
the fingers on his arm he moved away from the archway
and plunged into the stream of people.

''The cavalry of His Excellency, Raschid Pasha, are
without a rival," he said, enthusiastically, responding in
the same vein. " Did you see that wonderful mare about
which so many strange tales are told?"
They were soon blocked from sight by Marson 's

servant following closely at their heels in obedience to a
gesture from his master.

"Dangerous man, without a doubt," commented Otto
Rosen inwardly as Nicholas Severin went by apparently
too absorbed to notice whom he had elbowed, "though
he does not seem to be hatching mischief at this moment

Ik^.
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drawn up by the roadside beyond the agitated area of
the station. "Mother, I bring you a visitor to supper,
Monsieur Marson, whose acquaintance we made on our
summer holiday. He is on his way to the port and has
little more than an hour to spare. We mv t hurry on.'*
He gave a sharp order to the coachman, then followed

Marson into the carriage. The driver, as the dragoman
got up quickly beside him, whistled to his horses, then
whipped them into a smart canter. The bells on their
necks rang gayly as the carriage rolled onward in a cloud
of dust between lines of plane trees and silver poplars.
The road crossed the valley of orchards which stretched
north and south of the town, but was now sadly disturbed
by the new railway line and its ugly paraphernalia of
sheds and work shops.

Events were marching, and fate already forging links
to unite them v :h her family without any interference
on her own pari, was Mme. Severin's rueful reflection

as with surprise but cordiality she greeted Pierre Marson.
"More than my compatriot," she added warmly.

"My heart is with France, Monsieur. You must be
careful. If war be a certainty, as people declare, can
you manage o escape detention before reaching the
coast?"

"No difficulty, dear Madame, "he said.
'

'My teskereh
is without a flaw, and I hold besides an extra pass signed
by no less a personage than Raschid Pasha. Even if the
fatal break has already occurred nothing can stop me.
I go straight through. I could even brave Constanti-
nople itself."

"God be thanked!" said Anna Severin, thinking more
of Veronica than the man before her. For intuition at
once flew to the motive inspiring Marson 's appearance
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48 LOVE AND THE CRESCENT
"You will teach me to cook, little wise onet That is

good, but wait till to-morrow comes. To-day the time to
learn is short," said Amina, imperturbably.
"Vronka! Aunt Vronka! Why do you stay so long

with Ah? Tell him to go quickly. I want you."
Zia 's voice was fretful. She had tired herself out with

play and now exhausted was lying stretched out on a
divan at the entrance of the garden house. Alternately
her head turned restlessly to peer through the vine foli-
age and fling words at Amina, and to call out to Veronica
who stood on the river bank looking at something below.
"I am coming, Zia, in a minute," she called over her

shoulder, then bent forward again to speak to a slim
young Arab arranging himself and various possessions
in a small boat. '

' Tell Zorah I will ride over and see her
to-morrow. Have you all the packages in safety? You
must hurry or the night will overtake you."

"Maleish! The darkness has no fears for me."
"Of course not. Are you not a son of the Weldeht"
"By Allah, it is so! It is the truth," said the young

man, simply. "Now I am ready. Peace be with you !

"

"And to you peace, Sheikh Ali! God give you safe
journey," responded Veronica, as pressing an oar against
the bank he thrust out into the stream and started to row.
She stood looking after him with grave eyes thinking

hard of things he had told her. He had come to the
orchard from the town to bring a message from his sister,
the Arab wife of the Englishman, John Culver, who was
brother-in-law to Nicholas. Zorah, having matters of im-
portance to confide to her, wished to see her at El-
Fereidus as soon as poKsible.

At any other time Veronica would have guessed that
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cerning his safety, and the uncertainty of whether under
the new terrible conditions of war she would ever see
hjs face again.

Then suddenly her mood had become dumbly quiescent
as If yielding involuntarily to the inherited strain of
fatalism in her veins. Now at a rush all the early fever
of unrest was back again. Without a moment 's warning
a cloud of the unexpected was moving straight upon
her. Scarcely could she summon courage to face it
For a few seconds she remained <^till and tragic as a
ngure of the sphinx.

Suddenly she paled, giving a little inarticulate cry
paused uncertainly on the edge of the river bank for a
few more breathless seconds, then turned and walked
slowly forward. For though her eyes might deceive her
she too had heard a voice, a voice that almost made her
heart stop beating, and then start to beat faster than
ever before. And now she glowed from head to foot
Then all at once she heard her mother speaking to her
as it from a great distance away.

"It is none other than Monsieur Marson, my child
Just looking m upon us for a short hour before con-
tinuing his journey to Scanderoon. The supper must be
served immediately," and at that Mme. Severiu hurried
off to Amina.

Night and day for what had seemed an eternity Pierre
Marson 's brain had been filled to bursting with the night-
mare of a Prance in arms, of France, his beloved France
in dire straits, of France overrun with wolves and assas'
sms, of his own absence in this appalling crisis, of the
maddening distance to cover before he could get back
with certain valuable information in his possession
Yet now as his eyes fell on Veronica, for a moment it

if

"
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''Ah!" said Veronica, spcnkinj? with an effort at laatYou—you have come, after all."
"After ull

'/ I nevor intondod to do anything else but
conif, he »ai(i with the fire that marked his utterance
as he raised her hand to press it to his lips, kissing it
with all a lover's ardor.

Nicholas Severin looked at them both searchingly
then wheeled sharply round, hastily calling Zia's utten'
tion to his pockets.

She fell upon them as to a favorite game full of
perennial surprises. Slowly, imperceptibly, divertii^g
lier all the time by word and gesture, he drew her to the
little vine-overhung pavilion where his mother was add-
ing another cover to the table after ordering supper to
be served on the minute.

"How did you happen to meet himt" she asked
hurriedly. *

Nicholas explained.

"I wish you had missed each other," she added, speak-mg in Turkish on account of the child. "She might
have forgotten him then. And yet—

"

"Till this instant I hadn't an idea that it was a serious
affair between the two, though now it is plain enough to
be seen, he said, his forehead wrinkling in deep lines.

Me^is of my dear, adopted country," she continued
with the anxious look of one who looks ahead of the
present moment. "If there had been no war dll would
have been well. But there! It is destiny which will not
be denied. Mypoorgiri! And he leaves so -oon. Who
knows if we shall ever see him again!"
"You speak of the matter as £ ^oregone conclusion.We still have Rosen to reckon wim," said the doctor

abstractedly. '
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m^'dlief;;';"""
'"'"' '™'' " "»"""'• ^'-»"i™ « c„l

fork. "Aunt vll
*^'""'"" ^" t'lU'np the table with a

•"d to eat. I am huiigr,
"• ""' "" "' '""' "»"'

of hi8 abirbine look -,

""'"''' ""'''•'• "» «•«

her heart.
"" '"''«*' turned it.,elf into

.ir™yvr,:b":r:r„tit^" •?,'•"''-'"-<> '^«

hoppers and ,he droww ^1,
.""^'""f "' S™*^

Somewhere near brS ,7 "^
°' "'"" '"»«=«»•

he calm of approaewl ,
.™°'"* ""'' °' » V'^""-

A little i.ljT„7 Fd n^rT-™ '""' *"" ^""'

(tarden of an earth wWch el ."^
'""'*"' '" °"« ™«''

wi.h war and .ifL h 1?%^° >"- '"'"»" wracked
the one woman m,;de t„ hT^-

""'' '""" •"«• '<""><»

M'it. Both w";o ,rdd!,?v' ™'t """"""it- She
moving them int^^ZeZ 1°"^ ' •"'' ''^ '"^ ?»'«
"You knew that C„M 1^ ''' °'"'''''' """

you again t" he whiUred * "'^ '""'°'" ««"8
"And I, too, wished very mneh *„

vercome by h.s emotions and the stringent need for
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holding them oq the curb, Pierre i c v himself up with a

sharp movement and gazed fixedi t) r the river. He
saw nothing that was visibly before lis eyes for the

moment. For the sting of a bittor 'c-'Iity was pricking

him hard. He wap on the A^rg. cf i' icing the width

0^ Europe between himself un-' 'xu- i e loved. How
oould he bear to leave her beh i it a and under the

power of the Turk, who was tut i,. • r Ing the enemy
of Franco as none knew better tl i i hiiu.M «f f

t' ? Mafh. <i'^

.u<'

1 his

d. His

ive 1 1 ;^i't to say,"

"France is calling

of all her children.

I
His faco was colorless beneath

cheeks as he turned suddenly w .

eyes were shining.

"I must not say what to-day I '

he said, speaking with diflBcultj

.

me. She has the greatest nee 1

They must put every thing behind them except duty and

jOve to her. I djir*' not delay a day, scarcely an hour

to tell you all that is in my heart—^but—when and if—

I

come back, Veronica," he broke off, looking deep into

her eyes, which big and darkly blue were regarding him

steadfastly.

"Have no fear! I will wait for you to the end of my
life," she said simply, in a full firm voice.

As she spoke these words a great calm fell upon both.

For it is only doubt, and the failure of the word of

certainty that Stirs into a state of gnawing vuirest the

heart's hidden wealth of love. That a man's mind was

iiot unlikely to change during an indefinite absence when

things would be moving with impetuous rapidity never

entered Veronica's head. And that the look in her eyes

could ever shed its glow of tenderness on another man

than himself was also an impossible thought. Fidelity

and love at that moment were interchangeable realities.
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look out into the garden A%h ^*" P*^''»"" *°

by the golden sun%ht piercl the fT ""T
^"''''"^

«=reenof herhand above theTFo. "*" '^' ™*^« '^

there silent and watchful wTth
^"'

* "!°«^«"t «b^ ^«od
heart. All th»

''"^"' ^***» » growing ache at her

wasin her gaL'.'
"^^''^"^ «^ motherhood's prescience

Supp::i;'«:rvS;r,^ ^ * -«-^ -ice, ''veronica,
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CHAPTER VI

COFFEE had been served. Zia had gone off with
Amina to feed various animal pets in the garden.

Involuntarily the circle at the table drew closer to-

gether. Tension strung the moments taut. Nerves
tingled, though any show of emotion was rigidly sup-

pressed. Their voices were low as of those who speak in

confidence and have much to compress into swiftly flying

time.

Pierre Marson had touched on the difficulty of choosing

a route home. Whether to strike down the river to the

Persian gulf and thence to France by way of the Red
Sea, or to journey hurriedly through Syria to a Levan-
tine port. His eyes, vivacious and dark, darting from
one to the other of his listeners and returning ever to

look with intenrJty at Veronica's absorbed face, indicated

that something stronger than a choice of longer or shorter

route, or greater or lesser danger had brought to* a head
his decision to pass through Opolla.

Now they were rid of the child he sketched in curt,

telling words the unrest of the districts he had passed
through. In the East conviction never waits upon evi-

dence, and rumors spreading from the vast sounding
board of Islam were reverberating in every rillage, in

every nomad camp, in pvory caravan of travelers, all

magnified and greatly distorted by reason of their me-
dium of a myriad voices and as many opinions.

Strong traces of a Ger'nan propaganda of hostility to

56
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Islam.
""^ '"'"' "-'«» '"^ke to destroy

"We have sucked the Oripnf /ir^r +
vMtage i, what th "e ra eallv^ °""' ''"" '"'' '^
Marson, hi, ™ice shaken bv SentS™-<i T'" ^t

agamst the Entente Powera G„H LT ,,
"^P'™'»

to find the right eo„n erl^ive 1 tar'-T"'"''^"'
get badi and disclose all IW i„7h7 ^f""^

"
And after that I shonM L, k ,

"^ "^^ ""««".

-t back agai^ att^^X^T ->"' ^^-^ to ^

^a"^r;nih"j:^: hS'ss^^:^ "
h--^^ness came into hii fp^l tt-

°^°- ^ certain hard-uie inio nis face. His eyes were like stPPiVeronica's eyes wid<>TiPrl o«^ u "'^^ ®^^^^-

stimulating war^hT«n .^ .
.^''" ^^^^ ^^^'^' A

chill whi^h "err Vapp'l^^^^^^
'". ^^^"«' °^^'^-^ t^e

her hporf q\. V
fPP™««^ing absence had pierced

.ooii^'atpie™tir;"" °'T"^ *" '«"*-"'
face. But n Jn IT r?' "" '^"''^""^ '> •>"yut m a minute this look was chased hv «,,«+»,
expressing solicitude, vivid wondpr „T ^ *^^''

suspense.
^""^^"^ ^^'i a growing

shor^;.""'
''''* ^ °°* P^^^^^'" -claimed Nicholas.

"Not possible? My friend von Ht+i. 1,
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1^

h

we run across each other as to-day you will pasg me by
without the least recognition. Remember I was brought
up in the East. To this day my father's name as a
hakim of miraculous healing power is one to conjure with
in Bagdad and its whole district. Did I tell you that

Raschid Pasha himself went out of his way to pay me
unnecessary attentions?"

"Such attentions hide wheels within wheels. Oftener
than not they are the prelude to something sinister,"

said Nicholas. "Never trust them!"
"I know, I know! Intrigue is their food and drink.

You can teach me nothing there. What I mean is this.

Turkey has no real quarrel with me, a Frenchman,
Turkey has no desire to go to war with France. It is

only our mortal enemy, Germany, trying to attack us
from another quarter."

Mme. Severin and her son exchanged a quick glance,

Otto Rosen and his blatant assertions springing spon-
taneously to the minds of both.

"Germany's policy in the East has long been an open
secret," said Nicholas. "She poses as the protector of
Turkey, especially at this moment. It is with that same
policy the Entente Powers must reckon to-day, that
above all."

"And a policy she will stick to whatever happens I
expect," put in Pierre, bitterly. "The violators of

Belgium will jib at nothing."

"Yes, there is not the least doubt that they support
the New Turk Party, which favors them on account of
their own absolute confidence in the greater future of
Germany."

Pierre Marson gave a contemptuous little laugh.

"The Kaiser made that choice long ago," he said,

!|}
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?hftV^^ ''^^'^ ^* ^° *^^* memorable embrace ofAbdul Hamjd on the steps of the Bosphorus palace. He
oof,t, r^^ '". '"^ °^ '''' ^'^ Sultan simpiv to en-courage his own importance in the near East ''

*

Bf careful, my friend," said Mme.Severin "Hard

' pL 7'"' '^^^*^'^'' ^" ^^^^ ^° ««r hearts."

nl.J ^^' '^
madame." he said, hurriedly, with apleading glanee. "Let tis come back to ourselv^ Tel!me exactly how you stand with regard to this crisis

"

Lr/in botf ''^''V:
^^- '^^^-- ^-*« -Sysnowed m both voice and look.

TTn7r iT '*7^^^ °^^ ''" ^ ^^^ «f patriotism for usHow coud we fight with a willing heart against FranTe^d her Allies? It will be nothing but a st^ggle against^at very Liberty for which we have striven ^dsuSfor years. Do you know," Nicholas, speaking rapMIylna highly nervK>us tone, now lowered his voice to awhisper 'news has come through secretly that si^hundred Armenians o^ Paries and America are alladvenrolled as volunteers in the French Army?"
^

Bravo!" ejaculated Pierre.

lani^^r ^r^^^
^'' ^"^^^ "^^ "°°^' ^"t yo« know in this

-r^V fT. T T ™''" ^^"^^""^ the doctor, b tVrrt

"no' ""^^ '''^ '^^' '^^^""^^ ^"d discipline."
'

DutTn T" "" ^' ^^dependently, you mean, Nicholas,"put in Veronica, quickly, a depth of passion thrillingm her words, for she, too, w«s imbued with no smaUmeasure of the spirit of her father
''Yes, yes for since the obligation of military servicefeas been extended to Christians, our younTe^^ndstrongest men are placed in the active army of Ce""Of course m ordinaxy times it is only fair L
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60 LOVE AND THE CRESCENT
Christians should help the Moslems to bear the burden
of war," said Pierre, "but it will go terribly against the
grain for you to side with Turkey against the great
Powers which have always been your friends, and are
now waging war fur liberty."

"Liberty and Progress!" exclaimed Mme. Severin,
carried boyond her usual caution. '

' The false cry of our
tyrants, but never from the beginning have they held
to its promise. I was in Beyrout on my way to France
to visit my parents at the time of the festivities which
were held to celebrate the new era of Liberty and Prog-
ress. I was an eye witness to the apparent reconcilia-
tion of Moslem, Christian and Jew. Moslem ulemao and
Christian priests embraced in the open street. They
drove through the town side by side in he same carriage.
My heart was heavy. The reality of this millennium of
peace among so many jarring elements seemed a farce.
My presentiments were true enough, for in less than a
year the solo reward of Armenian loyalty and fidelity to
the new government was massacre, terrible and bloody
massacre. Once again we lost many friends and rela-
tives. They were murdered, foully murdered. '

'

Veronica pulled her chair close up to her mother.
"There, there, little Mother! Do not speak of it.

You will make yourself ill," she said, putting her arm
round the older woman 's shoulder.

•'Yes, Monsieur Marson, and you would hardly believe
that even after the heart breaking disillusion at Adana
my husband's mart^Ted race still remained faithful to
Turkey," continued Anna Severin with a hurried stac-
cato utterance showing how deeply .she was moved.
"During the Balkan war Turkey had no soldiers more
devoted and loyal and courageous thau her Armenian
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subjects. Ood alone knows what will bo the issue ifhese san,e fuUhful houIs are dra.g.nl into a war^aU

.
sVve .'st;;'

^'^ "'"' ^'^^ ^^"^^ -th an expri

"All my unhappy country ha« wanted or demandedat any time has been se<3uritv of lif,. wu
^^"^^""^d

protection of our nation^r^ Ls w I ^M 7%''"' ''

Noth.n. more.- .aid Nieho1.ti;L%tl;^-^.r
pie^. ::::>:s„r

-^ ^--- - ^^- ^v'^id
ni.s eyes, full of thoughts, with a quick intentness inthnr gaze, rested finst on one then on le other He ^^reflecting rapidly, being a man to make rapid cone usiZand then draw up a definite plan to meet them Withpre..nt.mcnts hammering at his heart he looked fixTdly

motrrfi,r^' J " r''''''-'
^"^^"^- towards h rmothen filh>d him with a passion of yearnin- Of W^ave deep blue eyes, soft and luminous in the wan n'IiRht, he saw chiefly the gaze suggested ZZ ^

of straight dark eyebrows
'"^^"^^ ""•^^r a sweep

"I am going to propose something startUno. " i,

looking back, withouttgm Take '2T "'"°'"
eoum ,,, ,3, ..^^jzr Te .r,arDon t speak yet! Think it over! Consider welu hatmy proposal .s no idle suggestion. The faet thaTl J^'
:^s^ z::r' ^"'"-^ ™" »* '"^ ^'-'-

1

Veronica, suddenly white and trembtog, held her

\:- \ n

1 i

ill

')]

' fs



11^

62 LOVE AND THE CRESCENT
breath in an anguish of suspense. Her gaze hung spell-
bound on the vivid face of her lover. Then she turned
and stared at her brother while her arm still clasping
her mother tightened unconsciously.

With startled attention Nicholas Severin followed
Pierre's speech. A quivering light leaped to his eyes.
His n.other looked only at him. When Pierre ceased to
speak but still tried to compel them to his will with the
eagerness of his gaze, she touched her son on the arm.

"Speak, Nicholas! It is for you to reply," she said
tersely.

'

"Not possible!" he ejaculated, abruptly, his face
setting firmly though his sensitive nostrils quivered.
"Run away from my father's people t Leave my sick
to their fate? Prove by my own flight the disloyalty
tacked on under every pretext to the Armenians t In
my turn, my friend, I can say you do not know me.
You cannot tempt me. You do not realize what you
ask. It is the impossible. I am neither a coward nor a
deserter."

Pierre Marson colored hotly. He got up hastily and
went to the doorway as if to gain self-mastery over sud-
den upwelling emotions.

Veronica raised her hand to her eyes and dashed awav
two bright drops that threatened to roll down her cheeks
Nicholas looked sternly before him. Mme. Severin got
up and began with nervous fingers to arrange a basket
of fruit for her guest to carry away for the .ioumey.
The tragedy underlying her recent wonis was still

present to Pierre's mind as he gazed unseemgly over the
garden. Standing there the air seemed he'avv with
portent. The swift shortening of the moments spent
with Veronica came to him with sickening realization.

1
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flunff around her an »nJi ^ *** ^™' J"^* ^ave

passionate desire iinnr.,m,«»* •

^ith that mad

on the doctor's should ™Y ' T"°« '"'» '""d
«e= your point of vTj „d ad "* ""''""^ "«'"• '
you have a mothVr7L^^t ^"* '"""" '"""•^- Bn*

-.o^ent the ^^"0:^^:'^;,:::'^::'"^^
can a man erther work nr fi„i,f * l ,

*®"Ous. And how
his womenfolk r^d." ,*' '

fttb'Ttit"
"
""TTrust them to my care f Li:/ / ''^ Prepared,

impressively, iXeTbv IL
'" '^;'"°''" ^« P^^^^^

sen^of the'necX^/rp^:- -^^« ^^^ a .rowin,

nrj/Lh^riTTf^r -
"" ™^^

Bwear that-''
•

Nothing shall harm them. I

"No, Monsieur Marson, no! We could r,«f i.son alone," interrupted Anna sZT '^""^ "^^

still, while her eyes proudTd f T?' 7'*^ ^^^' *°<*

Nicholas. ' ^ ^ ^^ ^*'°'^' ^^^J'^l steadily at

Dumbly Pierre turned to Veronica

eyf
'' sr riT^'^'u"^^

*^^« ^^«^ the appeal of hiaeyes. She shook her head unable to sneak w ,^

Try to persuade them with me," he said in a voice
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64 LOVE AND THE CRESCENT
tiiat was abrupt and hoarse. "The time is very short,
but It can be done. We can hasten the speed.

"

"I must stay with Mother and Nicholas, of course
Nothing else is possible," she said at last, trying to keep
her hps from trembling. "We cannot go awav without
him. Beside, Zia might be ill and he alone understandg
how to treat her. No, it is not possible."

Pierre was not too blinded by his fears of future perils
to feel with intuition that only a sense of duty would
sway the girl to action one way or the other. As this
sense of duty weighed in the scale of decision against his
advice he knew it was now hopeless to persist. But he
felt sick inwardly at the thought of the girl's fragrant
beauty blooming on the stormy background of war in
surroundings where dangers would be of a nature at once
more brutal and insidious than in the Western arena
For not yet had the full toll of German atrocities in

Belgium and on his own native soil come to his know!-
edge. Their horror was to strike like a barbed arrow
into his soul at a later hour.

Tension seemed at breaking point. Emotion of va-
nous forms inflated every heart. Upon Veronica and
Pierre the darkening shadow of separation had a numb-
ing eifect.

Suddenly Nicholas Severin stirred, throwing oflf his
stem abstraction. He looked around with his normal
quiet but genial expression, then stretched out his hand
to take a cigar from an open case on the table. Deliber-
ately he struck a light.

"We are walking out to meet imaginary trouble " he
said. "Let us face the facts. In case of war my 'work
wiU go on as usual, but its output wiU be doubled, per-
haps trebled."
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"Another reason we cannot desert mv ^nn " co-^ tvt
Severin, addressing Pierre -wTr^LT'

said Mme.

about 7in n 1 •!
,^ ® ™"^^ ^^ve no worry

the nefdt' of .T
''^'° ^"^ «uPPlement more than e^

Of'S a^nd^G^fn^^^:^^ Piete"^^
^^^ ^^ '^''^

^^the pe^onalit, of Herrtsen ^.^ed ^r^^^^^^I forgot certainly that you might always relvITof necessity, upon the good-will of th^O.^ !you know 80 well.

"

German consul

;;That is true." said Nicholas, calmly.
Wieholas! What are vou savimr? t> i

enemy of France? Ne^r ' '

' excTaTl. V "^
•

*''' *^^

udden heat an,l tT,.
exclaimed Veronica with

wiiotPierr. turned to look ttow,t ZJ f^ "'"Jwent hurriedly into the garden ' '^^ "" ""*

angland, Nicholas resumed in a strained voice "Nowth«e are crushed by the probable entrance of Tu^ey^0 the war agamst them it will be chiefly to America™
*n t Z7 •'""" "'f"^^- "^^^ "-ted SU^^ ^ " '^ «°°'* " '"^^ »f »"s as Herr

"I am glad to hear it, my friend," said Pierre, dryly,
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66 LOVE AND THE CRESCENT
•H he looked at his wateh. "I toar the carriaRe ig al-
ready waiting. It iH more than Unie for m« to ho
gettinpr on."

"I will Ro at once and see," Mid Dr. Severin, jump-
mjf up. " '

Left alone Pierr,. Manmn cast an eaffer, acrutinizin^
look mto the Rurdon, then turned with an impulsive
gesture to Mnie. Severin, and took her hands.

'' Mother of Veronica, I love your daughter. If I eorae
safely through the war will you be my mother alsoT" ho
asked with simplicity, not ashamed to look into her face
wrth diiiimei] eyes.

She returned his gaze with a gravity that studied him.
Then with a curious little glow in her eym she said,
If Veronica herself wishes it, but till then you must

wait to ask her. Who can read the future?"
He glanced quickly at her with anxiety in his eyes.
''She will remember T" he said, earnestly.
"Can you ask?" she returned, significant: ,r.

He stooped, kissed her hands, then drew himself up
straightened his shoulders with a resolute gesture and
went out of the pavilion.

Voices guided his steps. Round the bend of the path
he came to an open space between the trees. Zia stood
there, a basket in her hand, her fair curLs falling in a
tangle over one shoulder as she looked up at Veronica
with delight in her delicate face.

"Here they come! Now!" she shouted, gleefully
Veronica was standing stiU with her head up and well

back. She held both her hands extended filled with
grain, and uttered a little cooing call with her throat.A number of pigeons came wheeling down from the
trees around and tumbled about the girls, pigeona of
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varied soft-hiipd plumage with curiouH Tio»rtrils, both
welJed and rouRh. They pcrchnd confidinjfly on Ver-
onica's Nhoiildors, wriMt«, and pven her head, fillinj? the
air with their tender eooing notes, and began indiw-
triously to piek up the grain.

The blood mounted to Pierre's face. He drew a long
breath, gazing with a wild passion of wistful drupair at
the beautiful sight. As he hurried toward the spot he
heard Mnic Severin's voice.

"Zia, I am going to the garden door with a bag of fruit
for Monsieur Marson. I want you to help me.

"

"It is finished," said Veronica, scattering the re-
mainder of the grain on the groud. " Run to M6me and
give me the basket.

"

Eager for the new diversion Zia ran off at once.
Veronica was holding one of the birds in the hoi.ow of
her neck and stroking it gently. The pigeon, dove-
colored, and with large bright eyes, pecked at her blouse,
but seemed well content to be fondled.
"I am going to put ray little Zuleika in a basket for

you to take away with you," she said, speaking to Pierre
as if he had been with her all the time. He saw as she
looked round at him that her eyes were full of unshed
tears.

'

'
The pigeon ? Is it yours f How I shall prize it I

" he
aid, earnestly.

"It is not to carry over the sea," she added, quickly.
"It is for you to send back here from Scanderoon. She
has often made the journey. When she comes back she
will tell us you are safe."

"Veronica!"

"Please raise the cover and I will put her inside the
basket. See, it is all ready with a little store of grain
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68 LOVE AND THE CRESCENT
and water ni the eomors. Just here under the
the place to fasten a little note."
"How lonjf will the bird he flyinj? hack to you?" he

asked in a husky v<.ice, hoidiu^r the Imsk.'t while
Veronica deftly transferred the pifreon to its snug nest
and immediately fastened it in.

Pierre, overcome by th.- nearness and d.^arness of her,
wa« fast losing his composure. The absolute certainty
of Veronica's love had traiwported him on the instant
into that condition of mind, desperat.' and agitated,
which threatens by one mad single impulse to cut all
apart from a man's lifo but the absorbing love of an
individual and make a complete voltefaco. Honor pa-
triotic ardor, .self sacrifice, were being tossed as leaves
of no account on the love current, unruly and relentless
as a river in spate, which raced through his veins.
"About eight to ten hours," said Veronica in a faint

voice, ever swift to feel the effe.-t of mental atmosphere
and never more so than at this moment.
At that critical juncture a voice called out of the

distance. "The carriage waits and the' driver is in a
hurrj- to be off."

Like a .soldier called to attention Pierre drew himself
up stiflay. Bnt still he looked at Veronica. He was
struggling with a new weakness, the sense of helplessness
which comes to one in face of the inevitabJc How was
he going to say good-by t

Veronica herself relieved the strain for t)oth by walk-
ing in the direction of the voice. Mechanically he paeed
by her side, his face becoming grave and fixed as sud-
denly he remembered Mme. Severin's words.
The girl stopped short at the last bend of the path and

turned to him. She could not face the parting at the

m
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ffatc with spoctntors around. Th»' cnlor cam*' und went
in hor face. Her lip.s beginniuf? to tremble she reso-
lutcly sot thorn firm.

"Oo qiiiokly! Everj' minute is pr.'cions on such a
journey," she said with a bravo look in her blue eyes
revealinff that whatever peril or trial mif?ht lie aheud at
any rate the spirit within her would fpiail before neither.
"Alay God i>rotewt you on the way, and preBorve vum \<i

danger!" she added in an Easteni strain. "Alw'avs m
my heart I shall pray for you."
She found it irajwssible to articulate anotliir word.

Something throbbing in her throat was choUimg her!
But with a strenuous effort she preser/ed liei- o>nfrol,
looking intx) his face with calm and tender ejcs.
He took the- little basket containing the pigeor from

her outstretched hand. Then he put his arm round h-r
and kissed her on the lips, the eyes, the hair. For a
moment he, held her clasped as though he must hold her
and never part from her all his life long.
"I shall love you forever," he said, hoarsely, and

then sped away, not daring to pause for another second.
Before disappearing between the trees he looked

around as if conscious that the moment was to be one of
the indelible memories of his life.

The last sierh. of Veronica was of a tall graceful Sgure
finely molded in all its lines, a still face of ivory pallor
set m a nimbus of hair black an night. She stood sil-
bouetted for an instant against the sky showing between
the trees, then she turned to hide the tears streaming
down her cheekii and walked quickly away.

^1
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OHAPTEB VII

A CLOUD of dust far up the road, a faint and ever
-TL fainter jingling of bells gave back to the group
watching at the garden door the last sign of Pierre Mar-
son 8 fljnng visit to Opella. A glance into the carriage
so swiftly disappearing from sight would have showed
him gazing with a fixed persistency into space, the cigar
hghted before starting dying out between his fingers
Before the concentrated eye of the mind one image only
was visible, the figure of Veronica as she had last ap-
peared to him, with the deep blue eyes of her brimming
with love and purest devotion. God help her, and God
help him, too, in the days to come, was the predominat-
uig thought as the sword of separation pierced ever
deeper into his heart.

Dr. Severin declared he must not delay longer r,e
must go back to the hospital.

^
''Then take Zia with you," said Mme. SeverinAmma has gone home and will put her to bed I have

vanous things to put by. Veronica and I will return
together."

"Tes, I am tired." said Zia, languidly, and held out
her arms to her father,

"Send the carriage straight back, Nicholas," called
Mme. Sevenn as her son drove towards the town.
The keeper of the garden came forward from his mud-

brick hut close to the strong door in the wall to detain
her in talk for a few moments. Then she went back
with hasty and eager steps to the pavilion.

70
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"Veronica are you there?" she said, anxiously halt-ing on the threshold to peer into the shadowed rL
freshness of the evening air without. With a heavy sighshe entered, picked up various articles lying about andthrust them with an air of detached thought intoam^

Thef^l
''^ ''' ''''''' '''' ^"* ^^'^y -^ ^^^

For a moment she stood pondering, a wistful look in

t\TTy'y''- '^^^^ ^' ^«°t <^owB to the riverh^K looked hurriedly right and left, and out overX
1I tleTth

"''7
"^t

immediately turned aside into alittle path wmdmg through the tr«es.
Veronica!" she called again

si2' X^r T" '*'" "^"nnuring somewhere out of
«f?ht. men she came out on the clearing whereVeronica had put Zuleika into the basket she found the

uttering their cooing notes to a slim white figure standing among them still as a statue with armTLVt Idfingers tightly locked before her.
"It is a big struggle, my little daughter," said MmeSevenn quietly, coming up behind her, "but couragelYou will win through."

"^asei

.n^ r^T'' f'""'" ^°^ ^^^^ *^« Siri turned slowlyand looked with tragic eyes at her mother
^

ing out her hands in mute appeal to the fate up^n her

Jea'th T"?''/'"^^ '^ ^'^ "**^*"^« «"ddenly snappedbeneath the tendeniess of her mother's preJnce She

fm?:';r '"f
*° *'^ ^""^' ^^^^ he?head nto herarms and began to weep bitterly

In a moment Mme. Severin was kneeling beside her.
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In the relief of free outward expression of her grief

Veronica sobbed out her heart on her mother's breast,

and with it wept away mostt of the strain and bittemees
of that parting hour.

Soon she began to listen to the words whispered in her
ear.

"My heart is sore for you, my dear one. It is hard
to love and to part in the same hour, but love is a master
that will not be denied when called up by the voice of
destiny. For it is destiny herself who has arranged all

this mixed happiness and pain, in order to mold you to

her will. She knows that through the giving of love
to faithful hearts she will be able to bring certain things
to pass in your life, things hidden from us now but that
the future will make plain."

"But why must destiny be cruel?" muttered the girl.

"Out of what seems cruel to-day you will one day see

good springing like a flower. For love and a brave heart
can go far in conquering the evil of what seems the mo«t
adverse destiny. Many experiences go to the molding
of a life. If you submit to them you can often turn
them to your advantage."

"I did struggle hard to persuade myself that all would
be well," said the girl, sitting up with a sort of desperate
gasp and pushing with one hand the soft black hair from
her forehead, "that no harm could possibly happen to

—

him—that nothing dare happen to him, that we shall
still go on at home in the same placid old way, and that
one day—he will come back.

'

'

"Try to believe by all means that everything happens
for the best," said the mother earnestly, "but life at
home for us, my Veronica, is going to be a grave matter,
needing all our courage."
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thl7J?"T'
^^'''•' I ^«« °ot aWe even to pretendtha my hope would come true," said Veronica, dully;only one comfort I hav^Pierre might have go^e with

Anna Severin 's eyes flashed

y,12lTJZ!°A"''" "" "'^- ""'*'>. "fat youwere not to be tied by a promise."

iJlli
^' ^^^,"°t.jPoken I should have drowned myselfm the nver. said Veronica with passion in her voice.

It makes all the difference in being able to endureaiiythxng and eve^hing just to have heard himty it

"My dear!" murmured her mother in a gentle but expostulating voice.

Jl^r"^
""^

^!f^ ^ """^^ ^*'" Veronica's voice thrilled
to a deep note, "for I know! I know! And when oneknows .t IS possible to endure all things. You shall seeT"She had spoken with decided ardor of expression gaz-ing with a far off uplift of look into the growing dark-ness under the trees. Now, as suddenly, sh'e dropped herface mto her hands, overcome by the feeling that in the

cro::^"fdlii"rr
'^^^ '^^^^^^^^ ^^^p^'- « thi\cloud had fallen blo.tmg out the gloiy. In spite of herbrave words emptiness and despai? wTre readT^^d evteager to creep into her heart.

frotr^! ^n^ '^'''' "P *^' '^'"^^^ ^h'«h had slippedfrom her shoulders and rose to her feet. Wrapping her

at~rT
''"''"^ ''' "'"'^ ""' '''^'''^ ^^^ ^l'^«y

Veronica's love for the Frenchman-she thanked Godfor h,s nationahty-which had come so suddenly hadmade a new being of her little girl. Thia wa. a woman

i'
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grown who was speaking. Ah, well, ench a crisis waa
bound to come from the very nature of things. Pate
had declared her will. From this reading of life nobody
who has the smallest strain of Oriental blood in their
veins is ever free.

"And 'now we must go home, Veronica," she said,
firmly. "You must try to compose yourself even as
Pierre made the effort when he came to bid us trood-bv
at the gate." ^ ^

Veronica looked up with arrested eyes. "Yes?" she
said in a questioning voice. * ' Yes ? '

'

"His self control was marked. It had to be. But I
knew he was inwardly as deeply moved as yourself. He
cannot, he must not give way. He belongs to hia
country, though he will serve her the better for loving
you with all his heart. Now, listen to me, dear! You,
too, have other aims to consider. We have to be ex-
ceedingly cautious, and above all to keep strict silence
about the love between you and Pierre however difficult
it may be to conceal it."

With parted lips Veronica listened with the same look
of fixed attention. Directly her mother finished speak-
ing she sprang up.

"Tell me all!" she said with instant intuition.
"There is something else, I know. I will be selfish no
longer, petite mere."

Come then
! Let me draw your lace scarf over your

hair and round your neck. The carriage waits. I will
explain as we walk. '

'

With tender touch Anna Severin smoothed the girl's
disarranged hair, and arranged over it and round the
neck the lace in the Syrian fashion, concealing as much
of the face as possible as it was growing dark. She
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kissed Veronica on either cheek and then taking her
arm they went away.

As they walked Anna spoke of Herr Rosen's visit that
afternoon, explained his ominous news, his dark hints of
future disaster, and above all his declaration of love and
confident hopes.

"Have you told Nicholas?" was Veronica's first
question.

"Yes!"
"He knew all this and yet refused to listen to Pierre?

Oh, mother!"

"Your brother is libe his father. When he sees the
nght he does it and never swerves."
"That is your way, too," said Veronica in a toneless

voice. "What must I do? How can I face that man
again knowing his preposterous ideas about me? You
know tiiat I could never have loved him even had I
never seen Pierre. '

'

"I felt you were not at all in sympathy with him, but
on no account must we make him our enemy."
"The very thoUght of him repels me," said Veronica

fiercely. '

'
How can he dare take so much for granted ? '

'

"Simply a good share of the confidence and unbounded
conceit common to most Germans," said Anna Severin,
dryly. "They are out to make trouble if war really
starts afresh. I doubt even if they will in any wav make
things easier for the Christians of this land in spite o*
their boast of religion."

Veronica started as the words recalled something for-
gotten to her mind.

"Ali was with me before you came this evening " she
aaid breathlessly. "The Sukhs are filled with dark re-
portfi that the Bedouin are rising. Already the Jehad
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ia being preached araoug them. I told him to take no
notice of it seriously. Wo have so often licarJ similar
reports."

"No donlit there is a plot somewhere to create disturb-

ances," said Mme. Severin. "You must toll Nicholas."
"Zorah wants me to go and see her to-morrow. It i»

urgent, said Ali."

"I wonder John Culver himself has not been over to

see us. These are times when we must all keep in touch
with one another."

The carriage waited ouf^;ide the garden door with its

curtains drawn. The two women .sat closely together,

Veronica's arm still linked in her mother's during the
drive, but both became silent.

Veronica followed in thought the man she lov«'d. She
reminded herself how he would have to cast ofT every
care, every consideration, even every thought that might
hamper complete duty to his country. That as a man
girded for a race, with his life as the prize, he would
have to be ready to act, to serve, to .saeriliec, without
respect of self or of any other poi-son whatsoever.

She put the question to herself. If she, Veronica
Severin, the daughter of as brave a patriot as ever
breathed, were to fall short in courage, .seli'-.sacrilice, and
striot self control, how e )uld she in any way be worthy
of the love of such a man as Piorre Marson ?

For answer every fiber of nerve within her still'ened.

She possessed all the caution as well as all the passion of
her father's race, qualities inseparably intertwined in

Armenian character through the very nature of its

development under Turkish tyranny. It follows then
that when her mother turned to her as the carriage

drew up and said, "Be careful, dear! Prying eyes may
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bo about!" Vc: eplied[Tonica repiiea in a steady voice,
no tear!' and when .she came under the lamplight and
threw back her searf there was no trace left on her face
of recent agitation beyond an added depth to the color
of her eyes.

"Zia! Still up? But that is naughty, very
naughty," cried Mme. Severin, as stepping through the
double doors of the portico into the lewau she saw Zia
struggling to escape from Amina's arms.

'•I can do nothing with her, lady," wailed the
woman. "Since the khowaja went off she has been like
a little mejnoun."
"What khowaja?" asked Anna Severin, sharply,

while Zia escaping, ran to Veronica and threw herself
into her anns as if for protection.

"There, there, child! Be good an.l then Aunt
Vronka will take you to bed herself," said Veronica in
a soothing voice, though that instant her heart jumped
at Amina's reply.

"Khowaja Rosen, the German consul!"
With a startled flash in her eyes Anna Severin looked

at Veronica. What new communication was this she
seemed to ask?

'

"Yes, he came just after the master went out I
was taking Zia to her room. She heard the khowaja 's
voice and then nothing could hold her. Allah! You
know what she is!" concluded Amina.
"Go now iuid get on with your work," said her mis-

tress. "I will look after the child."
Amina made „iT with alacrity, glad to be easily relieved

from blame, while Mme. Severin came to the divan where
Veronica sat holding Zia in her arms.
Eia w^as talking in a shrill, excited voice.

\\\
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l(

"I can't understand, dear," said her grandmother.
Go back to the beginning and tell M6m6 all about it."
"I hate him. He is a wicked man. He gave me a

box of chocolates and when I said things he did not like
he took them away from me and said he would give
them to another little girl who was a real friend and
not like me."

"That was very unkind," said Mme. Severin, decid-
edly. "What was he angry about?"
"He came to play the violin with some new music for

Vrouka. I told him Aunt Vronka was in the garden
and that Papa and Merae v.-ere there. He asked me
why I had come home without them."
"Did you tell him we had a visitor!"
"Yes, I thought he might have forgotten our dear

Monsieur Marson, so I put him in mind of the holiday
in the mountains, and how we all loved hira."
She was too absorbed in her recital to notice the horri-

fied glance passing between her aunt and grandmother.
"Then he asked me a lot of questions and I got tired

of answering them."
''What questions, dearie?" put in Veronica, quietly.
"He wanted to know when Monsieur Marson had

come to the garden, and who brought him, and if we
had expected him. I said it was a beautiful surprise
that had made us all very happy. He looked cross and
I asked him why, and said Monsieur Marson was always
so gay, and I should like him better if he was the same."
"That was rude," said Mme. Severin, firmly.
"No! It was Herr Rosen who was Hide. He said he

had better taste than to imitate the manners of a grin-
ning dog of a Frenchman. I told him that his own
manners were very impolite to speak like that of our
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^top. and that it was not only me who loved MonsieurM««,n but that Meme and Aunt Vronka did."

^

And Papa too? " thrust in Mme. Severin.

think hi rr?!. "^^^ hesitation, "but I said I did notthink he liked him as much as we did.

"

"Did Herr Rosen ask what we were talking about?"

-Indeed, he did
! But I told him that when I askedwhat any one had been talking about I was called i^

He was red as a bride's veil, quite quite red, and y^angiy. He came close up to me. I thought he w^.ojng to shake me. If bo had I meant toUch Z
said ML'^r""'-^'

''''^^' '° ^^^^ ^*^*^ *"» I ««°>e in,"said Mme. Sevenn, too concerned about the man's angWto denounce its effect on Zia.
^

"I told him to go away and I stamped my foot at him

Lr^ h
"\"^^/«P«'« h-- and he did not allow ryone to be unkind to me.

"

^

'•You must never do that again," said her grandmother sternly. ''It is uot for a little one likT^otto decae who comes to the house or not. Herr RoLnw^^^ui- guest. It is a shameful thing to driTe aw'^

Zia started to wail. For Meme to turn against her

r;i:;,:r»r^' '° ™"^- -^ ^^^^^ -« '"^" -
•She is very tired, mother. If y„u wu, i,, „^ j^put her t„ bed," said Ve,«„iea, fee.Mng wond^JTleader towards the unconacioas little ohampioa of pTe™
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Alflo she wafi secretly elated, whatever the risk, that
Otto Rosen had been defied and certainly made to eat
humble pie, though at a child's hands.

"Very well, and I will come in later and see that she
is quite a good girl," said Mme. Severin.

Left alone she became very grave, anticipating a vin-
dictive if petty revenge on Otto Rosen 'h part for the
behavior of a child. How could it be averted? Was
there a means by which she could disarm his jealousy
and resentment?

An idea soon came to her. With clearing brow she
hurried to her writing table. Shortly she had written
and fastened up a letter, and then called Amina to her.
"Give this to Murad and tell him to go with all haste

to the house of the German eflfendi," she said. "Come
and tell me when he returns for then I shall know how
quickly he has delivered my message. And Amina!"
she called out as the woman hurried from the room.
"Come back after you have sent Murad off. I want you
to light the lamps in the salon."

Anna Severin, always alert in the face of a complicated
emergency, again put on her considering cap. Then
muttering, "Now to persuade and convince Veronica,"
she quitted the lewan.

J!
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CHAPTER VTII

A S a rule the German Consulate showed no si^g of
Jr\ life at this hour. But to-night the whole town was
ahve. Ev(Tv cafe was full, inside and out, of talking
and gesticulating groups. In the narrow streets men
passed and repassed incessantly, a continuous hum of
voices and hoarse shoutings echoed and re^hoed betwqen
the blank-faced walls of the houses.

^^
"Clear the court!" shouted the Consul as he came in.

"Let no one enter again without bringing me word "
Men standing in groups under the arcade of the court

and squatting near thf divan in the gateway began a hur-'
ned evodug while the doorkeeper reiterated the order in
a shrill, penetrating voice.

The Consul turned .sharply to the majestic Kawass who
was following him in.

"Give it to me!" ho said, savagely. "Have a care
yon Idiot, or you will drop the case. Hold yourself i^
readiness. I may go out again to the Serai at any
minute."

The Kawass, with an air of relinquishing some prized
treasure of the universe, gave up the violin case, then
made a magnificent gesturer signifying absolute readiness
to fly to the ends of the earth at His Excellency's com-
mand. But his swarthy face scowled blackly as Hen-
Rosen marched across the paving and up the steps to the
great door overhung by the Insignia of Germany.
"Why must a man of my race wait upon the will of

8i

'1:

' ii;



'^^immMfm£i-%



MICROCOPY RESOLUTION TEST CHART

(ANSI and ISO TEST CHART No. 2)

1^
us,
M IIIIIM

56

tii

13.2

1^ III

2.2

1^ 12.0

1.8

^ /APPLIED IM/^GE Ir

1653 East Main Street
Rochester. New York 14609
(716) 482 - OJOO - Phone
(716) 288 - 5<)89 - Fox

USA



82 LOVE AND THE CRESCENT
such as these?" he said in an irritable aside to the
keeper of the gate.

"Allah is great! The world changes. It will be your
turn one day."

"Please God!" returned the Kawass, hopefully
"May it soon be His will, for these Christians are all
alike."

He produced cigarettes for two from the voluminous
folds of his trousers, and sitting down by the gate began
to discuss vigorously the pros and cons of the burning
topic of the hour.

The Consulate was to be open all night in case of the
arrival of important messages by wire or hand. At the
sound of Rosen's step and voice two or three clerks left
in charge, who had their heads together in busy confab
flew to their desks with an air of industry. To their
surprise and relief he took no notice of them but passed
on to his own sanctum and closed the door with a bang.
He seemed pent up with suppressed emotions, and,

after placing his violin ease aside, paced with fiery energy?
up and down the room, setting his teeth in anger.
The suspicions stirred up by the sight of Dr. Severin

and Marson together at the station had come back in a
virulent form. Instinct and revenge demanded prompt
denouncement of Severin in a quarter that would mean
prompt arrest, but his punishment would not touch the
chief offender and foe, and might irretrievably estrange
Veronica.

Yet with Veronica herself Otto Rosen was bitterly
incensed. Zia had betrayed even more than she had con-
fessed or imagined. Why this complaisance to a man
who was the national enemy of Germany? Obligations
of personal friendship to him, Otto Rosen, numbered



LOVE AND THE CRESCENT 83

years, whereas the acquaintance of the Frenchman
counted in weeks only.

What did it mean, he asked, suddenly kicking a stool
that lay in his way with a force so savage that it flew
across the room and knoefeed over a low table on which
was a tray with glasses and a syphon.
With a jerk he pulled up short, glared with starting

eyeballs at the havoc on the floor, while from his lips
tumbled a fluent stream of Teutonic swear words
Startled clerks, hearing the crash, burst in at the door
fearing an untoward catastrophe.

'

''What do you want here?" he called angrily.
Can t I have an accident without the whole Consulate

neglecting its duty? Here, I want this mess cleared up.
bharp

! Send some one to see to it.

"

Suddenly he composed himself, and sitting down
stared straight in front of him without moving a muscleA native servant came silently in, sopped up the water
and brushed the debris into a pan. He went out and
brought m more glasses and a fresh syphon.

''Put that table in a safer place up against the wall "
ordered Rosen. "The next time I find it in the middle
of the room you can look for another master."
Volubly the man began with many salaams to defend

and excuse himself.

"Enough! It is finished. Go!" roared Rosen, ex-
asperated.

The edge of his inward anger had worn blunt, but he
still sat brooding over the indignity put upon him by
an impudent child, and the slight to his loyal friendship
for the Severin household by their hospitality to a
Frenchman.

For what else than a slight could he caU this welcome
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I

and pronounced partiality for an enemy of his country?
He could call it more than a slight. It was a betrayal,

for who could tell what treacherous machinations were
not hidden beneath the seeming harmlessness of that
unlucky visit?

How then to get a quid pro quo for indignity and
slight, and a more than probable treachery? For the
indignity, best of all he would like to place the sharp-
tongued little Zia across Lis knees and whip her well.

"Do her good!" h» exclaimed. "If ever I get a
chance of correcting that child, bringing her und*?r

discipline to stamp out her willfulness, I shall take

it."

And this resolve brought him close up to the other vital

matter, his passion for Veronica, and any possible influ-

ence that the contemptible but dangerous visitor could
have exercised upon her.

None, he told himself emphatically. The time had
been too short. And then he remembered his own invi-

tation to supper in the garden, proving that Monsieur
Marson's visit had been quite unforeseen. THiat mad-
ness on Severin's part to invite such a man to the inti-

macy of that evening meal. He could picture it all,

having shared it so often himself.

With this revival of memory he again grew angry with
Veronica, who had treated him with cold ind^" -ence at
his last appearance in their family circle, lie uegan to
think how he could annoy or even humiliate her. For
apparently she had the excruciating taste to have a
liking for this Frenchman. Zia had declared loudly,

"We all like him," and had added, "especially Meme
and Aunt Vronka."

All kinds of rancor passed quickly through his mind.

«^'tfgpiP
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Ceaselessly he began to rack his brain for a scapegoat
on whom to vont his rage. Finally he got up with a
concentrated air of wrath and determination, and walked
out of the room. He had decided to denounce the
Frenchman, who was the arch culprit.
He summoned his Kawass and started out for the

Serai. In another ten minute? he entered the presence
of the Wali of Opella with all the assurance of one whose
visit is not only welcome but an act of condescension. A
cunous bearing for a representati-a of the German
Kaiser at a moment when the whole of Europe and even
of the world was still hanging upon the decision of
Turkey to enter the arena of war.
But he, Otto Rosen, Germany 's chief consular official

for a wide district, was already in the secret. Even
now he knew that Turkey's horrible gamble had begun
that Enver Pasha, Talaat Bey, and their accomplices of
that deadly Committee of Union and Progress, so soon to
be denounced as a " gang of unscrupulous ruffians," had
thrown the dice on the side of the Central Powers.
Hence this new acceas of German arrogance, and cer-
tainty of his own position.

Unluckily his hands were tied in many ways until the
decision was openly made known. But even Rosen could
not divine that, in the same hour in which he sought out
the Wali, cable messages were flying, far and wide,
revealing the treacherous blow struck by Turko-Germanic
warships against Russia in the Black Sea.

Little time was ever wasted by Otto Rosen in disclos-
ing the point of an official call. In fact he was apt to
slur over essential niceties of etiquette, a practice which
secretly affronted the Oriental mind, and often created
an atmosphere of subtle hostility. At best he was a poor
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86 LOVE AND THE CRESCENT
diplomat and aU the experience in the world would never
alter him.

His present mood led him to abridge in a highly im-
proper manner the customary shibboleth of ceremony.
With indecent haste he tumbled out the subject of his
visit.

Kahoum Pasha listened, smoking leisurely, gravely, his
gray-green eyes shot with fleeting gleams of malice. His
silence betrayed no surprise, nor did he appear inter-
ested. A spectator might have guessed him to be bored
at the mere idea that any one particular Frenchman,
more than another, slipping out of the country could
possibly be a detail of the least importance at this special
juncture.

^^
"Prevention is better than cure," snapped Rosen.

*'He is a dangerous man. Who knows what plans of
the country, and promises from traitors he is not carry-
ing back with himt Hold him now and no valuable
information can be conveyed to the enemy through him.
I have the strongest grounds for distrusting him."
He paused, scenting of a sudden that his charge and

demand were not receiving the attention he had expected.
A wave of resentment surging within showed outwardly
in the suspicious glare of his eye turned upon the unper-
turbed Wali.

"It is well, Excellency! I compliment you upon
your quick sight," said Kahoum Pasha, suavely. "Be
assured that my own eyes are not shut. Though I have
to sit here waiting the orders of the All-Highest from
Stamboul my hands are able to stretch far on hi^ behalf."
"Stop the rascal then! Have him arrested before he

leaves the shore. Do not hesitate. Time is short.
There must be no mistake," said Eosen, sharply.

Ill
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Prom Kahoum Pasha's eyes darted an ironical glancethat scanned the speaker keenly.

*

• "What would you say if I told you that I already

fact that he halted on his way to sup with a family youreckon among your intimate iriendst" The WaUpaused to take a long whiff hrough his pipe
Ilosen stared with an air of amazed inquiry
It IS true Excellency!" the Wali went on, quietly.And yet I shall allow this dangerous foreign^ to sjto-morrow night for his own country "

Rosen though cunning, was a mere 1y«) at the gameof mtngue compared with the player before him. Hewas at no pains to hide his perplexity and anger. But

pIZ \T^,y'^ ^i« «P« to speak again KahoumP^ha called out in a loud voice. The curtain over thedoor moved and a young official known to Rosen as theWall s confidential secretary came in

h^^lT-^ X ^'! ?^«f
«^«5^' Rosen Effendi. the reportbrought in about the Frenchman, the protected of Ras-

Klumptha"'"^
'''' "^^^ ^^^ ^— '" -^<^

''The protected of Raschid Pasha!" echoed Rosen
with an accent of scornful incredulity; but already the
secretary having made his courteous salaams, began to
speak. Rosen listened with mixed feelings of which im-
patience was emphatically the strongest.

''You believe that plausible tale, Highnesaf" he
said, addressing the Wali.
"You have said it, Effendina," was the reply
He will never come back at all. You wiU lose him

altogether. You must see it is only a blind "
"Not so! When the hour comes he will be here
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88 LOVE AND THE CRESCENT

What ho will then hrinj? into thn i;ountr>' will be more
vuliiablo than anything,' he now carries uway. One
whose word carries hifjiier weij?ht than my own has so
deelare<l. The Frenehnian leaves the country un-
checked."

"That Ls your last word?" asked Rosen, acidly.

"The (Jemian military staff at Damascus and above all

in Stamboul will look with difTerent eyes on his escape.

For an (>seape, unch >cked, it will be, and nothing else."

"That is my last word, Excellency," said the Wall,
dryl}'.

KostMi swallowed the cofTee he still held in his hand,
dropped into the cup a half tinished cifjan'tte, and rose to

his feet. With unusual puuctilio lu' took leave and went
back to the Consulate in a ferment of discontent and
baffled dcsig.is.

As he mounted the steps from the courtyard a fij^ire

shot up from a mat near the door, salaamed h^imbly,

and presented a letter.

TIerr Rosen took it, looked at the handwriting, then
at tlie man and walked on.

"Khowaja' Am I to wait?" said the man, follow-

ing him.

"What for?"

The man spread out deprecating palms as he answered.
"The reply, khowaja!"

"There is none! Go!" said Rosen, loudly, and
passed into the building.

He flung the letter on a console table by the door and
sat down at his writing table. Fresh papers at ^nce
claimed his close attention. lie bent over them, frown-
'Mg. examining one after the other, then pushed a bell at
his side.
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All hour nfl.T midiiijjht ho got up with a bif? yawn.
His h-uhordiiiutcs could now carry tlirou^'li the romaiiiiler
of the work. It i as hy i„, nicnns necessary for him to
share their vijfil, though lie hud given orders he was to be
called at once if any important message arrived.
When he rose to his feet to go to bed he (rauglit sight

of the letter and remembered he had not nad it. lie
took it to his bedroom. Again he flung it down vindic-
tively with a revival of the anger driven forcibly to
cover by tlio urgent bu-sinens of the last few liours.

But the virulence of liis previous mood had subsided.
As he undressed his glane* vandered .speculatively to
the closed ejivelope. At last he took it up, hesitated,
and finally tore it open with an air of decision.
"We have just come in from the garden," he read,

"and find to our real chagrin we have missed your visit!
Why did you leave before we came? You can only have
loft the house a few minutes before oun arrival id
nothing would have pleased and refreshed us (espec ally
my music-loving Veronica) more than an evening th
your violin. If you can possibly arrange to reti . I
beg of you to come. We shall expect you and be ready
in the saloi

. We were delayed later than usual in the
garden through an unexpected visitor whom xXicholas
curiously enough ran across at the station. It \fm none
other than the Frenchman who was a fellow guest for a
few day.s in the hilLs this summer. No doubt you remem-
ber him. His time was extremely limited as he was on
his uay to the port. We supped as ,0011 as the two men
appeared, and at the end of the meal he had to say good-
by and re.sui.ie liis journey. Perhaps under the cir°cum-
stanccs you are not .sorry that business kept you from
accepting my invitation to the garden. In "any case
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90 LOVE AND THE CRESCENT

both Veronica and I trust you wi)^ make a special effort

to return with your violin and give us the pleasure w«
always appreciate."

Otto Rosen read the letter with varying expressions of

countenance. Suspicion still rankled at the back of his

mind, and out of its depths some of the earlier bitterness

swam to view. Yet he was not insensible to the concilia-

tory strain of the letter.

What did it meanf Almost as if the writer had

already conveyed to Veronica the substance of lus con-

fid'ince of the afternoon.

Was it possible that Veronica had bent a willing ear

to listen? And were these open expressions of regret^

and the wish to retrieve a missed pleasure the first timid

display of changing heart f

Question and surmise drew his eyes to a second slower

reading of the letter. He pondered over every sentence,

weighing the possible motives of every remark in turn.

And while pondering he considered a reply, one that

would be dignified and magnr ^^mons, and yet covvey

a delicate suggestion of reproacn and surprise that his

friends had shown ready hospitality to an enemy of Ger-

many. For a man of French blood mu^t of necessity be

in the opposing camp.

His brain was too tired to >vrite out tbis reply now.

Besides it was useless to send a letter in the middle of

the night. He would answer in the mormng. His last

mental effort as he threw himself on the bed spluttered

cut in black hatred for this particular Frenohman above

all others, and in contempt for the Wall's reprehensible

slackness in letiting him go.

•*lii



CHAPTER IX

WITH a sense of ineffabl.' depreasion Verotica fell in

with her mother's scheme- for propitiating Herr
Rosen after his fatal skirmish with 2ia. Murad's delay
was not regarded as ominous until he gave a highly
colored account of his reception and dismissal by the
Consul.

The two women looked silently at each other, dismay
in their eyes.

"He won't come to-night," said Veronica, speaking
first, with a wan smile. "What a relief! I doubt if

I could have hidden my real feelings from hi.n."

"Don't say that, when it is a matter of sheer necea-

rity," said Anna Severin, excitedly. "You are short-

sighted not to look beyond personal feeling. You have
not grasped the situation. Germany at war with France,
her ancient enemy! We, Otto Rosen's friends, have en-
tertained a Frenchman. The fact was disclosed to him
in the least desirable way."
"But so far we are neuirals and should therefore be

impartial," retorted Veronica, warmly.

"He knows that Turkey is abou. to enter the war oq
Qermany's side."

"He may know and say what he likes, but he shall

not frighten me into submission to his whims and tyrani
ni B. My one and sole fear is that the breach may com<
before Pierre is able to get away. '

'

While waiting for the expected entrance of Roaen,

91
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Veronica, turning over the leaves of the muoib on the

open piano, hud bocome altiiost calm and resigned.

Now, with her mother's reproach, sensations of extreme
uneasiness and cold dread upraiig to life in her mind.

"For that very reason I am trying to keep in with

the man," said Mme. Severin, emphatically. "He will

make a dangerous enemy, bitter to vindictiveness ! His
influence with Turkish authorities will now carry far."

"But they all dislike him," said Veronica.

"That does not matter in the least. It is the power
behind him that makes him of consequence, and quite

independent of their individual favor. But here comei
Nicholas! He will tell us what to do."

"Hullo, what is the meaning of these gala lamps an*^.

general fine array!" exclaimed Dr. Severin, glancing

around surprised as he entered through a window of the

veranda. "I expected to find both of you gone to bed,

exhausted after the excitement of the day.
'

'

"It is just this, Nicholas! Zia has been indiscreet,"

and Mme. Severin explained the situatio.i.

The blood mounted to his face and he drew a long

breath. "If I stops Marsou through spite or jealousy,

and he iz quite capable of this, it will look as if we had
betrayed our friend," was liis first rejoinder.

"Exactly!" said Mme. Severin, decisively.

"But he will not dare," said Veronica, hotly. "He
has no authority to act till Turkey is the actual ally of

Germany."
"I have this moment come direct from the Club,"

said Nicholas, looking at her with troubled eyes. "The
die is cast. Private messages have come through, that

Russian ports in the Black Sea have been bombarded by
the Turkish fleet. Hostilities have been willfully pro-
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vokod. The two German wursliips wcro, of course in
with th-ni."

"Ami hostilities apainst Russia cornmits Turkey to j.

\.ar with France and Grciu UrDain," said .Mme. Severin
in a tone of fuiality. "The unspcnk.ihle has happened."
"Moreover," he went on, "troops are coneentratinjf.

Mobilization has started, of Christians as well as Mussul-
mans."

"Oi,. people! How will it affect th'.r '
said Anna,

in a br.'athless voice. The diseh)snre 0, .s Iptest ncw.s
dwarfed in sijrnitieanee all ."Ise that was in her mind.

Nicholas took out a ciirarettc and lit it. His face was
void of expression.

"God knows!" he burst out suddenly. "According
to all reports and telcRrams the Central Powers have
already beaten the Entente."

Veronica, always sensitive to mental atmosphere, and
stupified by this last climax to her fears, was unable to
utter a word. Only her bip: eyes black with emotion lixed
unwaveringly upon her brother's face.

"Were there any c .papers in the Club to-day
t"

asked Mme. Severin.

"A few. all German, full of their own victories. Also
bulletins from Constantinople, confirming the rumors
that England and her Allies have been thoroughly beaten
to their knees, by land and sea."

"I don't believe it! Do you?" exclaimed Mme.
Severin.

"The news is given in such detail that there must be
some truth in the reports of the actual state of affairs."
"What is the feeling in the town?"
"The same impression that the Germans are in truth

top dog. A merchant just arrived from Constantinople

1
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declares that there they are supreme, though stem

methods alone enable them to hold their supremacy.

Court martial is no idle threat. It seems that the Turks

are crazy about reconquering Egypt. They declare they

will drive the British out of the Persian Gulf and de-

stroy their commerce with Bagdad and Ispahan. They

speak of invading even India, where the natives will wel-

come them with open arms. A party of German offi-

cers are expected here any day to organize military

affairs.
'

'

"I hope to heaven we are not going to have a repeti-

tion of that terrible time when troops for the Balkan war

were being concentrated,
'

' exclaimed Mme. Severin, rais-

ing her hand with a tragic gesture. "How many of

those unfortunate men deserted ? '

'

"About eight or nine thousand at least," said Nicho-

las, darkly, as his mind at once conjured up the lawless

state of the environs of Opella in consequence, the multi-

plication of highway robberies and villainous plundering

in the whole district, which followed the wholesale deser-

tion of badly treated Turkish soldiers of many races.

"Discipline under German officers will be more effectual

these days."

"Also more brutal," said Mme. Severin, emphatically,

"to Turkey's infinite satisfaction. For Turkey irritated

and at war is nothing but a fanatical barbarian. The

gang who misrule her and have deliberately led her into

war with her ancient friends will march on from one

shocking blunder to another, and from crime to crime."

Nicholas checked her abruptly with a warning uplift

of one finger and went to the window, opening it wide to

peer right and left under the arcades of the veranda.

The night was very still and dark. The trees in the

•:H
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garden were silhouetted black against the star-sown sky.
Not a movement within the inclosure indicated that a
living soul was near. Only from the town beyond the
higli walls there sounded detached raucous cries and
calls, a monotonous beating of drums, the barking of
dogs and other signs of life peculiar to the Orient.
He came back, fastened the window carefully and let

down the heavy damask curtains. To the room door he
next stepped lightly, opened it suddenly and looked into
the^ lewan where a hanging lamp still burned.
"It is all right, Nicholas," called out Veronica. "No

one is about. The servants are in their own quarters.
The house doors are bolted."

He shut the door and sat down on the divan by his
mother, who once more seemed overcome by a wave of
black forebodings.

"Dear soul! Brave heart!" he ejaculated in a
moved voice, covering her clasped fingers with his hand.
"What you say is absolutely true and my personal
opinions are one with yours. But silence must be more
than ever our watchword in this critical hour for Ar-
menia."

"Armenia? Is it as bad as that?" exclaimed Ver-
onica, forgetting for the moment all that had been said
in the garden but what immediately concerned her love.

"Certainly! Robbed of her protectors, the only
shields between her and a pitiless animosity, she will be
in a helpless and highly perilous position. It is useless
to conceal it from you."
"There will still be America to protect us; America

who has done so much," said the girl in a protesting
voice.

"Do you know that to-night in the Club allusion was

l:|,
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made purposely in ray hearing to the share that Arme-

nians took in the Franco-Prussian war of 1870 ? It was

even recalled that the volunteers who fought in the

French ranks were Armenians from Zeitoun.
'

'

"The men of Zeitoun have always been fighters," said

Mme. Severin, who was as familiar with the adventurous

annals of her husband's people as with those of her

parents' race. "My God! Will there never be an end

to this uncertainty of life? Must we to the end of our

days cringe and conceal and be on our guard? My son,

we should have followed Monsieur Marson's advice and

shaken off the dust of this accursed land, to seek and

find freedom before we die."

A blighting breath of the past swept over her face,

making it suddenly old, and impressing her with in-

creased fragility. Nicholas, looking at her, was chilled

with presentiment. To lose his mother would as vitally

affect his moral being as would the loss of a limb his

body. Never had his mother spoken so strongly. It

proved how deeply she was shaken, almost to breaking

point.

Suddenly he turned away his face, putting his hand

across his eyes. The wind of freedom! The mere

thought of it thrilled him with ecstasy. God knew how
his whole being panted to be breathing the clean-swept

spaces of ils kingdom. Had he up to now been chasing a

chimera? Was it even right for him to hold fast to the

patriotic creed of his father?

"IMy son, forgive your old mother," said Anna
Severin, speaking again with self mastery as she turned

with a quick gesture to throw her arm round his neck.

"Until to-day I had been living in a fool's paradise. I

dreamt that the days of spies were gone forever, that
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the gains of eavesdroppers were so meager and rare th.it

they had renounced the game. The awakening to reality-

has thrown me off my balance. Wait until I get again
into touch with those old days of unrest, and dread, and
a never sleeping caution. With the need of the hour my
strength will grow. For ray children and through my
children I can still face all that is to come."

Veronica was weeping silently, crouched on the ground
at her mother's knee. Personal fear and sorrow were in
retreat. The past heroisms and fortitude of her mother
had leaped to the front of her mind. Whatever hap-
pened they must all cling together and God in his justice
and mercy would not omit to help them. It was curious
how in all their minds an uncanny foreboding of the
future hung over them like a cloud.

Nicholas lifted his head and slipped his arm round his
mother.

"Again I have spoken hastily," be said. "We are
too prone to concentrate on probable disaster in a crisis of
danger. In reality there are others in more immediate
danger than our own people. For Armenians are being
mobilized to fight with Turkey, who knows how well they
acquitted themselves in the Balkan war."
"Who then are in most danger?" asked Anna Soverin,

adding, bitterly, "in any case don't count upon Turkish
b^^nevolence for our people, if that is what you mean."

"Englishmen, Frenchmen and, of course, Russians.
The men will all be imprisoned, that is to say all those
who failed to take warning and get away in time."

Veronica's tears were checked by these startling words.
Her eyes fastened upon his face with questioning anxiety.
"Will they stop Monsieur Marson from embarking?"

she asked breathlessly.
I-
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"Unless Rosen acts promptly he will get through
safely enough. Even then Turkish dilatoriness will no
doubt delay any order from being carried out in time.

He has every chan^^e of getting away," said Nicholas in

a troubled voice, "but you must certainly make up your
mind to be more amiable to Otto Rosen, my girl ! More
may depend upon your attitude than you can possibly

imagine. '

'

"V7ait until to-morrow," interjected Mme. Severin.
pressing Veronica against her knee. "He will read the
letter I wrote to him and be here in the evening as usual.

Of that I am certain. Veronica, by the by, is troing to
visit Zorah. She can warn John at the same time. He
must be on his guard."

"It will be her last visit there for a long time. The
roads will not be safe for her. She must take Murad
with her and come home without fail before sunset."
Though Veronica went late to bed she was up early

in the morning. She had dropped into a dreamless sleep
almost the instant her head had touched the pillow.

Alany emotions and surprises rending her fiercely

throughout the day had resulted in a great phj'^ical

weariness which brought her the mercy of oblivion.

The way to El-Fereidus lay north of the town. The
bright morning sun, the breeze still soft and aromatic
with the odors of the night, the glittering foliage of the
orchards filling the valley, the mists light as sea foam
on the hills of the north, all these things quickened and
braced her spirit.

In front of her Murad rode on a sturdy gray mule
hung with a well-filled saddle-bag. He sang incessantly
in a monotonous sing-song chant.

Veronica looked steadily ahead, reflective and sad, yet

.'jm^Ji.
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with hope faintly astir at her heart. Her fi^re swayed
lightly on her Western saddle in obedience to the motion
of her strong limbed pony, which trotted untiringly
along the road.

After a ride of some three -miles they crossed a bridge
over a stream and at once turned aside to follow its
course along a valley lying between two hills.

With the windings of this wadi the stream zig-zagged
from side to side, its banks fringed with willows and
oleanders which were still a mass of pink flowers. Of
traffic there was quite an amount, for the road led to the
village of El-Fereidus and the silk factory belonging to
John Culver. They overtook many women trudging
along on foot. Peasants were driving strings of laden
asses in each direction.

Soon the low ridges on either side grew tall and began
to draw nearer together. At a bend of the track they
rose into veritable cliffs. The gap between looked in the
distance like a giant gateway through which the stream
flowed into the same river that watered the orchards of
Opella. From the workshops on the water bank came the
creaking of busy silk wheels. The air was alive with the
whir and swish of many shuttles at work. There was
nothing stagnant in this special factoiy whatever the fate
of other heavily taxed industries.

Veronica checked her pony to walking - re and leaned
sideways in passing to look throng? e unglazed
windows. A man standing within caugia sight of her
and came at once into the road.

"Hullo, Veronica, what is Nicholas about to let you
stray so far from home to-day?" he asked, caressing the
pony, which turned its head to nozzle him familiarly.

"It was my last chance for a long time, he told me
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last ni<rht, and as Zorah sent mp a messagrc yesterday T

didn't want to disappoint her. All well here I hope."
she said, indicatinfr by a jrlance the noisy interior beyond.
"Could not be better," he said, heartily, then his brow

clouded. ''For how lon<? Allah alone knows!"
"I have a special message for you 'rom Nicholas,"

she said, gravely.

"What is it?"

"Not here! One never knows." she replied with a
significant glanee at a mnleteer with a string of mules,
and then at some idle Arabs lounging about the entrance
in their usual happy aimlessness.

John Culver gave her a straight look of inquiry from
eyes that were deep set and curiously luminous. He
was a tallish man, broad-shouldered, yet lean. Though
his movements were deliberate, almost lazy, they gave an
impression of strength in reserve. He continued to scan
her face as if discerning a something new and unfamiliar
in its expression.

"I will come up to the house after Zorah has had time
to empty her heart and show off the boy's new tricks."
he said, a humorous twinkle in his eyes suddenly
brightening his somewhat grave face delightfully. "I
hope Zia is well

" '

'

"She was sleeping soundly when I left. Shi .veeps

better on the whole these days," said Veronica moving
away, a bright color called into her cheeks under that
penetrating look.

The house seen from below was a mass of gray stone
looking part of the rocky cliff against which it was built.

The pony climbed nimbly up a steep winding path to a
postern gate in the wall of rock. Here Veronica dis-

mounted. As Murad led the two beasts away to the
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stable tho frate opened and Sheikh Ali, slim and long in
his li.vlouin gnvh, cmie out.

"N.'hatak said, ya Sitt, Veronica!" he said, salaam-
ing {gravely.

'•May your day also be blessed, Sheikh Ali," she
replied, smiling kindly.

"You honor the house with your presence," he said,
ceremoniously, and held the gate open for her to enter.
For a few seconds the young man glanced alternately

within and without the gateway as if attracted by two
magnets of equal intercKt. Finally he deliberately closed
the door, gave a decisive pull to his abbai over one
shoulder and stalked after Murad calling to him to wait.

Veronica crossed a little paved court and mounted a
flight of stone steps which emerged under a colonnade of
arches. Passing through the nearest into a vaulted pas
sago she paused to call a greeting into a doorless interior

whence came to tickle the nostrils of passers-by spicy-

odors suggestive of Oriental cooking.

The old woman hovering over a pan of charcoal turned
a black face with ivory gleaming teeth to beam welcome
upon the visitor.

"Eywallah! It is none other tha* Sitt Veronica her-
self," she cried. "The mother wit her sou wait for
you on the terrace."
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CHAPTER X

JOHN CULVER was one of those emancipated be'nga
to whom the dallying ways of social conventions

mean servitude of an accursed and detested type. His
father had run the silk factorv before him. He had
been nurtured in the sound of :ts looms, bound to the
Orient by a life-long meshwork of familiarity.

School years spent in England had not quenched the
spirit which carried him eastward on his few long holi-
days with all the eagerness of a homing bird. From
adolescence to manhood his insuperaole impulse t«
breathe the open air of nature had grown ever fuller and
stronger. Camping out under the stars was a ceaseless
delight. He found life of any kind ideal, that had the
flavor of the desert in its breath.

These wild and happy tastes, held within certain re-
strictions during his parents' lifetime, burst their cage
when a year after their death his only sister, Esther,
married Nicholas Severin and he was left alone. To
relate how he fell in love with and won his Arab wife
in spite of obstacles galore is a separate chapter of his
life.

It had all happened one transcendent spring, when an
irresistible nostalgia for the freedom of open spaces had
driven him to pitch his canvas tent between green slopes
and stretches of golden sand, among the tents of a
friendly group of the Beni-Weldeh. The sons of the
Weldeh loved him as a brother up to the hour in which,
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he made overtures of marriage in the customary way
for ^orah. the daughter of their Sheikli Mabruk.

whl'w
^"^^^^^?^ °^*°««d "Pon a timely moment in

fhXrX .T'f"'^'''^ P°^^" °^ Turkish authority

?hl. t r?, ^u'
^'""^ ''''' *° ^'•^^^ °^°n^tary straits

?he hlf ".'^^ ''^" '"^''^''^ ^"'^ P"^ into prisonThe herds and flocks had been confiscated, all except aresidue, hastily coUeeted and driven to a 'secret Sg
The price offered by the Englishman for his Arabbride meant not only release for his prospective fatherm-law, but also the redemption of the flocks, with atempting httle sum over and above to hoard againstuture trouble. Marriage with a Roumi was againsTeaw of Islam, but then the Bedouin are not strict in

«pif ri^ vf'''^^"'''-
^° ^^^^*^°°' ^ho but Allah, him-

self, could have opened the hand of the rich man to offTrthe price that would succor their tents?

hJl^tj V^^ ^'''' '"*^"'"' ^"^ opposition launchedby conservative spirits of both sexes against a hatedbreach in the social codes of their tribe, fhe preLsb^
fJZ T^? r^" P"* ^''^'- J°^^ Culver's per-fect knowledge of the ianguage, his high standing among
the Bedouin, and his lavish distribution of presents re
niove^d obstacles that were by no means of' a trifii^;

He carried his will through, to the goal of signing themamage contract with the giri whose exotic befuty anda ^methmg, palpably magnetic, in th. small oval fa?>eand dark eyes, had fired him body and soul, and mounted
like strong wine to his brain.
For Zorah was no mere beautiful, barbarous child of
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the (IcHort. She stood to John Culver for the living

Kymbol <»f uii i(l«'al li,. luul oheriHhed all his life. She was
the cmlxnlimcnt of thut Orient ho loved, and to which
but f<.r the accident of birth he belonj^ed as truly m the
native bom.
On the wiiole he lived on pood tcnns with his wife's

relations. I'pon Zorah had fallen the brunt of the dis-

pleasure .^itirred up by the marriage. Yet Johii Culver's
pockets '.ven- too well lined to make his enmity profitable
to the Beni-VVeldeh. The arriv-1 of the baby son
8uuK)thed over the bn»ach to a great extent.

Ali, the eldest son of Sheikh Mabruk, spent most of
his time in the Culver hou.sehold, or in the factory,
whichever his fancy favored for the moment. For ti.'e

cult of the normal Bedouin is how best to dispose of his
time agreeably, with neither the wish nor the obligation
to work imposed upon him. Between iiira and his si.ster

was a bond of strong alTection. He worshiped his small
nepliew. John Culver more than tolerated his Bedouin
brother-in-law. He even liked him.
During tue Balkan war, life at El Fereidus had re-

mained practically untouched, .save for the thinning out
of the factory hands by recruiting agents of the Sultan.
Women had stepped in to work the vacant looms. But
the present crisis held strange omens.
How long would John Culver Imj left in freedom to

carry on his business? What would be its fate once
Turkey stepped definitely to the side of Germany and her
Allies? For he was still a British subject, though an
alien to his country's customs.

These were only a few of the vexed questions cud-
geling his brains as he entered the house and climbed in
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his dpli»>erato way to the roof terrace which Zorah made
her chiof abidlnfr place.

His face rdaxcd as he mounted the stepK. Little danc-
inp liKhtH broke up the gravity <,f his eyes. II,. lifted
his h

: as if to irdiale the scents which drifted lazily to
meet him. Subtly penetnitiriff scents both bitter and
sweet, HwntA in which ob-ander, geranium, myrtle, thyme,
and other allurinj? odors alteniately prevailed.
The terrace roof was broad and loiiff, one half running

at riffht anjrles to the other. He came out on the end
overlo(,king the ^^)rKe, and ^ave a jrlance, as he pas.scd,
mto the upper chamber. The persiennes were drawn
and in the shaded interior a lon>? mirror glinted, and
white mosquito n-ts hovered, like pale {fhosts, over the
d«»p Tynan blue of the silken bed covers.

Tubs of oleanders in rosy bloom bordered the outer
wall of the terrace. Across the deep angle from parapet
to the roof room there stretched a barrier of trelliswork
overrun with boufrainvillea, a mass of purple stars ofmany shades and of flaming ruby. Over the low arch
in the center, and almost hiding it, trailed long tresses
of foliage splashed with the same wine-tinted petals.
With a touch that protected the flowers John Culver

parted the living curtain an<' stood for a moment looking
at the home of his dreams. It was a home into which
had entered moro than a little of the charm that had
lulled the Lotus-eater in that "land where it waa
always afternoon."

The ground was thickly strewn with sand that glistened
white in the sunlight. Couched on the sand was a
Bedouin tent, one of the most approved kind, having in
addition to the dark brown roof and overhanging drapery
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106 LOVE AND THE CRESCENT
of goatahair canvas, walls of woven reed matting after
the style of the desert.

Several young palm trees, appearing to grow out of a
projecting ledge of rocky soil, spread their fans against
the chff behind. A foalhery tamarisk rose above the
parapet in the far comer. Climbing geraniums
wandered in profusion round an embrasure in the end
wall which opened upon a vista of the river, winding
north towards the broken waves of faraway lavender
hills.

Passera-by c - the water below the grim house, built
like a fortress into the rock, were apt to look up at the
high outer wall, honeycombed with the usual loopholes,
and say "The Englishman knows how to guard his
harem securely as any Par-ha "

The Englishman himself walked over to the tent where
the reed walls facing the view of the river were widely
opened. The entrance was enlarged and sheltered from
the sun by an awning of thickly interlaced green boughs,
which Ali had taken unaccustomed pains that same morn-
ing to freshen and re -arrange in honor of the expected
guest. Just outside was a myrtle bush in flower, grow-
ing in a giant vase of hammered brass.
A low ilivan was spread out under the leafy sun screen.

Veronica, leaning dreamily against a pile of cushions,
looked up as John Culver's tall figure suddenly ap-
peared.

"You are alone T How is that?" he said, quickly,
gmacmg at the child's toys which littered the sand.
"Only for a moment. Here comes Korah, herself!"
As sb-j spoke the division curtain within the tent was

lifted by a little hand with henna-stained finger tips.
A slende. figure, supple and graceful, stepped lightly to

eeKp- ii'fc!
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view, wearing a wrapper of iioft muslin apotted with red
and girdled with a silken cord. A tiny red cap wu« act'
wuo, y on the dark hair, which wa« waved and abundant
and drawn into two long plaits interwoven with gold and
red threads.

By what magic had John -Iver induced his wife to
banish even temporarily the massive silver ornaments and
coins which are the dowry of every Bedouin woman?
Only the bracelets encircling her wrists and arms were
atUl retained in their place. Perhaps the rare joweled
chain she wore round her neck, the niby studded"disk in
her hair, and two smaller ones to match hanging from h.'r
ears were part of the magic.
How well they set off the mellow tan of the brilliant

little face to which the velvety texture and color of per-
fect health gave an added luster. She had a small
straight no.e, and finely curved lips. The upper one
was short, the lower pouted. Little blue stars tattooed
sparsely round the mouth and a trio of them between
the eyebrows lent a far more startling piquancy to her
-ace than that driven Ir, any variety of Georgian patch.
But m looking -.t Zorah all these features were for-

gotten by the beauty of her eyes. They were so big and
dark and unfathomable, and their look so penetrating
and yet caressing, with the white of their setting height-
ened to a pearly brilliancy by a light shadow of kohl
round the socket. John Culver found in these eves all
the best that the East possessed, shadow and light fire
and proud aloofness, and above all dreams, the shudder-
ing, vague yet tranquil dreams of the Orient.
"He sleeps," she said, taking his hand and drawine

him behind the curtain.

He had to lower his head to pass into the tent and gaze
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at the picture of his son asleep on the rug spread out
for his morning nap. It was a picture that was always
new.

Zorah looked down upon the sturdy little limbs with an
ecstasj' of love and worship in her face. Suddenly a
cloud flitted across its sunshine. She turned with a hur-

ried gesture, nestling up against her husband as she held
out her hand palm downward. lie bent his head to

press his lips to her thick, sweet-smelling hair.

As she lifted her hand it seemed of a sudden as if the

eternal charm of the East was shed anew in the subdued
light of the tent. A rare ring was on her finger, inset

with a huge turquoise, a blue wonder of a stone which
seemed to reflect its own brightness, and then after fur-

ther concentration again to send it forth. Zorah prized

this ring as her very life. It was her mascot, protecting

her against the evil eye and many other dreaded dangers.
The stone was a turquoise without blemish, possessing

magic qualities. As long as she wore it she would be

happy, but if ever she had the misfortune to lose it why
then her happiness would take unto itself wings and
forsake her.

"May Allah protect him!" she said. "For look, the

stone has become green. I am afraid.
'

'

John put uiis arm round her and raised the little hand
to look closely at the ring.

"Be at ea.se, Zorah, my star!" he said. "Remember
the words of the soothsayer when we purchased the ring.

If danger threatens, the stone will become green because

it will be drawing the danger upon itself. If it seems
green now, it is drawing the bad influence away from you
and the boy."

It was so simple a matter to explain the omen satis-
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factorily from the Oriental point of view that John
Culver had no scruples in driving out the fancy of danger
by an appeal to his wife's credulity.

"Y(.u have certainly oased my soul, but still I am
afraid, she said slowly with an anxious look at the
eh.ld and then at the ring, "but our guest is alone,
bhe IS in trouble. We must go back to her.

'

'

This last revelation, Veronica in trouble, explained
Zorah 's mood. What did it mean, pondered John (Silver
as he seated himself cross-legged on the ground, his
back against the divan, while Zorah dexterously pulled
fonv-ard and piled behind him the hard bolsters which
to her continual wonder, he always preferred to the pil-
lows. As he handed round cigarettes to which Zorah
aeld a lighted match in turn, as befitted her role as
hostess, he noticed that Veronica's eyes glittered, and
their lids were slightly red as if she had recently wept.

'^|AVnat is the message?" he asked suddenly.
"How much do you know?" asked Veronica. "I

don't want to give you stale news."
"He knows what I have unfolded to you, my sister

"
putmZnrnh. "Speak on! Only the leaves are listen-
ing to us hrre."

To John Culver, who was just another big brother like
Nicholas to Verouiea, her narrative was unreser%Td ex-
cept as regarded the closer tie now existing between her-
self and Pierre. John, however, did not fail to notice
the hesitating tremor of her voice when it was necessary
to bring m the Frenchman's name. Very different was
her accent of disdain and animosity when referring to
Otto Rosen.

"Never liked the man," thrust in John Culver push-
ing out his under lip. They talked in Arabic on Zorah 's
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account. "Now he will be a declared open enemy, for

his behavior to Zia is unpardonable. '

'

"The enemies of my husband are also miiio," added

Zorah, with a little click of her tongue, and a sudden

flashing yet intense look in her eyes.

He surveyed her with a slow, whimsical smile. The
thought of personal danger was still alien to him. It

seemed an impossible notion after the long years in which

he and his family before him had lived on good terms

with natives and foreigners alike, above all with the

Turks. And at the back of his mind, in spite r uneasy

speculation, lay the hopeful probability of being allowed

to remain unmolested and forgott' in his quiet back-

water, however the waters of strife might rage and swirl

in the open.

"If the Bedouin pitch their tents in the camp of the

Turks who have made friends with the Germans, what

then?" he said, teasing her. "For the English are at

war with the Germans, you know."

"Allah has not given a man two hearts," she made
quick reply, "and as your heart is with me and your
son it cannot be English. It is Bedouin."

"You see, Veronica, how Zorah has settled the mat-

ter,
'

' he said, raising his eyebrows.

"Zorah wishes to test your courage. A daughter of

Sheikh Mabruk knows well that a man must always be

ready to fight the enemies of his race," said Veronica,

thinking of Pierre especially, and sj^eaking out of the

fullness of her home training.

"It is not yet certain who are his enemies," re+urned

Zorah, darting beneath her long black lashes an appeal-

ing, apprehensive look over to John. "No man lives

who is bruver than my husband, but our star would be an
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evil one if destiny ordained that he must fight in the
jEnghsh camp."

''Shall I be allowed the choice?" said John, stolidly.
When the war cloud bursts-it is right overhead at

this moment-those who raised the storm will command
and not offer a choice.

"

"Though women are words and men are deeds, yet
Zorah has spoken wisely," said a soft yet guttural voice,
as Ah s slim figure stepped noiselessly to view and
squatted cross-logged on the rug before them. "You
are, indeed, our brother, the true son of our tents. God
give you long life!"

John Culver looked up, frowning.
"How long have you been there, Ali!" he said,

quietly. ^
"No longer than to listen to my sister's words, and

wait the right moment to draw near," said the younc
man, suavely.

Veronica was secretly provoked at Ali's appearance
*or she was on the point of stating that Nicholas stood
exactly m the sam.- predicament as John, liable to be
called upon at any moment to take arms against their
friends.

"Wh.t is England to you now, my friend and
brother? Ali went on. "What happiness does that
land of no sun and false friends ever give to you?"
^

"False friends? You invent a strange fable there."
interrupted John, smiling grimly.
"By my eyes, there is little else talked of in the

bazaars to-day but the falseness of English promises,
and the sapping of their strength "

"By whom?"
"Those powerful war lords, the Germans," said Ali,

i^li
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uneasily, "I do not love the Oermans, but they are

stronpr, and their purse overflows. It is said that they

hold the fate of this land in the hollow of their hands."

"Don't believe it, Ali," said Veronica, emphatically.

"There are Russia and France to reckon with as well as

England."

"God forbid that I should repeat a lie," disclaimed

Ali, with visible excitement. "The erj- of the Jehad is

sounding in all the camps. There are tribes v,ho have

already sworn on the holy book that each one of them
is the brother of all other Moslems, that united for the

cause of Allah they will fight tog' '^her as one gun, and
if they die fall together under the same sword. And
this they have sworn on the mouth and the heart.

'

'

"Speak on, Ali," said Zorah, imperatively. "Empty
your heart of all you have seen and heard. '

'

"Yesterday after sundown when I rode out to our
camp, a holy man of the Shekhi Bekhr came and stood in

the door of my father's tent. All our men gathered

round to listen. 'Allah, the All-Powerful, wills that

your sword drinks blood,' cried the holy man, 'for the

time long foretold is now at hand. All infidels are to

bite the dust, and the dust of their bones will be used

to whiten tbe mosques. ' He said that first of all it was
necessary for all true believers, and above all the young
men, to learn the fighting ways of the enemy. For their

art of war is more powerful, and subtle, and hard to do
battle with than any kind of combat hitherto known. '

'

John Culver nodded his head, wisely.

"It is clear that Enver Pasha wants more soldiers

for the Turkish array," he broke in. "That is what the

dervish came to procure. If to gain his purpose he in-

cites honest Bedouin to kill, like the Kurds, for tb"""
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pastime, he goes against the writing of the Khoran."
With glowing pride Zorah's eyes enveloped her hus-

band. What a man thus to be able to read the secret
motives of other men

!

What she did not know was that he spoke deliborate
intent to influence Ali, and through him his family and
camp to consider another standpoint. For none knew
better tlian John Culver that from no fanatical impulse,
but only if it suited their purpose, would the Bedouin
rise to the cry of the Jehad. Self interest alone would
spur them to take every advantage of a priceless oppor-
tunity, once pillage and killing became authorized, pro-
vided the victims were not of the Moslem faith.

''Wliat was Sheikh Mabruk's reply to it.
' -'

]\V*
asked John, while Ali, nimbly rolling a fresu cij,'. ette,
seemed to be revolving the fresh idea put into hi"s head!
Zorah gazed solemnly at her ring,

"All-seeing and all-knowing as is my brother, he
knows that my father is a man not easily to be persuaded.
What can Sheikh Mabruk gain by taking an oath? Is
he not already the sheikh above all other sheikhs of this
country ? Can he not already help himself to all that he
wants whether it be a sheep, a tent, or a camel?" said
Ali, evasively, his black eyes glancing furtively yet with
a fiery alertness o^' gaze from one to the other of his
listeners.

"Take him this word from me," said John Culver,
emphatically. "Let him beware of making a compact
with the holy man. If he does, you will be taken with
all the young men of your tents to add fighting power to
the Turkish army. Directly the news is spread abroad
that only the old men are left to guard the tents, brigands
will attack and destroy everything. They will carry off
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the flocks and herds, the women and children, and bum
the harvest. When the sons of the Weldeh come back
from fighting the battles of the Germans and the Turks
—it is certain that aU will not return, for some will be
killed and others maimed—what then will they find in
the place that was once their own? Death and desola-
tion!"

Zorah gave a low wailing cry and began to rock her
body to and fro. Veronica shivered and grew suddenly

"AJlah forbid these things!" exclaimed Ali, getting
up with a swift, lithe movement. "I will go and tell
aU you say to my father, and open the eyes of my broth-
ers. There is a way out of the snare. Inshallah! We
must take it."

,.
'"^^^ ^^*^ °^ *^^ "^^^'^^^ i« never shut," said Zorah,

lifting her head with eager understanding.
"Where is the boy? Let me see him before I eo "

said Ali, abruptly.
'

Zorah rose, and together they slipped behind the cur-
tain of division.

"John! Why did you paint such a terrible scene?
Do you truly anticipate the worst?" said Veronica in
a low voice.

"Anything may happen," he said, guardedly, "and
to make an impression on Sheikh Mabruk after the
dervish's fiery oration, strong colors are necessary His
friends are mine and I want them to realize the truth.
Once before Ali only just escaped conscription. You
know what that means in the Turkish army for such a
nature as his. He would be shot for insubordination or
go utterly under. It was I, myself, who found and paid
the substitute. In this war there will be no way out
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once the noose of service is round his neck. The Turks
will press every able-bodied man they can find into uni-
lorm.

''What about yourself, John?" she asked, anxiously.
He shrugged his shoulders. The lines suddenlv deep-

ened between his brows.

"Allah knows!" he ejaculated.
"In case Zorah should become even more alarmed letme give you the special message from Nicholas now

You must be well on your guard, he says, for directly
Turkey declares war it is quite certain that all the
Frenchmen and Englishmen in Syria will be im-
prisoned."

"Nicholas may be right. For myself I cannot yet see
clearly what will happen. One thing is certain that it is
the Germans who are setting the Jehad in motion It
IS a dangerous game to risk placing the heel of theMoslem on their own neck."

What do you mean T

"

''They, too, are Christians," said John, significantly.
The preaching of the Jehad must in the end recoil on

themselves. They never show more than the crudest
comprehension of the mind of the Orient."
Zorah and Ali reappeared.

"Hanna! This is the moment of decision of which I
have already spoken," said Zorah, going up to John,
fehe caught at his hand and pressed it to her lips and
against her heart. "If our father orders the tents to
be folded and the camels loaded, let Ali tell him that we
with our son will go with them on their journey."

Ali stood behind immovable as a statue, buc for his
eyes, which glanced alternately from Veronica to John
and back again.
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John claspfvd his wifo's fluttering hand and held it

firmly within his own.

"It cannot be (ione, my dear," he said in a tender,
grave voice, "at least not to-day, and perhaps not in a
week of days. Can I leave my house unguarded for
thieves to break in and rob? Can I go away, shut up
the workshops, and silence the looms all in a moment?"

••All these matters weigh light as dust in the balance
compared with the safety of our son," she said,

passionately.

"True, mother of Daud, but would you have me
throw away, as of no account, the heritage of our sonf
I do not say we must stay here if it is dangerous to re-

main, but that T must have time to put my affairs in

order, to pay off and satisfy the workers, and to find a
faithful guardian of my property. Would you wish my
son to be a beggar when he comes to the age of AH?"

If the Germans had meager insight into the mind of
the Orient, it was clear that John Culver knew exactly
how to adapt both word and imagination to the desired
point of view. Zorah's liquid eyes, hesitating, question-
ing, looked from John to Ali, and back to John.
"What my English brother says is wpII," said .\li.

"Inshallah
! He must be given time, but if what he has

told us is the truth, what is done should be done
quickly."

"Then you must lose no time in getting back to the
camp." said John, ciilculating with the caution and ac-
quired intrigue of the East; but, once roused, pushed
by his English blood to prompt action. "Let me know
without delay what course Sheikh Mabruk decides to
take. I will send a messenger to the town. Before sun-
down I shall know whether it will be well to send Zorah
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CHAPTER XI

.Ji

ALI, t( J impressed to linger even over a meal was soon

en the way. An hour later Veronica started for

home accompanied by John. Zorah, though eager and

nervous, was of one mind with her husband touciiing the

importance of getting reliable news from Opella.

•'One thing I omitted to tell you, ' said Veronica, as

they rode up the valley, Murad ahead on h"s mule.

*'Herr Rosen is certain to visit us some time to-day. It

is his way to repent of his bad temper and then try to

atone for it by some extra attention. It will never do

for you to meet him."

"Poor Kosen!" said John, quizzically. "lie has

somehow missed the road to your special good will I

can see."

"He has never had any chance of finding it," she re-

plied, quickly, "and now, as an enemy, he is outside the

line."

"Be careful! When crossed. Otto Rosen can show a

verj' nasty temper."

"You are as bad as Nicholas," she said, hastily.

"Neither of you can teach me how to manage that man.

I find it easy enough."

They reached the bridge and in another minute would

have crossed to the highway, but a sound of many horses

approaching checked their progress. Suddenly a

troop of Turkish cavalry came into sight, followed by a

carriage and more cavalry behind.
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With a hurried exclamation John Culver jumped to
the grt.und, wheeled his own horso half round, and
backed Veronica's pony to the shadow of trees at the side
of the bridpp.

"It must he Ahmed Pasha, the new military com-
mander," ho explained, rapidly, "who wns not expected
till to-morrow. Events are marching. W.. must wait
till they are well ahead."
But for IMurad, who halted stockstill and open-

mouthed in the middle of the bridge, the general and hig
escort would have f.ussed by without a glance at the way-
side group. The boast, with action particularly mulish
uner.peetedly kicked up its heels, pitching its rider into'
the dust, then promptly turned tail and started on a wild
career down the gorge.

With a loud cry Murad scrambled up and started in
pursuit, shouting down, as he ran, all imaginable curses
on the parentage of the runaway. Curiosity drew every
eye in that direction, the clamor even attracting the
notice of the important officers in the carriage
Ahmed Pasha's glance flashed from John Culver to

Veronica with keen observation. An officer sitting op-
posite leaned forward and spoke to him as the carriage
went by. At once the pasha turned his head to look
again, this time with a gaze of searching scrutiny
"Oh, you brother of asses!" ejaculated John in Arabic

vernacular as he looked after Murad, and then turned
a curiously anxious look after the vanishing riders.
"I have seen the new pasha before, John," said

Veronica, excitedly. "He was in the hotel this summer
for several days. I fancy he recognized me "
"I shouldn't be surprised," he said, slowly, looking at

Her, and if I were your mother 1 should follow Oriental
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and not Fninch customs, und never uUow you to (?o out

unveiled."

Vcroniea's eyes widened, and then she lauphed gayly.

She knew what lie meant, but her eonseiou.siiess of be-

lonjfinf? entirely to Pierre put every other man in loo re-

mote a perspeetivo to cause her uneasiness. Uesuiis the

pasha was out of the plane altoprcther.

"Let us be fjettinp on," she said, after a pause.

"Murad will tlnd his own way home."
What had not penetrated her mind was John's per-

sonal idea that Ahmed Pasha's chief atteutiou had fixed

upon him, the Englishman, now a suspect to the Turkish

mind. For he knew verj' well th»> Opella officer who had
provoked that second look from the carriage.

"All right, but instead of riding at their hoels and
perhaps getting into a crowd at the gates let us tjike the

way through the orchards, though a little longer," said

John, privately resolving to return later by boat and
again avoid the i;i^, • road. V\'Ith Zorah and the boy to

consider he had no mind for the moment openly to flaunt

his nationality.

For similar reasons he took Veronica's advice about

Otto Rosen, and to escape a nee<llcss encounter went di-

rect to the hospital to consult with Nicholas.

As it happened, Rosen, through no fault of his own,

found it impossible to leave the consulate except on im-

portant visits to the Wali, the new Commander, and his

Austrian colleagues. He could not get off even for an

hour till the afternoon of the next day.

Veronica had driven to the orchard in the morning,

ostensibly to fetch vegetables and fruit, but in reality to

ee if Zuleika had brought her a message.

The note which her fingers, cold and shaking with ex-
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eit'.'iaent, had (HHcovorod wh.-i. the homiriK i)i>r,'.,n satVly
arnvod had fluttered from the trc^-s t(. h* ..eek, she J.ad
placed, f(.r greater Keeurity, in a tir.y eharu. baR, and
huMK round her n,...k i„ hiding? aj^ainst her breast.When Rosen called she was sitting in a vine-shaded
corner of the big veranda over souu- needlework.
She watched him come out of the comer of her eyes
"l5o temperate! Let him say all he wants to

"
her

mother had said, waniing her not willfully to anger him
Times w<Te never more serious. Invite his confidence

by all means. What he will tell you mav be of great
value. For his statements, though highly colored with
Ills German bias, will not be all false."

Veronica recalled his l,ad temper with Zia on two oc-
casions, and John's recent won] of cau-tion. An hour
ago she had had a heated discussion with Nicholas in
which he had sternly forbidden her to go to the orchard
again, or anywhere else outside the town gates Now
that the Wghways were filled with recruits coming and
going, soldiers on the march, convoys of supplies merg-
ing from all parts on this military center, women were
safer under their own roof.

For war was a declared fact. Christians as well as
Moslems were being pressed into its sen-ice. His workm the hospital had increased out of all measure
Whether he would be allowed to remain in char-^e or be
commandeered to some medical unit on active^sor^^ice
was still in the balance. The subject had already been
broached.

But all these matters were subservient in Veronica's
mind to the central fact of Pierre's proved .safe de-
parture from Syria. This knowledge, still potent to
lull other alarms, braced her mental attitude and el ai-ed ; f
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her with courage to face difficulties of the future. The
love, deep and soul-swaying, which had grown in her

heart with the speed of all growth under Eastern skies,

was to her as an impenetrable breastplate from which ap-

prehension still glanced aside without reaching a vital

target.

"What if Nicholas had to go away ? They would feel it

deeply, especially little Mother; bu'. so would every

mother whose son was called up. It was a cruel destiny

that in this way divided and broke up countless families.

Still Nicholas would be more favored than others, as

whether in hospital or on active service, he would be able

to pursue the work he loved. At home surely all would
run on smoothly. Zia would still be well cared for, and
even if their hearts were desolate and filled with sus-

pense, they would all wait patiently for the war to end,

praying that God would soon send peace to the world.

It was after this fashion Veronica's thoughts were
working hard when she caught sight of Rosen. A sus-

picious moisture had dimmed her eyes, while musing,

so that his figure seemed blurred. She set on quietly,

taking no notice of his approach, and all the time steel-

ing herself to the encounter.

Rosen always carried his head high, but his customary

assurance to-day gave an impression of suppressed ex-

citement, which might signify elation or triumph, or a

little of both. Yet as he drew near his steps slackened.

He was secretly uncertain how Veronica would receive

him, feeling sure tiiat her detestable little niece would
have colored their quarrel in her own favor.

That secluded nook on the veranda where Veronica

sat seemed isolated from the tumult of the big world out-

side, cut off from the clamor and intrigue of the tur-

f

m.
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bulent town, which Rosen had left for a brief interlude
on the other side of the door in the high wall.

There was a calm loveliness and confidence about the
girl sHting serenely at work that called strongly to the
home -ical implanted in his Teuton nature. More tiian
that, ihe appeared to him, in some mysterious way, a
diif^ra type of that Gerraania which, unperturbed and
steadfast, watched over and guided the conquering arms
of her devoted sons.

Suddenly, in spite of his manifold preoccupations, and
the dual growth of ambition and the authority he loved,
he began to dream of the possibilities of a parallel ex-
istence full of intimate joys and the repose of home life.

And his dream circled solely round the figure of
Veronica, making her the object of a passionate desire
eternally to have and to hold somewhere apart from the
ugliness of a world at war.

In quick response to the sentimental twist of iraagi-
nation he now hurried up the veranda stairs. Many
a time he had kissed Veronica's hand before, but never
with the lover's ardor of to-day.

Veronica, incensed, could scarcely resist lifting her
free hand to administer a smart box on tlie ears. His
aeti(to, harmless enough when strictly ceremonial, had
become a liberty, above all to one whose hands and lips
belonged to another.

She snatched her hand away. He looked at her re-
proachfully, and suddenly depressed.

"You are still angry?" he asked
"Angry? Not at all. Why should I be angry?" she

said, coldly, feeling momentarily that now Pierre was
safely on the sea nothing else mattered, and that she
could and must defy this man.

'Mi

M
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l>clii3ve me, it

I

" Because I have been long in coiiihig.

was unavoidable."

Veronica's eyes still sparkled, though her cheeks
colored by anger had turned agj.iu to their clear pallor.

"These are days when a maji's time is not at his own
disposal. Shall I call mother, or is it Nicholas you have
come to see?" she said, evasively, and again fell in-
dustriously to work, chafing at his obtusoness.

'•Don't trifle with me, Veronica," he said, earnestly.
"You know very well I have slipped away with enor-
mous difificulty to see you and you only. Ciiiefly to make
my peace with you."
"But T have no quarrel with you, Ilerr Rosen," she

sa.'d, flashing a look at him.

"Nothing serious, I hope," he replied, nervously ad-
justing his eyeglasses, "but I am sensitive to the least

changp in your n^anner towards me. Let us come to
such an nnfurstandiug, that doubt with each other will
never enter our hearts."

lie made a gesture as if again to seize her hand.
Veronica, putting down her work, managed at the same
time to draw back her chair. She felt chilled inwardly
with the effort to repress her true feelings, while search-
ing for a way out of the position.

"Evidently you imagine doubt where none exists," she
said, trj-ing to speak as one good friend to another.
"You mean well, I am sure, but you are apt to be hasty,

as for instance with our delicate little Zia, yet you have
a good heart, and you know what your German proverb
says, ende gut, alles gut

! '

'

It did not occur to her that the kindliness of her voice,

though forced, was a direct encouragement. His brow
instantly cleared.

All
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"Now I am certain of your full forgiveness," he said
eagerly. "I was hasty. It is my nature, unhappily.
To show my regret, look what I have brought," he dived
into his pockets, "two boxes of chocolates for Zia in-
stead of the one I took away. My heart is good at bot-
tom, and, believe me, it beats only for you my beautiful
veronica.

1

1
You must not say that," she stammered.

"Don't put me off again, my dear, good Veronica,"
he srid, vehemently, this time capturing her hand, and
attempting to draw her into his arms. "You know how
devotedly 1 love you. Your mother knows. She must
have told you. I confessed everything to her.

'

'

"You have no right to hold me, Herr Rosen," .said the
girl, escaping from him, "and what you tell my mother
has nothing to do with me."

Baffled but by no means rebuffed, he stood looking at
her with both passion and reproach in his eyes How
could he in any way subdue this wayward, beloved being
to his will? She must in reality love him. He was quite
assured of that.

"Sit down! Don't be frightened," he said, suddenly,
forcibly controlling himself. "Let us talk quietlv to-
ge her. 1 want to tell you how our love for each ^ther
will not only create unspeakable happiness for us both,
but be the means of rendering the greatest service to
your lamily dunng the war."
"Love for each other?" she queried coldly. "When

nave I given you any reason to imagine that I loved
you 7

"Always," he responded at white heat, "with your
eyes, your voice, your music, your songs, you have al-ways encouraged me to think so."

1 ,1
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"You have no right to say that," she interrupted,

hotlv

"c^an you honestly say you were ignorant of my feel-

ings towards you?" ho said, vehemently.

"Not altogether, but it is false to say I ever en-

couraged you."

"Unconsciously, Veronica, unconsciously, since the

other displeases you," he said, raising his voice, ex-

citedly. "No man could be near you and not love you,

and you know it. One thing I know well myself, though,

that if any other man dares to step in between you and

me, I will
— " he bro'te off, abruptly, the threat choked

by a quick rebirth of suspicion, "but there is no other

man, is there, Veronicr?"

He bent forward to look her full in the face. An
ominous light glimmered in his eyes.

"Is there another man?" he repeated, grimly.

Under his look and at his words her face went red and

white by turns. Waves of hot color surged from within

"jd swept over her cheeks to the very tips of her fingers.
'

' How dare yo\i look at me like that ? '

' she exclaimed,

defiantly, with flashing eyes.

Otto Rosen's gaze shifted, as if automatically, into

space above her head. His teeth set rigidly together.

Bitterness and rage consumed him inwardly, his breast

heaved.

"It is the Frenchman," he snapped, viciously.
'

' Deny it if you can ! '

'

'

' You insult me ! You are cruel
! '

' gasped Veronica.

"No girl could love a man like you."

Her flushed cheek turned pale as her fortitude sud-

denly forsook her. She hid her face in her hands and

began to weep convulsively.

r.iiLJ^::^\\vmn wvii'Sfwrmmf.mam ;-U!t:-
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Startled and dismayed, with rapid revulsion of fooling
Rosen flung himself on his knees before her.
"Forgive me, forgive me! I would not wound vou

willingly for all the world," he poured out, distraotodl

-

I know J am bad-terr pored and horribly jealous .>ven
of the air that touches your cheek. I beseech you .iiy
beloved Veronica, my sweet, dear girl, dry your tears
I will neyer give you reason to shed them again. You

'

'

You must get up at once ! Somebody may come and
see you," she said in a choked voice, drying her eyes
It IS useless to quarrel, but if we are to remain friends

you must never say such things to me again. I cannot
bear it.

Subdued even to the point of instant obedience Rosen
got up and stood over her silently, feeling tliat he would
gladly renounce every other dream of his life, and the
bhss of heaven itself, if oi.ly once he could hold hor in
his arms and hear a word of love from her lips. He had
never dreamed it was possible for him to feel for any
woman as he felt for her. It was madness, he knew
but nothing else mattered in the world.

All at once a door close at hand was flung open and
Amina hurried forward. At sight of Rosen she stopped
abruptly, but recovering herself .ame close up to
V eromica in spite of his scowling look.

"Come at once, little lady, without delay," she said
in a hushed, excited voice.

"What is the matter?" said Veronica, stam. J, sprin^.-
mg to her feet.

°

"The Sitt wants you. .It is very pressing," and
Amina ran back to the house, followed as quickly by her
young mistress.

lii'il
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t

Rosen instantly suspected a ruse, a pre-arranged plan

of aerain putting him off. He clutched his hat, caught

up the boxes of chocolates, and strode off impetuously.

At the head of the stairs his steps wavered and came to

a standstill. He had begun to debate furiously with

himself, whether to wait for Veronica's possible return,

or to act with finality and leave the house never to enter

it again. While still hesitating he heard a voice calling^

him.

"Effendi! Effendi! Will it please you graciously to

come. You are wanted," and Amina reappeared before

him, flurried and heated.

Perplexed, but acutely gratified and relieved, he fol-

lowed the woman, who led him to a small anteroom at

the end of the lewan.

Here his eyes fell on an agitated group gathered round

the figure of an old black woman who sat hunched up on

the floor, rocking herself to and fro in a paroxysm of

grief.

Mme. Severin, seated on the edge of a divan, was bend-

ing over her strange visitor with pale and worried face.

Close by, whispering together with repressed excitement,

stood Amina and Murad. Veronica knelt beside the old

woman. She had taken her by the hand and was talking^

to her quickly yet soothingly.

"What is it?" asked Rosen, hurrying up to her genu-

inely concerned.

"A dreadful thing has happened," she said, looking

up. "John Culver has been arrested. He is in some

prison, and no one knows what has become of his wife

and child."

"John Culver in prison?" repeated Rosen, taken

aback and scenting a complication for which he had
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little relish. He spoke as if trying to call back the
name.

"You know him well. The brother-in-law of Nicholas
and Zia's uncle. A man who har lived all his life under
Turkish rule, paying his taxes loyally, like his father
before him, with the best of Turkey's subjects," said
Anna Severin in a deep emphatic voice. " To me he was
like a second son.

'

'

"Ai! Ai! Ai!" wailed the woman on the floor,

though not a word was intelligible to her, the conversa-
tion being carried on as usual in French.

"Who brought the news?" he asked, shortly, twisting
with nervous speed the long points of his mustache.

'

'
This woman who was the household cook. She is still

too agitated to give many details," said IVIme. Severin.
"It was only the day before yesterday I rode out to

El Fereidus to visit them," said Veronica, looking up.
"John came back with me to the town thinking that
Murad alone was not sufficient escort.

'

'

"Quite right!" nodded Rosen, approvingly.

"He also wanted to see Nicholas, and find out the
truth about affairs, but it was chiefly on my account he
came to the town," continued Veronica, rapidly, "and
now I feel it is all my fault."

"You see he was arrested that same day when passing
through the town gate on his way home," explained
Mme. Severin. "The woman says that a guard of
soldiers came to the house that night. They kept her
busy cooking for them all yesterday. Early this morn-
ing she managed to slip away, but has been long in get-

ting here because she was afraid of being followed and
put in prison. You know how timid these people are.

Whether the wife and child were taken away by the

! I.
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military, or ^bother by some neans or otber tbey

escaped she cannot tell. Tbey 'if e disappeared with-

out leaving trace of any kind. The silk faetor>' is to

be run for government purposes, and the house used

for military officials. The men on guard talked of these

matters without reser\'e."

"Oh dear, oh dear, whatever can we do!" cried

Veronica. "Poor innocent €John clappetl in prison like

a common thief. The Zorab be adores and their beauti-

ful boy not to be found. It is infamous. Should the

news reach him in prison it will kill him."

"It is all because he is an Englishnmn," put in Mme.
Severin. "Otto, my friend, will all English subjects be

arrested ? '

'

"They will certainly be interned, and not only the

English, but all enemy aliens,
'

' he said, stiffly.

"But John Culver is our relative and friend,"

Veronica protested with warmth. She sprang to her

feet and stood provocatively before him. "Now, Herr

Rosen, is the moment to test the strength of your friend-

ship for us. Procure his freedom ! You can if you

choose.
'

'

Rosen looked darkly at her, a strife of cross feelings

struggling within him and showing outwardly in his

rapidly changing expression

"Your influence at the Serai and with the Wall would

go far," suggested Mme. Severin, persuasively.

"What is Nicholas doing?" he asked, abruptly.

"Where is he?"

Mon Dieu ! He knows nothing at all so far. He has

had to visit some important out-patients, and took Zia

with him in the carriage. It will be a great blow to bear

that his wife's brother has been treated like this."
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'•Have no fear, Mamotsehka, " said Veronica, confi-

dently. "Ilerr Rosen is going to put this injustice

straight."

Otio Rosen's face was a study while she spoke. He
flashed her a queer (jucstioning look, then turned -ad
paced a few steps up and down, his head bent, his fingers

still busied with his mustaehe.

"You must realize that the arrest is quite in order with,

war regulations. There is no chance of Culver's re-

lease," he said, halting suddenly, and speaking directly

to Veronica. "I may possibly procure amelioration of
his treatment as a prisoner. For this I will do my best."

"That is always something," said Mine. Severin
slowly.

"But not enough," Veronica added, imperiously.
"We want to know the truth about Zorah and the boy.
It is impossible for them to have vanished into thin air

without the knowledge of the officials who ordered this

cruel raid on El-Fereidus. You will not fail to find out,

Herr Rosen?"

"It will certainly be difficult," he said, uneasily.

"What does tliat matter if you gain your end?" she
retorted, not realizing the double significance of her
words till she saw the light leap into his eyes.

Personally he eared not a jot whether John Culver
ever regained his liberty or not. As for the wife and
child the ambiguity of their fate was but part and parcel

of the fortune of war. Yet to please Veronica he was
willing to move certain levers of influence, secretly,

discreetly.

For by doing so to success, he would gain the end for
which he was striving so ardently. She, herself, had
said it. He would hold her to her word.

''i;
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'•Emle Kilt, alios g\\t1 1h that still your tnio and
final word?" ho Raid, siirnifieantly, in a low voice, com-
ing close up to hor.

"Ywi, certainly!" sho replied, fearlessly.

"Good!" ho ejaculated and looked at his watch.

"The sooiUT I bofjiu the hotter. Besides I have im-

portant enpifieinents already overdue aiul a host of

pressinj? business matters to settle."

lie turned to Mmc. Severin.

*'Au revoir, dear Madame! Let me have any new de-

tails you can gather later from the woman. They will

all help."

I i

i'i;- dMSiissmL-^asmbi \aF~W^6*¥^



^:''*

CFTAPTKR XII

TN davH of HUHprnso whi.-h followorl nofhin^ n.oro dofi.
J. n.tr. WHS H(I,|..,| tc, ,h,. „arr«tivo of t,|,o ol.l blackwo,„Hn 0,„r ,„. snh.s<.,„.„t fat. of John Culv.r aftor
h.s k,hM,.,. Hrrost ,.t ,1... town ,.at,o. l.„n^ ar. impor.otrable
veil, ^uu.lar ohs.M.n.y blottod out Zorah and h.r boyNjebo as tn.l familiar moans of undor^ronnd .K.uh^
but d.scov.ml notbu,,. fn-sh. Even Ali. whose comingand Ro.njr never faded, showed no sign of life
Had reoruitiuK af?ents ^^,t hold of him ? The Severinsd.d not th.nk so. Ratl.er had John's proph.-cy of com!ing disaster driven him swiftly to cover
••Probably the whole camp has made a bolt for

safety, sa.d Nicholas. "They would strike tents andmove away the .same night that Ai. -ok them the mes-
sage from John."
-In that ca.se Zorah could not pos.sibly be with them

unle.ss A
, wa.s able to get baek to the house in John's

^::i::^
^^^^"^^^- "^^^ ^^^ ^-^- --^^ ^-

••Not^ of necessity," put in Madame Sevcrin, "and Ireally don t think it possible for Zorah to have played
her hu.sband such a trick, for she would have had to start
without even knowing of his arrest. All the same
mother love may have driven her to take u desperate step
while brooding alone."

^

One of their surmises was soon verified. Nicholas

ZTw ; 1 T' ^^"^ "^'^ ^' ^^^ •'"^^ ^«"d that the
Beni-Weldeh encampment was actually broken up and

^33
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not u triico left in its wnkc. A (|,Mi'k swift Rahil hud

evidently followod the sutidcn news of an approaching

dan^tT. Nothinjr fiirtht-r couhl he known till soinc sipn

n-at'licii thcni throntrh Ali himself or a (h'i)uly.

"The only altcrnativt' is to wait and sec what Otto

Koscn finds ont," said Mm«'. Sovorin.

' What he has done you moan." aiiiondcd Veronica.

' If he chooses to act he can get .John freed. If not, why
then I have finished with him "

The un>fry pa.ssa>,'e with Ilerr Uosen had left a stronj:

impression on Zia. Ilijrhly strunjr and always frail, a

mental upset >renerally reacted on her weak body in a

way that only her father rightly underst(M)d. Ilis indi»?-

nation with Rosen had been the stronger for its necessary

repression.

So far every one had succeeded in keeping from the

child the bad nows about her Fncle John. This was all

the easier because conscription had carried off Murad,

and Anuna left alone would not for worlds divulge any-

thing to bring a tear to the eyes of the child she adored.

Zia had not escaped reproof from her grandmother

for display of temper to Ilerr llosen when a guest of the

house.

"But I tell you Memo it was Herr Rosen who first lost

his temper,' protested the child petulantly, "because he

wanted to know what Monsieur Marson talked about and

I would not tell him."

"Tnless you had tirst told him Monsieur Marson was

with us that evening Herr Rosen would have known

nothing at all about his visit, my little one," said Mme.

Severin, firmly.
'

' I have told you before you are not to

chatter about our visitors. You will know the reason

when you arc older."

y^
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Aia, with u catch iii her voice.

Mr.H.. Scvcrir, kissel the .,„ivcrir,s.' lifflc face "|j..
cause n,v l.tMe ,ir! knows cve„ „t her a.e the clitTerenccbetween h.norahh. an.l dishonon.hlc behavior That isa lesson y„u have h'arnf well, (.h.'rie

"

Tn!k'".'","
^'7 ?'"''" ^'"''^ she cxphiined that nowTurkey had entered the ,.reaf Kuropcan war France wasno longer a neutral in the Ottoman empire, and thatwhen AIons.eur Marson dined with them in he ,ar enhe was already II,,r Rosen's ,.,..„,v, and nu.ht easilyhave been prevented from ^^oin- hack to France "Soonce again, petite, ren.emhcr you ,nust never tell thenames of any of our ,u<..sts to Ilcrr Rose,, or to anvbodv

olsc. It nn,^ht mean ha.l con«e.,ucnces for all of u^. and
disaster for our visitors."

"What bad conseriuences? Will they kill us and makeus martyi-s l.k,-" bej,an the child, excitediv

in.| "''pT
''"'" '"'^ '^' -TandmJther, sooth-

f.'p . ^,T'^"'''
'"'"^ ^"^ '"'P^h^ be put in prison."

Pnson
!

echoed the child, still showin,. ajritation.Or at any rate made to pay a bifj fine of money orporhaps tortured." said Mme. Severin, meditatively, as
If for an instant off j,uard. "Who can tell ! You mustnever for,^t to say your prayers diligently, and ask tomade brave. Heaven knows you will need every help
tJiey can give you in life, petite."

Nicholas Severin disapproved of this enlightenment
for Z.a. n,s mother disagreed and in the end he yielded
the point seeing that it might prevent further mischiefFor at all tnues their house had been a place of refuge
for hardly pressed compatriots. In such times a. th.
present even the silence of a child had to be ensured

'"

s
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"She has a loyal soul," said Mme. Severin warmly,

**and now she knows the necessity will be mute as a fish."

All the same Zia showed stubborn reluctance to accept

Eosen's peace-offering of chocolates. It was just as well

he was not present when they were put 'nto her hands

for she dashed the boxes to the floor. A child's con-

fidence once outraged is not readily renewed, and this

was one of singularly intense and sensitive feeling, due

perhaps to the blending of her Eastern and Western

blood.

A week went by before Otto Rosen paid his next visit

to the house, a hurried one late one evening. Since the

town had filled with military bustle the gate in the high

wall was kept bolted by day as well as night. Amina

hastened to open directly she heard the loud demand of

the kawass for admittance. With an order to the kawass

to drive on, execute a commission, and then return and

wait for him the German consul entered and wdked up

to the house.

The room into which he was ushered was poorly lighted

by on« petroleum lamp burning low, a different illumi-

nation from that which prevailed on days when he was

expected. He scarcely gave himself time to make the

usual greetings to Mme. Severin and Nicholas before

turning to Veronica. The confident intimacy of his

manner and look at once affronted her.

"You come to give us news of course. Is it satis-

factory?" she asked distantly.

About to reply he stopped short, his gaze arrested by

a figure in black seated on the divan. At once Mme.

Severin 's voice broke the silence.

"You can speak freely, my friend. Pastor Easbarian
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is a family connection of my husband. I cannot recaU
If you have met each other before," and she made the
formal introduction, adding that their relative was visit-mg Opella to say good-by to his son who had been called
up for military service.

Pastor Kasbarian rose to his feet, showing a long gaunt
body, which gathered itself slowly up as if none too ready
to make this new acquaintance. Otto Rosen, bowing
stiflay, received an impression of a black bearded face in
which one eye only burned like a live coal, while its fel-
low was extinct under the closed shrunken lid.

"Pastor Kasbarian hoped to obtain exemption for his
son, but has not succeeded so far," said Dr. Severin.
"If his son enjoys good health it seems only fair from

the Gterman standpoint that all Christians, especially the
young, should help the Moslems to bear the burden of
military service," was Otto Rosen's comment, taking his
seat by Veronica.

"If only there be no treachery," said the pastor in a
deep rough voice.

"That would be out of the question if Christian loy-
alty always encouraged the Turks to believe in it."
"My good sir, have you been long in Asia Minor?"

asked Pastor Kasbarian,

^

"Some eight years," returned Rosen, aggressively.
You can safely presume that I know what I am talking

about. There are Armenians at this moment in the
Russian army. Isn't that sufficient proof of Christian
disloyalty to Turkey?"

Veronica turned indignant eyes on the speaker, her
look plainly stating that such an attack on their guest
reached the limit of her toleration.
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"Yes, Armenians who were Russian subjects before

the war, and so came under conscription. Surely you
know that,

'

' thrust in Nicholas, quietly.

"There are others. I can cite hundreds," snapped
Rosen. '

' No colony of Armenians settled abroad has yet

attempted to f.ome back and fight for Turkey. '

'

"I should think not, indeed," Veronica burst in with

passion in her voice. "Those colonies consist solely of

Armenians who have managed with great difficulty to

escape murder at the hands of the Turks. '

'

"Veronica!" called her mother, sharply, then con-

tinued in a tense voice. "Loyalty is of small value un-
less reciprocal, Herr Rosen. Our relative's experience

of Turkish loyalty has been bitter. He lost his eye in

defending his family during the massacres of 1909. Not
all were saved even then, and another son fell in action

fighting for Turkey in the Balkan war. The son for

whom he seeks exemption is the only one left. You see

his Christian loyalty to the Turkish over-lords has al-

ready demanded a heavy toll."

With distinct uneasiness Rosen stared for a few
seconds at Pastor Kasbarian, who sat with bent head,

troubled and brooding.

"Certainly that is a melancholy family history," he
said, deliberately, "but as my time is limited your
relative will excuse my entering into his troubles at the

present moment. You asked me a question"; he turned
again to Veronica. "As I promised I have made every
effort but with poor result."

"What do you mean?" she asked, impetuously.
"You keep us in suspense. Is Mr. Culver out of prison?
Have you found out anything about his wife and child?"
He shook his head and then replied, "You have no idea
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of the difficulties that occur in invpstiV«t;r,„ «^u. .o-d... In the fa™ „, aU ZuX^Zl ^'lthe h,gh pressure of „i,i,nrv preparations thTm;thowever amportant to those concerned, simply do"s"C
"Oh doesn't it!" said Veronica, sarcastically "Personal affa.rs mast aU be dropped then. Is Lt^you mean? wntv„

He gave her a side glance, at once eager and furtiveOh dear no, only those personal affairs thar interrupt work devoted to the one all-importanrbulils ^

ently ''C: 1T ' ^"^P^'^^'" «^^ «-*^' -differ-ently. Wai and always the war these days t Whyare j'ou men alwavs trvin^ to tatn v. f
^

that does not belong to y^u Whv do
' T'*'^

peace, and try to mie life
'

1

^'". ""' P''^'"

beautiful?"
'^' ^^^^^« ^^PPy and

-Because the root of war lies in human nature itself "he said, propounding the platitude in the tone of on whohumors a spoilt child, "and as long as human nature rpmains unchanged there will always'be war"
" "

She r^rtrdtrr-
'' " ^ '"^ ^-^- ^--^^-"

wile'lvlltL' a^ w' ''""f
P^^^^ ^^ ^ ^--' -i<J our

nf 11 ; ;

^'''" ^ beautiful dream. The ideal

lusion^:;'' r"/r ^'^^^^^ ^^^^ *^^ P^^ ^topiln i—ol;.^^^^^^'
^'^^ ^^^^^*'- «^-'' ^e -id

''This is all beside the point, Veronica, and I an^ sure

w^!/^ ; .
'"°' ""'"'">' a^ar^ that it was broa hwasted to try and disabuse the German mind ofits ov^pet delusion that war was a good thin.
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Otto Rosen adjusted his pince-nez and, looking

straight ahead, began to speak in a stubborn voice.

"You must recognize that the English are in par-

ticularly bad odor with the Turkish authorities just now.

The prisoners made, they intend to hold, and are even

unwilling to grant them privileges. On the other hand
orders for general fair treatment have been issued to

officials in Syria, who will be held responsible for the

safety of individual English subjects."

"So far so good," said Mme. Severin, "but I should

like to know where John Culver is."

"He is interned in Damascus."

"Not in the public prison I hope," said Nicholas.

"In the public prison," repeated Rosen dryly, "and
considering that it is to the English nation alone we owe
all the mischief of this war the public prison is good
enough for any Englishman. Remember Amasia!
That was entirely due to English perfidy," he added,

significantly.

He alluded to a tragic episode following Napoleon's

famous expedition to the East, which had been recently

recalled to public notice in the French-press through the

research of a noted traveler. It seemed that after the

Convention of El Arish, signed Jan. 28, 1800, the

English had given up a number of captured French
soldiers to the Turks. Ten of these were conducted as

far as Amasia in Asia Minor, and there offered their

lives and a new start in life if they would become Mos-

lems. Five had consented to adopt the turban. The
five who refused were then shut up in one of the ancient

rock tombs of the cliff overlooking the town.

For two years the wretched prisoners lingered in this

purgatory, and then still refusing to renounce their faith

^1Krj-3K^.
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were taken out and put to death. The tradition of their

tZ n r '^'^' '°"^^ ^"^ ^'"^ P^«««^«d in Amasia,

Tn o tl. . '"'^T;
^^' '^^ ^^^^°^«^«d ^1^"- names cutmto the stone walls of the cells

wh^n^M^
^^^^n^onths back Otto Rosen had been presentwhen Mme. Severm had received a French newspaper

ZTf '"'fl '' '^' "'^^^ ^P^-^« -d announdng
the ntenfon of the "Oeuvre du Souvenir Francais" oferecting a monument to the memory of the five martyred

:/ tirsubi::^
'-' ''''-' ^^^=^ -^ -^^^ ^-^ ^-'

-

Rosen's inopportune reminder of the sad story struckthem dumb. Veronica's throat contracted pTinfXmere once she had regarded Rosen with indifference
she felt more and more that she was growing to hatehis very presence. Pastor Kasbarian merely smiled aslow, ternble smile suggestive of sinister reminiscences
compared with which the fate of the French soldieLseemed a mild and merciful one.
"I hold no brief for the English nation, but surelyyou are strongly prejudiced, my friend," said MmeSeverm, speaking at last with evident effort
"Ask the Turks," he replied with warmth, "how byintrigue long before the war the English tried their bes^

to fo^ T '"r
°' ""'''''' Mushammerah and Koweit

th«i^W ^""""^'fy
b^^i«^« it?" asked Nicholas, knowing

deawT 'f
,^"^^^^^«<1 «- - ^'^bject that was a fixelIdea with most Germans,

"I know it to be true. I have every proof "
saidRospji angrilv "Th^ir .,^^^a ^' "

wh\U r,. , A-
^^"^ surveyor, Willcocks,whUe pretending to study the matter of irrigation wa^

;:f

Ml

M

};

^ )

aav A' • 'w^''mnms.



'
: I

: i

f I
•

.

142 LOVE AND THE CRESCENT

making plans all the time to send home to his govern-

ment. You would bo amazed to hear how many secret

treaties he made with Arab sheikhs of Mesopotamia.

Luckily the Arabs are true only to the highest bidder

for their favors, though if ever the English manage by

luck or treachery to gp<t within measurable distance of

Bagdad you will see how they will tempt and impose

upon those same ignorant folk."

"Then the only remedy is for Germany to hold Bag-

dad, Basra, and the Persian Gulf."

"This is as vital to Turkey as to ourselves, otherwise

the gates of the East are closed for both. If England

attempts to enter Mesopotamia she must be thoroughly

beaten, for if her army united with that of Egypt,

Turkey would be cut off from Arabia. Syria would go

next and England's cursed power would be stronger

than ever."

He spoke with peculiar bitterness for reasons fully

understood by Nicholas Severin. Irrigation works on

the Tigris and Euphrates at a cost of two millions had

been put up for Turkey by a famous English engineer

and his staff. This was another fruitful source of anger

and discontent to the Germans, and very soon through

these masters of Turkey the British engineer-in-chief,

Mr. Arthur Whitley, was to become a prisoner of war

in ppite of his excellent relations with Enver Pasha

himself.

"That would also mean the end of German power in

the East," said Mme. Severin, slowly.

"Never!" exclaimed Rosen with violence, rising sud-

denly from his seat. "Germany can never be beaten."

"Don't go yet. Otto! The tea is ready," cried Mme.

Severin as Veronica, who had been busying herself at a
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side table over a samovar, suddenly turned round with
a tray in her hand. "Serve Herr Rosen first, mv
child!"

^

Veronica came silently to him. He noticed that she
was paler than usual, and how dark semi-circles under
her eyes, in which burned a wistful fire, gave her a
delicate look to which he was unaccustomed. Was she
fretting about this objectionable Englishman? Impos-
sible

! He remembered how she had spoken of war. It
was the sense of all it involved that was depressing her
feminine nature.

"I am going to Damascus myself the end of the
week," he said in a confidential voice, taking a glass of
the lemon scented tea. "You shall hear the result di-
rectly I return."

"Do you hear, mamouschka?" she called with quick
animation. "Ilerr Rosen says he is going to
Damascus. '

'

"Is it possible to convey a message through you to my
brother-in-law?" asked Nicholas.

"I might manage a written one provided you show
me the contents," said Rosen affably. "Let me have it

to-morrow some time. I will see what I can do."
He started to take leave and as he spoke pressed

Veronica's hand reassuringly. It was easy to yield a
point when for reward he saw how it brought back a
tinge of rose to her cheeks and light to her eyes.

Pastor Kasbarian's glance, somber and fierce, watched
him leave the room with Nicholas.

"I do not like the German, cousin Anna," he said,
morosely. "I foresee that you will regret you ever let
him enter your house. He is a man with a narrow eye.

"

The war has changed him. He is no longer the same.
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This is the first time he has brought in the Armenian

question," she said, with a troubled look at Veronica,

whose eyes agreed with the cousin's verdict, "but he was

never careful in weighing his words."

"He should have gone one step further and stated that

all our young men are being enrolled by the Turks," he

said. "Of what use will the old be to protect women

and children?"

"Heaven forbid that it will be necessary," said Mme.

Severin, hastily. "To-day we are all in one boat.

Surely we shall sink or swim together, Turk and Ar-

menian alike."

After mother and daughter went to bed Nicholas and

their visitor sat talking earnestly far into the night.

They arranged that the family's next holiday should be

spent under Pastor Kasbarian's roof in a prosperous

village on a hill slope commanding a view of the

Mediterranean.

"The sea air will be good for Zia," said Mme. Severin

next day, "and we shall be within easy reach of

Nicholas."

"If he is still here," said Veronica, significantly.

Three weeks elapsed before Rosen returned with

startling news from Damascus. John Culver had

escaped from prison. How and when was not actually

established. The Severins doubted the good faith of

Rosen's informant, fearing that something sinister lay at

the back of the communication. Possibilities of death,

treachery, torture, privation and other details of Oriental

ill treatment often s^iffered in the public prison passed

through their minds. Their one hope lay in Rosen's re-

minder of the official orders touching British prisoners.

Not that he cared a jot beyond desiring to pose in a

Km HI
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cloak of high-minded benevolence in the eyes of Veronica.
He said something privately to her that suggested he

himself had lent a hand to John's escape. She taxed
him with it, throwing a warmth into her voice and glance
that smothered his first impulse of repudiation. He
shrugged his shoulders with an affected carelessness.

"Indirectly it is possible to act at times, but only in

the strictest secrecy. All traces must be covered," he
said, mysteriously.

She looked at him, summing him up, doubting and hall

convinced. He could not be altogether bad if he had
really done this.

"Do good and throw it in the sea," she replied, quoting
an Arab proverb, "for if the fish do not know it Allah
will."

"I said I would do my best. One can't do more," he
said, his fingers busy at his mustache.

With a flash of insight she detected his insincerity.

Yet she deemed it politic still to stimulate belief, with the
result that he left highly pleased with his diplomatic
stroke.

On the OTiiCi iiand he foresaw trouble lying ahead
through his atimacy with the Severin family. In ad-

dition to their local standing of well-to-do Armenians
of European upbringing, they possessed an English'

relative, were friendly in heart to the French, and there

were the Russian connections of Mme. Severin her-

self. Once Veronica was his wife, and he now saw
every chance of winning to the heart of her, all these

annoying links with Germany's enemies should be
snapped. He would have none of them.

Later in his office he threw up his head and laughed
maliciously. The scene of a prison court he had /it-
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nessed secretly with a Damascus official had suddenly

come back to his mind. While scrutinizing Turkey's

interned enemies to discover John Culvei among them it

had given him rare satisfaction to view those boastful

knights of the daily tub, the finnikin Englishmen, set in

that unsavory revolting milieu. As one of the standard

bearers of Teutonic "kultur" into foreign lands it had

alwrys been the English more than any other race that

had inflamed to burning point his feeling of bitter envy

—

that Neid—^whicb is a leading trait of modem Qermany.
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CHAPTER XIII

TO Veronica the winter seemed interminably lonff.
Especially the clays dragged when imagination

keyed to suspense waited for news to percolate through
the rigorous censorship of telegrams from Europe, and
the horizon of life seemed no further away than the
nearest roof top. There were drab leaden days when
her heart, feeding on torpid hopes, grew sick with un-
utterable longing, when the stagnation of all other in-
terests clogged energy, and despair dulled mistily every
outlook on the future.

And always there came to torment and excite by turn
recollection of Pierre's confidence in a speedy return.
She never passed through the bazaars without scanning
the passers-by while recalling his words to Nicholas.
"I guarantee the next time we run across each other

as to-day you will pass me without the least recognition."
But she would certainly know him under any guise.

On that score she had no doubts. Yet there were other
ways. At whatever hour through the winter she climbed
to the roof terrace to scatter morsels of bread as was her
custom, and watched the sea birds, invisible the minute
before, instantly descend and fly around, she thought of
the French aviators who had flown only a year ago from
Nancy to Cairo by way of Asia Minor and Syria.
For a week in advance Dancourt, the first of the

aviators, had been daily expected, news of the famous
trial flight having traveled swiftly ahead. When first
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W

een on the horizon above the hills she remembered the
great cries that had asi-onded from the watching crowds,
and how (juiekly their wonder and admiration at the
sight had turned to silence mixed with terror as the
great blue bird, cominfj, neariug and swooping low with
a magnificent curve, seemed momentarily t« hover over
the thronged roofs before taking tresh flight into the
blue. Later in the year a second aviator had appeared,
and then a third, all from Prance. The impression
created on the Eastern mind by these miraculous fliers

had been indescribable, for they were the first to appear
or to be seen at all in that comer of the world.

Veronica thrilled ever at the memory. To her it had
became a symbol of the great love which had come to her
from France. She even had wild ideas that perhaps
Pierre might return on wings through the air like
another Perseus. It would be a real rescue, for Rosen's
persistency was getting beyond bounds. Long ago she
would have dared the consequences of open rupture but
for the caution advised by her mother and insisted upon
by Nicholas. Even so the mm must have opaque scales
on his eyes not to be aware of the repugnance he in-
stilled in her for she could not always succeed in hid-
ing it.

At all times Rosen was a barometer showing every
variation of military and naval conflict. If these were
of German origin his mood was not only set fair but
overwrought. His skeptical attitude was very signifi-
cant when <iuestioned upon adverse reports from the
Caucasus, of havoc and terror in Palestine, and famine
in the Lebanon. That lies and fraud concealed grave
trouble, hushed up, yet alive, in many quarters of Turkey
in Asia, was proved by secret evidence of travelers, both

11
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revealing the meaning of these mysterious hints. Whole

columns were devoted to the coming invasion of Egypt.

All was set down in detail. The military preparations

at military centers such as Damascus, Aleppo and par-

ticularly Jerusalem, into which city were pouring en-

thusiastic deputations from all parts of the country.

The route across the desort of Sinai, the Bedouin hover-

ing like locusts to the east of Suez, all was described.

Over against all this was painted the seething anxiety of

hard pressed British officials, military and civil.

"Eemarkable! Incredible!" ejaculated Mme. Severin,

for once heedless of Rosen's susceptibilities. "Never

once have I been in any part of Syria without hearing

the praises of the English sung on all sides, and the

people's outspoken wish for the same British rul: that

existed in Egypt. "What has brought this change of

heart? Is it secret intrigue of Turkey, or your own

country?"

"Intrigue?" he repeated. "Of course! It is the

only way. Without intrigue who and what can ever

appeal to the Oriental mind? And why, I should like

to know, should we abstain from what gained India for

England?"
"It is the preaching of the Jehad alone which has

made this possible," she said severely. "It is a terrible

weapon to forge."

Otto Rosen laughed, a laugh for which Veronica's

eyes flashed fire at him.

"The end has not yet come," he said ambiguously,

"and scarcely the beginning. Wait till the Holy Flag

gets to Jerusalem. It is on its way."
'

' The Holy Flag
! '

' exclaimed the listening woman.

"Yes! To accompany the army to the battlefields of
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Egypt, the first time for four hundred years," he said,

triumphantly, "Is there a Mussulman anywhere that
will not be drawn by the magic of that blood red banner
to fight in our ranks? Arab, Bedouin, Indian, even
Egyptian will all come. The Eastern question is about
to be settled once more and forever. We are on the
eve of great events."

But all this fine talk and other endless gossip still kept
the actual reality of war at a distance till something sud-
denly occurred to drive it home to their very threshold.
One evening Amina burst in upon the family, weeping,

breathless and talking excitedly.

"Murad is here. He is weary of barracks," she said.
"Heavens! What does it mean?" exclaimed Mme.

Severin, turning to her son.

"That he has deserted I fear. I will go and see," he
said, hastily, leaving the room.

So i turned out. Talked to and advised by the whole
family in every possible way Murad was at last per-
suaded that his best and only chance of pardon lay in
giving himself up to the military authorities. He stayed
the night in the house and went out early in the morning.
"Malaish

!
No matter!" he ejaculated in response to

Amina 's tears.

Later on a soldier contrived to slip round to the
hospital to divulge secretly that his comrade was in
danger of his life. For there was to be a court martial.
So many desertions were taking place all the time. As
a rule the men did not return, but joined the gangs of
highwaymen infesting the country round. Murad was
to provide an example.

Could he be saved? If so only by urgent action.
Nicholas Severin set his teeth determinedly, for to him
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personally no good could come of interference. On the

contrary, he might be held responsible for sheltering a

deserter for the night under his roof even though an

old servant.

He went to the Wali with whom as a hakim, the most

discreet and successful, his intimacy gave him weight.

The Wali amiably referred him to Ahmed Pasha as if

relieved to shift the affair to other shoulders.

At the Serai he expected to wait long before obtaining

an audience. To his surprise the commandant saw him

without any delay, though never had the forecourt,

arcades and ante-chamber been more thronged witK

officers, soldiers and attendants of all kinds.

The customary salutations over the Pasha of his own

accord graciously alluded to the occasions on which they

had met before, in the hospital and again in the moun-

tain hotel.

"What affair is it that brings us together here,

effendi?" he asked.

"A boon. Excellency," replied Nicholas, proceeding

to explain that it was mercy for a truant soldier he

begged because the man had been a faithful servant, and

if spared might yet become a trusty and valiant fighter

for the Sultan.

"Clemency to a deserter will but incite others to do

the same," was the temporizing reply.

"Excellency, he did not realize his crime nor its

penalty until I put both before him."

The Pasha spoke rapidly with an officer who sat beside

him on the divan, then his strong imperious face looked

again upon Nicholas.

"It is a question of discipline which has to be finally

decided in Damascus. This however I will promise re-
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membering your treatment of a valued servant of my
own. I myself will send a petition for the life of this
man and ask that the answer may come quickly, '

'

Severin, almost overcome by the unexpected easy suc-
cess of his prayer for mercy, stammered out his gratitude
with customary etiquette. Silence had fallen upon the
officers sitting and standing round the room, a silence
heavy with a hostility felt to the full by the doctor in the
very atmosphere. He knew the question that was cir-
culating from mind to mind. Why this condescension,
this favor to one of the Armenian race even though of
the reputable calling of hakim ? One or two men stand-
ing m the entrance slipped hurriedly away.
Ahmed Pasha's gray eyes glanced keenly around and

back to Severin, whose attitude though deferential had
no trace of servility.

"Please God I shall be able to grant you this boon,
doctor," he said in a clear voice, apparently so that all
might hear, touching his forehead and his breast cour-
teously as Severin withdrew.

All the same Nicholas had so little faith in Turkish or
any Moslem "Inshallahs" that he was a little suspicious
of the promise made by His Excellency the commandant.
With reason too it seemed when it leaked out, soon to be
talked of excitedly in every cafe of Opella, that the Ger-
man officer in joint command with Ahmed Pasha still in-
sisted upon a court martial and justice being ad-
ministered to the deserter.

Severin hurried off to Rosen, who flatly refused to in-
tervene. "Discipline is discipline, my good doctor," he
exclaimed, testily. '

' No, it is not a question of brutality
and intolerance, nothing of the kind. Be careful what
you say! It is solely the necessity of making an ex-
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ample. Overlook one and hundreds would take a similar

liberty believing they would be condoned."

To the horror of the Severin family Murad was con-

demned to death. Soon it leaked out that a row of eight

soldiers had been drawn up to fire at him, while by order

of the German C. 0. another row had stood ready to fire

at the eight in front should they refuse to shoot. To

this extent had German discipline strengthened defiance

among the badly treated troops who were already mu-

tinous.

Before sunset that same day a free pardon for poor

Murad came through by wire from headquarters at

Damascus, where the military prestige of Ahmed Pasha

was fully understood. Public opinion was enraged.

Nothing was talked about but the brutal behavior of

the German officer and the Pasha's anger. Was it pos-

sible for both to remain in command together? Evi-

dently not for it turned out that just such a martinet

was badly needed at Jerusalem, headquarters for the

army to operate against Egypt.

A fresh high officer and staff were quickly sent on

from Constantinople to manipulate the German thumb-

screws in Opella with more tact than the predecessor.

Draft after draft of soldiers were sent south as soon as

ready. Soon these were followed by thousands of work-

men employed on the Bagdad railway.

To take the place of these last in making necessary

roads and fortifications orders were given for the special

formation of battalions of Armenians all of military age.

In spite of care taken in the collection of these labor

troops a great many young men happily contrived to

escape and slip through the net.

Nicholas Severin kept back mneh that he heard from
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his mother, and of what she did not know Veronica was
Ignorant. The hospital was full to overflowing Sick-
ness was rife among the troops. Many wounded hud
been brought through, but difficulties of transport raised
the question of shifting the whole medical staff wher-
ever most needed. A time came when Dr. Severin daily
expected marching orders. He had already received
orders to hold himself in readiness.
During days that followed his apprehensions deepened

Not for liimself but those whom he would leave alone.
If only that foolish girl Veronica had fallen in love with
Otto Rosen instead of Marson all would have been well
for whatever Rosen might lack as a brother-in-law, to'
Veronica he was certainly devoted.
But since iM"nrad's execution matters were terribly

strained. Veronica had called it murder to Rosen 's face
and accused him of being as bad as an accomplice. Rosen
had turned upon her in fierce resentment and not been
near the house since.

Sinister rumors were afloat. Native raconteurs had
wonderful stories to relate, inspired no doubt by German
mvention. One glaring example was to the effect that
England had succeeded in aling the bones of the
X rophet and it was to recov, .• these sacred relics for
Islam that Germany had gonj to war with her.
"How the Germans must laugh at their dupes," said

Anna Severin, relating this titbit of gossip brought fresh
by Amina from a shopping expedition. "She says she
IS certain she saw Ali. They came suddenly face to face,
but before she could speak or hold him he had slipped be-
hind a camel blocking the way. Though muffled to the
eyes she was sure it was Ali."
"He would run a great risk in speaking to her in
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public. If it was Ali he will find a way of coming here, '

*

said Nicholas. "That story is simply circulated to

counterbalance the effect of the bad news about the

Egyptian expedition."

For in spite of banquets of rejoicing held to celebrate

the success of Turkish arms, and the posters printed in

letters of gold giving glowing accounts of a great victory

over English arms, of the capture of Suez and Ismailia,

and the sinking of British cruisers in the Canal, and all

at the cost of very few lives and wounded, the news was

slowly coming through even as far north as Opella that

there had been a disastrous and definite defeat.

A day later the official summons anticipated by

Niclwlas called him away from the hospital. When he

returned close upon sunset his daru face, though nor-

mally impassive like mort men with a tang of the Orient

in their blood, showed under the red fez a curiously

anxious look.

As a rule the gateway and forecourt were beset at

this hour by a crowd of sick people of the poorest de-

scription for whom the doctor daily prescribed. To-day

the doorkeeper had packed all off peremptorily, declar-

ing that nobody could be seen and nothing done till the

morrow.

One man alone had proved obstinate, stealthily re-

turning to squat by the wall every time the doorkeeper

withdrew. When Nicholas put his hand to the wicket

door of the big gateway this figure suddenly rose beside

him. From the folds of an abbai and closely swathed

keffiyeh there emerged a muffled voice.

"Mercy, el hakim, effendi! A boon!"

"What! Thou insolent dog! Thou darest still to

obtrude when thrice I have bidden thee begone and
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driven thee forth!" stormed the doorkeeper, suddenly
appearing and fearing a reprimand.

''No matter, Selim, now 1 am here. It is better tosend him a^ satisfied than that he should continue toannoy, sa.d the doctor indifferently. Then turuing to
the Arab he said, "Follow me!"
While Selim grumbled angrily to himself by the gate

the offender shuffled humbly across the court in the
footrteps of his benefactor to a tiled hall under the
arcade lined with stone benches. Nicholas turned to
scrutinize his patient at close quarters.

;' Well, All, you have come at last," he said in a low
voice. 'With good news or evil! Be on your guard!
There are tale-bearers about."
The man stood silent for a moment looking cautiously

around. Is there an inner room?" he mumbled
Come!" said Nicholas briefly, with a gesture

towards a door at the side of the room which opened
into a dispensary connecting by a few steps and a second
door with the doctor's official private room. These
were screened by a wooden partition cutting off the
lower end of the dispensary.

"Is that you, Nicholas?" said a woman's voice behind
the screen. "I have nearly finished making up the last
prescription."

dn!?' 1^^'*T'^• ^'' '*"°P^^ fi»«^^ «0^««d with
dust suddenly Shot upright as he began to fumble with
the folds of his keffiyeh. With a peremptory gesture
^lcholas imposed sUence and stillness upon his visitor
and went for a moment out of sight.
"Leave it!" he whispered in his sister's ear. "Go

at once and wait for me in my room. Quick, Veron-
1C3. ;
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He turned back and again faced the Arab. "It is not

Ali. Who are you ? " he said sternly with the suspicion

of one who anticipates a snare.

The Arab glanced at the door behind, fastened it and

then showed his face.

"It is I, my friond, Pierre Marson! Did I not say

you would fail to recognize me next time we met?"

The revelation was a blow for Nicholas. For the

moment dismay, apprehension, and his knowledge of

pending difficulties made him speechless. He stared

at Pierre, loath either to declare him welcome or to de-

nounce the reckless hazard of his visit for both of them.

He rejoiced that Veronica was out of hearing.

"I don't think you are best pleased to see me, doctor,"

said Pierre, "and but for personal reasons and intense

fear for your family I would have given Opella a wide

berth on this secret journey of mine. I have many dis-

closures to make. Is this a fitting place in which to

discuss them? You must not take risks," he said with

an eager intense look towards the screen.

"T have taken none," said Nicholas, shortly. "Ver-

onica has already left by another door. It is certain that

you must not stay in the hospital more t^ian a few

minutes longer. To avoid any suspicion we must go

back to the hall. There I will make a pretensie of exam-

ining your foot or leg, will give you an ointment and you

must leave by the same way you entered, showing your

remedy to the g keeper as you pass.

"

"But in hea\ 's name what then, Severin? I am

bound to see you again, and what is more I must see

Veronica," said Marson, firmly.

"Come! Muffle your head again. I will explain,"

said the doctor hastening to the door.
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A few minutes later a gratified Arab, tu all appear-

ance tottering and decrepit, passed through the gate

showing his ointment with triumph to the porter, and

muttering "Inshallahs" and other blessings for every

curse the man called after him.

Nicholas found Veronica flushed and expectant, sitting

stiff and straight in a chair and staring towards the door.

She was utterly in the dark as to what had occurred, only

knowing that it was something unusual to call up the per-

emptory tone and tense look of her brother.

He explained how an Arab had waylaid him at the

gate, and that thinking it was All he had brought him in.

"But I soon discovered it was not All at all and hear-

ing your voice I took no chance of your being mixed up
in any other affair," he said.

"Then who was it?" she asked quickly, divining a

mystery he meant to clear up, "but I know," she con-

tinued breathlessly, a great light bursting upon her,

"it was Pierre! Where is he? Let me go to him!"
she darted to the door.

He caught her by the hand pulling her to a standstill.

' *He is not there. How right I was to send you away

!

You have too little self control. Is that the way to act

when his life and freedom are at stake, and who knows

how much more?" he said in a low, angered voice.

Veronica shrank back and dropped into her chair.

"You are cruel," she gasped. "You have not let

him go without once letting us meet? Have you never

loved with every breath of your body, and your whole

heart and sovd? Can't you xmderstand what you make
me suffer?"

"He is coming to the house. Be at ease! You will

see him," said Nicholas, "though should the fact creep
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I have taken the risk."

As he bent over to caress her she flung her armsround his neck and kissed him.
"I am so happy," she whispered.
Nicholas was silent though his heart ached for her

aiid for all he had to make known to his mother before'
the day was finished.

Without further delay he went out of the room to com-
plete his duties, while Veronica went home thrt)ugh the
garden and broke the news to her mother. This time
It was no question of a family meal with their guestIn secret he must enter, and in secret depart. Noteven Amma must have an inkling of the Arab's identity
beyond knowing he had come with an important message
for her master, who must not be disturbed when they
were talking together.

Amina's ^aze followed the doctor and his humble caller
as they passed through the kitchen courtyard into thepassage leading to the house. Bitter had been her feel-mgs against the powers that ruled in war time sinceMurad's death. Her loyalty to the Severin family wSan ingrained habit of mind. It was merely fear of her
loquacity that counseled caution on their part

"Still a boon. O hakim most b nign! Water and aclean kumis of your bounty, O gracious one!" mur-mured Pierre.

Jn^^""^^ !t''\''''''
^°'''''" ^^ P'-'^^'id^d for. You

will find them here," said Nicholas, lifting a curtain.A thousand thanks! In ten minutes I shaU be
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CHAPTER XIV

ROSEN'S opportunity had come, the opportunity

which ho had impatiently anticipated. With cun-

niniBf precision h«> had caleulati»d that the hour of Nicho-

las Severin's summons to the tiprhting zone would render

the assurance of his, Rosen's, friendly protection an in-

dispensable solvent to the doctor's anxiety about his

family.

This hour had struck. Rosen, certain of a strong posi-

tion was in a fever to test its possibilities. Should he

wait to be asked the desired favor t It would create a

better impression on Veronica if, ignoring her recent

outrageous attack on him, he came forward voluntarily

with a magnanimous renewal of friendship, and a guar-

antee to watch zealously over their interests during the

doctor's absence.

Hope beat a jubilant patter in his breast as he started

to carry out his purpose that same night. Amina nearly

dropped with fright as, following close upon the jingle

of the gate bell, she heard the loud shout of the kawass,

"Opefi to th»^ Consul of Germany!"
She ran as for her life into the house and burst without

ceremony into the lewan. Finding it empty she darted

into the small ante-chamber at the back, then as hastily

fell back. She wrung her hands. Here was a mystifica-

tion she could not begin to fathom. Her young mistress

sat on the divan, while by her side, his arm holding her

close, as he whispered into her ear was the master's

visitor, the Arab ! "What ought she to do t

i6a
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"Ainina! What aw you doin^ there t C.rne here "
called Mme. Severin. appeanng at an opposite d<M>r of
thelewan "Stay where you are. Z.a! You are not to
come out.

'

"But yes, Meme. I want to .see Uncle .iohn. I know
1 18 l.ncle John. I n.ust come. I must." called the child,
^h 11 out of K.ght and, evidently from her vu.ce. in u Htati
ot high ner\'ous tension.

"list, Amina! What is itT" asked her mmress anx-
lously.

"The O.Tm«n Consul knockH at the gate. Am T to
^•pen7"

• Tn the nan.e of heaven, no ! Wait till I come to you
«•: I do,, t let Zia come out of this room," said Mme.
^ r\ enn, hurryuj^j to the ante-chamber.

"Verrrnca! Rosen is at the gate. Pierre must go at
once, she said in a low voice.

;-• ' tion. For an
i*- 'cting rapidly.

'i' '. 1, though her
•'• feelings.

1 f to the gate
H" r 'J ) 1

1 e for me.

Veronica rose suddenly ir ••von,
instant she put her hand over ; ..;

Then she lifted her head, 01 1 -, nr-. m -

blue eyes were black with ilu- :^.n>)A

"Receive him as usual. I v ;. ?•

by which he entered. Make a; y x
I cannot pcssibly appear to-nighi.

"Be cautious, cherie! God guide you. God protect
you on your difficult road, my son," said Mme. Severin
holding out her hand, over which Pierre bowed, kissing it

Quick! This way," said Veronica, burning with
fear for her lover.

As the two figures disappeared into a side passage
Nicholas Severin hurried into the lewan. He had been
holding watch on the veranda and had heard the beU
and loud, continued knocking.
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"It is all right. He has gone," said his mother,

approaching and speaking in a whisper. Then aloud

she called, "Amina, you can open the gate. Beg the

consul's pardon for keeping him waiting, but mind

not a word of what you have seen.
'

'

"Allah forbid! Am I mejnoun?" retorted Amina

warmly.

For once Rosen waited for admittance with neither im-

patience nor suspicion. On the contrary he reflected in-

dulgently that the household wheels might well be slack

on this day of disconcerting news for the family. He
could picture the dismay of the mother, the anxiety

of the doctor, and Veronica's disquietude and sym-

pathy.

But all this unrest would be calmed by the faithful,

reliable friend who had come to restore confidence to

their shaken outlook. He was very pleased with himself

jjid his errand. In fact he felt gay and almost buoyant

as he entered the lewan with a smiling face,

"You find us discomposed. Otto, my friend, as no

doubt you can well imagine. This sudden departure of

Nicholas is very unsettling," said Mme. Severin, speak-

ing rapidly. "A thousand regrets you were kept wait-

ing. As you know we have been unable to get anybody

yet in Murad 's place and Amina cannot always be on the

spot to open the gate promptly,"

At once she was conscious that the utterance of

Murad 's name was a wrong note. As Rosen's face

stiffened she could have bitten her tongue out for the

slip.

"It was nothing! Nothing at all, dear Madame," he

said, making special effort to speak affably though tact-

lessly reminded of Veronica's severity. And where was

It;-
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she, by the by, his look inquired, traveling quickly round
the room.

"Yes, we have much to arrange before I leave," the
doctor said gravely, unconsciously giving Rosen the de-
sired lead.

"That is the reason I am here to-night. What can
I do for you in your absence ? Command me in any way
and I will do my utmost."

"I know he is there. Uncle John! Uncle John!"
cried Zia, bursting into the lewan. Left alone for the
moment because feigning sleep she had slipped nimbly
out of bed and now stood before them a little figure in
white, her curls falling over her face. She caught sight
of Rosen and at once stood stockstill, staring at him.
"You! You! I don't want you," she said, pointing

a disdainful finger. "I want my Uncle John. Where
is he ? Why doesn 't he come to me ?

"

"Go back to bed this instant, Zia," said her father,
sternly. "Your Uncle John has not been in the house
for over three months."

"Then who was it?" she said, obstinately. "I want
to see him and ask why my Uncle John does not come and
see me."

Ume. Severin summarily caught her up and carried
her crying and protesting away from the lewan.
"Zia was much attached to her uncle," said Nicholas,

shutting the door and producing a box of cigars, "and
is always expecting to see him. Had I foreseen the im-
pression it would make on her mind to hide the truth
I would have disclosed it at the beginning. I feared the
effect on her health."

"Then you mean to say she does not know he was
either interned or that he escaped?" asked Rosen with a
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mocking smile, for he had no belief in what he considered

an excuse.

Then he sat silent, immersed in thought though appar-
ently listening to Nicholas. Mechanically h* accepted a
cigar, set light to it and smoked steadily.

Detached phrases were forcing themselves to the front

of his mind. *

' He was here just now, '

' and *

' then who
was it ? " There had been somebody there whose identity

was not revealed to Zia. She had not been allowed to

see him. If not the Englishman, who was it ? Another
Armenian relative ? And where was Veronica ? It was
not possible she was still sulking.

At that moment Veronica stood still and rigid, listen-

ing with everj' nerve alert, just inside the low strong

door in the wall she had clo.sed upon Pierre.

"Courage, bien-aimee!" he had whispered. This had
been his last word when she had clung to him desperately

at the last. "Courage!" It should be her watchword
from now on to the end.

What would be that end ? She quivered from head to

foot, still listening, overpowered by a sense of unspeak-

able loneliness and despair. Hark ! Was that a cry in

the lane, or merely a call from the town beyond t

With a mighty effort she dragged herself back to

reality and slowly crossed the flags of the little foliage

overhung quadrangle. She found her mother seated in

the kitchen with Zia in her arms.

"What is it?" she exclaimed, fearing something sinis-

ter.

Zia herself gasped out the reply, brokenly, self-aecus-

ingly.

Veronica stood dumbfounded, her already overstrained

senses unable at first to take in the meaning of what
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had happened. Then of a sudden ill that was latent in
her of the hot passionate Orient boiled up in anger.
With a gleam in the blue of her eyes as of flame she made
a swift step forward.

"Veronica!" called her mother imperatively.
The girl's out-stretched hands clenched and dropped to

her side. "You little traitor!" she said in a low tense
voice, then walked quickly a«^ay.

One idea suddenly developed and filled her mind.
How to disarm suspicion from endangering Pierre's
chance of getting safely out of the town. There was
nothing for it but to batten down the anguish of her
heart and act a part for Otto Rosen's benefit.

Hastily she ran to her room, splashed water over he-
face and rubbed it hard to bring color to her cheeks.
Then with a fresh ribbon in her hair and a bunch of
roses in her belt she went unhesitatingly to make her
peaoe with Rosen. For their last encounter had been
one of storm and recrimination.

Nicholas gave her a keen look as she entered. Was
she equal to the task that he instantly divined she nas
undertaking? But Veronica smiling and beautiful with
a warmth in her voice that had failed for months was
irresistible. The stubborn monosyllables which had
marked Rosen's replies to the doctor expanded into a
gracious enquiry.

"Thank you, my head ached badly. I had to rest for
a while, but when Amina told me you were here I made
a special effort," she said, curling herself into a comer
of the divan as if still fatigued. "You see we are all

worried about losing Nicholas, and you can tell us all

kinds of things we want to knov/. You are always better
informed than all the bulletins."
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"In every way I am at your service, Veronica," he

said in his formal way, then with added warmth, "but

tell me first, are you sure you are better?"

"Am not I here? That speaks for itself," she said,

smiling. "And if you will only give me one of your

very own cigarettes my head will soon be quite cured.

You remember my weakness for them.
'

'

Rosen's face was instantly radiant. Producing his

case with alacrity he moved to a seat close to the divan.

When Veronica, recklessly encouraging him, leaned

forward that he might set light to the cigarette from a

match in his hollowed hand the blood surged to his face.

With her lapse into the old familiarity his whole being

leaped alive. Months iiad gone by since she had made a

similar request. Their ej'es met. He fancied he could

read remorse in the kindly look she gave him.

Nicholas Severin took advantage of Rosen's absorption

to slip out of the room. He could delay no longer in

giving Zia a sedative, and it was imperative to have a

grave consultation with his mother. He groaned in-

wardly, thinking how easily his worst apprehensions

would disappear had Veronica been able to respond in

any shape to tlie jjassion of this man. He cursed the day

that flung Marson across their path. Without him all

would have been well.

For the ultimate victory of German arms was a fore-

gone conclusion of all Opella. Turkey was involved up

to the hilt in every aim that moved and inspired the

Central Powers. One result alone was possible in spite

of local set-backs. The complete defeat of England and

France, unless of course Russia surpassed all and every

expectation. She was already vigorously pressing the

Caucasian campaign. They were close upon Armenia.
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Armenia! That was the word engraved on Nicholas
Seyerin's heart. For or against, would be his people's
weighty problem. On their decision would rest the fato,
perhaps the doom, of the whole race.

Noiseless though the doctor's exit, Rosen heard t!)
^

movement and turned sharply round. A look as of a
trapped animal came into Veronica's eyes, but it flashedm and out of them in an instant. She had to play a
skillful game with Pierre's safety for stakes. The
courage invoked by her lover should not fail ; but he had
little thought how soon it would be put to the test, or in
what distasteful and intolerable fashion.
"The very thing," said Rosen, confidentially, "for

before I talk finally with Nicholas on matters connected
with his absence you and I have something to say to each
other."

"What is it?" asked Veronica, bent on braving the
worst.

"It is perfectly true that I am better informed than
the bulletins, and most fortunate it is for all con-
cerned," he loaned forward in his chair, lowering his
voice.

'

'
I have something here to show you, '

' he tapped
his chest, "which has givpn me great disquietude on your
account. It will not be made generally known for a
week o :• more. '

'

"My account?" she queried.

"And your family," he added, hastily
"What is it?"

"In the light of what is bound to come sooner or
later there seems only one way of evading all chances of
danger. '

'

"Danger? What kind of danger? To us at home
or to Nicholas?"

IMl
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'It may not be danger at all, but only serious incon-

venience. It all depends, but keep calm, I beg of you,

dear Veronica. You have no cause to worry personally.

My friends shall go scot free of all likelihood of trouble.

That is to say," lie paused weightily, "if they allow me
the power to act."

"Speak plainly." she said, "or how on earth can I

understand what you mean."
"First give me your word that what I disclose in

secret you will hold solemnly secret," he said, impres-

sively.

"I promise," she said, perplexed, "but I warn you it

would be wiser to make Nicholas your confidant."

"Xo!" he said shortly, drawing a leather case from
an inside pocket, turning over some papers and extract-

ing one. "Read that!"

She took the paper with a smile that withered on her

lips as she began to read.

"Tt is impossible to see here," she exclaimed, rising

suddenly and crossing to a table underneath the hanging
lamp. She sat down to hide the trembling of her hand,

flattened the paper on the table before her and read on
steadily. Tt was a typewritten copy of an official dec-

laration about to be scattered broadcast for the edifica-

tion of neutral nations.

"Inasmuch as the Armenians are committing acts op-

posed to the laws and taking advantage of all occasions

to disturb the Government; as they have been found in

possession of prohibited arms, bombs, and explosive ma-
terials, prepared with the object of internal revolt; as

they have killed Moslems in Van and have aided the

Russian armies at a time when the Government is in a

state of war with England, France and Ruasia; and in
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the apprehension that the Armenians may, as is their
habit, lend themselves to seditious tumult and revolt; the
Government have decreed that all the Armenians shall be
collected and dispatched to the vilayets of Mosul, Syria,
and Dpir-el-Zur, their persons, goods and honor being
safegiiarded. The necessary orders have been given for
ensuring their comfort, and for their residence in those
territories until the termination of the war."
He watched her narrowly, a fatt of which she was

conscious, as she strove to keep the succeeding? emotions
of anger, indignation and fear from appearing in her
face. The blow so often dreaded and discussed in antic-
ipation had been prepared and was about to fall.

"Well?" she questioned, deliberately. "Well? Can
you hand me a statement like this without expressing
your own detestation of such a monstrous crime?"
He moved hastily to her side This wa.s a point of

view he had not foreseen. With his usual obtuseness he
had calculated upon an appealing display of feminine
weakness.

"Crime? Why it is a most reasonable and tolerant
decree," he expostulated. "Of course it is always mel-
ancholy that such precautions touch the innocent as well
as the guilty; but note how every one's comfort is to be
ensured, and their stay in the prescribed districts made
as easy as possible."

Veronica's eyes kindled, regarding him steadily as he
spoke.

"What are such promises worth, Ilerr Rosen? Noth-
ing at all, and you know it as well as 1 do," she said,
vehemently. "Tako your paper! It is a terrible state-
ment. I repeat it is Nicholas who should have been your
confidant."
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"But It is you above all others I want to shield from
difficulties."

"By trj'ing to scare me? Is that how your women in

Germany like to be treated? Do you really think I

would seize any advantage that my family could not
share?"

"Exactly what I foresaw. The whole matter lies in

your hands. I have planned everything," he said,

eagerly. "You have only to consent to our marriage
before Nicholas leaves and all can be easily managed.
The step has been contemplated so long. Lti, us take it

immediately. '

'

Veronica's blood froze under his words. She kept her
eyes lowered, her gaze averted, lest he should read in

them too readily the horror congealing her heart,
'

'
This is the urgent reason for my visit here to-night,

'

'

he went on. "I want Nicholas to be assured before he
leaves that you are all in absolute safety and comfort.

For of course Mme. Severin and Zia will move over to the
Consulate. There will be room for us all.

"

"Impossible!" shot from Veronica's lips.

"No, no! Nothing is impossible, above all this most
splendid dream of seeing you my wife,

'

' he cried, catch-

ing her hand and pressing it between his own hands, not

daring a closer caress. "Be persuaded, ray beautiful

sweetheart! Have no fear! Your Otto will prove the

most loving and indulgent husband."

This time there was no responsive smile on her lips.

She could listen no longer. With a jerking movement
she got up.

"I cannot be rushed like this," she said, her voice

palpably shaking. "Weddings are out of place in war
time. I cannot even contemplate the idea of marriage
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jwt now. Wo must all tako our chance and trust in

He stood silent with quickly ehan^cd expression, his
eyes stannj. moodily at her. Perhaps after all he hadmade a mistake not to speak fiist to Nicholas United
persuasion would have had stronger effect. A new ide-isprang to his mind. He took up the paper

At any rate you know what is eomiuf,. You are

his letter case. "I can do no more."
''But you will .show it to Nicholas and Mother "

she
said with a new flush of alarm.
"0 dear, no! As you refuse to meet the crisis in the

only way possible to relieve your brother's mind and be
of sen-ice to your mother I shall not dream of needlessly
rousing their anxiety in advance.

"

"But you must, " she returned earnestly. " It is vour
duty as a friend."

^

He shrugrged his shoulders and spread out his handsm response. A queer light came into his eyes
Veronica breathed hard. She turned right and left

started for the door, came back and again confronted

th-Tf!"'^-^''P'^- "W^it till to-morrow. I must
think fir.st. It is all so difficult.

"

There was triumph in the look he guve her. Th. goal
for which he wsis ever striving seemed very ne?'
"Very well! To-morrow I will come cv^iin.

"

Tf v.;
i

be the last time, Veronica. Remember y- u- w.xu n
pledged. Not a word of this." he tapped Jiis breav.

till you .see me again."
Without waiting to see the effect of his words he v,> rit

Ou.
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CHAPTER XV

THE danger for Pierrt' Marson and their own com-

plicity in his hurried escape had been staved off.

This was the sum total of tlicir relief of mind whon Mme.
Severin and Nicholas found that Rosen had left without

waiting to see them ajrain. All was well us he meant
to return without fail the followinj? day.

That Veronica could do more than temporize with him
was out of the question now she was irretrievably bound
to another man. That she was overcome to the point of

collapse was also intellipible after the dual strain of fare-

well to her lover, and at once coping bravely with a criti-

cal situation.

So Rosen and his visit were dismissed to give place to

discussion of plans for the family. It was settled that

preparations for shutting up the house should be hurried

on, and as soon as complete the family would set out for

the village where their relative Kasbarian was pastor to

a community of Armenians.

Veronica, pondering over this step in the light of tho

ominous declaration, imagined that such a removal would

obviate in their case any official enforcement of the dis-

patch. If so her silence on the subject constituted no

menace to her loved ones.

Next day came and passed. Rosen did not appear at

the house. Perhaps lie meant to push Veronica so closely

for time that further procrastination would be impos-

sible. Trapped into so narrow a comer surrender would

be inevitable.

174
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Doctor Severin's day of departure came. He was
distinctly worried. "What can 1 do for youf Rosen
had said amiably. "Command mo and I will do my
utmost:" but ho had neither waited to receive his
friend's inslriictions nor come again as prnMii,4»>d.

Veronica was both relieved and alamu-d. Relieved
that the definite refusal was again postponed. Alarmed
because it looked as if Rosen was waitinjf to gain some
fancied advantage which their position without Nicholas
might yield to him.

Though pressed for time Nicholas took the decisive
step of calling at the Gorman Consulate.
"You have been long." said his mother on his return,

grudging every moment he was out of her sight.
"It was unavoidable. I had to wait and even then

Ro^en would not see me."
"Not see you?"
"Strange, isn't itf I cannot fathom his game. I

waited thinking there was .some mistake, and sent in
another message. The first time I was told the Consul
was engaored. The second reply was a distinct refusal to
receive me, though veiled in palaver by the clerk. Im-
possible to see me, however urgent my business."
"It can have nothing to do with me, " put in V.Tonica,

anxiously. "He must have .some other hidden motive."
"I at once went to see Mr. Luce the American Consul "

continued Nicholas. "Like the good fellow he is he Iim
promised to help you in any unforeseen difficulty. You
are to let him know whenever he can be of the least
service. Should he he.ir of any one going by your route
he will let you know so that you might travel together."
"Then we can di.spensc with the favors of Ilerr Otto

Rosen," said Anna Severin.
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Thank heaven!" cried Veronica.

I am dissatisfied," said Nicholas,

"Thank heaven!

"All the same
uneasily.

"I trust the fellow has nothing disagreeable up his

sleeve."

"No fear! He simply nurses the delusion that a show
of independence and temper will melt Vronka," said
Mme. Severin.

Veronica was perplexed. Did Rosen's failure to make
good his own promise, and his curious refusal to see
Nicholas, cancel the secrecy imposed upon her!

"There is something else," she said, deciding quickly
her course. "He pledged me to silence, but his present
behavior makes the matter too serious to hide."
Her hesitation and doubt once thrown aside she gave

a lucid account of her latest duel with Rosen, how he had
thrust and she had parried till at last he had held her
at his mercy on account of his refusal to show the docu-
ment to Nicholas.

"I was sure you had something else on your mind,
ch^rie," said her mother, tenderly.

Nicholas paid close attention to the story, weighing all

carefully with a contemptuous judgment of the man and
his tactics.

"In any case I should have been compelled to enlist
the good offices of Mr, Luce," he said.

"But the declaration, Nicholas, that is the important
matter to consider."

'

'
It seems to me a mere bogey to coerce Veronica. She

says it was only type-written. If it really existed some
inkling would have trickled through to me. I am per-
fectly easy on that score."

All too soon Nicholas had gone. Somewhere out in the
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blue; that was all they knew, for Mosul after all was only
a doubtful goal. The British were worming up the
Euphrates from Basra; the Russians were in the Cau-
casus. Turkish troops were pouring towards both
tronts. The medical unit to which he was attached
might be bound for either. Letters? Who could tell?
The field postal service of the Turkish army needed
searching reorganization for them to become any but an
uncertain and rare quantity. This in spite of the
fevered reforms carried by their German over-lords into
every branch of military activity.

Veronica's home anxieties obscured in part the grief
and suspense about Pierre which pursued her day and
night. If only the implacable silence could be broken
was the wish that stabbed her unceasingly to the heart.
But her mother, outwardly courageous to the last look
of her son, utterly broke down when he was out of her
sight and was prostrate for days.
"I depend upon you, Veronica," Nicholas said im-

pressively. "It is my one consolation to feel that you
will be eyes and ears for our mother, and cherish my
little Zia as if she were your own."
But Zia, miserable without her father, Avas not easily

comforted and exceedingly captious. Veronica's anger
still rankled in the child 's memory. It was to her grand-
mother she clung in these days rather than to Aunt
Vronka. Mmo. Severin responding to the greater pull
at her heart strings was called back the sooner to a state
of resignation.

"Helas, it is destiny," she declared. "^Jothing we
can do of ourselves can possibly change what is already
ordained." ^

Rosen still gave no sign of life, but his silence ceased
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178 LOVE AND THE CRESCENl
to give concern. Other friends came in and out more
frequently to sympathize and offer to help in the absence
of ^.chola8. Tales of the war, of fabulous victories
under Turl-ish and German command colored all the
gossip that drifted in.

Certain of the doctor's gratis patients, chased from
the hospital under the new regime, found their way to
the back gate of the house. For these Veronica did what
she could, but remedies were no longer abundant. The
little chest of medicine prepared for her by Nicholas he
Had charged her to use sparingly. None could be easily
renewed. ^

"Impossible to treat them all as he did. We should
never get done," said Mme. Severin. "The Arab
patient is a sponge that would sop up the sea."
One day the ragged importunate crowd ceased to

coll«.t and did not again appear. Amina brought inword that two soldiers at the end of the lane allowed noone to pass. All kinds of new regulations being now en-
forced on the town, those who professed to be in theknow predicted that martial law might set in at any
moment. ^
The military had taken over the railway. Movements

of travelers were controlled by passports or special per-
mits. All the exasperating restrictions with which the
late Sultan had fettered his subjects, especially the
Christians, had come back. Armenians, for instance
could no longer travel where they pleased without verj^
special attention to their identification certificates
The diligence for the coast ran irregularly these days

It was always crowded and not very safe owing +0 the
raiding bands of deserters who had turned brigand

m
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Folk who were lucky traveled in parties, preferably at
the same time as the mail, which was protected by an
armed guard. Big backsheesh was exacted for this
privilege.

Mme. Severin was prepared to pay, and soon all was
ready for the journey. That is to say all but the pass-
port, about which there was undue delay. Yet others
had been made to wait. There was no doubt the official
heads whose signatures were essential had never been so
hard worked in their lives.

The almond trees w(.re in blossom when Nicholas
bevenn went away. Two weeks later the land around
Opclla was fragrant with flowering herbs. Tlieso the
countrywomen collected in great flat baskets and brought
for sale into the town on their heads or spread out with
vegetables on the backs of the asses. For the ordinary
Syrian is never so happy as when he is fingering a nose-
gay, or sporting a flower, or inhaling the odor of bruised
petals and leaves strewn pell mell over his terraces.

Veronica, who had come out on a last hurried .shopping
expedition, itood selecting while Amina barj^ained with
one of these women who had squatted with her burden
alongside a wall on their route.

Oh, the bitter-sweetness of this appeal of spring
beauty

!

Something hellious rose and beat fiercely in Ver-
onica's throai. Why was she made to suffer so cruelly
when others lived happily and never knew what it meant
to live m hourly apprehension for the fate of the being
loved beyond everything upon earth. As if to press back
and stifle the heart-ache magnified by the mingled
scents and colors she crushed up against her bosom a big

h
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armful of anemones, white and lilac, crimson and blue,
while she packed into Amina's basket bunch upon bunch
of strangely pungent herbs.

Out of the passers-by a little crowd quickly closed
round taking the usual lively interest and share in the
transaction. Veronica unused to the veil which her
mother insisted upon her wearing these days, had mo-
mentarily thrust it aside. Her face, paler and stiUer
than ordinary, with repression straightening her lips,
was grave, almost severe, in profile.

She was still bending w*ien she felt a decided pull at
her mantle, and a low voice whispered in her ear-
"Danger! The hunters are out. Take this and go
home! Read it alone!"

Instinctively she lowered her hand without looking
round. Nothing caused her surprise in the maze of un-
realities which had sprung up in her life. In a moment
a folded paper cautiously thrust into her hand was
secreted. She dared xiot look up but still fumbled among
the flowers while Amina's tongue ran on noisily claiming
general attention.

But Veronica 's heart was beating tempestuously She
had received her cue. Who was the messenger? Some
one intimate and beloved, or another acting on his behalf
or was it a friend of Nicholas, or one o£ the many to
whom he had been a benefactor?

"Come Amina, though time is short you know we are
obliged to pass by the chemist on our way home," she
said in a clear voice meant to be heard by another ear.
With a quick movement she turned sharply round, and
as she moved away her eyes cast a casual yet sweeping
glance over those who stood near.

"Allah! It is even more necessary to call qt the
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pastry cook's, or our little swallow will die for lack of tiieright food to nourish her," cried Amina

place This was a shorter cut to their own quarU^rthan the way they had come.
The group of two Moslem women, a beggar or two anegro sherbet-seller, a durk-robed Jew w'th side loc;i^

r:^^:^^:'-- - ^-^^ - ^he identity of

Disturbed with frantic surmise and by a tumult of

tTiTr' ^7T ''''' ^^ -^^-' - ^^^^away, the behavior of the flower seller

the' womanT "'""T ^"" '"' '" '^' ^'^"'" ™"«ered

AmilT ^7°"°"f>^'
"^ -^tum for which pleasuntry

t:Z '^Z' :;:'
'^^^"^ -^^ -^ -- --^^ - the

liffTve^^
'"' ''"'"

r"''
'"""' ^^ ^^-id «"d variedMe. Every one was hurrj-ing. The buzz of tongues

urrent Z 'ex f" '^^ *'^" ^^'^"^^^ ^^^ -Re-current of excitement was working like quicksilvprthrough the blue twilight of the cov:red stre'etl

AH kinds of distressful questions streamed through her

';Whatisit?"sb asked herself. "What is it
»"

Contrary to custom the shopkeepers in no way pressedheir good, upon her, and what was stranger still ommedheir usual salutation. What was in the ai TWhocould have warned her?
Directly Amina had bought what was neces.sary towhet Zia's dainty appetite Veronica hurried hereon

But the narrow street into which they turned t"
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the market place was suddenly invaded by a press of

people pourini? excitedly through it from several direc-

tions. The t,'irl and her maid were drawn into the

human torrent. But for certain remarks tossed about

in the crowd the nature of the mood which possessed the

people mipht have been that of a gala day.

"They will be treated the same!"
"Who can deny that the justice of Allah has come?"'

"God's curse on all unbelievers! They reap only

what they have sown."

Veronica felt that something sinister was afloat.

Pressed onward by the surging crowds they suddenly

came out on the market place. Here the people were

able to spread out and then swarm to a standstill. But

the shrill frenzy f chatter in no way abated.

Here an involuntary cry escaped from Veronica. Her
eyes stared forward with petrified fixity of gaze. She

gripped Amina by the arm motioning dumbly to another

crowd of human beings massed in the center of the great

open space, a crowd of an entirely different character

from that to which the two women unwillingly belonged.

"What can it mean? Who are they?" she exclaimed.

A cordon of Turkish soldiers were herding this other

crowd into the middle of the market place. Many of

them were still trudging painfully forward in slow pro-

cession from the high road which lay beyond the town

on the further side.

Women, young and old, children of all ages, young

boys and aged men, all wan, emaciated, hollow-eyed,

covered with dust and sweat were huddled togetb r on

the ground, or standing close p;.eked like cattle with

down cast heads and bowed shoulders. Those approaeh-

n
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iiif? were like sleep walkers who appeared to see, neithe-
hear anything at all. Like the Gibeonites of old their
pramients were ragged, and tilthy, and few, as if by
reason of a very long journey. Those who had no rem-
nants of shoes or sandals clouted with rags upon their
feet walked bare-footed and bleeding.

All had the aspect of people sorely hurt and mentally
dazod, who had barely escaped with their lives from
some great catastrophe of earthquake, lire or famine.
Here were heads and eyes bandaged, there anus and
legs wound round witli blood dyed rags. .Many seemed
in a fainting condition. One and the other tottered and
dropped to their knees, only to be brought staggering to
their feet by the prod of a rifle butt end or soldier's
bayonet. Little children whimpered continuously, too
exhausted to raise a cry. They opened their mouths in-
cessantly like Starving birds or like fish dying on drj'
land.

"Who are they ? What does it mean ? '

' repeated Ver-
onica, automatically, her own mouth and lips parched
by the horror and distress which contracted her throat.
"Come away! Come away! We must go home,"

said Amina, agitatedly, seizing her by the arm. She
had been listening to the talk going on around waile
Veronica, stupefied, stared with increasing horror at the
tragic throng.

"No, they suffer, they are hungry. Thev must be
succored," she replied. "We must do something tor
them, seek water ^ad food for them."
The cruel condition of these people who looked like

hard-pressed, wounded fugitives fresh from all the tor-
tures of an invaded war zone, filled her with the one idea
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of administering to their needs. It was a scene impos-

sible to understand without enlightoiiracnt. That it

aupfured disaster for themselves she did not divine.

Loud ootnmanding shouts penetrated the shrill hubbub

of voieos re.soundinp on Jill sit' j.

"Duhrak! Out of the way O less than dust! His

Excellency is here ! Dahrak ! Clear a way! Dahrak!"
Veronica and Amina clinging closely together were

hemm<'d in anew by waves of .novement in the crowd.

By magic a passage was cleared, along which rode

Ahmed Pasha and a German oflficer with a small mounted

escort.

"Draw your veil, little sLster," whispered a low voice

in Veronica's ear.

She obeyed, rapidly realizing with a start of dismay

and pang of fear the fatal remissness that had singled

her out ever since the purchase of the flowers, and which

had possibly accounted for the remote attitude of the

bazaar shopkeepers, wao are always in touch with the

public mood of the hour.

Right and left the German officer's small mocking eyes

played incessantly over the crowd near him, appraising,

searching out and classifying. Soldiers, more soldiers,

and still more, they appeared to demand. For an in-

stant Veronica had an uneasy impression that the metal-

lie glance rested momentarily on herself and Amina, but

soon saw that it concerned the man standing at her

shoulder, some one of .vhose identity sue was passionately

curious. For it was certain that Le alone could have

spoken to her.

Apparently he was a Circassian wrapped about in the

usual black cloak. All that was visible of his face under

the white woolen hood covering his astrakhan cap waB

:.». z.n^r
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1-onzod almost to blackness. liut thoujrh he •.,«cm."d
stronjr and wiry in build liiH shoulders were bowed and
his beard grizzled, s.» the German's :bnee darted wider
afield to spy out younger men at thin priceless oprmr-
tunity for searching them out.

As the ridei-s passed and the people who hud formed
the lane closed up behind tliem Veronica was ajr.iin
.iostled to and fro, thouf^h preserved from shimhlin^ by
a finn clutch on her arm.
The pasha riding .slowly round the cordt - in the center

began to interview the soldiers in charge. His clean-
cut thin face was grim ad set. He spoke with a com-
manding voice.

"If I hear one ma" I must hear all and both .sides,"
he called out. "Get back that I may give ear to the
complaints in turn."

Just then the Circassian, who.se eyes dark and luminous
under their hooded shelter kept unceasing watch on the
surrounding people, saw that every neck was suddenly
-raned to investigate a new agitation on the edge of the
c.owd nearest the bazaars. At once he bent his head
low over Veronica and spoke into her ear in a muffled
voice.

"This pasha is at least human, but the stone has been
set rolling. He cannot stop it.

"

"Ah! Jt is
—

" gasped Veronica, only checking her
tongue in time from uttering the name of "John" aloud
"Hush!"
"Not a soul listens," she sr i under ner breath.
See, they are all watching something over there."
"It is enough if only one were to sco us talking to-

gether. Read the note later. It is important."
John Culver, so skillfully disguised as to defy recogni-
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tion unless lie clKtsr" to f»ivo a dew to his roul identity,

was keenly \vut<!hinf? an opportunity to extricate Ver-

onica fn)m her dangerous position. Fierce cries n)se

from behind. Again the press swayed and was forced

asunder by a number of men laden witli all kinds of

housc'iold furniture.

"Now is the moment." whispered John of a sudden.

"Come on, dose benind nie!"

Panlinp, half choked the two women struggled on step

by step behind the thrusting elbows of the fii?ure pushing

on in front. All around them surircd the crowd, .shout-

ing and jostling. A few interminable minutes of slow

progress and then on the edge of the s<iuare opened out

close at hand a v-omparatively empty street.

"That way ! (jo slowly," said John as he turned sud-

denly to one side to let them pass and then himself dis-

appearing instantly.

"Allah! Allah!" babbled Araina as she shuffled

down the street by Veronica's side. They came to a

broad cross street which swarmed right and left with

another rabble, struggling shapes which seemed .form-

ing the shops and stalls and throwing the contents into

the open thoroughfare, and others lading themselves

with booty of every description. All were too eagerly

absorbed to take any notice of the two women hung up

on their way by the horror of the ominous spectacle.

For they were all Christian shops, and chiefly Ar-

menian; wealthy shops filled with the richest commodi-

ties, jewelry, and glittering silks, and eastern luxuries

of many kirds. A Moslem more audacious than the rest

had suddenly pounced upon a valuable article and ex-

hibited his prize triumphantly. It was a signal to grasp

and whirl away whatever took their fancy. The shop-

..w^.^-myy-ij./:^:^ . 'r^M^. )
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kccpprs fled iit four of thoir livcH, thraijjh .iinlor hud
not yt't minjfli'd in the iiiibridlod },'jiin( if pillajf*'.

V'tToniea bn'utlicd hard. Her first fhouj;lit leaped to

her iiiuthi-r. I'ictiuTs of a dreadful past t-dyi-d -ourid

by linoN of fir.' flitted tlin)U<.'h her brain as sh^ walked
swiftly, eonfiniially urijin)? Amina to hasiiMi her steps.

The way they trod ^kns (piiet and luekily ir fre.iuented

just then. Thoy passed the Turkish i'.,^t Oflicc

Twenty yards further the street widened into a small
open area when- stood several ofTicial liuil.linu's, and
anions them the double gates ai stronir outer wall of
the fierman r'onsulato.

With an added shudder Veroniea hurried by on the
other side. Those iron bars seemed to her agitated mind
a trap that mifrht open (»n the instant to snafeh her
within. Hardly had she passed than a overed carriage
drove q.iickly by and drew up at a big gate further on
where Turkish sentries were posted.

Suddenly Amma gav a loud exclamation, turned
round and .stood stock still, refusing to budge.

"Look, look!" she .said in a seared "oice, pulling Ver-
onica back with \ngor. "The little Zia in that carriage.

It was Zia and none other."

"You are mad, you see dreams," retorted Veronica
sternly. "Come on this minute! The least delay may
mean harm to both Zia and mother."

Muttering protests and half weeping the woman fol-

lowed obediently after giving another backward glance
at the carriage which was already moving away from the
gate.

When they reached the house five minutes later it was
to find an atmosphere of distress and confusion. Mme.
Severin, absorbed in duties entailed by her early de-

n
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188 LOVE AND THE CRESCENT
parture, had relaxed her watcli over Zia's movements.
Missing her she called out within doors, and then from
the veranda, but Zia was not to be found anywhere and
the garden gate was wide open.

Never once had she been known to venture alone into
the street, her lameness causing a certain timidity. Ver-
onica turned to Amina, voiceless with a new dread.
"Why has Allah given us eyes to see when he points

the way? You would not listen," cried the woman
roughly, distracted with fear for her idol after all she
had just seen and gone through. "By m3-self I will go
and snatch her from the trap, whatever it is. Inshallah,
I shall not return without her,"
She rushed away but came back in quarter of an hour

before Veronica, preoccupied in calming her mother,
had been able to disclose the tragic picture of the market
place, or the history of the pillage of Christian shops.
"If they kill me for it I care nothing at all, but give

me at once of the magic powder which shuts the eye
quickly in sleep, and it must be strong," said Amina
grimly. "I have not seen her yet, but she is there and
calls aloud with tears. By the soul of my mother I shall
soon carry her back to her home. Be ready, Sitt, to
set out on your journey before they follow and snatch
her again from our arms."

su(,.*;ri.' <i~CD^ii WK^i£KmaW.^"M x^m"
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CHAPTER XVI

A MINA returned to the house where the carriage had/X stopped. That sentries were at the gate was no
hindrance to her entrj-, for at all hours of the day a
miscellaneous number of people were allowed to stroll
aimlessly in and out of the courtyard. With the air ofone bent on a definite errand she crossed to the smallroom of the coffee hearth presided over by a woman of
her own village with whom she was on intimate terms.On her first entrance, wary of plunging into the mh-

in .r , nJ'f
'''^^' '^' ^'^ ^'^^ f°^ information with

all the skillful cunning of her race. Quickly she had
got m touch with the incident which was exciting cu-
nosity, and among the women of the household no smaU
indignation.

A little girl, daughter of the good clever doctor whohad cured so many maladies in the harem of this official
of the Turkish Police, had been brought in and conveyed
to an ante-chamber removed from the audience hall.
She had been heard to call out long and plaintively.

In the name of Allah what does it mean, my sister?"
whispered the old woman.

iZ!\ 'V\^
'''''? ""^ ^ ^'^^^ ^^° ^«t^« ^11 angels and

tnes to destroy them," hissed Amina. "Have you seen

^l-J""'^ »/"«»Pf
as she passed in. ' Greeting to you,

!l ,; l^'^'
'^^^^°» ^^^ y^"o^ hair over her

shoulder. The German effendi close behind hurried heron as If he wanted no one to see her."
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"The little delicate one with the heart of a lion has

dared to defy him more than once. He wants to punish

her without a doubt," said Amina, her black eyes darting

right and left and out into the hall curiously deserted

to-day of its ordinary visitors owing to attractions else-

where of greater magnitude. All her native ingenuity

of intrigue had started furiously to work. Five minutes

talk revealed that her friend was itching to go into the

town to investigate with her own eyes the truth of the

exciting reports brought from outside.

"I have seen, I know!" exclaimed Amina with ani-

mated suggestion of unprecedented happenings. "Go
and see for yourself while 1 boil coffee in your absence.

But wait," she added with an illuminating thought

flashed by Allah himself into her mind she later declared,

"first I must run home to fulfill the errand which

brought me out. In the twinkling of an eye I will

return.
'

'

And now Amina, outwardly stolid and composed,

crouched in solitary charge of the coffee hearth. Her

ear was strained to catch every sound, while her eyes

were on the watch for the least movement of the revolv-

ing cupboard in the wall which communicated with the

servants of the Selamlik.

"0 Saida, mother of coffee, hurry up! Would you

make His Excellency wait?" at last came the summons

for which she had made ready.

With a steady hand she poured out the coffee, put the

tray into the hutch and watched it slowly disappear from

view. The pewter coffee jug she carefully emptied and

at once put a fresh lot on to brew. Then she dropped

into a listening pose, but only for a few moments before

she stepped to the doorway and looked out cautiously.
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Suddenly she went out and walked quickly through the
hall where two or three turbaned old men meditatively
fingering their beads looked after her listlessly. The
passage of a menial more or less, doubtless a slave, was
not a matter to excite interest or curiosity.

Amina turned into a corridor at the end of the hall,

staying her steps deferentially near a portiere where a
man servant was on guard.

"This is the hour I was ordered to come and fetch the
child," she said, meekly. "From the hanoum Effendi
herself I have taken my orders.

'

'

Doubt glimmered in the glance thrown her by the
man as he bent forward to listen before the portiere, but
the sounds to which he had listened with callous in-

difference for the last half hour had subsided. Truth
might lie after all in this woman 's words. He raised the
portiere and looked into the room.

"They sleep!" he exclaimed in a surprised whisper,
adding with emphasis, "and must not be disturbed "

"Bismallah! I am bound to carry off the child.
Such are my orders," was the firm reply, and before a
protest could be raised Amina had slipped behind the
curtain.

With prompt grip of the situation she acted unhesi-
tatingly. Her little love, her ewe-lamb, lying bunched
up on the divan in the strained attitude of an injured
dog, stared at her with the eyes of one beholding an im-
possible vision. Otto Rosen, lounging to one side of her,
was sound asleep and breathing heavily, his head awk-
wardly propped against the wall. The Turkish official

on her other side also slept with a little intermittent
snore, his head buried on his breast, his fingers still

slaekly holding a half fallen chibouk.
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Finger on lip Amina stole to the divan snatching; on

her way at a dust cloak, evidently Rosen's, flung over a

chair. With this in a moment she had enveloped Zia

from head to foot cautioning her in a whisper to be per-

fectly silent, and then carried her away in her strong

arms. The decision of her action, and fear of the

hanoum's anger should her orders be thwarted were the

magie which paralyzed any opposition on the servant's

part.

But Amina herself, who had weighed her chances with-

out fear, only felt she had succeeded in her daring when,

without being called back in the court, or arrested in her

flight through the street, she had gained the haven of

home.

At the gate stood Mn c. Severin and Veronica both in

walking garb, having decided to appeal for help to the

American Consul if Amina failed to appear. The kid-

naping of Zia had precipitated a crisis. In addition

John Culver's letter spoke of pressing danger, intelli-

gible enough in the light of the tumult prevailing in the

town. He urged them to get to the orchard that very

day, and after dark a boat would come and convey them

to a place of hiding. All the same a safe conduct was

essential in case of emergency. For this Herr Rosen

might be asked to busy himself vrithout in any way re-

vealing their plans to him.

At any other time John's sudden reappearance under

disguise, and his revelations would have been startling

enough, but everything paled in significance by the side

of Zia's extremity.

"If it comes to the worst I will ask Mr. Luce to come

with me to Ahmed Pasha himself, and demand that the

family of a medical officer on active service be protected

i S'
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both in their home and traveling," said Anna Severin,
vehemently.

"You must certainly go to him. He behaved well to
Nicholas about poor Murad," said Veronica, who in a
fever of wrathful unrest kept running into the road to

watch for the first glimpse of Amina.
"Here she comes," she called at last, starting swiftly

to meet the hurrying figure.

"No, no! Enter and fasten the gate! I alone will
take her in," gasped the woman, refusing to halt until,

safely indoors, she could place her precious burden care-
fully on a couch.

"Oh, dear Mother of God!" cried Mme. Severin at
sight of the waxen little face pressed back on the cushions
with a tense appearance of great suffering. "A cordial
with brandy in it at once, Veronica."

'She is already dead, she is aead!" wailed Amina.
'She has only fainted. Keep calm, Amina. After

being so brave you must not give way now—but what is

this?" exclaimed Mme. Severin in horrified tones. "Oh,
the devils, the devils! They have been torturing this
little saint."

'

'
Where 1 What is it ? " asked Veronica, breathlessly,

coming to her side with glass and spoon. "Hold up her
head and I will feed her."

"Give it to me ! Bring olive oil and soft lint at once.
Her little hand is cruelly burnt," said Mme. Severin in
a strangled voice.

'

' Yes, pretty one,
'

' she said with pas-
sionate tenderness as Zia's eyelids flickered and then
opened, "you are at home quite safe with Meme and
Dadi. Swallow that, little darling! You will soon be
better."

The child, big-eyed and wan, stared mutely from one
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face to the other as she obediently gulped down a few
spoonfuls of the cordial. Then she made a sudden effort

to sit up and speak, but instead burst into a passion of

weeping. By degrees she was calmed and they bound up
the badly blistered hand. The tension relieved by her

tears, she was able to reply to their questions and relate

how she had been enticed away.

A strange man had come to her in the garden, evidently

by way of the hospital as the house gate had been

fastened when the others went out earlier. This man
had said her Uncle John was waiting to see her. She

must come at once and say nothing to her grandmother
as it was to be a surprise for her. A carriage was out-

side the gate with Ilerr Rosen in it and he took her away.

"I did not let him think I was afraid. Besides I

thought Unc':; John would take care of me," she said,

plaintively; "but he was not in that house and I did not

see him at all. They told me a lie.
'

'

"In heaven's name what did they do it for?" cried the

grandmother.

"Pure wickedness and, of course, spite," said Veron-
ica, fiercely. "That man would stop at nothing."

"They did it because they wanted me to tell them
things about father and our visitors and about Monsieur

Marson more than any o->e,
'

' said Zia, excitedly, They
said the Frenchman had visited our house quite lately

and I was bound to tell them every word he said. I said

it was false. He had not been to the house at all, only

to the orchard a long time ago. They did not believe

me.

"Was that why they hurt you, Zia love?" interrupted

Veronica, her voice shaking.

The child nodded agitutedly.

'

i '-
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"The pasha put his pipe on my hand instead of the
traj'^ directly he asked me a (luestion. It was burning
hot, as hot as Araina's irons, and he s(iueezed my hand
inside his own to make me hold the pipe very tight,

'Now tell me,' he said, 'before it burns you badly, tell rae

quickly ' but I said nothing, only my prayers very fast

out loud all the time, I remembered what Meme told me
about the saints and the martyrs and bad consequences if

I told tales," she went on in her shrill thin voice. "I
told them nothing at all. They called me an obstinate
little devil. Then they drank coffee and went to sleep,

and Dadi came to fetch me. '

'

"My lamb
! My little angel ! " said Mme, Severin in a

Jeep, thrilled voice as she folded the child closely in her
arms,

"Make ready now, Sitt " said Amina, hurriedly.
'

'
When the trick is discovered they will send for us. For

myself I do not care if they kill me like Murad for I have
saved our Zia, but she must be taken away at once."
"Yes, with no delay, to the American Consulate,"

said Veronica, firmly. "Once there we can make our
plans. Mr. Luce will help us."

"Oh, it is shameful, shameful!" cried Mme. Severin
in tones of anguish, "but we must certainly act and
lament no longer

Just about the time they reached the American Con-
sulate in safety Otto Rosen stirred uneasily and opened
his eyes. For the moment he could not grasp his bear-
ings, but a confused look around was followed by an
awakening to conscious remembrance.

Bewildered he stared at the vacant place beside him,
then at the sleeping Turk, The stubborn child had been
taken away while somehow he had fallen asleep. Strange
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196 LOVE AND THE CRESCENT
that the strain which he had certainly experienced dur-
ing Zia's ordeal should have acted like a soporific. He
could not understand it. Suspicion began to stir, yet his
first feeling was of relief. Checking his impulse of
clamoring to the sleeper for an explanation of the child's

disappearance he pressed his hands over ^ is eyes, which
were still heavy, got up and made for the door.
The same man still held guard without. Pie related

glibly how the hanoum Effendi had sent one of her
women for the child who was now in the harem.
Rosen looked back undecided at the sleeper but finally

walked off. Uis inner man was dissatisfied with the
drastic nature of the scene he had witnessed. Threats
or a whipping such as given to unruly children had been
his notion in advance of coercing Zia. The methods of
the Turks applied individually at close quarters had
gra^-d upon him. He had started a remonstrance but
then hardened his heart at the sound of Marson's name,
anticipating he knew not what useful information
through the lips of the tortured child.

But to his infinite wonder not one incriminating word
had escaped her. An involuntary comparison with Ver-
onica sprang to his mind. Both had the same obstinate

immovable will. Was it an Armenian characteristic t

Undoubtedly. Bah! why trouble himself about these
matters? There were potent reasons now clear to him
why he should detest with all his soul any being, young
or old, tainted by that traitorous strain of race.

All was over between him and Veronica. That was a
fixed and settled fact. Only he wanted to punish her, to

humiliate, to bring her to her knees to beg mercy from
the man she had cajoled and rejected, whom she had

&«?i 9M' .?»£?*t*»!5affl&-. :^-^^v V-.;,, S»' ^#^-"-.<
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lured on to the most beguiling of hopes, only cruelly to
cast away with utter disdain.

To his own gates was but a matter of a few steps.
The carriage in -vhich he had fetched Zia was drawn up
in the court waiting his return. At sight of it he felt
conscious of an impelling need of air and at the same time
distraction. The personal note which never ceased to
clamor through every activity of his crowded days was
more than ever insistent. This time it urged him to view
with his own eyes the band of deported Armenians which
he had been told were temporarily lodged on the market
place on their way to Der-el-Zor.

He was soon driving in that direction, speculating-? after
what manner the authorities would carry out the declara-
tion of the Ottoman government. The town wa.« fairly
quiet again now. With grim intentness not unmixed
with approval of what seemed merited retribution for a
treacherous far-reaching people he eyed the dolorous
herd of refugees.

The majority lay huddled together prostrate like
corpses. Here and there little children stood up munch-
ing ravenously nuts and bits of bread flunrr to them by
one or other of the crowd around more human than their
fellows. Famine, murder and death were inseparablo
companions of war, he reflected, and no power on earth
could hinder the innocent from suffering with the guilty
Ahmed Pasha had left the spot. The German officer

was still there talking to a group of well-to-do Christians
who had approached with gifts of food and clothing for
the beggared and stricken multitude. They were°told
firmly, frigidly, that the Wali had received orders from
head-quarters that no Christians of any class were to be
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198 LOVE AND THE CRESCENT
allowed to intervene. Such action would only rouse the
ire of the populace with worse results. The travelers had
all they needed at present. Substantia] help awaited
them further on their journey. Catching sight of Rosen
m his carriage the German ot! cer summarily dismissed
the petitioners and rode up to speak with him.
"Temporary hardships only, quite unavoidable," he

remarked. "You know what bungling fools those local
offioiaLs are at organization, no initiative, ano still less
decision. That explains this situation," with a wave of
the hand over the square. "However, they mean to see
the matter throu, ^' very thoroughly now, but rely on our
solid support. This is only the first lot of deportees to
pass this way. Other bigger ones are to follow, ai;d
many large bands are en route by other roads."
"A hopelessly useless lot to look at," replied Rosen,

dryly. "Small purpose to convey them anywhere, it
seems to me."

^^
"Just so, mere rirf-raff," assented the voice of steel.

"The majority '^rill soon be sifted out and the eli^na-
tion will be profitable to the survival of the fit.

"

''You mean they will die. Some look dead already."
"Exactly! I ought to know after all I went through

with those swinish Poles quite recently. These deporta-
tions are being carried out on the same lines."
Rosen made no further comment. Indeed, if so be he

had felt any compassion at all he would still have been
compelled to hold his hands. Such were his own orders
from head-quarters. A passive role was to be his under
any circumstances. No. withstanding he drove away
oven less satisiied inw.dly than before he visited the
spot.

The business of the day was still at high pressure when

m^^sm^^^i
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he reimtered tho Consulate. With a brief i-iquisitorial
gUnce around he walked throujrh the outer and inner
offices. Near the furthest door a clerk rose from hi.s
desk and spoke to him in a low emharra- .a voice
Rosen stopped short. "In my private room. That

18 forbiddrn." he snapped out.

"She would take no refusal and said she wa« positive
your excellency expected her."
The Consul ^larod at th.. .speaker, pushed a.sidc the

curtain, stared into the room, then dropped the curtain
behind and deliberately clo.sed the door.
For a few seconds he and his visitor stood face to face

sd.Mit but with tense hostility in thn attitude of each.
'

"1 mipht have jrues-sed it was you," he burst out
though It IS th.' first time Mile. Severn has honored my

private office with a visit. What can I do for her ? '

'

Veronica drew herself up and her eyes blazed with
passion.

"Your callousness makes the blood boil in my veins "
she said, her voice vibrating with the deep notes of her
mother. "Are you a monster that you can .stand there
with such words in your mouth instead of showing .shame
or some small degree of compunction for your cruel and
pitiless conduct to Zia?"
"So you know more than I do about the little cat?"

he said, coming forward with a low unpleasant laugh
This shall be inquired into."

"In order that you may torture me too?" she flashed
back. '

'
I warn you in advance that nothing you or your

unspeakable friends the Turks can do to me would ever
make me unseal my lips."

Every word she uttered was barbed with scorn and
bitterness. His breast heaved ' "
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his oyes. Revenge was dearer to him at the nioinont than
love.

"What iH your business with met" he asked r()uj?lily.

"You have not come solely to taunt and defy me. If it

is some favor you desire of me you must mend your
manners."

• * Favor of you 1 Never ! I simply claim a ri^ht that
you took voluntarily upon yoursolt when you promised
Nich as to protect the interests of his family. You
have ., c yet forsworn your word though you have :1-

lowed his child to be tortured," she said at white heat.

"Whatever else I may have thought of you I never re-

garded :'ou as less than a man of honor."
His lips twitched grimly. "What do you want?" he

asked.

She placed a document on the table before him.
"Your signature as well as that of the American Con-

sul which is there already. lie knows your long inti-

macy with my family and the weight of Oerman influence
in Syria at he present hour. It was he who counseled
me to pay yo i this visit. You know already that during
ray brother's absence we had arranged to shut up our
house and leave Opella."

"Why should I do at Mr. Luce's request what you do
not ask for yourself?"

"Ah ! why indeed ! That is a question for your inner
conscience to answer, '

' she said, a sudden access of grief
catching her voice.

'

' Will you sign it ? Are you willing
to show that you still possess .some trace of the humanity
Khamil Pasha tried to shake out of you?"
Her blue eyes fixed steadily upon him looked black

agaiist the pallor of her face. Drawn to her fi .1 height,

the black mantle of the East open and falling in long

H' I.
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lines on each side of her figure, her veil thrown back over
her hair, nho faced him lik.' an avpnjfing ariKcl.
The sight of her standing there so close to him bodily,

yet in ever^'thing else immeasurably fur away, still had
power to move him. In the grip of something greater
than his will he took the document in his hand.
He read it mechanically while a distracting tumult of

ideas fought in his brain. Let her go away from Opella
and perhaps from him for all timet Yet if .vhe stayed
would she ever be his t Besides he no lonj?cr wanted her
He hated her. Then let her go! It was the only wise
course. Yet what about revenge for her duplicity? At
any rate she was definitely separated from the French-
mnn, whom in time she would certainly forget. But th en
if she went away the personality of Otto Rosen might
also fade into oblivion. On the other hand ii she re-
mained in Opella circumstances would soon drive her to
see what a useful and indispensable part he still played
in her life, and how he alone would have power t'> save
her from the impending avalanche of disaster.

Could he, even now that he hated her, endure to soe
her one of such a throng as that massed on the market,
place? And if so would not her fate be one of inde-
scribable shame and torture ? Could any punishment be
worse? Yet—yet—he looked at her suddenly with
hunger in his eyes.

"I am waiting for your signature," she said, stung
into speech by that look of craving and appraisement
which made him own brother to the Turk.
He continued to observe her silently for a moment,

making perhap.s a final calculation, undergoing a la.st

short struggle of conflicting passions. Then he sat down
at his desk, used his pen, carpfully blotted what be had
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written, stood up and handed the paper triumphantly

to Veronica.

Without giving it a look she folded it up and read-

justed her mantle.
'

' Thank you,
'

' she said, coldly, and turned to go.

"You had better read it first," he said, hurriedly.

She stopped short regarding him with surprise and

suspicion, then with nimble fingers spread open the docu-

ment. He watched her furtively and noted with secret

satisfaction the sudden flush which dyed her face as

her eyes traveled rapidly along the lines.

"Oh!" she exclaimed. "Oh! I might have expected

it of you."

He had carefully erased her name from the permit,

making it available solely for Mme. Severin, Zia and one

female servant.

"You mean me to take my chance?" she asked, looking

at him very fixedly. "I have no objection to running

the risk."

"You shall do nothing of the kind," he retorted. "I
mean you to stay in Opella, What your mother does is

quite immaterial to me."
"You cannot compel me to stay against my will."

"If you go have you realized what may happen to

you ? Do you know the kind of sight to be viewed to-day

on the market square?"

Veronica blenched. "I do, T have seen it," she said,

huskily.
*

'My poor people ! Once again the martyrs of

humanity. '

'

"Veronica! Veronica!" he cried, getting up and

coming near. She put up her hands palms outward as

if to ward off his approach. "From all this I mean to

safeguard you."
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"I have no need of your protection," she said with
dignity, quickly mastering her emotion and again turn-
ing to the door.

Baffled and goaded to the madness of betrayal he called
after her. "You need not reckon on another chance
encounter with your French lover!" In his voice
sounded a note of triumph.

Swift as a flash Veronica turned on him. "What do
you mean ? " she said, fiercely,

"That you will never see him again. I have taken
care of that."

She gave a curious little choked crj- and grew deadly
pale. Iler whole frame shook. She stepped forward to
grasp for support the edge of the table. Hosts of ques-
tions looked from her eyes, big at last with terror though
not for her own danger. Suddenly she drew herself up
and advanced, her eyes now ablaze with furj' and pas-
sionate hatred.

"If you have hurt him I will kill you," she said in a
hard, level voice.

"Hurt him? Oh dear no, do not trouble yourself,
though if he got his deserts he would suffer the death
that all the cursed French race merit at our hands."

She drew in her breath sharply. "What have vou
done with him?" she demanded.
"He enjoys a position at the present moment that will

ensure to him in years to come the same heroic halo of
sanctity enjoyed to-day by the prisoners of Amasia
fame. You remember that pretty little story of the
newspapers, for we read it together, and how it touched
and elevated our souls."

She looked at him, dazed, dumb, while her mind
labored heavily under the effect of the culminating foul
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blow. Pierre was a prisoner somewhere. That was the

pivot on which everything else turned. He must have

been seen and captured after leaving the house.

Vaguely she recalled the cry she had heard when wait-

ing at the gate. It had happened then she was certain.

Rosen did not know for he was then in the house with

Nicholas, but he must have known later, and that ex-

plained his continued silence and absence. As she

mustered these facts and surmises together her mind
cleared, her energy of soul returned. Not only for her

mother and Zia's sake had she still to struggle with Otto

Rosen, but now more than ever on account of Pierre.

"Amasia is too far from Opella. You cannot have

sent him there,
'

' she said, speaking quietly by a supreme
effort of will,

"There are tombs everywhere in Asiatic Turkey," he

said, evasively.

"Yes, God knows the Turk carries death wherever he

rules," was her prompt retort.

He made no comment, but his eyes watching her

closely, held for a brief moment the accusing eyes of the

girl. Then their glance shifted.

"You will be punished," she said, suddenly. "No
man can do what you ' ave done and escape retribution.

Destiny will take her revenge on you when least ex-

pected."

He got up with a new access of anger, stirred against

his will by the prediction.

"This interview must cease," he said, harshly. "Re-
member you will stay on in Opella unless you wish to

endanger your mother's safety. Tell her if you like

that I will take means to safeguard your house."

Veronica opened her lips to speak but second thoughts
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held her silent. She drew the veil over her face,

fastened her mantle and left the room. As she crossed

the court the kawass of the American consulate came
forward from tho arcade and followed her out. Mr.
Luce had takeu no risks.
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How silent the house, and void of all that gave forth

the home feeling ! Veronica sat in it alone but for

an old native woman, pottering over odd jobs, left undone
in the hurry of Amina's exodus with her mistress and
Zia. A couple of hours had gone by since these had

driven through the town gates in the American Consul "s

carriage, to embark on the way of escape arranged by

John Culver. Even the Consul and his wife approved

of the plan after hearing with horror of Zia's ordoal

and the fxar+'ing attitude of Herr R6sen. It was cer-

tainly more prudent to slip away in a manner unlikely

to be suspected than to run open risks through the

journey by diligence.

Veronica had only come back to the house to wind up
certain household matters and to gather into as small

a compass as possible the personal belongings needful

for a visit. For Mrs. Luce had insisted upon her accept-

ing tlie hospitality of the consulate until a sale way of

rejoining her family should open out.

She was ready now to be fetched. Any moment the

gate bell might summon her away. This was the first

definite pause for reflection since the moment she had

left Otto Rosen's office. Of his threats she had told her

mother only enough to show valid reason for reraainiug

behind, disliking to add to her anxieties, and fearing

that if she knew all no persuasion would have procured

her consent to such an arrangement.

Quite apart from the chance of increased danger for

206
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her mother Veronica had wished beyond anything to re-

main behind. It was her only chance of discovering
anything vital about Pierre.

Where was ho? A sheltering roof for herself counted
nothing against the certainty of the perils through which
he had pa.ssed and must still be undergoing. The mere
thought of that prison tomb of Amasia iced her blood
with fear and grief. She seemed overweighted with an
unbearable burden from which for the moment there
seemed not the smallest hope of release.

What a dreadful day to look back upon! Menace
from all sides, dangers positive, and apprehensions of
worse to come. Thank God, the little mother was mak-
ing a bid for safety with Zia and the heroic Amina.
That any project engineered by John Culver must con-
tain seeds of success for its achievement was guaranteed
by the wonderful way in which, so far, he had outwitted
the authorities and evaded capture.

She shivered, feeling forcibly that there was even a
craftier brain than his at work, a stronger hand manipu-
lating abominable plots to suppress, coerce, ami torture
all fellow creatures that crossed the workings of its

many monstrous and ambitious schemes.

For she was waking fearfully, though defiantly, to the
reality of the ghastly power and trickerj- of German
secret machinations at work through the length and
breadth of the Turkish empire. It was a German who
had courtmartialed INIurad against the commandant's
wish

; a German who had tortured Zia after himself kid-
naping her by a ruse; a German who had devised the

character of Pierre's prison and gloated over his terrible

plight. It was a r an who, riding by Ahn.od Pasha's
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side, had gazed unmoved, mockingly, callously, at the

misery of those unhappy people on the market square.

In her eyes these were but types of that vast horde of

Germans without heart or soul who were destroyin;?

beautiful France in the brutal and barbarous fashion of

which Pierre Marson fresh from home had given

them a passionately vivid summary, setting their blood

on fire.

If only she had some certainty regarding the true fate

of her lover ! How to obtain it was a matter in which

Mr. Luce might help her. A prisoner was after all an

individual to be accounted for. Here Veronica forgot to

take into account, herself, that Pierre must have been

arrested in the guise of a spy, and that it would be almost

a miracle for him to have escaped death. He was not

dead, she assured herself, unless Otto Rosen had pur-

posely deceived her.

It was some deviation to know that her mother would

tell John everything ; for she did not doubt but that John

himself would be in charge of the fugitives. He would

carry them to some safe hiding place, and perhaps before

long devise a means of flight for herself.

Was that the bell? She started up and ran into her

own room for a last look round. She carried a small

handbag containing the most valuable of her jewels,

her money and a few other important details. A thought

struck her, and she at once, for greater security, hid it

away "n her person as she had always done when going

on a journey. Then she picked up her traveling bag

and sundry small packages and came out to wait in the

lewan.

The door opened suddenly revealing the startled face

of the native woman. "There ere soldiers at the gate,"
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she said, breathlessly, in little more than a whisper, her

eyes glittering.

Veronica's courage stood firm in spite of all she had

gone through, but while not a muscle raoverl every drop

of blood left her face as for a moment she stared at the

door.

"Allah! They are here—close behind me," said the

woman in a scared voice.

Slowly Veronica put down the bag and again turned

to the door. As long as Otto Rosen had no part in this

new attack of fate she felt she could yet face it with

unbroken front. Of this she was soon assured. It was

a Turkish oflficer who entered while the soldiers, four in

number, filled the doorway. She looked at the officer

with all her keen wits in her eyes.

"I must trouble you to come with me, mademoiselle,"

he said, distantly. "I have brought a carriage for you.

It waits at the gate."
'

' The carriage of the American Consul should also be

waiting for me. There must be some mistake," she said

in a slow but steady voice. "I am expected at his house

on a visit. It is an engagement I must not break.
'

'

"My orders come from the Pasha himself. It is his

wish that you come away now under my escort without

inconvenience to yourself."

"Which Pasha? And how can I know that you hold

his orders?"

"His Excellency, Ahmed Pasha, our commandant. I

advise you to come without resistance, mademoiselle,
'

' he

said, significantly.

"Where are you going to take me?"
He bowed with a little outward gesture of the hands.

'

' I beg you to come with no further delay,
'

' he said.
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"I can take these with me of course," she said in a
stately iiiaiiner, indicating the bag and her packages.

"Certainly, liiadcmoiselle ! Here Hussein, carry these

things carefully to the carriage."

Her mind temporarily at a standstill was utterly un-

able to account for this singular and unlooked for twist

of affairs. She made her way silently through the gar-

den to be overtaken at the gate by a feeling of panic.

She drew back suddenly as if she had just discovered a
precipice opening at her feet. In a moment she sum-
moned up fresh courage and seeing that resistance was
hopeless she entered the carriage. The door was clo.sed,

she heard the clatter of horses' hoofs, a sharp word of

command, and they had started. She was alone, the

officer and his escort riding.

Her heart beat to suffocation. She felt that some un-

known climax was at hand. Nothing she could do hud
power to stop it unless—her hand crept into her bosom
clutching at something concealed.

The more she thought of the situation the uglier it

seemed. Ahmed Pasha! What had John said! That
the pasha know her well by sight. He had seen her in

the summer hotel. She called Rosen to mind and her
fatal influence over him, and how Pierre had declared

he had loved her at first sight.

Momentarily she would have scratched and disfigured

her own face if that would have made its beauty of no
account. For she was no fool to ignore the value of a
woman's fair face, or the fact that her own had power
to move men in a way of which she possessed ample
proof. From the opposite s;andpoint beauty was an
as,set in swaying the wills of men, and added to fearless-

ness and ready wit conveyed a magnetism which she had

V 6
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more than once found potent to use as oil on angry

waters, and to gain her own way.

"Courage, bien-aimee!" sho crooned under her breath

as a charm to soothe her own mental disturbance; and

she leaned back folding her arms closely together, as if to

brace body and soul, to meet she knew not what fresh

ordeal.

The closely shuttered windows gave back no inkling

of the way or its direction, only there seemed more than

one sharp turning and the joltiiig of the latter part of

the drive was atrocious.

The carriage stopped. She heard the voice of the

Turkish officer requesting her to alight and follow him.

Night had fallen. Though the gate was narrow and low,

through which they entered after climbing a steep path-

way, a building towered, menacing and massive above

her, as a prison. Crossing the flagstones of a small

closed courtyard by the light of a lantern she felt that

she had in truth entered some jail, so forbidding the

shadows, and strong the walls about her.

A flight of steps brought them out under a colonnade

whence they plunged into a vaulted passage. Veronica,

at pains in the gloom to keep her footing, had followed

her guide with downcast eyes, but just then light falling

from an interior diverted her gaze. She half paused,

startled by the dart of a sudden suspicion, which steadily

grew with every onward step.

Another steep stairway down which the moonlight

strayed to meet her, and this suspicion became a cer-

tainty. They had brought her to El Fereidus, the home

of the Culvers. Now she came out on the top of the

house, on the terrace of the upper room, of the tent,

and the flowers and trees.
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Familiarity with her surroundings restored a momen-
tary calm of spirit. This was before reflection painted
the isolation, the helplessness of her position cut oiT

from all means of exit but by way of the stairs. A lamp
burned in the upper room where the persiennes were
closed.

"Mademoiselle will be treated in everj- way as a guest
of honor provided she makes no attempt to descend the
stairs," said the officer, stiffly. "The guast room is

made ready for her use. She has but to express her
wishes to the attendant and all in reason shall be al-

lowed."

Several questions hovered on her lips, but only one
escaped. "Am I alone on the terrace?"
"Yes! You will be undisturbed. You can rest tran-

quilly." He saluted distantly and went down the stairs.

To Veronica, overwrought in body and mind at the
close of an exhausting day, there came reaction in the
form of a wave of fierce homesickness. With sudden
anguish she thought of her mother to whom she had
turned in every trouble right through her life. Directly
this tired feeling had passed away she would go to the
further terrace and look out over the river. What if

by some happy chance she were to see the little boat
slipping to safety through the moonlight?
But not yet, for positively she must rest a while.

She dropped on a narrow divan near the door and
leaned her head listlessly against the low persiennes be-

hind, the unhappiness and strain of her eyes hidden
under closed lids, her hands locked tightly on her knees.

Scarcely had the sound of the descending footsteps died
away than an old woman made her appearance, bearing a

tray with coffee and a variety of cakes and a jar of drink-
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ing water. She saluted Veronica politely, and at oneo

set about serving her, after which she fwit cross-legged

on the floor, watching with a mixture of curiosity and

admiration in her shrewd old eyfi.

After drinking the coffee eagerly, and then quenching

her thirst by a long draught of water, Veronica was

able to smile at the old woman and to thank her for the

attention.

"Your words are of gold, hanoum effcndi," came in

obsequious reply. "Remember in your happiness that

I am always your faithful .servant. I have nuidc n'udy

your bed. In the morning when you are refreshed with

.sleep T will tie your hair, and make you beautiful for

the visit of your lord. Bismallah, you are in luck's

way!"
"I .shall not forjjet your willing serviec*," said Ver-

onica, guardedly, her worst suspicions confirmed. "Bet-

ter days will come for nil when the giuis of war have

ceased to speak."

"Ai! Two ficrliting sons T have given to feed the

Sultan's army," cried the woman, diverted iristiintly to

a personal outlook. "Allah grant that I may .see them
once again before I die."

"I, too, will pray that this boon be granted you. In

Allah's daj' Allah will restore them to your arms.

Patience triumphs over all misfortunes."

The woman caught Veronica's hand and pressed it to

her lips and her breast. "I could feel it in my soul to

die for you, lady," she .said, earnestly.

Shortly the old woman withdrew after protesting

afresh her devotion to the new mistress. She assured

Veronica by the soul of her mother that she would be

left to slumber in peace, that the terrac^e from end to
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end waH at her solo disposal. Orders had come from

very hijfh quarters to meet the Sitt Ilanoum's desires

in all possible ways.

Left alone Veronica bceame restless. She was afraid

of the lampli{?ht and eyed with deep diatnist the orna-

mental bed with its Oriental hangings and coverlet of

Tyriaii blue silk.

A sudden thought of the Bedouin tent gave her more

confidence. Extinguishing the light and taking up

her bag she drew aside the curtain over the doorway and

stepped into the open.

The air was mild and perfumed. Moon sheen trans-

figured the flowers and trees of the terrace with a fairy-

like beauty that was strangely stirring. The sand on

the other side of the trellissade glistened like frost in

front of the home-like little tent. Throupfh the embra-

sure in the wall beyond, the river could be seen, lying like

a silver snake in the lap of the moon-swept land.

She sat down on the parapet with every thought tixed

for the moment on what the morrow might bring forth.

Dread lay heavy on her shoulders. It was useless to

harbor any notion of instant succor, for it might be days

—if ever—it became known what had become of her.

In those days, somber and terrifying enough to antici-

pate, what evil might not be lying concealed to pounce

out and confound her, body and soul ?

There had been another carriage in the lane when she

was taken away. Mr. Luce would surely glean from his

servants an idea of what had occurred. "Wliat coxild he

do to aid a Turkish subject in face of a power like Ahmed

Pasha? Appeal to Otto Ko.son?

A shudder convulsed her at the bare suggestion. Yet

.soon she came back to the idea. Rosen had become a
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power. Besides he alone could divulge where Pierro
Marson was entombed.

Another point struck her. Was the old woman vul-

nerable like so many of her kind? If so how could she

be used! Vcroii a knew all the .strong points of the
house and that no chances had been taken by .John Cul-
ver, and his father before him, regardinj; the security of
the isolated house. It was no more easy to got out than
to get in this strongly built dwelling of tlie rock cliff

except by the free will of those in po8.session.

To-night she was so tired, so painfully tired, that her
mind was only equal to starting ideas and then runninjj

them to ground without definite pursuit. She could havo
wept for very weariness but a something unconquerablo
within held her from actual collapse.

Yet she was chilled to the heart with foreboding as
again she looked out over the moonlit spaces, thinking of
her lover and the other loved ones, all in the gravest
jeopardy.

"They do not know I am here. They will think I am
safe under Mr. Luce 's roof. Wait ! wait ! do not leave me
here alone," she murmured to the distant river.

Then suddenly she clasped her hands and prayed with
her whole soul, that the God above who ruled that va.st

universe of the moon and the stars, would save them one
and all from the many and great dangers by which they
were surrounded, and that with His help and under His
guidance she might yet be able to discover a way of
escape for herself.

Then she approached the little tent, lifted the canvas
flaps and peered inside. It cost her an effort to explore
the interior. Her surexcited nerves created apprehen-
sions which beat about her thick as bats in a forsaken
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vault, but she found silence and the lingering essence of

memories to be her sole companions.

She pulled forward a mattress and cushions and placed

them in the entrance, took off her shoes, drew the pins

out of her hair and combed it into one long plait. Then

conquered by fatigue she lay down and fell asleep.

More than once she moaned as if rehearsing in her

dreams the struggles of the day, but oblivion soon held

her still as one dead.

The silence and loneliness were profound. A dimness

spread over the terrace as the shadow of the high cliff

stole stealthily forward. Before the outline of the palm

trees became entirely blurred into the rocks behind some-

thing black and tall moved away from them, and dropped

noiselessly to the ground. Soon there came a light, very

light, sound as of an animal moving cautiously.

Veronica lifted her head suddenly with a quick drawn

breath. A flash of intuition had penetrated her sleep-

ing senses.

She strained her ears to listen to a peculiar rustling

sound at the side of the tent. In an instant she had

sprung lightly to her feet and was listening intently at

the canvas wall. All at once she started back with a

stifled cry as, just discernible in the dim light, the head

and shoulders of a man suddenly thrust themselves under

the turned up canvas.
'

' IToosh ! In Allali 's name ! '

' murmured a voice.
'

' It

is none other than your brother, Ali."

The relief was so intense and unexpected that Veron-

ica's limbs gave way under her. She dropped in a

huddled heap to the floor staring at him speechless. A
little sob bursting from her lips broke the spell of stupe-

faction.

Ili^'



iSmmit'^^mm.'im.

LOVE AND THE CRESCENT 217

"Ali, you have come to save- me," she whispered.

"Tell me how you have evaded tl " iruard below."

"I have seen no guards," ' saia in a ]cw voice, "No
one in the house knows the d or by which 1 came in."

She looked anxiously int( Vw optn. "If some one

were to come now and find you here i

'

' she said, tremu-

lously.

His white teeth gleamed. "No one will come. They
fear the spirits of the house top at night. It is haunted

they say."

Veronica shivered. " It is not true,
'

' she whispered.

"Allah, no!" he answered quickly. "The luothor and
child who are said to walk here when it is dark are safe

in our tents.
'

'

' * Then Zorah and the bo.v are alive and well ? Heaven

be praised!"
'

' They are as well as you will be very soon.
'

'

"How did you find me?"
"Sitt Anna, your mother, sent me with a message to

say that Ilanna was with them, and that he would make
a plan for you to join them in a short time. I was com-

ing to the house when I saw you enter the carriage. It

was easy to follow. I knew you would need me.
'

'

'

' Have you been all these weeks with Hanna ? '

'

"Yes, it was our men who planned his escape from the

prison. Mashallah! the Beni-Weldeh have powerful

friends in Esh Shems," he said, proudly.

Veronica's mind leaped at once to Pierre. If the

Bedouins had engineered John Culver's escape why
could they not be induced to find out and free another

prisoner? Was it possible to unite her own escape with

a parallel effort to free her lover? Yet first it was es-

sential to discover where he was imprisoned.
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''Listen, Ali, I have much to tell you," she said, ear-

nestly. ' * How long can you dare to stay ? '

'

"One hour, perhaps two hours, for this night you,

cannot come away with me. I came to give you con-

fiedence in the help of your friends and to bid you to be

ready. To-morrow night I will bring a Bedouin dress

for you to wear, and before daybreak the next day we

shall be so far on our road that none will be able to find

or overtake us.
'

'

"Please God," said Veronica, hopefully, feeling as if a

breath of cool fresh air suddenly played on her burning

head. At once she began to talk about Pierre Marson

and the manner of his imprisonment.

The tale she unfolded was of the romantic kind in

which the Bedouin mind revels. For they are in com-

plete sympathy with desperate love affairs, especially

those which, following the example of Antar and Leila,

involve much fighting and arms ana horses, and above all

a free exercise of intrigue and cunning to carry them

through successfully.

"By Allah, if he were in Gehenna itself I will have

him out," he muttered fiercely. "Tell me only where

he is, and a message shall reach him even though he be

hidden in the bowels of the earth."
'

' That has all to be discovered.
'

'

"Let me track out only the locality and it will be

enough," he said, decisively.

All's boldness scattered to the wind whole nightmares

of distracting fears. Veronica felt she could now face

the morrow with fortitude, trusting to her wits and her

courage to bring her safely through the long hours which

must intervene before Ali came again.

She impressed upon him the necessity of going early
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to the American Consul to tell him secretly what had
befallen her. His help and advice would be invaluable.

All had wept a few hours ago in the garden over the evil

fate that had overtaken his friends. lie was now on fire

to work on Veronica's behalf, but had become so keen
on nosing out the trail of the Frenchman's disappearance

that the peril waiting on the girl's own escape easily

became dwarfed. Seeing this she urged him to stronger

effort, declaring that her lover's plight far exceeded her

own in danger, and that the sooner a plan could be
woven to accomplish his deliverance tlie j^reater the

chances of finding him alive.

Ali sat on his haunches, his head thrown back, and in

his eyes the wild flicker and savor of the chase, pictur-

ing the fight in advance. Hitherto there had worked
behind him the cautious brain and ingenuity of his

English brother-in-law, but Hanna would now be engaged
for some days on the ap-\-<us task of piloting Mme.
Severin and Zia to the i f their relative. To Ali

alone would fall the bono. this new enterprise. He
gloated on the prospect, scorning the hazard.

'

' Be ready when the hour comes,
'

' he whispered, rais-

ing the hem of her cloak and pressing it to his lips with
wild grace upon leaving. "By the soul of my mother
I will make you a way of escape.

'

'

Noiselessly as he had come so he vanished. Too
cautious to step into the open and watch him, though
intense her longing to ascertain the unknown way of exit,

she rearranged the shifted matting where he had entered

and again lay down to rest. At first held wakeful by the

new strain of excitement and the buzzing of agitated

hopes, later, she fell into sound sleep.

She was awaked by a weird cry, and opening her eyes
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saw the old woman, her jailor, with upraised hands and

incredulous eyes standing in the tent e'^ ranee. Ver-

onica's brows knitted in perplexity-. She rose to a sitting

posture and looked at her surroundings.

"^\'here am I?" she exclaimed.
'

' In the house of your lord who will make you happy

and be good to you.

Then Veronica remembered and shivered slightly.

"Give me fo d and eolTeo, I hunger," she said, "and

later, water in a big bowl, that I may wash."

"Joy of my eyes, let me not serve you here," ex-

postulated the Avomau. "Come back to the guest

chambe- where all is ready. Why did you leave your

bed ? What brought you here ? Was it an evil dream ? '

'

'
' I could not sleep so I walked on the terrace to smell

the air. There 1 saw this tent and being weary I rested

for a few minutes and fell asleep.
'

'

"You saw nothing and heard nothing?"

"The voice of a child seemed to p-netrate my dreams,

otherwise I slept well," said VeroniLu, noting with satis-

faction the start and furtive side ;iiances of the woman.

More than ever now it was probable she would be left in

peace to-night on the hou.se top.

But there were the hours of a whole long day to wade

through.

Breakfast over she allowed the woman to comb out and

brush her long hair, but then dismissed her, for the oft

repeated suggestions of the high and blissful destiny in

store for so much beauty .soon became intolerable. Soli-

tude was far easier to endure.

With every hour that passed her impatience waxed.

Though she spent all hci- time on the terrace she was

i
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afraid to search for the door by which All came lest

some unseen eye should spy upon her.

The wildest and boldest schemes for procuring liberty

for Pierre formed, dispersed and reformed in her active

brain. In fancy she followed Ali to the American con-

sulate, and conjectured after what fashion the plans for

her own escape would be woven.

Then, in contemplating In r own fliglit, inrnfrination

leaped to her mother and to the unthinkable tovture of

little Zia, then darted aside to painful scenes witnessed

on the market place and in the souks, and on to her

battle with Otto Koscu.

Concentration on any one .subject was impossible, so

stirred to the depths her emotions, so acute the pitch of

expectancy to which every nerve was tuned.

Afternoon crept upon her. Soon she was able to sit in

shadow upon the parapet of the break in the walls, and
send searching eyes into the distance. The freedom of

those open spaces far below, the winding river, and the

lavender hilis beyond called to her with insistent voice.

So strong came the call from the precii)ice directly

beneath that at last she had to close her eyes and press

her head back against the wall while mentally she gripped

for anchor to the positive hope of the night.

Yet the whole time in guarding against one danger she

had vastly troublous feeling that another more deadly

might spring upon her at any moment.

And then, hearing a sound, she suddenly opened her

eyes and saw the tall figure of Ahmed Pasha approach-

ing. Though inwardly she had schooled herself to the in-

evitable encounter, now taken unawares, in spite of her-

self, she flinched.

hi- *
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With the intentness of one who watches he marked it.

His step instantly slackened, and he salaamed courte-

ously as if to reassure her. With a glint in his gray eyes

he saw, too, the color rush to her face as, looking directly

at him, s>e rose and stood by the parapet. In her atti-

tude pride blended with dignity. She waited for him to

speak.

"Be seated," he said gravely. '*! have come to see

with my own eyes if the needs of my guest have been

well supplied, and to ask how my orders have been carried

out by my servants."

"You mean your prisoner," she said, quietly, "and

the only boon she expects or asks at the hand of his Ex-

cellency is her liberty."

"The wise are cautious in their demands," he replied.

"The liberty you mean would not long be yours if I

were to grant it to you this very moment."

"I do not understand you."

"You were in your own house unprotected," he began.

"Temporarily only, for I was invited to stay at the

American consulate.
'

'

"I knew what would be your destiny if left alone in

Opella," he continued as if she had not spoken. "Out

of regard for the good doctor, your brother, I have

assumed the guardianship of his sister. If in return for

the gift of liberty in this delightful spot—"

"Your Excellency must know to whom it belongs," she

interrupted with decided warmth, "for my brother

married the sister of Culver Effendi."

"You have named the true reason for your presence

here. I wished you to be taken to a dwelling that was

already familiar, and one you would regard with affec-

tion."
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A sigh escaped from her parted lips as involuntarily
she threw a glance around, and then to the faraway
hills.

"I want you to be happy," he said in a dangerously
gentle voice. Inshallah, you are going to be happy."
"That is impossible as long as T am separated from

my family and detained against my will in this lonely
spot."

"Happiness is a plant that can spring up and flower
in a single day, or even in an hour," he said, moving
a step nearer. "To me the repose hidden away on this
isolated house terrace has become an oasis, fed by that
pearl of the desert, a fountain of living water, that gift
of which the soldier dreams in the heat and fury of the
battle."

She remained silent but her figure stiffened and the
look she cast on the pasha was more eloquent than words.
The oriental imagery was quite easy of interpretation.
Quickly she decided to invoke the protection of that
reserve ordered by the Khoran towards women who are
not of the Moslem faith. Subduing her fear and indig-
nation she made a strong effort to speak calmly.

"Apart from your regard for my brother I was quite
sure that from all 1 heard of Ahmed Pasha he would
treat me, his prisoner, with every consideration. Though
of another race and religion I always admire the respect
shown by the Mussulman for women."
The pasha bowed with gravity. His gray eyes concen-

trated themselves with inner fire on her face as he
smiled curiously.

"A woman though a prisoner—the word is yours not
mine—is never powerless for she has always he- tongue
to protect her, and yours shines as does the light of a

;• *
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star," he replied, his words scarcely veiling their hidden

irony.

Veronica little knew how less than ever before, so it

seemed to him, would it be necessary in her case for him

to observe the letter of the Islamic law.

"For the sister of the doctor I will do all that it is

permitted to a man to do," he went on more earnestly.

"Her happiness is precious to me for her own sake.

This is not our first meeting, Sitt Veronica. When I saw

you with your family in the Lebanon Hotel all eyes were

permitted to look upon yon You wore no mantle. It

must be irksome to one accut,tomed to the ftishions of

France. Allow me to relieve you of it," and he put out

his hands.

"No, never!" she exclaimed with a break in her voice,

wrapping the folds closer around her arms while her

eyes fluttered like those of a trapped bird. She read

that in his face which turned her faint and sick. "He

who lays hand on a woman against her will is a villain

and no true man.

"

"All is allowed in the name of war," he said, harshly,

as he laughed a little in a quick grim way.

"Only to the coward and bully in whose ranks the

brave Ahmed Pasha will never be reckoned," she retorted

quickly. "Besides such license in any case could only

apply to the enemy. I am a Turkish subject.

France had been the word that had unnerved Veronica,

starting an agonizing thought of her lover, and his fury,

could he for an instant divine her peril. Upon a second

thought the same word restored her courage.

"The women of my family follow more than French

fashions; they follow the customs of the West," she

continued rapidly, and now her voice was steady, "and
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thert is one we value above all others. It is the liberty

of choice in accepting or rejecting an offer of marriage.

I have already made this choice and but for the war
would have been married."

He started perceptibly but preserved a dead silence,

his eyes with a sudden dark 'ook s< arching her face with

piercing directness.

"When the man of my choice discovers what has be-

coiDo of me— " she began again, pursuing her advantage.

"Is he of your race?" he asked, abruptly.

"No, Excellency," she said with a clear look into his

face.

"Rosen Effendi, the German Consul, was one of your

party in that hotel. He sat by you at table, he played

with you, walked with you," said Ahmed Pasha, absently,

as if mentally marshaling certain points under one head-

ing to judge of their relative value.

"Perfectly true," said Veronica coolly, her cheeks in-

stantly aflame lending an involuntary inner meaning

to her words, "and it was to him, the responsible repre-

sentative of Germany in Opella, that my brother confided

the safeguarding of his family in every way. '

'

"Yet it was to the American not the German consulate

you were going, so you told me just now," he said,

suspiciously.

"Your Excellency is pleased to jest. How is it possi-

ble for me to stay at the house of Rosen Effendi without

my mother ? He has no harem as you know. '

*

Again her face flamed under the double pressure of his

unblinking look and her own insinuation. It mattered

little what he believed or took for granted as long as in

suppressing the real facts she could shield Pierre, and
free herself from this dangerous and intolerable position.
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At first in Ahmpd Pasha's fixed look there had been

something of passion mingled with reproach, but grad-

ually his eyes became hard and grave. He stepped to

the parapet iiud stared moodily into space, fingering his

beads swiftly. Could she have read his thoughts her

own would have been greatly eased.

Just as he was starting out for El Fcreidns Rosen

Eflfendi had come to the Serai demanding imperatively

an immediate audience. A message of regrets had been

sent out to him with a request that ho would return

ntAt day at an hour more convenient to His Excellency,

Ahmed Pasha. Since ihe i'.urad affair relations between

them had been strained. Ahmed I'asiia was now per-

suaded that he knew the reason for Posen Effendi's

urgent demand. This ; lection started a whole stream

of considerations his position could not allow him to

ignore.

Veronica standing back against the wall watched him

with her lieart in her throat, and her hand beneath her

mantle clutching hard at the little weapon which Pierre

had made her promise never to let out of her possession

and to keep always about her. She dreaded the pasha's

next movement doubting the decisive etfect of her revela-

tions.

Yet as she looked at him, alert and watchful, it flashed

upon her that here was a man by whose side such a one

as Rosen was in comparison but a glimmering rash-light

of a man. The pasha was a man of steel and fire who

might well capture any heart that was not already im-

pressed and sealed with an image that no other could

hope to efface. For in Veronica the oriental strain,

though partial, swept away the barrier of racial preju-

dice.

vrtfSPJ.'"*'
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"I have statod my chiof reason for bringing you here;
your personal safety for which I felt responsible to your
brother the doctor," he said at la«t, turning towards her
with no visible sign of feeling. Then arrested by the
softened expression t-aught unawares on Veronica's face,
he broke off as abruptly as he had begun. His eyes
seemed to catch fire. "Ro.sen Efl'endi is of no impor-
tance, a man of straw only—

"

Veronica put up her hand, her face instantly hardened.
"Excellency, there can be nothing in common between

you and me!" she said, firmly.

' Except the heart. Inshallah! The heart could yet
bring us together," he said verj' quietly, watching her
intently,

"My heart belongs wholly to another. It cannot
change," she eaid, coldly. "Excellency, I ask again for
ray liberty."

Ahmed Pasha sighed. It was a sigh of momentary re-
nunciation, of unavoidable yielding to fate. Only by
winninp the heart of the coveted woman could he hope to
find F to defy German meddling in his personal
affairs.

"Mfushallah, it is a hard matter to deny one like your-
self anything she asks," he said bowing with tlie reticence
of his first entrance, "and as soon as arrangements can
be made your request shall be granted."
"To-day! I beg of you, Excellency," she pleaded.
"Not possible," he said suavely, "but, Inshallah, per-

haps to-morrow.

"

It required no deep diving beneath the surface to see
that he was still hovering at the cross-roads of decision,
outwardly acquiescent yet prevaricating in the usual
Eastern fashion. His first step would be to test the

i
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truth of her stutoment by many wily ways of inv«'stif?a-

tion. Time wat* all h.- nooded to attain certainty. Timo

to her was the key to freedom, as long as it provided tbo

few hours respite necessarj' to this end between niglit

and morniuR.

A formal leave-taking followed and Ahmed Pasha went

away. Now that Veronica was on the alert she mm
caupht the speedy stir of movement and voices ascending

from the basement, and a few minutes later—it seemed

an eternity—the sound of horses on the road.

For a short space she remained listening, listening, her

pupils dilated, her lips fiet in tragic lines. Then the

nervous force that had sustained her during the inter-

view deserted her. She fell on her knei>s against the

parapet, h. r head cushioned on her arms, her whole frame

shaken by the outburst of pent-up feelings.

Yet no sooner had she gi 'en way to these emotions than

she at once began to set hor will to control them. It was

so very important to betray nothing to the old woman

who might appear at any moment.

A short struggle, fierce and rending, and she raised her

head, pressed her fingers to her eyes and then lightly

lifted the thick swelling of black hair over her brow as

if to relieve the dull ache of her throbbing temples. A

long sighing breath slipped through her lips, and then

she rose up from the ground and was composedly pacmg

the terrace of the guest chamber when the old woman,

curious and talkative, appeared with the first relay of a

well cooked meal.
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CHAPTER XVIII

ALT disappoarrd behind tlio throo palm trocs which
irvt'w closely together on a U'(l«ro of soil and rock at

the liai'k of tho terrace. The lower face of the cliff at

this shadowed corner consisted n( vertical layers of rucks

overlapping one another in irregular formation.

To one of these slabs the Hedouia applied his shoulder

and pushed sideways, clutching the edge with his hands.

As if resting in an oiled groove the slab moved noist'lcssly

behind the overlapping stone. lie slipped through the

aperture revealed and from within replaced the rock by

a similar, though reversed, movement. ITis next action

was to strike a match and set light to a lantern on the

ground.

He was in a narrow passage so low that in places h©

had to bend his head as he picked his way climbing a

more or less winding ascent. Originally a imtural tun-

nel such as are to be found and often utilized in the

gorires of Syria, it had evidently been enlarged and stc{>s

cut in the rock at diflficult curves in the way. When the

improvements had been made was immaterial, but the

existence of this hidden exit had been kept a close secret,

a wise precaution already proved of rare value to John
Culver and his family. Now also it was to be Veronica's

outlet to freedom.

Two hundred or more paces and then a huge stone

blocked the passage. Supported on imperceptible hinges

it yielded slowly to pressure after Ihe withdrawal of

229
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strong bolts. This stone outlet was at the extreme end

of an old rock tomb, one of several deserted ancient relics

scattered among the undergrowth of the hillocky plateau

on the cliff above the river.

Ali closed the turning stone and hid his lantern in a

cleft of the rock walls. Then he crouched still as a

statue at the entrance of the tomb. "When satisfied by

stealthy survey of the vicinity that no other human being

lurked near to observe his movements he emerged and

flitted away like a shadow.

An hour before daylight he was in the town, slipping

along close to the walls through lonely lanes and dark

allpys, his eyes on the watch, his ears agog. Drawing his

cloak over his head and muffled to the eyes he squatted

as if asleep in a vaulted passage opposite the American

consulate.

The first stir of life from within brought him to the

gate. By showing a visiting card, on which Veronica

had scribbled a few words in the moonlight asking the

Consul to admit and speak with the bearer on urgent

business, at once he was allowed to enter the court. The

rest followed automaticallj', and very soon Ali had

poured out the whole story to the Consul himself.

Mr. Luce and his wife, already disturbed at Veronica's

disappearance, and horrified at the disclosure of her

capture, were yet in grave doubt as to the course which

they would take.

The Consul knew already of the increasing abomina-

tions committed under Government license in Armenia

and fast spreading to all districts inhabited by Arme-

nians. The high authority of Ahmed Pasha presented

a stone wall to any ordinary request on his part. Mrs.

Luce visualized with feminine intuition the perilous

^-V'-ZBtTn,! '?<;^sa6&f^ i\:mFm^:^M -^^fi<^mfmr-^^^^wsLr
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hou« which must elapse before the Bedouin's scheme

71, ««t fl^ng. The situation was complex andneeded careful handling.

deitv'l^rj^'^''^ ?^^ ^"^ '^P"*^^"* '^ «t^rt without

.^ ^v, . u
^'^«^°P^«"t of his own ideas. On theher hand the Consul urged him to spend the day und

t

theZ f'^**^^"
^"» the risk of bein. checked in

ndP^\ ^T.^'^P'"" ^'' ^^'^^' '^ ^^^«"i«-' for thenindeed her plight would be desperate.
But said Ali, how procure provender, dress, food, with-out awahng suspicion unless he went to work secr^tTyTn

his own recognized way. There was reason in his point

oJi7 I
^"'' ^'^^^ *^ '^^'' it together with his

confidence of success.

Yet both she and her husband felt that the girl inescaping one danger might easily tumble upon a worse

^t«r /^"^ *^'/'"'^ *" ^^^^°^ ^'^ it ^o"^d be

;

miracle if she reached her journey's end unharmed, if
at all. '

Some other idea must be evolved, or else All's plaumust be strengthened by extra securities. While he was
hungrily dispatching a meal, husband and wife busily
consulted m private without coming to a definite deci-
sion.

"If only that man were less of a beast," exclaimed
Mrs. Luce after futile beating of suggestions that when
examined proved utterly useless.

"What man?"

.fl^'Z^'''^'': ^ '^^" """^"^ ^«t his brutal treatment
ot the little girl out of my mind."
''He may only have been an unwilling spectator "
His complicity was bad enough in all conscience and

If he had protested at all the child would have said go
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Yet unfortunately he is the very man to act in this

difficult matter. The Germans have it all their own way

in Opella."

"They are always wire-pullers," said the consul,

irritably. "I see no real reason why he could not be

called in now."

"He is certainly devoted to the girl. Unluckily she

detests the sight of him."

"That means nothing. If sh owed her life and

honor to his intervention, gratitude migh reverse her

feelings."
^^

"You forget she is engaged to another man.

"Whom she may never see again," said Mr. Luce,

shortly.

"Poor fellow, that is true. But we cannot spare pity

for him now. The one thing that matters is to get her

out of the pasha's grip before anything appalling hap-

pens. What if she were forced into his harem
!

I can

imagine no worse fate for the spirited, splendid girl.

Once get her free and she will be quite capable of settling

her own affairs with Herr Rosen."

"He must positively be told of her danger," said the

consul, decisively. "Out of friendship for Dr. Severin

alone the man should surely bestir himself energetically,

and in case of necessity get the German commanding

officer to interfere."

"Even that would not move the pasha unless he were

given to understand that he had in ignorance abducted

Rosen's promised wife."

"I should advise Rosen to let him think so if that were

the sole way of getting the girl safely away."

At first Ali de^^Tirred vehemently against sharing the

honors of rescue with another. Then he secretly re-

'LJKIi.A'iir.M' AS 'y >":: Bmi.,^lUXi'
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fleeted how the aid suggested would leave him greater
freedom to organize the more adventurous rescue of the
Frenchman.

One stipulation he insisted upon before yielding an
inch. That not a word should be whispered of the hidden
passage. The secret must be held inviolate or his sister
and brother would never forgive him. Finally it was
agreed to carry out the original plan that night. At
daybreak next day he would come again to the consulate
to report progress, leaving Veronica in a spot that would
be perfectly secure in his absence.
By then Mr. Luce hoped to have thought out a suitable

way of safe-guarding Veronica's journey to her family
though for the moment he could think of nothing better
than acquainting Rosen with her danger. His wife
urged him not to delay in taking this step.
Twice the German Consul was out when called upon

The second time his absence was unpardonable as Mr
Luce had left word he would return at a certain hour
The discourtesy was intentional. Rosen could not for-
give the American consul for replacing him as family
adviser to the Severins. Mr. Luce wrote a note after
his second fruitless visit stating that his errand had been
of so grave and confidential a nature that no one would
regret delay in learning it more than Herr Rosen him-
self.

This note brought Otto Rosen without loss of time to
the Amencan consulate; but it was already afternoon.
Valuable time had been lost already. More time slipped
away m settling what action to take. The effect pro-
duced on Rosen by the startling news was such that Mr
Luce knew that all would be done that mortal man could
do to avert a tragedy.
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^

But it would be entirely in his own way. German-like

he brooked no other man 's dictation. For Ahmed Pasha

himself no counter blow should be spared in avenging

this unspeakable abduction, but first of all he must be

diplomatic. He would go at once to the Serai, see the

scoundrel personally, and demand as a right the instant

release of Mile. Severin.

Mr. Luce expressed doubt as to the result of this high-

handed example of diplomacy, and was not surprised

when Eosen came back at double quick speed in a tower-

ing -ge at his failure to obtain the briefest interview

with the pasha.

"Nothing can be done to-day, that is clear," said Mr.

Luce. "The original scheme must go through. This

clever young Arih seems devoted to the whole Severin

family."

*'Gott im Himmel! Run the risk of her being mas-

sacred or even worse on the route? Never! A pre-

posterous idea,
'

' stormed Rosen.

"My dear sir, explain yourself."

"You must know the state of the roads, and how im-

possible it will be for them to avoid falling in with one

of those miserable convoys of deported Armenians."

"Unfortunately I do, and if you would only unite

your voice with mine in denouncing
—

"

"That is a matter we cannot begin to tackle at this

critical instant. Let us keep strictly to the vital point

of Mile. Severin 's safety. It is impossible to leave her

to the slender protection of the Bedouin, however close

may be the family tie."

"What then do you propose? She wishes to join her

mother in her retreat near Antioeh.

Rosen twisted and pulled at his mustache.
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"It seems to me she must have her wish " h. oo-^ -xu

an air of caution, '

' though it is diffiJ I
"^'^

through."
'"''"^^ " ^s difficul- enough to cany

"Can you think of a better Dlan t},a« ;,

be no doubt th^ time about her absolute safety
' ^"

WiU she consent to this arrangement ?

"

1 here was anger in Rosen 's fiery glanr-P n t th. o 1

"Conspnf* «i,» 11 •
"'^^•>^ s^^ce at the speaker,i^onsent? She will jump at such a chance unless.he « an utter fool and that she never was nor could ^i-vidently you know Mile. Severin very slightly "Hzs tone and look were supercilious, even insultingMr. Luce's misgivings multiolied TlJ t

™*"^&-
take to mediate at alfthChteh a man ,' Bt ' """

points still had to be weighed and seS m ""™iwhen to meet Mile Severin Z.Tf ^^"^ *°^
«.)-o„w u • 1.

^^^^^^°' and if a carnage or a horseshoidd be m readiness for the journey.
^

.«,vi p
^^ provided. She can have her choice "

said Rosen, as if detennined to do nothing bytX^
tbX^LrwtnTsTh^,^^^^^^^ anyUintT,
When did he see MUe. Severin f'

"""^" ^^^^ '

"He saw her during this last mVlif a^ a x.,

of time is never exaet%„„ lit "" "^ """' ^ ''°«"''

Jtfr "iT""" ""'''""' ^''''' atoormally nerv-

the t^e state „, affait ^e wt htribV afaa'tir

'

benng the i«,lation of the Culver,' home
'
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"The Arab said she was prepared to wait with perfect

confidence for his return,"

"Ah, she has the courage of a man," said Rosen with

gloomy pride, "and is resourceful, as I have reason to

know."
"You do not think you can win audience with Ahmed

Pasha later on to-day? That would be the safest plan."

"I was told positively he would not return till to-

morrow morning. lie was away on affairs of pressing

importance."

Rosen stopped short arrested by a question in the other

mail's eyes.

"This suspense is damnable," he fumed in a choked

voice. "If the blackguard touches a hair of her head

I will strangle him with my own hands if I swing for it."

Through the rest of the day though he had business of

all sorts and kinds to anticipate while providing for his

absence at a critical period, and difficult arrangements

to make for the journey, time dragged painfully, for he

was in a constant fever of acute dread. Yet for all that

lurked the old feeling at the back of his mind that fate

was playing into his hands, and that nothing could check

him this time from at last winning straight to his heart's

desire.

Sleep was out of the question that night. While he

held a restless and occupied vigil dreadful pictures filed

through his mind of the horrors and barbarities to which

Armenian women of all grades and ages were already

ijfing subjected at the hands of Turks, Kurds and

I\Toslems of every class.

To Veronica midnight came round laboriously enough,

lier heart within her alternately sinking and hoping to

desperation. She stayed in the guest room outwardly

1^-
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decided that while adoDtr^ru i^ ,

^°'' ^''^"^'^ «^«

she had not noted ™ fZT ^
"' '""'•™'^- bounds

When he did it waa unexpected, ?orTazin, tw .

hope „, freedr&rahltS '" '"^ ^""'"« ""

aou^d :i)«ed':oTopt:r'"' ""^-^ ^o*"-- •

diaappeared .'lItC ,Lt.r^ "^ '•""• ^'^
behind of Veronie»'» 'Z J y ^^ ""'^ ''«» •««

jhe ^'.--rdTppTp^i^^^rai^'ertIts position there wa<j Into..^ x ^ °^ *^® ^^I^-

&r her whole dJ^pp" ^n„e bre"™ ^TnT "°^"'""-
" something nncannv 00^!^ *' °""'" "'"^
normal fashior '
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' ' Allah forbid such a thing ! I have brought red boots

like my own but of a smaller size."
, m „„:^

"Good! Good! May Allah bless your hands, said

Veronica, beginning with speed to adjust her simphhed

^'Ihe was soon ready and then Ali hiding her bag under

his abbai led the way into the open. The air playing

upon her face was sweet and fresh. Through he low-

toned transparent atmosphere .,f the night her slim, ta

figure enveloped in the capacious Bedouin cloak looked

twin brother to Ali as they dipped into a sandy track

winding between brushwood high in places as their

They picked up the donkey Ali had left hoppled in a

leafy covert of the slope. Veronica mounted was more

at ease than on foot in the scarlet boots, two sizes at least

too large, while All's long stride kept pace at her side.

Fear of pursuit was out of the question for many hours

to come All the same it was wiser to press on, more

especially as Ali had to be in Opella by daybreak^

He was taking her to the site of their deserted en-

campment. She knew it well. Behind some ruins which

had flanked the Bedouin tents there was a secret hidin-

place known only to responsible members of their tribe.

It was a well concealed cavern that had served as sanctu-

ary for many a fugitive from Turkish justice. Here

Veronica was to remain while he went to and from the

American consulate, according to the arrangement.

He tethered the donkey in a secluded recess of the

ruins, entered the cave, struck a light and was soon able

to pass a flaming brand over the rocky walls. If he

could prevent it not even a spider should lurk in hiding

to molest his guest. Then he quickly collected a quantity
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of springy twig, from the brushwood noar, and broughtthem m to form a couch which he covered with a saddle

colZr^
««"^^^nd«l his thoughtful energy for her

hZV'' ] ""'t
^" ''"^^ ^"^' ^""« «" without thisbreak she said, wistfully, "or that now I have put onth,s^cW we could search ..gether for the prison^^ Tt

'

'

By the soul of my mother, no ! Fear for your safetywould hamper my feet like a chain. First I must aloned^cover where he is hidden. A man of the Weldehpossc^^s many secret key.s to fit a locked door/' he saTd,

"Heaven smooth your path," she said with a catch inher voice though his confidence was fanning her war'ngcourage to a steady glow.
wdning

"Inshallah!"

He cautioned her not to stir from her hiding place un-

He to 7^ '\' "^ °' ' ''''''' ^^-« *-- -peat d.He showed her how to make the exit secure and told herthere was food and also water in the saddlebags. Thenhe vanished into the night.

thJ5T^ ^r'"''^
^^^ *^' ^^'""^ "^ 0"« -leased fromthe fe ters of an evil spell she was conscious of a sens^tion of unusual dread. Both feelings remained with herduring the hours she spent alone.

She knew too much about Turkish power in high places
to belittle the peril that had threatened her bufto anTbody rather than to Otto Rosen she would ha've pr e"edto owe her safety. If only she could herself have spo'eneye to eye with M. Luce or his wife, or have gone bold^^with Ahm quest of her mother
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Yet everything was so uncertain that personal action

seemed paralyzed. All that constituted her world was in

the melting pot. Above all g^-iefs bending and breaking

her heart was the bitter knowledge of her lover's captiv-

And here in this cramped rocky interior she was able

to taste a measure of the life he was leading. Lifet

Why it must be the worst kind of purgatory, a veritable

death in life. For she remembered every word of that

vivid narrative of the prisoners of Amasia. The black-

ness, the loneliness, the dread she had to endure for a

brief interval only, while his ordeal was continuous with

no respite at all, and practically no hope to sustain him.

For he was not to know that his plight had been revealed

to any of his friends, above all to the woman he loved.

She welcomed the thick palpable blackness which em-

braced her like a shroud. For so must he often and

often sit in darkness for hours, and think and dream of

her as she was doing now of him. She drew t>-> beloved

face towards her through the intervening spaces which

divided them. Just when the visualization of his suffer-

ings culminated in a rush of agonizing misery she lifted

her head and saw a bright star looking in like a friendly

eye through a chink in the rocks.

She took heart at the omen. Her inbred fatalism in-

tensified by peril was ready to accept the portent. The

star shone into the dark places of her soul, drawing up

hope from its retreat, and a renewed faith in the mercy

of God. Still chasing the tho _hts provoked by the

silvery gleam she fell asleep.

When she awoke the sun was up, transforming the

blackness of the cave into a gray twilight.

Had All given the signal while she slept, was her first
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thought. No, for failing a response he would have come
to rouse her. Would he come at all she questioned with
sudden panic? Sirely, unless dead or captured himself
he would never fail her.

Fortified and controlled by the needful rest she viewed
the situation with calmness. She ate a little of the bread
and fruit she found in the saddle bag, drank some water,
and after freshening? her toilette in the best way possible
under the restricted conditions, .she waited with what
patience she could command.

Su.spensc growing? apace she slipped out of the cave and
stood concealed in the long reeds and undergrowth near
the exit. In every direction .she darted keen glances,
not at all sure from which direction to expect Ali. Wild
schemes of seeking her own way to safety raced through
her mind now that her own personality was eflfectually
hidden by the Bedouin garb. Daylight and the open air
had drawn out every trace of apprehension. Her
splendid courage rose like a mounting tiu. ."

. hor veins,
and shone in her eyes.

Suddenly Ali stood before her without warning her
by the rustling of a leaf. A smile was on his usually im-
passive face.

"Good! All is good!" he said.

She drew a deep breath of relief before saying, "I
have longjd for your coming. '

'

^^
"Good, all is good!" he repeated, still smiling.

"There are soldiers, a carriage, the pack mules, and the
German consul him.self. He will take you without delay
to your mother."

"What do you mean? It is impossible. I canrot
trust the German consul. I hate him," she replied

lili

mi

1,

I;':

i

^^1

i

J



m i

242 LOVE AND THE CRESCENT

1 ..
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urned to Ali'a

whether of

lilted nothing.

You do not

aith ill me.

nn

Pur-

u to

Impassivity, the desert's caste mar.», 1

face, cloaking his underlying feeli''

sympathy or of disagreement.

"The words you put in my 'oi''.

Only the will of the two consuls .i'.l

trust the German consul. The^ la •.

Malaish!"

"Tlu-y do not know you as I ''o ('om. , let "'

quickly away before they find u.s
"

"It is now my sister who ask- ,. l -u ,

suit of luT i)Ian will i-ast the fate ol tl'i !•>• '1. .1;

the winds."

Veronica looked helplessly around, once again caught

in an eddy of desperate uneertaint} . Her troubled wide

blue eyes had a hunted look. She had not foreseen com-

ing so soon, if eve again, in direct touch with Otto

Rosen. The exeicise of his influence with Turkish au-

thority was the utmost she had calculated upon, and even

that would be an obligation she had hated to dwell on.

A horrifying notion pounced upon her. Did he know

by any chance of Ahmed Pasha's assumption to which

she had given no denial ?

One way or the other she must deeide at once. For a

moment she stood there clenching and unclenching her

hands and staring at Ali, then she turned back to the

cave. By the hasty way in which she dropped the desert

Cloak and tore off the kefByeh he guessed what was in her

mind.

Silently he watched her open her bag, unroll and

adjust a broad-rimmed pliable hat with a flowing veil.

For an instant she had hesitated between the hat and

a lace scarf, then decided that the more European her

'.^2 i.:-,.^^Ur, -}JL.'
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garb under the altered situation the wiser for all parties
She dianged from th.- red boots buck to h.-r <mn shoes.

What shall we do with these Bedouin garments T ' she
asked, doubtfully.

"Wallah
!

I will take them for the Frenehman."
For a moment a lijjht broke over her face Then the

briffhtness faded and left it white and very quiet
'

'
I have decided what to do. In < iod 's nam<. so be it

'

"

she said, sighing. "I will go with the (i,.r,nar. <.on8ul
though only for the express purpose of joining my
famdj'." * '

"Allah is your friend. You have chosen well."
"I rely upon you, Ali, to keep your prnmise," she

said, impressively. '

' First to discover where the French-
man lies hidden, then to snatch him from his prison while
he 18 yet alive. Promise to do your utmost, my brother!
Hanna will help."

Ali lifted his head. His deep liquid eyes suddenly
glinted with a passionate wildness.
"I swear by my eyes and the soul of my mother I will

do for thee ^nd thine whatever is possible and impossi-
ble. It is certain that Allah will preserve his life to eat
again in the house of his friends," he said in a husky
voice.

"Then lead the way, my brother and friend! I am
ready,"
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OTTO ROSEN waited in solitude, watching the thicket

into which Ali had plunged, some distance away

from the deserted camping site, in order to divert atten-

tion from the true position of the Bedouin cache.

Confident as Rosen had been to Mr. Luce of Veron-

ica's willingness to accept the protection of his armed

escort the half hour of waiting was a time of irritating

soul turmoil and difficult suspense. He felt he had

never cared so deeply about her as at the present mo-

ment, that all the love of the past was a mere nothing

compared to his immediate feeling.

How would she regard him? "Would she look at him

with the accusing, contemptuous eyes of their last angry

combat ? Was it possible to stir up confidence and a new

love in her breast after all that had gone before?

Then suddenly he saw her coming and his heart began

to thump like a boy's.

She walked with a slow, even reluctant step, as if to a

difficult encounter. The free, graceful lines of her fine

figure were defined through the silken folds of the thin

dust cloak she wore instead of the abbai. The mere sight

of her, like wine taken after a long abstinence, made him

dizzy. His covetous eyes enveloped, dwelt upon her.

She, too, was alone, having sent Ali back in case of

treachery to him. In neither Turk nor German could

she ever have faith again. It was solely for her lover's

sake she walked deliberately into what for all she could

244
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tell was but a new sna.e. If it were also to entangle Ali
iier sacrifice would be purposeless.
She had schooled herself rigorously for the trial of

meeting his man. After the first glimpse she caught of

^Zr^'^T ff*'
''"°'^^"" expectantly under the

trees she fastened her gaze on the ground as if choosing
her path The torture of little Zia flared up between
ti.em and she had to hide the antipathy which'she c" dnot instantly call to heel. She hated having to dissemble
her true feelings, and still more the necessity of seeking
safety under the German flag. It was exac«y wTa hehad foretold to her mother before Turkey had even
entered the war.

Above all she was horribly nervous lest the pasha's
belief of an engagement between them should have come
to nis ears.

fi° m'^
*^'

r^°^'
'^ ^'^' ^'^ ^^^^'^^ « °«t round her

feet. Now as he came hurriedly forward to meet her andshe saw the underglow of excitement shining in his eager
gaze, she felt the net spreading out and smothering herwithm Its folds She had vowed in advance she ;ouldnever clasp his hand again, and the next moment found

to kf r^z:i
''' '''-' '' ''-' ^^^ -^^ ^"-^^=" ^-

^7't' ^?:'^\^^ ^^^^ f°""d you. Now all will bewell he said in the voice of a man who has put all aside

dressed'''''''"'^

concentrated interest in the person ad-

hxedly. It flashed across him that she had by no means

^ZfZi:!"'
'^' ^^^^^*^^ '^'^^^^ ^-- ^ ^-t and

Thanks to Sheikh Ali

;

'
' she said.
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"To be sure. Where is he? I want to reward him."

"He was obliged to hurry away to other urgent duties.

Besides he is very proud. He would be affronted if

offered a reward for what he has done for me. It is a

matter entirely between his family and mine."

"All the same if ever I can do him a kindness or pro-

cure him a boon of any kind I shall hasten to do it. But

you are tired, I am sure. We had better find the car-

riage. It is not far to walk."

"I should like to know the arrangement made by you

and Mr. Luce for my journey," she said, glancing un-

easily ahead as he led the way. "It should not take me

more than a couple of days, or three at the most."

He hurried to explain that the dangers of traveling

increased daily. In order to obtain a strong enough

armed escort for his purpose he had been compelled to

make the journey a semi-official one. This arrangement

would entail a little delay to pay important visits on a

few local officials en route. He hoped she would not

be annoyed that at least in one case a detour would be

necessary, but this was iinavoidable.

"Naturally I regret and dislike the delay," she said

with a touch of agitation that bordered on dismay, "but

I must be satisfied that you have made the best arrange-

ment possible under the difficult circumstances. At any

rate I am no longer a prisoner. Of course Mr. Luce

knows these plans?"

"Gewissl He approves in every way and his wife has

sent one of the women of her household to be your per-

sonal attendant. You see all travelers to-day do their

utmost to attach themselves to an armed guard," he

spoke in apologetic tones, uneasy at her air of increasing

aloofness. "The addition of the carriage to our party

AjI. i -X U
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put up with the inconvenience of delay a perfectly safejourney is assured.

"

peneciiy sate

nf 'f!-'''^^Vf'
''

^l^^y' ^^' ^""^'^i and most thoughtfulof friends," was Veronica's comment, as privatefy shedetermined that this woman, whoever she migt beshould always be with her by night and by dayAnd as soon as she saw the mounted armed guard the

cZ^llT"; 'f"
''"'''' ^" ^^^ paraphernalia 'o 'acamp, the attendants and muleteers, she knew that Rosenhad not deceived her on this occasion. He was takWno risfe, though h^ precautions might well be as much

Pasha thro '.t-
'".'"" ^'^" '' ^'^ ^«^- If AhmedPashd through his ubiquitous spies came to know shewas traveling under Rosen's protection his suTpTci^would be confirmed. Surely he would make no f^^^attack on her liberty.

"

This reflection braced her to the passive endurance ofa situation that could only be revolting under any con

ritr-B, r t ''' *° ^"''^^ ^^^P—
^ - tTe car.nage. But as long as the familiar face of the woman

Hnew hir'^ n'^^^^
"^"^^ '' impossible fir h^to renew his importunities of other days, those davswhich already seemed a century away

^
However, for once Otto Rosen displayed in his words

mon ""Tl
^^'"'"^^ ''^ "^«^« '' the day a tact ulTer^mony which surprised and relieved her The d ITftand reticence which marked her own bea ng towards^^

he^cons^ered intelligible enough, also .eL^t'Z

itself H i .
''''?'^* ""'"'^ ^' ^^^ t° ^-^P «Ponl^imself. He had set himself the task of earning her un
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248 LOVE AND THE CRESCENT

qualified gratitude vhich even now he was confident

would merge step by step into a warmer and deeper

emotion.

His scheme for increasing the number of days in forci-

bly close companionship with Veronica had marched

ahead of his wildest hopes. He believed firmly that all

suspicions had quieted in her mind. He could read no

distrust in her eyes, only a lurking shadow in their blue

depths which he hoped soon to chase away. In fact the

girl succeeded so well in masking her soul that Rosen was

amazed at her calmness after all she had gone through.

At first their road passed over long gentle slopes and

low bare hills, with corn land between, ;.nd here and there

a shallow valley fruitful with pistachio and other trees.

The undulating country was thickly set with villages and

ruins of all kinds. But for all that Veronica either cared

or noticed they might have been passing through a

desert.

"With <Treat tact Rosen arranged that the first night of

the journey should be spent under the roof of a con-

sular agent in a busy little place tilled and befriended

industriously by German Kxiltxir. In advance of their

arrival Rosen had advised her to keep silence on the

object and goal of their journey. Though there was

little or nothing to fear under the aegis of the German

flag, he said, it would be as well to avoid leaving the

least trail for Ahmed Pasha to brood over.

Veronica agreed with gravity, and accepted his ex-

planation for their halt in a spot east and not west of

Opelia for similar reasons. The deflection was prudent.

In a day or two he promised to double by a new track

entirely, and make up for delay by quicker traveling.

At night she could really rest secure from apprehen-

• • - ix"f-
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sion, stretch her tired limbs, close her throbbing eyes.
By the morning she was physically refreshed, and had
regained much of her latent energy.

Yet though used as long as her memory went back to
this mode of getting about the country it was most
fatiguing. She endured solely as a means to an end both
the journey and the companionship of Rosen with dull
patience, and the feeling of one who marks time in a
dream.

Their next lodging was in a large khan where the chief
guest room was reserved for Veronica and her attendant.
Here, too, the feeling of security acted as a sedative.
Her last look before falling asleep fell on the woman
slumbering on a mat laid across the barred entrance.
She remembered nothing else till morning.
Rosen in both places had seen nothing of Veronica

after their arrival. Pleading fatigue as an excuse she
had remained invisible and unapproachable. He re-
flected moodily over the whole situation. How to con-
quer her aloofness was his chief concern. Plan after
plan cropped up in his mind as that sr^ond ni?ht he
spread out his detailed map of the vilayet and brooded
over it for a couple of hours.

He was getting desperate. The pursuit of Veronica's
love possessed him like a monomania. He was prepared
to go to any lengths to gain the end he coveted.
"Ende gut, alles gut! She told me so herself," he

muttered, at last folding up his map. "To-morrow we
will try a change of tactics.

'

'

Tho raovement, noise, and hurry of setting out next
morning was in full swing, and Veronica already seated
in the carriage before the consul made his appearance.
She was looking at a beautiful Arab mare pawing im-
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patiently in the care of a groom. Rosen's eyes sud-

denly gleamed as he noted her interest.

"I am going to ride to-day," he said, casually, after

inquiring if she had slept well and felt equal to con-

tinuing the journey at once. "It will give you more

room in the carriage and I shall appreciate the change."

"I envy you," she said with sudden impulse.

"Is that true? It would be easy to arrange for you

to do likewise. If not to-day then certainly to-morrow.
'

'

Veronica made no immediate reply. Not a word was

addressed to her by Rosen aat she did not weigh and

figuratively twist and turn inside out.

"I should be very pleased," she said at last, speaking

slowly, "though I am quite content to remain in the

carriage."

Yet strange to say her first feeling of relief at being

rid of his presence was succeeded by another of restless-

ness. She looked around more than once to be sure

he was somewhere in sight. A curious dread stole upon

her. She glanced at the driver. Was he to be trusted ?

And that quartette of armed riders ahead, how was she

to know they were not in Ahmed Pasha 's secret pay ?

Rosen missed no twist of her head. He guessed with

a quick rapture of heart something of what was passing

through her mind. She missed him, verily and truly.

She needed him. He tried the experiment of lagging

behind till again he detected the seeking movement of the

beloved head. Then he put on a sudden t.purt, rode to

the side of the carriage and bent sideways to talk to her.

Relief was actually clear in her beautiful eyes as she

looked up at him. For months past the mental dis-

tance between them had steadily increased. Now he

felt that in a moment, at one spring, this distance was
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bridged and they were again in touch. He had to
exercise stringent control to preserve the friendly atti-

tude he had diplomatically imposed upon himself.

"I have been thinking over the matter of a mount for
you," he said. "As it happens nothing could be more
opportune if you would really prefer to ride. I will
explain more fully at lunch time."
He had given her food for reflection. When they sat

down under the little open tent for a meal her mind wa«
receptive to any new ideas put before her.

He reminded her with a grave demeanor that caution
must be the chief guide of all travelers of to-day. Vari-
ous reports of the state of the high road, especially
beyond the stage they were upon had been brought to
him. Forewarned was to be forearmed. On the mor-
row therefore he proposed to strike into a route not
generally used but certainly safer. One drawback he
had been considering. The track was impracticable for
a carriage.

"As far as I am concerned it does not matter in the
least," said Veronica. "I shall be delighted to ride.
Perhaps I could hire a suitable horse at our resting place
to-night, and a strong ass for the woman."
"She can easily find a s(>at on one of the pack mules.

H you are willing to ride you shall have the mare I am
riding to-day. That was my chief reason for taking her
in hand myself to-day. I brought her and a second one
witli me to hold in reserve in ease of an accident over-
taking the carriage, or to be ready in any other emer-
gency."

"You have shown great Torethought, " she said, while
again searching uneasily for the secret motive which she
never ceased to suspect.
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Any moment that slie began to feel the least inclined
to regard him with leniency quick remembrance hardened
her heart. She set hor teeth with a savage intensity as
later on in the day she sat back white and stern in the
carriage, brooding over his brutal share in the terrible
captivity of Pierre.

It was not till she was actually in the saddle next day
that she lost the fierce depression that had suddenly en-
compassed her like a thick cloud with bitter wrath hidden
at the heart of it. The first fresh taste of freedom she
had experienced for many a day came to her directly she
sat the mare provided for her use.

By magic her spirits lifted in the clear morning air.

ITope fluttered ahead of her, winged with all sorts of new
possibilities.

And Pierre seemed very near the whole time. A
strange expectation tingled in her veins. His face was
ever before her. She could almost hear his voice, ardent,
masterful, vibrant with love.

Perhaps Ali had already found him. Perhaps he was
free!

Rosen's confidence had fallen to zero in contemplating
her unconcealed melancholy of yesterday. To-day it

rose swiftly as he watched the dreams gathering in her
eyes and took them to himself. His heart leaped for joy.

"With the myopic mental vision which is known nowa-
days to be something thoroughly German, he firmly re-
lieved that the present and future had power completely
to smother the past. He forgot his foul wrongs against
her in the past—the barbarous torture of a child, the
despicable mandate which led to her desperate plight,

and above all the ruthless incarceration of her lover in
the tomb. Ignoring these deeds of darkness as though

N1-
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they had never been he plumed himself on his cireum-
srection, his foresight, his excellent arrangements

Veronica would forget everything else. For her therewould be no Past, only a glorious, unending to-day.
Already they had left the ordinary highway [0 sur-mount a ndge from which the track dropped into a nar-row valley sparsely overrun with live oak and aromatic

T\ When the full glare of the day shone down on
the riders a halt was called. The herbage between themfa w^ scanty Puffs of heat gave back from the
fitone-ridden earth.

Veronica asked if they were at last approaching the endof the journey. Rosen gave an answer meant to be re-^mg. It was decidedly evasive. While they pu^sued their way in the afternoon on a rugged path between^de expanses of fields already ripe fo' theVj^an h^^vest she dwelt distrustfully on his words. Wingahead and around she could find no trace as yetTZmore luscious vegetation of the fertile littoral for whkh

llZT .
°^

I"''
"''•^ '"^^ *^^-«^^» ^th the s^;as at thjs time of day they should

asIoinlT 1'^ ^""""'"^^ ^^^'' ^^^ ^"^^ "P 'Within heras completely as an eastern brook in summer. Only she

nr i\ ^
''"'' ''^'°^^' ^*^«° like a hon^g

IS. "' ""'" ^'"'^ ^''''' ""^ ^^^^^'l^ the go5

Ther to her dismay and infinite annoyance came an-

The. TT.I"''-
Sunset was still an hour away.

ilie
fe de had been stopped by a man on a donkey

coming to meet them. At once the advance escort ^w
Z^it^:!--'"' ^--"edoutangrilytl
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*'Tou had better wait till I see what they are stopping

for," he called to Veronica.

She pulled up her mare and sat back in her saddle

waiting. Otto Rosen dismounted and talked energet-

ically with his kawass. The man seemed excited. He

gesticulated in the suggestive manner of an Arabic story-

teller.

Veronica's curiosity was stirred as she studied the

whole group. Suddenly Rosen looked back, caught her

questioning look, moved further away and again stood in

close confab with the kawass.

In a few minutes he turned slowly back, walking

deliberately with an absorbed air and pulling at

his mustache. The kawass followed him, leading the

mare.

"What is wrong?" she called anxiously, bending for-

ward with an eager look.

"Nothing of real consequence except that there is no

accommodation of any description in the village further

on where we meant to put up to-night. It is too late to

ride on to the next suitable place. In addition no one

seems to know much about it. If you have no objection

we will camp out to-night."

"I should much prefer to continue our journey.

Every hour is of consequence to me," she said, pro-

testingly.

"We are bound to rest the animals and also pitch tents

in a suitable spot. This will be found a good mile

further on. I have ordered the mules to go ahead."

"You seem to have finished your official visits so why

can't we go straight on and finish with this tedious

journey," she said, with a touch of her old petulance

towards him.
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"Only have confidence in me, Veronica," he said,
quietly, his eyes searching her face which looked at the
moment worn and eager. "All our plans are arranged
entirely for your safety and KToator comfort."
She knitted her brow.s lookini? darkly over his head

while she gathered up the slackened reins.
"At any rate now we can ride on I suppose," she said,

coldly, "if those men will only clear out of the way."
"Certainly," he said, shortly, turning with a frown to

his horse. They rode on to the camping ground without
exchanging further words.
She reflected it was impolitic to anger him gratuitously

much as It eased her own feelings towards him. For
in that case he was quite capable of thwarting and delay-
ing her on purpo.se. She would have preferred to remain
in her tent but again prudence prevailed in drawing her
to sit out of doors for the eveniiig meal, and later to
recline m one of the folding chairs placed for their
greater ease in the door of the dinner tent.
She accepted a cigarette but remained obviously dis-

inclined for conversation. Rosen watched her uneasily
while he also smoked. Her silence was meditative rather
than resentful he felt.

He wondered how best he could meet her mood, or
mdeed rouse her out of it. After making a few remarks
to which she barely replied, he got up suddenly and went
mto his tent. Tn a few moments he came out carryinir
his viohn. *

Veronica's eyes were closed when he took his seat,
bhe did not move till the sweet long drawn out notes of
a favorite melody dropped into the silence of the evening
air. With a jerking shuddering movement as if jarred
in every nerve of her body she sat up.
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"Stop!" 8he gasped. " I cannot bear it. It is heart-

less of yon."

"But I thought—1 hoped— " he stammered, com-

jjletely dumbfounded.

"You have no right to think or to dare to hope I could

endure it," she said in a low and tense voice, clenching

her hands.
'

' How can it possibly cause me anything but

horror and grief to listen to your music when 1 am here

torn from everj-thing and everybody I iove and care for.

It makes me suffer intolerably and you ought to know it.
'

'

She vanished into her tent. He remained motionless

still hugging his beloved instrument while his bow r»>

mained suspended in his hand. Beneath the immobility,

jealousy still smoldering in his heart flared up again

wildly, though outwardly it showed not at all.

By degrees he seemed to come to himself. He retired

to his tent and stayed in it a little while. He was in an

evil mood when presently he cam-' out. He summoned
his kawass at once, gave a few short orders to the head

camp attendants, mounted his horse and rode off with a

guard of soldiers.

The village a mile or two to the north was his goal.

He wishtd to verify the reports about a large caravan of

Armenians with which the local khans were stated to be

packed. He had some inquiries to make of another

nature, and more than one important visit to pay.

At the khans he was confronted with scenes of un-

speakable and pitiful misery. Every room, the roofs,

the colonnades and terraces were crowded with the un-

happy deported people, chiefly women, children and a

few old men. The Turkish gendarmes had given them

a day's rest on account of the large number of sick.

Many of these had already died.

Af
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Here Rosen had planned to pass the night, but he had
spared Veronica the pain of these harrowing sights
Did Hhe realize, or in any way appreciate hi.s overwhelm-
ing consideration t

Not in the least. Nor would she ever do so unless in
some way he could contrive to bring some such drastic
facts as these before her notice, and demonstrate by
actual contrast the intolerable fate from which he alone
had power and the will to snatch her away.

Before he left the village ho had discovered Jl h
wanted to know and paid his visits. In acco Cm^e .vith
his information he made his plans for the next d.iv' 1 ,
would not be as long nor as tiring as usual though for hia
secret purpose it would be all that was required.
A curious glow of exultation was in his eyes when he

came back to the camp and turned in for the night It
was the look of mingled malice and satisfaction summed
up m the expressive double-barreled word, "Schaden
freude,"
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ROSEN had told Veronica the truth about her lover.

The Frenchman, he feared as a rival and hated as

his enemy, had been shut up at his instigation in an

isolated tower tomb. It was one of several remnants of

an ancient necropolis on a bluff above the important vil-

lage of El Marasch.

That stifled cry in the lane had been no fancy of Ver-

onica's brain. Pierre Marson had been waylaid. Armed

men had fallen upon him like hounds upon a fox, bound

and carried him off all in a few seconds. His first

coherent thought, after the surprise, was of glad relief

that it had not occurred before he had been able to wr-n

the Severin family of many impending serious dangers,

and to give Veronica grave injunctions, together with a

small automatic revolver he had brought with him from

France for that purpose.

Kahoum Pasha, pleased to prove the superiority of

Oriental prescience over the crude methods of a German

consul, had lost no time in acquainting Rosen with his

capture.

The two enemies brought face to face, the one so indis-

putably at the mercy of the other, stared fixedly at each

other. Pierre Marson 's eyes, cold and profound as jet,

showed no signal of fear or agitation. The malevolence

of Rosen's gaze had a something in it at once exulting

and calculating.

"What do you mean to do with this cursed son of a

dogf" he asked the pasha with a harsh laugh.

258

Xm^ oewil

.>.v. ,



LOVE AND THE CRESCENT 259

I*
He will be examined and then courtmartialed.

"

"I can tell you a better way of punishing a French
spy. Do you know the story of the prisoners of
Amasia?"

"Maybe, but it has slipped from my mind. Unfold
it, eflendi, whose life Allah preserve!"
The narrative related with spiteful and facetious

humor by Rosen at once tickled the fancy of Turkish offi-
cialdom, which revels in the discovery of new shades
of inhumanity to vary its administration of justice.
Kahoum Pasha, to whom the German's mind was an

open book, personally overflowed with an ironical amuse-
ment that induced him to enter with alacrity into the
pleasantry of renewing an episode similar to that of
a century ago.

"The tale that is past shall live again. Inshallah, it
shaU be told in the ears of children yet unborn," he de-
dared.

Pierre Marson kept rigid silence. Not a muscle be-
trayed that he either understood or cared what that igno-
ble German related. After all, he told himself, it was
but another example of the loathsome methods which the
Huns were carrying out wholesale wherever they fought
and foregathered. Coarse badinage and gibe of the help-
less was one of their favorite pastimes. If so many
others had to endure it, and did so with a stoicism that
was heroic, he also could stand anything and everything.
Above all, he vowed inwardly, the cur should not be

gratified by seeing him flinch or display the smallest con-
cern.

Only one sentence pierced him secretly—Ae will he ex-
amtnedr-ioT by that he understood Kahoum Pasha to
mean the various torturing methods by which Turkish

I
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justice removes the lock of silence from a prisoner's lips.

Mot in all cases to release the unvarnished truth for, more

often than not, the hapless victim will babble in his agony

any mortal thing, whether truth or falsehood, that will

gratify the demands of his torturers.

A week went by before Marson was takon at night out

of the city, aching and maltreated in every part of his

body. He doubted if he would ever be able to use his

right foot or left arm again, so severely had they been

"questioned" in the press. That is to say, he considered

ruefully, if fate still reserved any opportunity in store

for him to exercise their functions in the future.

He was fully aware of the kind of captivity that

awaited him. He knew that his enemies alone would

know where he was hidden away ; that deprivation would

weaken him still more; and that the agony and strain

of solitary confinement would prey insiduously upon him,

body and soul.

Still he had no intention of renouncing hope. There

was a remedy for every evil under the sun. The wisest

of men had said so. He was an Oriental and ought to

know ! Prisoners of the Bastille had once never dreamed

of liberty. Martyrs of Russian autocracy had escaped

from their prisons after appalling experiences to work

out a new existence in a foreign land.

He hated to reflect though, that things would have been

worse for him but for the intervention of the German

consul, who had been present at the latest cross-examina-

tion,

"This Frenchman has the obstinacy of a thousand

mules," Kahoum Pasha had said. "Now we will see

what the cord will press out of him."

And the merciless cord tied round his head had been
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Blowly tightened till the whole framework of his skull
Had seemed to be crushing together like a squeezed egg
shell His eyes had bulged horribly and felt ready to
drop from their sockets.

Even in his agony Pierre had seen the face of Rosen
watching him with a something crafty and devilish in its
expression. How the man hated him

!

Yet it was Rosen who had called a halt to the tortureA speedy death was not the death he desired to mete out
to his enemy, but the continuous purgatory of just such
a living death as that of the prisoners of Amasia.
Obsessed with the resolve to force Pierre Marson to the
torments of a like ordeal, he also burned with an evil im-
patience for the durance to begin.
"It is enough. Excellency! I have already asked hisMe ^ a favor to myself," Rosen had said, dreading that

tne J^renchman would expire under their eyes
"Pish! The fellow is a fool. He deserves to die

"
but all the same the pasha had given a signal that put In
end to the torture.

Kahoum had once been Mudir of El Marasch and dis-
trict. Turning ov:r in his mind likely places to meet
the curious fancy of the German consul, and wishing to
choose one not too near Opella, he came to the conclusion
that one of the old tower tombs on the hill above El
Marasch would exactly suit the purpose. Amasia itself
two or three hundred miles away, was out of the question'
but a distance of twenty miles was a bagatelle to arrange'
So It was to El Marasch that Pierre was brought. And

that he should have no knowledge of the way by which
he had come or the position of his prison, he was blind-
folded before reaching the village. A few yards from
tfie .omb the bandage was removed from his eyes.

'
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He stood before a curious little tower of which Ae
summit was tumbling in ruins while the substructure vas

still massive, unbroken and strong. A great pile of

stones to one side of the narrow doorway showed thai this

bad recently been cleared.

The guard of men in whose charge he had ridden the

twenty miles were not altogether bad fellows. His fluent

Arabic had made a bridge between them. He had con-

trived to hide some of his money during the terrible week

just gone by. By a discreet use of backsheesh he man-

aged on the way to secure a prec?ous little store of tobacco

and matches that were to bring him unutterable solace

in some of the darkest hours to come.

But arrived at the journey's end all amenities ceased

abruptly. The charge of the prisoner was handed over to

local authority. Under pain of direst penalty there was

to be no remittance in the strict and constant guard upon

this living inmate of the tomb. Day and night the spot

had to be watched. The prisoner was one of high and

particular importance. He was to be supplied with

food and drink, frugally, plainly, once only during every

twenty-four hours.

Pierre cast a lingering look at the sky. Then he gave

a sweeping glance over the rock-strewn plateau noting

that there were other towers, bigger and smaller than his,

scattered about.

With a flash of grim humor he wondered if per-

chance German "tender mercy" and Turkish devilry

had between them evolved the notion of converting this

ancient burial ground into an internment camp for others

of the living. As far as he could see there was no human

habitation of to-day anywhere in the vicinity.

Suddenly he was given to understand he must enter

'Wm
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the tower at once without any ado. He shrugged hisshoulders wUh the air of one who knows it isXt

''Le vin est tire. 11 faut U baire," he muttered andinthout another word he stepped inside
' ^

The moment had come for eivini? in fn fof t> ..M. .upid,,. He .omZZ'Zmature
Stare It with snakes or seorpiom or other vermin of thetand. Wh,le the pile of stones was beingTofsilv r^

celling of the intenor, together with the narrow stone

tl^'l of
"•"' """ '^^""« •"-- 'or ti:S

^ir .;
^'""' '''"" ""^ '» express his ownviews on the matter.

rejoicing. The devils had left him an oblong aperture

Whv L '? ''"' ''^ ^^ ^^'^ P"^^'^«« possessions.Why, he was m clover compared with a nniln ir. 1
water-iogged dug-ont

, His flJ rapid^l^f "'l "J

rS thT T ."".
*''™'""' """P""'' ""^ ""at his eomrades, though out of sight, were not far distant

. /f!'''^-'
"'"ays and unceasingly. Never to r,,..gnp of his will or of his tortured mind. To keep^

ZlTorT ^ *"' !>'">'-''<>-ver remote^?^^
respite, or change, or release.

This was the hard almost impossible task Pierre Marson^mposed upon his soul. And the chances were that^o^^.M emerge triumphantly for he was made of stc „o

11^
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and more virile stuff tnan many men. For it was not

the body that would conquer in this iinnatural setting of

existence, but the something intangible of the spirit, that

works invisibly, that spark which feeds with its immortal

fire its tenement of clay, however hard pressed, to the

very verge of dissolution.

And he was glad, inexpressibly, even rapturously glad,

that not once had he been tempted to let a message slip

secretly through to the Severin family. Not a syllable of

vital importance had his torturers gleaned for all the

pains of their inquisitorial inquiries. What was serious

in contemplating pcsible chances of escape was the

danger of engulfing friends who might help, into as deep

a pit as he had dug for himself.

For this reason he had not ventured on the least effort

to acquaint Veronica with his plight. He hugged the

notion to himself that nothing could or would arise to

harm her in any way. That the German consul would

be a menace to people who were his friends he had failed

utterly to gra.sp. The special malice to himself he at-

tributed to the microbf^ of hate sedulously cultivated by

the Hun for his enemy.

By now, he considered, Veronica would be far enough

away from Opella, in comparative safety. Prayers of

thankfulness filled his soul that she would have no idea

at all of the calamity that had overtaken him. His

cilence she would naturally expect, though he divined

more than ever by his own emotions the measure of the

grief which had followed their leave-taking.

He had the power of calling up the image of his love,

vividly, realistically ; the blue, fathomless eyes and above

them the black of her glorior.s hair, then the sweeping

brows, the sweet firm lips with their ravishing curves.
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t^Zt^^°
be indulged in through „>any still and

F™™" r!;.'""'"^ •'^ """^d for the black ^ny „t

service tor which he had braved every peril that meet,and pursues both the militao- and cWlL sec« Sm time of war. For his particular task, iutS^
^successful, to prove of infinite value to the Porrign'
Office, a man of his linguistic abilities and thorougSv

"^r^ 7"
Oriental mentality had been Z7m '

He also had the mortifleation to brood over that but

Uon'toTh'".'
"''° '""" ""^ """"""S^-l i*eme

rrei e" :ie':rzTr f'"' '-*'"
uccu a iree man. i^or he had no nklinir nf

Sic r, I K T™"" °' '* 'l^^barkation onAsiatic soil from a little Greek steamer

sources of his own mind, thoughts of war in th. .T
stract would come to him again alid a^L HeXwhow often 1, happens that the price of war fs in^u ti«b^ausc It docs not always settle what is righ7 aSwhyf Because war simply proves that might is rirtt» a word settles which combatant is the stinger ^dnot whether his cause be just or unjust. History "'co't

ta wa "a„S ^°." '": i-' ™- »as often been lSin war, and the un.iust has triumplicj.

do we make or mar our own destiny! It s«me,
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strange to him that men should fear anything at all.

Death would come when it had a mind to come and not a

second sooner or later.
. ., , j _:i«

Ind then as if chased by a thousand invisible devilB

he would start up and limp incessantly up and down and

round his cage of stone, hailing the P-;f"«^^
his loot as a door which shut out his thoughts He

.ould count his steps, and measure them
^^-^^l^^

centimetres, metres, kilometres. He ^^^'^^^
'^'l^'

one by one by scratching with a stone on a slab of rock.

Times cJe when he tried not to think at all but to

blotL everything by singing lustily, songs of war and

X Patril'
'
to be followed by operatic snatches, and

ftftpn a thrilling and tender love song.

'•Alla^^^^^^^^^ c'ertainly taken his -tV. one watchman

said to the other significantly the first tune they heard

"^''mZ' He is mad-mainun," assented the other,

at once starting a wailing chant on hi« own account.

Thus the days went by, and the weeks, and «tdl P^e^

kept his reason, and never did he so far lose gnp of his

will as to sink in spirit to the bedrock of despair.

Not once but a score of times he -n-^ o^^y^^'J

instance he could recollect in fact -^ Action of men

who had made good their escape from prisons far ha^ r

to break than his own. He nursed the notion that with

tiine there would come a slackening in supervision, or

that other watchmen m.ght be placed on duty who would

be amenable to a bribe. Bu^ for both these possibilities

he Tust hold his soul in patience. Premature action

^ould but prove a foregone disaster.
, ,, . 1,^

Yet so prone is a captive to hope or to dread that he

iuu^
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eeks a mystery in the slightest unusual sound he hears.

So that it happened one evening when Pierre watched
the strip of sky he called his window suddenly take on
the gloom of night, his sharpened ears caught a sound
of footsteps walking upon stony ground.
Was he going to be freed? This was his first swift

thought.

Cool reason took its place. He smiled bitterly at his
own folly, recalling the isolation of his prison and the
remote probability that any one likely to procure his re-

lease would ever be able to find him out.

Yet footsteps certainly approached. It was not the
hour for his dole of food and drink. Should he hazard
a cry before the unknown pedestrians pas.sed on without
knowing a fellow creature was immured in this tombt

Still another thought ! He laid a shaking hand on his
damp forehead. Perhaps they were coming to kill him
as once those prisoners of Amasia were killed. Mur-
derers choosing to veil their crime in the shade of night.
Now the footsteps stopped, though further away he

still heard a curious shuffling as of native slippers over
the stone;

.
Yes, there was no doubt of it. Out of reach

of al' aid. like a rat in a trap, ho was to die.

He braced himself for the inevitable, expecting every
instant to hear an attack on the barricade of the door-
way.

"Was it delusion, or had .some one called him oy name?
He stood up suddenly.

"Marson
! Are you there?" asked a voice in guttural

French.

"Who speakF?" said Pierre, after a sr.iall pause.
"Rosen, the German consul! I am in camp outside

i
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the village. It may interest you to hear that Mademoi-

selle Severin b in camp with me.
'

'

A pause again as if a sharp wind had caught the

breath of the listener within. Then

—

"You lie!" shot fiercely into the night.

"It is the plain truth. She is in camp with me. We
have been traveling together for a week. We shall be

married in a few days."

"Liar!"

"Listen well to what I say! The French army is at

its last gasp. The English have evacuated Qallipoli.

The Central Powers are smashing the damned Entente

hand over fist. '

*

"You devil! You cur!" Pierre's voice was hoarse,

horribly hoarse.

"Au revoir!"

Otto Rosen had not purposely made tracks for El

Marasch. It was one of the suitable rest places that came

into the cross-country itinerary he had planned.

When he had realized the fact at an earlier hour of

the journey he had glowed inwardly. Not that he had

meant Veronica to glean the slightest suspicion that

might unsettle her mind through commiseration. But

he had promised himself, as far as the detestable French-

man was concerned, a revengeful stroke full of the

vicious humor which, being a German at war, was as

manna to his mean soul.

Somehow during the later fitage of the journey his

desire had spluttered out. But for Veronica's angry

attack upon his violin they would have passed harmles-sly

on their way. He would not have visited El Marasch

at all. Well would it have been for him if he had

refrained. Fate has a way of letting the cunning at
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times overreach and trip tlieruselves in the meahe« ofthe snare they lay for others

w^T.?! alone' T^'^^'^'r".'
''^"""'« ^«^^'»>^«^ ^^^n hewas I^ ft alone By dayhght hi., faoo would have been•wn to be knotted with harsh doop wrinkh>8 and twiat.He w^w breathing' hard.

The hare innuendo that his Veronica wa« in the powerof .u.h . vdlaiu started a chill through every vZand then immediately filled him w,th a rage so violenttjat^he .uld have touted and .reamed a^thelltol

NofUkdW
'
n.*r'"^

""""'^'^ " '^"'^^ *^ ^be again?Not hkely
!

He toew it was a lie. a diabolic lie, he toldhu^self. Mu ,f there were the smallest «ub.tr turn of^>th in the horrible statement it would be certain .hewas there, a captive against her will
At this point he started to curse in a low level voiceIt was an outlet that saved him from losing his sen s'

Sit "'"'"' '^ '^' "^^^°^^ ^°-'
*°
^"-^

"^<>^rager' was suddenly uttered in his own tongue

doorlay ' "*"" "'^"^" *'""^^ *^« ^P«^-e ofThe

bamcade of stones. He thought that Rosen was sliUth re, hstenmg to the effect of his disclosures, and now

^ady dear'"'
""^' "''^'^ *'^ '°^ "^ ^« ^-^ «^

A^tr r^'''"'
"I dare not stay. A bientotr-

dronr^ l^P '^^' T' ^^^ '^^^"^^ '^' «P«rture and

ineof fn. TT' ' ^'''' ^' ^''^'^ ^' "P ^th the feelmg of one who dreams and dreads to waken. He listened
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to the soft stealthy footsteps moving away, and th(

sound of them growing fainter and fainter upon th(

silence of the night.

Then suddenly he heard the guards talking again.

m<
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CHAPTER XXI

rpiIE second morning after Veronica's resentful out-X burst she opened her eyes with a singular feeling of
refreshment. She had felt languid and inexpressibly
weary the whole of the previous day after a white nightm which she had tossed from side to side, haunted hour
after hour by a despondency that was own twin to
despair.

But this last night, just over, she had slept so well that
she did not once open her eyes till the pale light ofdawn was peering through the canvas walls
She got up noiselessly so as not to awaken the woman

dressed swiftly, unfastened the flap of the tent and
slipped through its uncovered mouth. Once in the open
she drew in the air of the young morning as though adraught of spring water were at her lips
Then she looked around. Not a creature was yet

astir. The group of tents sheltered by a clump of trees
seemed asleep. Behind these stretched the black line
of tethered horses and mules. Further away, round thedead embers of the camp fire slumbered the soldiers andmukans, huddled in their Eastern cloaks. Even the
sentry had squatted down, over-powered by sleep, his
face hidden between his arms.
While Veronica dressed, the notion had come to her

she would like to dip her face in the stream of which, last
evening she had caught a glimnse, through the reedsand bushes of its banks, before riding into camp. She
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could now trace its course about a mile away at the foot

of a long slope, descending from the high ground where

the camp was pitched.

Quickly and apparently unobserved she hurried over

the scrub strewn ground. Perhaps, while all was still

and deserted, she might even bathe in the litile river as

so often she had done in holiday time in the sheltered

pools of Lebanon.

Dawn was painting the eastern sky above the distant

ridge across the valley in crimson and gold, with great

flaming splashes, and streamers of the color of blood.

A strange desolate feeling stole to meet her through

the cool loneliness of the mom. As she drew near to

the hidden stream, through openings in the thicket, she

was able to glimpse the water beyond. The color of the

water was red, the blood-red color of the eastern sky.

The reflection of that gorgeous sunrise, she told her-

self, yet her step lingered in approach, and a sudden

look of fear darkened her eyes. Some premonition urged

her to turn back at once, but like a magnet the lure of

the river prevailed.

Now she was near enough to push a way through the

thin line of tamarisks and willows, but she stopped of

a sudden with uplifted head. A smell was in her nostrils

that she could not mistake—the unspeakable stench of

death.

Again she moved forward, like one mesmerized, but

now at a creeping pace. She shuddered, her teeth

chattered, as cowering close to the water edge she peered

through the bushes. Her brain reeled at the sight re-

vealed to her stupefied gaze.

Great Christ ! Was she herself alive and awake ? Or

was she in the bonds of as frightful a nightmare as was
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ever conceived by human imagination ? In all the worldIt seemed to her she was the only bein, left alive

ghastly form. Corpses by the bundred lav thick asfallen leaves everywhere her sight could reach on tSrocks up and down the banks, among the bushed on Znver brink and choking the stream Corpses ormenpierced by bullet and sword; of women mangled Tndstripped of all covering but their trailing hair fof little

together by their mothers' side.
It was a blood curdling spectacle. And, though Ver-onica did not know it, such sights were of daily occur-rence^ Innocent Armenians of all ages were being maLsacred in tens of thousands in the most devilish andIrturing fashion that the brutality of Turk and K„rrl

Tpittr T ' '"^^^ - H^ted\rGe" ^stop It, nor as yet a protest by any neutral nation to com-pel Turkey to stay her hand.
Beads of water broke out on Yeronka's temples Anin^pressible cry of anguish was wnzng from£ dntS

-sirl^fh
?^^' ^""^ ""' strength!" bui^t from her.strength for venge ince—vengeance ' '

'

But were they all deed ? Might there not be one fellow

thosf h i!

""'' ^"^ ^°^ '^^^ ^^^^ *° life? One olthose babes pe. s, or that young girl lying with outstretched arms by the water edge?
^

stream wt.* r^"""'"*
^^' Perceptible, except in thestream where the current rocked the crowded bodies toand fro with a ghastly rhythmic regularity

'"

iZf^ I
'^' P^"'"'^ ^'' ^^"'^^ to her ears wit^, a dis-tracted gesture, her head bending low and forwaVd^Jl i 4

i
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partially closed eyelids. "^e had come to the bordei

line of sanity. A deadly paralyzing fear had penetratec

at last to the very core of her brave soul. All realitj

had dropped out of life. She was alone among the deac

of the universe, in the power of unlimited fear, herseli

a shadowless ghost in the land of nowhere.

A touch, a warm living touch stung her to life.

She screamed, and the next instant was struge^ling witl

all the strength lent by ungovernable terror. For <

man's arm was around her, pulling her away with might

"Come away ! You shall not stay here. It is not a fi

place for you to be in. Come, my Veronica! Come

You are safe with me. Nothing shall harm you. Com(

away!"
It was Rosen. His voice was agitated, his face livid

his eyes strained. The experience was even more drasti(

that he had anticipated. He had seen Veronica fli

away from the tent and followed her through the under

growth, where he had sat in ambush to spy upon he:

unseen. He had planned that she should see this grue

some sight, but of a s^Jlden as he watched he had feare(

for her reason and promptly intervened.

With rapid revulsion from panic to unmitigated re

lief her resistance to him stopped dead. Though sh

could hardly hear his voice for the blood that sang ii

her ears, she turned and clung to him tightly like i

deadly frightened child.

He was alive. He was a bit of the old normal life fron

which she seemed to have been separated for a millioi

years. A great trembling came over her like an agui

attack.

"Have no fear, meine Qeliebte," he whispere*

hoarsely, holding her close. 'We will go far away a

i:.



LOVE AND THE CRESCENT 275
once It was an error that made us halt so near thisterrible spot. I did not guess."
The lie was well told. Veronica had no suspicion ofthis latest trap to fling her a willing captive into hi LsShe rnoaned dully and frequently, like one in g^ai

r^acf:rcit
"°^" '-

'- --^- ^-

bef!re%heTenr%r '^'"f"^
^^^^^^^^ '^^ ^"--^before the tent. She saw them coming and ran to meet

SJ^t ff 'f,

^'"^^ ^^ ^°* ^«^ ^eU. Bring coffeewithout delay," he ordered.
^

He put Veronica in a low canvas chair in the tententrance. When the coffee came he dosed it 4uh cognacand^jnade her drin. it at once. Obediently she 71Z
Then with the air of an elder brother he gave direet^^ns for the prompt packing of the travXg b^Veronica paid no attention beyond followi^| ""t^,woman s movements with stupefied gaze. She hfd thelook of one who has been drugged
Rosen doubted if she had strenjrth left tn oU 1,.

for the Hflv- o«^ 1 J
"^'^*^"8^^ iett tosit her marelor tbe da>, and longed for the carriage he had dispatched to Opella. Still, now his object w^ a^tai^^"

bee line for the railroad, and join the train to completethe journey he had planned before leaving home
"^

He vowed mwardlv that atonement for this late«fordeal should be of a kind that would a er ase'^entire remembrance from Veronica's lifp ^T
doned the infamy of his diabolic p" by ^fflectW Ztonly an ocuiar demonstration of the altem'^ttf f^awaiting her could have broken her'stbtl :I:Sa^:^
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After starting on their way he kept closely by Ver-

onica's side on the constant watch for any relapse, but

always an expert rider, she rode mechanically without

any conscious effort.

As soon as tbey were well away from the ominous

place of death he called a halt. Cushions and a rug

were spread for Veronica under a tree screened by

some wayside bushes. She submitted to be lifted from

her saddle. A meal was quickly ready, and when he

pressed food upon her she began to eat with the obedient

action of an automaton. Some spring of her mind

seemed to have run down. She did nothing of her own
volition.

Rosea could not ?ceep his eyes away from her. Closely

and incredulously he gazed at her like a man who dreams,

feeling that at last after a fearful struggle she was his

very own.

Nothing could or should part them now. The future

rose up before him, rose-pink as a summer dawn. And
he was in a fever to be up and away. Suppose she were

to fall ill while they were still out of reach of help and

remedies to nurse her back to health? When he had

held her hands chafing them in the tent they had felt like

dead things, nerveless and limp, yet instead of being cold

they had been dry and burning to the touch.

His heart grew big with anxiety as he sat looking at

her with intensity. Such was his obsession that it shut

out all and every recollection of the horrors that had

worked the cruel change in Veronica.

Besides he was worried about another vital matter : the

fidelity of his escort. As a rule such guards were keen

on traveling thus, for it meant regular daily payme it

from the personage they protected, w^(Teas the paymtiit
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rL« of r ^'-"^^y'^'J'
^^- clisaffction in many

doubts, but more than once ho had noticed the soldiersalking apart from the rest, in the stealthy wa tit"furtive .s.de .huices, of those uho fear to be overLe dHe suspected they were plotting to de«ert, as so ra^.of their comrades had already done
^

wa?slirra"nthl': T^" '^''"^ •^^^^^'^y ^^^'^d- ^here

In 1! ,.
"^ ^" ^' 'P'"* ^" '^^'"P- Anyhow Roseafelt he could not do better than try to cover the goundquickly as possible. Provided of course that ^^0^03could stand beinfr hurried.

vtronioa

_'Are you rested enouj^h?" he asked, consideratelyDo you feel able to start again now?"
^'

ohe looked at him, after he repeated the question withmot,oiile..s eyes and a droop at the comers of her mouthWhenever you like I am ready " she said in « ..
as colorless as her face. '

'"^ ^ '^"^'*

.^-At noon we will rest again," he said, encou^ag-

She shook her head.
''We will see later," he said, anxiously
tp to the present Veronica's manner had been curiou. y calm, but now she got up in a hurry. It wJ"erfirst voluntary action since the great shock.

withouTlV'
^' '*'''^!:* '^ *" '^' ^"^ °^ *he journey

artlerrayn\:^::ief^'''
^

He called out to the nearest attendant, who ran off to

f

i:
'
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carry out the imperative orders. Soon they were again

in the saddle following the baRsage mul's, which had

caught them up and gone on f^scorted by half the guard

as usual.

Until that little rest had come by the wayside every

emotion, but the instinctive horror which had numbed

her, had forsaken Veronica. Now by slow degrees her

brain began to recover its thinking power, though only

spasmodically. And her first coherent thoughts envel-

oped the distant figure of her mother. A craving ivas

upon her clamoring to be gratified. That she should ride

on faster and faster wit>'out slackening rein until called

and gathered, like a chicken under the sheltering wings

she could run and hide her face in the sure refuge ol

her mother's arms. Then all woull be well.

Momentarily she was oblivious of that other love whosf

image up to this moment had been to the fore of al

others, and for whose sake she found herself in this des

P'^rate situation. Her eyes dived uncear^ngly into tb

(iistance, dized yet shining, as her mind held on to thi

one and only besettin- idea that seemed able to clea

the road to reason.

To the man riding near her she paid no heed nor gav

any thought at all. Yet even at that moment he wa

secretly evolving plans for an immediate marriage

Nursing the delusion of his final conquest over Veronica'

will he was more than ever confident that she would fl

joyfully, and without a backward look, to the securit

assured by his love and name.

Excitement grew upon him as he mused incessantl

over Iiis starved passion. His anxiety sank to zero. Th

fevered light of Veronica's forward gaze only encourage

him the more to belief in her rapid recovery. Soon, ver

itei..

.

fi<.ifc.*2 :•'-,;
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BO -a would 8i,e ho confessing: in his arms what a dr^^adfulmistake she hu.l made, and how for the first time 'hehad eome to know the true inner mea .in,- of love.
While on the quicksands of delusion he built up thebaseless fabr.c of his fool's paradise the wheel of fIwere t„rn>n«. fast. The Nemesis that waits m seer^ready strike at the predestined moment was rushin,^up swiftly to meet him.

rusning

Just then they were pushing on over rouph yet fairly
level ground at a smart pace. Rosen began to wonderhow It was the pack mules had forged'so far aheadThy were quite ott of sig.t. It was possible they hadjust dipped behind the rocky ridge towards which their?uide was steadily advancing
Rosen looked back and was equaUy surprised to findhow far ahead he was cf the rest of the escort It was

Angrily he called out to the kawass, who ro.le behind
ding him turn back at once and hurry up the lae-garog.

'^ *

The plain thojgh rough was inclined to be swamnv

traT 1m T ?r"' '''-'
' ^^^^^ "^'^'^^^^^^

track. And now they started to climb the slope by apath so narrow and stony that they had to ride single

on^T '" ^*' f''*?* "'^'^ ^'^ *^« ^^y' Preceding Ver-onica by several yards.

benJt't."
^"^^•"' ^\««"«<J back. "There is a sharpbend m the way and the path is slippery "

th.^ vn'-^^ ^-j;?
'^"'"P^ P^"" ^'''' ^«^« scattered overthe hillside. The two riders were quite alone onTherough ascent when of a sudden the bark of a rifle broke

l:V
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280 LOVE AND THE CRJSCENT

into the silence. All at once a bullet whizzed through th(

trees and hit a solid mark dose at hand.

Abruptly the guide turned his horse sideways un(

stared back. The next instant he was spurrinf? up th

track at breakneck speed, solely concerned in the safet;

of his own skin.

"Heaven! Wlmt was that?" exclaimed Veronicf

awakened on the instant, as she reined in her startle

mare.

Rosen instead of replying reeled in his saddle, swaj

ing from side to side. Suddenly he fell heavily to th

ground.

His mare reared and snorted. As with a prolonge

frightened whinny she started briskly up the hill tl

black figure of a Bedouin, with head and chin close!

mufBed, sprang down the bank. lie seized the bridl

pulling her up sharply, then turned her round.

Veronica staring in stupefaction at Rosen paid no a

tention to what was happening further up the track n(

on the plain. Suddenly she swung herself out of tl

saddle and ran up to the fallen man.

lie was lying huddled under the bank, so that she w

able in a moment to prop him against tue rock. Wi

shuddering of heart while raising his head and shoulde

she saw a thread of blood trickling from the hole ma

by the bullet behind the ear. The wound was mort;

He had been shot at close range by some one conceal

in the trees.

From the plain below came the rapid crackling of fii

arms, to the accompaniment of fierce loud cries. A pai

of Bedouin ambushed in the tamarisk thicket appear

to have waited for the signal of the shot on the hillsi

and then rushed out upon the guard. In a very sh(
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time these were overcome, and their hor^ s taken froiu
them. One or two soldiers lay with outepread arms face
to earth, but the others were running away as fast s
their legs could carry them, thankful to escape with their
lives.

''My God! What shall I do?" murmured V' mnica
still kneehng by Rosen as she tried to staunch the blood
using her handkerchief as a swab. With all her might
she tned to recall what was the right thing to do for a
wound of the kind, but something h; dried up in her
brain. She could not think.

She seemed to have knelt there for ages looking at the
man s graying face. In reality scarcely a moment had
passed before a voice sounded close behind her
"Leave him alone!" it said sternly. "He has met

with his ju5.t deserts. Get up my ^irl! There isn't a
moment to lose. Here is your mare."
She turned hei head, caught sight of the Bedouin garb

and sprang to her feet. Her fingers moved nimbly be-
neath her cloak. The next instant she was pointing her
revolver at the man standing before her and would have
shot him but his hand quicker than hers darted forward
and clutched her by the wrist.

"Are you madt Would you shoot a friend, Veron-
icaT he said, slipping down the folds of his kerchief
and showing his face.

''John Culver, you?" she stammered, agitatedly.
You have shot the man who was doing his best to help

and bring me to safety."
"I would do it a second time if I had the chanoe.
ij»^ he deluded you by a lie as he did my little Zia?We who hides his evil that evil will kill him."
"No

!
He was taking me to her and to mother. '

'

m'\M •mt
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All the fight had again dropped out of her voice. It

seemed to him that she was speaking with the air of one

who had been badly cowed.

"Taking you to your mother? Do you really believe

that? Tell me where is the sun? Over there, west at

this hour. In which direction wei^e you going? Due

south He had no intention of taking you to your

mother You shall tell me presently how you cam' to^be

in his clutches. Come now, into the saddle at once!

-We cannot leave him there alone," she protested,

dully, hanging back.

'

« Come ' He will be found soon enough, but as surely

as we stay here he will have cause to jeer at us more in

death than ever he did in life."

"Is he really dead?" .

"Dead as a nail," asserted the Englishman gnmly,

"beyond repentance and not deserving of a tear. He

has met a death that is a thousand times too humane f01

him For it is such as he who are eg^ng on ana dannj

the 'Turks to their worst atrocities. He should hav(

been tortured like our innocent Zia, or wors^lik(

Zohrab and Vartakis."

"What do you mean?" Her voice spoke fear an(

horror for she knew the names weU.

"They have been murdered by Enver's butchers-

brutally, foully murdered, two of the finest and brav«

men in the Ottoman empire. Dikran Ghilighian, yon

famous writer, has met the same fate There are comr

less others. I tell you, Veronica, the land throbs wit

danger of all kinds. It is rife with death.
^

"I know—I have seen—hundreds, this morning, si

gasped, covering her eyes with her hand

"No wonder you can hardly grasp what I teU you,

mmKmfi^jsi^
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he said more gently, as he drew her towards the mare.
"By hook or crook you must all get out of it as many as
possible. I have set myself the task of saving all I can.
By Allah's help I will myself snatch many a victim from
the shameful sacrifice."

John
! I will help you,

'

' she said with a little spasm
of her native spirit as he lifted her to the saddle.

His heart contracted as he looked at her. She was
deadly pale, her eyes big and tragic, not from the im-
mediate panic but that other merciless terror which had
gone before. But this was not the moment for sympathy
or inquiry. They must be off though there were a hun-
dred questions he wanted to put to her.

She had not made one inquiry herself about her own
family, nor about Zorah and the boy. It was so unlike
veronica. And the name of Pierre Marson had not
passed her lips, though John knew from her mother
what the girl had suffered through Rosen's brutal revela-
tion. He was positive that more had happened to Ver-
onica since then than he had any idea of. It would all
come out later.

And he had news, great news, to tell her about her
lover. That must also wait. He was sure she could
stand neither the excitement nor the suspense which
would certainly follow his disclosures.

"We have a good two hours' steady riding before us,
and we may have to get further away by morning. It all
depends, '

' he said.
'

' One thing I am forgetting, though.
This villain is probably carrying important documents
on his person. We must have them all.

'

'

In a moment he had emptied the contents of the dead
man's pockets into the saddle bag. Then, reflecting that
the finding of the body would be delayed if removed'from

->»
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the track, he carried it into the long undergrowth close

\fter this he led both horses to the foot of the hUl

and there gave a curious bird-like cry f-^jff,^^/,
Bedouin riders on the plain. There foUowed a bnef

excM passage of mutual congratulation and of r.en^y

^ t ng to the relative of Hanna, by no means a stranger^

Then they closed ix,und him and Veronica, and leadmg

Te Captured mares, rode off towards the
<^^^^^^;^

a strong compact little party, taking advantage of brokm

?rar which snaked warily through deserted country,

and losing no time by the way.

"H^w did you find me. Johnl" she asked a, ttey

elto?ed . steep bit of the way in a maze of lo» luR

Joto had diJount^ mi w«. leading hi. horse by her

"'*
'Pnre luck or thank, to K>me blewed providence, for

I thSt^ iwo day. ago you were safely bo-* -der

the ALrioan flag," he «?««>. "^ ""°"L^Tfl.t
vi= aM oaiet way. "Pastor Kasbanan was in great

?r„«b eX: wrlched bis hon«=. New, had ji^ come

through that bis daughter-in-law and children who had

"siting her family in Killiz had ^eei eon«,te^ nd

carried off with a large party of deported Armenian, to

Ooella on the road to Deir-el-Zor."

"Is it possible they were on the market square that

day?" she said with a start.
^ xv,,„

''Quite possible. I rested a day at Halat and then

went^ack to Opella. I had promised the pastor to d

IIt my power to find and bring his relatives back

^
afety. I traced the party, in which I though^ *^

family was most likely to be found, as far as Ji^

Marasch."
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"Why, that was the village which had no room for us

two nights ago."

"Yes, because it was packed full of these unhappy-

exiles. I was making inquiries among them at one of

the khans when I caught sight of the German consul

standing outside."

She uttered a little low sound.

"That was the fine way in which he was doing his best

for you," said John Culver, significantly. "His escort

got talking in the cafe when he was paying a visit on the

Mudir. I was infuriated at what J gathered. I could

never have looked Nicholas or your mother in the face

if I had not moved heaven and earth to smash the evil

he had taken in hand. Besides, there was Zia! The

crime against one of God's helpless little ones," the sup-

pressed heat of his voice scorched like a flame. "I was

only waiting the right moment to vindicate that atrocity.

These friends and kinsmen of mine were near. We are

always in close touch and they know every yard of the

country. There was only one way to act so as to get

you clear away, and then cover our tracks—violence k

outrance! But we had to wait the right locality, the

psychological moment. We were very near your camp
last night and rode on ahead before daybreak. You see

the guide was a friend of ours."

"I have been cruelly deceived right through," she

muttered.

"Deception is far too mild a word for such deliberate

villainy. Do you know where Rosen was taking yout
Even those soldiers knew. To the railway half way
between Aleppo and Hamah. Where was he going thent

Ah, the evil of that secret is hidden in the breast of the

dead. The English say, 'all is fair in love and war/

I 1
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but there are base artifices no man can use to gain hi

ends in either unless he possesses the mind of a skun]

Boche is the French term for the German, but a real In

swine is a clean beast and a gentleman compared wit

such a type as Otto Rosen."

"John, I owe you more than life. If it had not bee

for you—" she wished to say more but her voice traiU

off. Though the accumulation of the past still weighe

with leaden pressure on nerve and brain, the look si

turned on him spoke plainly of all that had begun

surge afresh iu her heart.

"There is no need to worry now, Veronica," he sai

soothingly. "All you want is the opportunity to rei

After a good night yoa will feel more like your real self

"Inshallah!" she murmured.

They came to more level ground. John mounted 1

horse and they rode on in silence till suddenly the foi

most rider turned aside into a thicket of sweet smelli:

shrubs and scattered trees. The copse looked impei

trable to any but the initiated, so tortuous and invisil

the track, till it fell steeply away into a deep wadi hidd

within the folds of the hills.

Close under the overhanging rocks couched the 1

black tents of the Bedouins. For carpet a strip of v

durr edged the tiny stream which was overhung by v

lows and clustering oleander bushes. Down the gu

were tethered a large number of camels and mares, gr

ing on a scanty herbage of flowers and grass.

Two or three dogs barked. Then women and child;

ran to greet the home comers who at once became

tenter of a babblinf? crowd.

John liftpd Veronica from her mare and led

towards the large central tent where in the entrance

ji

'

'
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a grizzle-bearded man of proud and dignified bearimr
He caught sight of them and keen observation flashS
from his eyes.

*
'^?^ M u^

certainly something too hard for the teeth
to bite, he muttered under his breath

-pTT ?n T[^ ^°''' ^^''^'^ Mabruk," called John.
Behold, Allah has given us safe return with a guest

for our tents."
*

<,C'^u\lV^^ ^^ P'^'^ ^"^ ^^^'^^P' "^y ^°/' said
Sheikh Mabruk, rising at once to give the salaam cere-
moniously, "and welcome to the stranger you bring with

v^^ ^^Z f^'""'^ *^' *'"* ^ blue-draped figure with a
Iitt e child hanging on to her robe, glided from the inner
tent. Two great velvety eyes stared bewildered from
donn to Veronica and back agair

.

"Stranger, you say, my father? No, for by my soulit
IS our sister Veronica and none other. Friend of my
eyes! My happiness so welcome," she exclaimed joy-
fully, extending her arms.
Veronica lifted her head with the gesture of one who

sitting m darkness suddenly sees light through an opened
shutter She felt as if she had on the moment awakened
irom a long delirious dream.
"Oh, Zorah darling, is it really you? Now I can

breathe again," she said, agitatedly

quickly, as Veronica with a little fluttering sigh dropped
between their hands into a dead faint.

J
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CHAPTER XXII

LISTEN!" said Anna Severin as the shrill notes of a

) crier's voice rose from the street to the cool vaulted

terrace where she sat with Pastor Kasbarian.

They had been talking despondently with sinking

hearts. No news had come yet of Veronica or the miss

ing daughter-in-law and her family. The experiences

brought by escaped refugees from districts alreadj

cleared of luckless Armenians were terrifying. On top

of acute apprehension for the absent, Anna Severin had

been expending her whole energies on nursing Zia

through a bad malarial attack, which had left the chile

in a very weak state.

This responsibility for the youngest treasure of th(

family had naturally, for the time being, shut out al

other cares. It was only now when the child was con

valescent, and could be left occasionally ertirely t(

Amina's care, that the incubus of fear for both Veronici

and Nicholas pressed upon the mother-heart with eve

increasing weight.

Pastor Kasbarian got up and leaned over the 1 east

work of the terrace the better to hear. He looke<

grimmer and had aged since his visit to Opella.

The crier was proclaiming the government order-

Talaat Bey's "regrettable but very humane measure ani

military necessity"—to the townlet of Halat that all th

Armenian residents without exception were to start unde

armed escort in six days' time for some nameless ui

known destination.

288
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"It has actually come. Now what are we all going to
do, I should like to know, '

' exclaimed Mme. Severin. ' ' I
warned you to fashion some plan in advance. Tiiere is
no time to lose now. We must act at once."
"Above all, with complete secrecy," assented Pastor

Kasbarian. He went out immediately to consult pri-
vately with his flock. That same night the chief mem-
bers of the Halat community met under his roof to re-
view their position and make some definite decision.

Eesistance or non-resistance was the crucial point to
consider after ventilating their general dismay and anger
Resistance seemed at first blush a foolhardy proceeding,
but the alternative of setting out submissively on an aim-
less journey, toiling on foot for three to eight weeks,
according to the goal, in some malarial or barren
desert of Anatolia or Mesonotamia was still blacker
prospect.

The gorge of the majority revolted against their ter-
rible fate, though a few bending their heads with fatal-
istic obedience seemed ready to follow the line of least
resistance.

"What is the use of opposition? We shall but court
disaster of a worse nature," said one of these.
"Yet to submit blindly means certain disaster, and a

probable death of ^orture," retorted a refugee, warmly.
"The hardships of the way are such that the strongest
collapse at the end of one day's journey, by night the
Arabs and the Kurds steal the asses and mules. They
as well as the guards and muleteers plunder all the
travelers and violate the women, young and old. AU
can scarcely set one foot before the other by reason of the
blisters on their swollen and bleeding feet. They are
devoured by thirst and not allowed to drink. Many die

\ i|
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ty the wayside both of hunger and thirst, and those wh(

survive exhaustion are murdered by the Kurds,"

He spoke with savage intensity as though the bruta

truth of fearful facts had branded his soul as by fire

A dumb silence followed his speech, a silence that ex

pressed deeper things than words.

"We have heard from other sources that the tortures

these forced journeys are far worse than massacre," 8ai<

Pastor Kasbarian. "A massacre is quickly done with a

I know -.'ery well. This newly evolved kind of miser;

augments da'ly and yet has only one end to it, a lingerin

death."

A shuddering breath shook the whole circle. Ther

were those present who feared like their pastor for th

safety of loved ones already breasting the waves of th«

a''''umulating misery.

"There is no one to protect us but God," declared

desperate voice.

"God is not here at all, my friend," came tragical!

from another. "We can say like the prophet of old, K

is asleep, or He is gone on a journey, visiting one of h

distant worlds, forgetting the sorrows of earth."

"Those who help themselves God will surely help ho^

ever distant He may be," Anna Severin said suddenly

a firm deep voice. "It is always so. What are tl

Armenian people doing to resist these abomination

Practically nothing. Let us resist with every power

our disposal. In the end we are jound to prevail. El

" she raised her hands expressively.

"Let us resist!" was the instant response. One

two voices were strong, some hesitating, but the majori

agreed.

"How can we? >>
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"It iS impossible. We have no arms."
"Not a needle is left to us to-day, and yet we ought

to draw the sword, they say," quoted a gloomy voice.

"We have more resources than you think," came in
quick disclaimer from the hopeful members.
The toss to and fro of excited repartee continued a

few minutes. Pastor Kasbarian, silent and reflective,

gazed steadily through the window. He started when of
a sudden a voice appealed directly to him.

"I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills from whence
Cometh my help," he replied, unexi. ectedly, indicating by
a gesture the view through the window of the mountain
ridge, and its bold promontory striding out into a mar-
velously blue sea.

"The hills!" ,\n illuminating thought for some, to
other? a counsel of despair.

"I have that in my mind to say that I have dwelt
upon for days past,

'

' said the pastor drawing a book from
his pocket. "Listen, and I will tell you how the people
of Israel acted when subjected to massacre under the
invasion of Holofernes. They were newly returned
from captivity and had a strong desire to retain their
freedom."

He read aloud impressively a few verses from the
book of Judith showing how the people of many villages
and towns "possessed themselves of the tops of the high
mountains, and fortified those villages that were in them
and laid up victuals for the provision of war: for their
fields were of late reaped." And how by choosing their
positions well they were able to keep the passages of the
hill country and repulse all who tried to come up.
With concentrated attention they all listened. Confi-

dence, elation, resolution .sparkled suddenly in every eye
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a8 the drift of the pastor's meaning was grasped first

by one and then the other of his «pt audience
^^

"The hills have already been my hiding p ace said

a man who remembered the massacres of '95 when all

his family had been killed and he alone, a mere lad. hac'

ecape^ barefoot to the mountain. "Welcome to our

t>astor'« timely counsel! Let us at once dehberate m

Sway we can best carry it into execution^ Our

brothers of Zeitoun and Sassoun have before to-day re-

Ured to the hills and defended themselves s--ssfu ly^

For all we know they may be doing the same this very

^°-It is madness. An impossible undertaking," de-

clared a small minority who submitted later, meekly,

to deportation, and were never heard of again.

-Submission is even a greater madness replied

Annateverin, her eyes flashing^ ''Whatever the danger

we shall all share it. Remember when the bed breaks

we must be satisi.od to lie on the floor.

Prompt orfT^nizatron of all resources was started skul-

fully by the able Armenian brains. Envoys were sen

o o'^her places of the vicinity. From the lovely htlc

town of Yoghonolok came the encouraging news to Pas-

tor Kasbarian that the Armenian inhabitants were al^

ready speeding up plans for a similar retirement to the

hills behind, under the leadership of a pastor lately re-

t^r^ed to that his native place a. . refugee from Zeitoun^

Wth secrecy and dispatch the Halat families pushe

on their own preparations, having decided to 30m fo-^

with the other villages for a general exodus. E^^ry re

source of food and arms possible to^ransport was mu

tered by the organizing heads; grain and cattle, goat

anTfowls, family stores of flour, coffee, nuts, figs, dates
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oil, and vegetable produce. Tents, bedding, cookinjf

utensils, all had to be takou into account.

Of weapons they had but 120 up-to-date guns, about

400 of an antiquated design, a few old pistols, and, for

all these scanty enough ammunition. T ' every man
and boy had their big girdle knives, and there were not

a few lances, and serviceable clubs.

Spasms of bitter weeping did not fail among the

y;omen, heartbroken for the tragic loss of their homes,

(jhildren ran in and out as usual, alternately helping and
hiadering, bursting with the excitement of coming

change, the whole business being to them a glorified pic-

nic to which camping-out was to lei.d its perennial

glamour.

Always brought up to dread the enemy at their gate,

these preparations were but the evil dream come true

to the adults as a mass. The grim faces and sot facp»

of the men formed a plain index to their stiffened re-

solve to hold out to the "edge of doom." Never again

would these at any rate submit afresh to a bootless and

merciles.-: tyranny.

"My Veronica! "Would to God I could be certain that

all was well with her," exclaimed Mme. Severin on the

seeond day of strenuous work. "What if she were to

reach Halat after v/e had all left. Such a possibility

terrifies me."
'

' Banish that fear utterly. She is in no danger, none

whatever," replied the pastor. "No one will know bet-

ter than your American friends the state of the roads

for traveling. They will not allow her to stir from

Opella. Besides our secret courier starts to-night to

beg the consul's intervention on our behalf. A special

message can go at the same time about Veronica."
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His confidence brought a measure of relief to Ann*

Severiii, but she could not rid her mind of presentiment.

Tales of fearful happenings were constantly rolling in to

add to her anxiety. As well she yearned for the moral

support of her girl's companionship, more even than for

her skillful hant^Mnff of complicated arrangements.

The special task acting as safety valve for her emo-

lions, that she had taken up conjointly with the pastor'i

wife. =; the accumulation from all quarters of soft and

old liuen to form bandages for the wounded and sick

during the days lying inevitably ahead.

Very early next morning when she was sorting some

of the \ariou8 stores sent in, pondering sadly the while

on Veronica, Amina burst into the room.

"Allah! The young Sitt is come. She is even now

at the door. Behold, it is she herself who stands before

your eyes!"

The startled face, suddenly grown white as milk, ana

the quick movement of her hand to her heart, betrayed

the unwisdc ra of fresh shocks for Mme. Severin's strained

nerves.

For one breathless instant the slim Bedouin-clad figure

of Veronica paused in the doorway to fling off the dis-

guising abbai and head shawl.

"Don't be frightened, mamouschka! It is really and

truly your own Veronica," she called out, and then

springing forward she caught her mother in her arms

and kissed her till the pale cheeks tingled with warm

color.

The wonder, the .iov, the relief, worked ike a strong

tonic npon Mme. Severin. Burdens which had seemed

imolerable, responsibilities beyond her capaci les, all fell
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miraculously awoy. Nothing could fnil or go wrong now
Veronica was again at her side.

"How did you comet Who has brought youT What
dangers you must have braved! iknl is very good,"
he gasped at last.

•'John Culver brought me safely through everything.
He is with Zia, who is beside herself with happiness.
Yes, dearest mother, dangers have been thick and tragic
since we parted, and the way most difficult, but all is

surmounted, thanks to John. I cannot begin to tell you
what he has done for me."
"Dear, good soul!"

"Yes, ae is a dear soul and a noble man. You will
L df everything soon. All I can think of this moment is

how good it is to be with you again."
"At a grave moment, cherie. We are all on the eve

of leaving Halat for the summit of Jebel Moussa."
"Is it possible? But I can guess why. It is to avoid

deportation—and worse ! '

'

"Yes, the whole village is to be voluntarily evacuated,
and several others. All have agreed to combine in order
to make a strong resistance to the Turks."
"How I rejoice!" cried Veronica.

"Look, you can help me," said Mme. Severin pointing
to the rolls of linen. "There will be wounded to tend,
and no doubt sick women and children. Thank God we
know what to do and shall be able to work together."

"Yes, though I shall not be satisfied unless in between
the nursing I can shoot some of the murderers myself,
and make them pay," said the girl, with a look in her
eyes that was new to the mother. "When are we to
start t"

^^^ni^' -^-^^^
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"Towards sunset, to-morrow. There is still much to

get ready, but you must first rest after your journey."

"No, I am not tired. I am quite prepared now to

take on the lion's share of all you have arranged to do,"

she asserted stoutly, once more courageously confident to

face the worst that might befall.

All at once she clasped her arms again round hei

mother's neck and looked deep into her eyes.

"You must be glad with me," she whispered trem-

ulously "Pierre has been found, and again it was en

tirely owing to John. By now he is certainly free. Johi

would not let me wait on the chance of seeing him

There were terrible reasons that made it impossible am

perilous for us to linger where we were. But Pierre wil

come to us, perhaps very soon. John will arrange thai

Do you quite understand, darling mother?^^ Pierre i

found! He is alive! We shall meet again."

For a moment her voice though low had the thrill an^

music of a happy singing bird. Mme. Severin swallowe

a sob. She longed to weep-to weep for pity for th

girl's dream of love hovering like a mirage in a wildei

ness of woe; to weep for wrath at the monstrous depra^

ity which was odiously destroying a myriad hearths an

homes as well as the dreams of every lover in the lam

"Douschka moya," said Mme. Severin, tenderly, lap

ing as always in moments of deep emotion into tl

ton^-ue of her childhood, "remember we are all in Czod

hands. We can be sure of nothing but what has alreac

come to pass."
.

"You must not say that," said Veronica with a su

den catch in her voice.
'

' I would rather think now th

he was dead than be led to expect to see him and th

find later I had lost him forever."
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'Only God knows the future and He has not forbid-
den us to hope. Hope with a stout heart for the ful-
fillment of your hope, and who knows that it may not
help to bring it to pass? And now come, we raut seek
out John. My gratitude to him is again mountain high
and no doubt he has a great deal to talk over and ar-
range afresh. Tell me has he found any trace of the
young Kasbarian family?"
"Not any at all. We fear the worst has happened,

for I have seen things with my own eyes to make angels
weep, and the dead writhe and groan in their graves."
Mme. Severin was profoundly moved. During the

whole of the girl's life her mother had not hidden the
tragedies of past years from her, but with the knowledge
she had always inculcated the hope and faith that they
would never recur. And now a worse fate had fallen
upon her father's race than had ever yet overtaken it.

The sons and daughters of all those who had suffered in
the past had to expiate, not the sins of their fathers but
the heritage of their loyalty, their liberalism, their higher
intellect and superior business ability. All the qualities
in fact which made them the cornerstone of the Ottoman
Empire, but also a formidable rival to German penetra-
tion, commercially and politically, in Turkey in Asia.
John Culver's disclosures of the convoys of Armenians

he had seen personally and their horrible sufferings, of
the ignoble part played by German silence and callous
aloofness, of Rosen's despicable conduct and merited
fate, acted like a spur to the energies of the Kasbarian
household, and to others who shared their confidence.
"He will not be able to attempt the cross-country

journey at once," he said, speaking privately to Mme.
Severin when she questioned him about Pierre Marson.

h !
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**Ali was to undertake the rescue. It was really simple

enough and is possibly safely accomplished by now. The

two guards were to be surprised and overpowered by

night. After freeing Marson, Ali and his companions

were to rebuild the wall so as to delay discovery of the

escape. I feel sure the Mudir will hush up the whole

affair for fear of his own skin. He will pretend for a

time the prisoner is still there, and then eventually re-

port he is dead."

"How well you read the native mind!"

"It is easy when one has lived practically all one's life

«p against it. As I told you, Zorah was very wishful to

keep Veronica with her, but it was wiser to come to you.

You needed a daughter's help, and she was in desperate

need of mother-care and sympathy."

Anna Severin's eyes suffused with warm tears, having

heard already what Veronica had come through. She

pressed John's hand expressively.

"Besides the Beni-Weldeh intend soon to trek into

the desert, as far as possible from the smell of war," he

added.

"Are you going with them?"

"I shall only follow when I have done all that is pos-

sible in this crisis. Above all I must be certain of your

safety. I feel resp nsible for it to Nicholas. I cannot

see real light ahead on the upshot of the struggle that

is sure to come on Jebel IMoussa. It all depends upon

what action the Turks will take."

"We shall prevail," said Anna Severin, confidently.

"I have no fear of the result. In any case prospects are

better than if we stayed here. About Zia I want your

candid opinion. How do you think she is looking?"
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"Sadly," he said gravely. Mme. Severin started, her
brows puckered sorrowfully. *'I am amazed she ever
survived that brutal treatment. I wish I could ade-
quately reward that faithful Amina."
"She asks for nothing but the love of the child, and

that she has more than ever before. How thankful I
am you are here to aid and guide our removal. It is
like having my own dear son," and she leaned over and
embraced him.

The da passed excitedly and anxiously as also the
next, and both all too soon. Every one was feverishly
intent on taking away all that was possible to transport^
or carry on their persons. For not a soul entertained
the smallest hope of ever seeing their homes again.
The actual hour of departure rushed on. Long pro-

cessions of families on foot, in carts, on donkeys and
mules, all heavily laden, began to trail across the plain,
and up from the roots of the hill by paths all converging
steadily upon the same goal, the summit of Jebel Moussa.
The gravity of the hour calling upon every scrar* of

feminine energy and ingenuity in marshaling their iuia-

ilies and goods soon dried the women's tears, though the
lump in their throats grew bigger. Ai 1 then Nature
showed a curious willingness to take up and carry on
the lament. Clouds from the sea dimmed the sunset
and came swiftly to the land. They enveloped the moun-
tain and dissolved with night into dripping rain.

No less than 4,200 fugitives, shepherded in their sep-
arate villages, camped out in the rain on the hill top.
The majority of them were soaked to the skin before tents
could be pitched or sheltering booths of any kind
erected. The first and chief attention had to be given

1
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to the guns. Powder and other ammunition had to be

kept dry. All else was of secondary importance.

But the sun rose bright and cloudless after the rain.

The tragic hours of the night were forgotten under its

drying penetrating heat. For her own, and the Kas-

barian family, Amina conjured up hot coffee, and for

Zia a big bowl of new goat's milk.

Veronica slept late, tired out after the strain of the

night, and helping John to put up a shelter for the

family. John, himself, after snatching a couple of

hours' sleep towards morning, had since disappeared to

share in the deliberations of the men about the military

defense of the mountain.
^^

"A committee of defense has been elected by vote,

he explained later. "Trenches are already being con-

structed at the strategical points of ascent. The de-

fense is being 'thoroughly well organized, and before the

Turks attack all will be ready for their reception. It

will be a warm one.

Their whole site had been wonderfully selected on the

flattened shoulder of the mountain, thrusting seawards

to plunge precipitously into the waves. On the land

side there were steep descents thick with rocks, chap-

arral and trees, lending themselves readily to skilled

defenpe of the position. On the summit there were open

spaces between trees and the shelter of bushes. Above

all there was water, accessible and pure. Between the

camps and the other part of the ridge yawned a deep

ravine, its steep slopes overhung with brushwood and

John stayed with them all day working indefatigably

to evoke order out of chaos for other families as well as

the Severins. Sorely divided in the pursuit of the mani-

mi'^^
^ai^mmm
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fold duties he had imposed upon himself it was hard to
decide whether to remain as a fighting unit on the hill

top, or to continue his rescues and then return to his wife
and child who could not be left indefinitely.

•^1
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CHAPTER XXIII

PIERRE MARSON liad reached the pitch of believing

that liberty would never be more than a word to

him For the encouraging hope whispered mysteriously

into his prison after the unutterable passage with the

German consul had borne no fruition.

He suffered more than if he had been forbidden to

hope In that case sheer defiance would have stiffened

his will still stubbornly to hold out. The cigarettes and

matches contained in the package flung through the air

hole had been a timely solace, supporting him right

buoyantly t^ "ough the first days of anticipation.

But as one dav followed another and nothing changed,

and then a whole week of days went by with no sign at all

of the hinted rescue, dread clutched hold of him that the

voice of hope had been a delusion, and the tobacco a

sop administered secretly by some humane companion

of the German consul.

As soon as these ideas began to work in his mmd he

seemed to himself like a man who had staked his all and

lost it Like one who has been robbed of his last hope

his soul became gradually numbed, though at first he

fought hard to elude the appalling onslaught of fore-

bodings. Then as the hours and days still crawled by

and nothing was altered, a stillness as of death droppec

upon him, mentally and physically.

He came to a state of feeling nothing at all, neithei

302
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hunger nor sorrow, fear nor hope. He ate and drank
mechanically and slept at nitorvals like a drugged man.
Just as he had brought nothing into the world so now
he seemed to be waiting to pass out of life stripped bare
of all he had ever possessed and treasured. The need to

live had withdrawn to some deep recess of being.

It is a desperate situation when the heart of a brave
man fails him. That Pierre had held out even so long
without reaching this climax spoke voliunes for has

capacity for endurance. Undoubtedly his love for Ver-

onica had been the chief savins factor so far, combined
with the secret vital belief that some unexpected volte-

face of fortune might yet enable him to carry on and
complete the errand for which he had been dispatched
from France.

But now if he gave a thought to his mission at all it

was only to tell himself with shuddering humiliation that

success from the first had been hopeless. From the

outset doomed to failure he had risked his life and his

love to no purpose but to rot to his death in a filthy tomb,

forgotten of God and his own kind. That he did not

attempt to take his own life was due simply to the iner-

tia which now bound his whole being.

Yet at rare intervals a glimmering ray would suddenly
pierce the blackness of his mood.

"My Veronica!" he would murmur, and be at once

conscious of a slight uplift of the deathly gloom. It was
almost as if for a fleeting second an invisible bridge had
swung in midair across the gulf which separated the lov-

ers. And who shall deny that the prayers and yearning

heart of the distant girl had created the tremulous light-

ray which had shot through space and touched into mo-
mentary life the tortured soul of the man she loved.
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"Ah, n'en doutons pas! a travers les temps et les

espaces; les ames ont quelquefois des correspondences

mystferiouses. Er vain le monde r6el 6leve ses barriires

entre deux etres qui s'aiment; habitans de la vie id6ale,

ils s' apparaissent dans Tabsence, ils s' unissent dans la

mort.

Before dawn comes the blackest hour of the night.

The plans of rescue had to be spun with the utmost cau-

tion. To attempt it directly after the catastrophe over-

taking the German consul would be to hazard its success.

But as time went on and no connecting link was sug-

gested between the attack upon his party and his visit

to the prisoner of the tomb, the plans ripened for his

deliverance.

It was on the tenth night after John Culver's risky

Tiait to the tomb that a small Bedouin party with Ali as

their leader fell silently upon the two watchmen. The

men, first clubbed to unconsciousness, .were then gagged

and blindfolded with their own head shawls, and their

feet and hands bound.

Quickly the stone barrier was demolished. At the first

sound from without Pierre Marson started up as if

waked from a frightful dream.
'
' Mort de Dieu ! " he whispered in a hoarse voice.

'

' Is

it possible ? Has it come at last ? And which will it be

—life or death?"

"Hoosh! In the name of Allah are you there,

prisoner of the tomb?" said a cautious voice. "Come
forth if you can stand upon your feet.

"

'
' Dieu ! Dieu ! '

' muttered Marson, stumbling forward

like a drunken man till he stooi in the cleared entrance.

He was shaking with excitement, and overcome by an

extraordinary weakness that he had never felt through
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the whole of his imprisonment. The revulsion from de-

spair to joy had been too much for his exhausted body.

He took deep inhalations and looked up at the sky,

strength and hope stroaniing into him as he breathed.

"Water! Give me water, and bread if you have it,"

were his first words. He was given bread, and to drink

out of a small flask of weak aniseed and water specially

provided to fortify him.

"While alternately he ate and drank, and lifting his

face to the sky continued to breathe in deeply the over-

powering, priceless air of freedom, Ali and his friends

carried the bound men into the tomb, then tumbled the

stones and rocks pell mell into the doorway.

"Come my brother/' said Ali in a low voice. "We
must ride far before sunrise.

"

"You have horses? Good, for I am still very lame."

"Lamef Have you always been lame?" said Ali,

amazed.

"No, they tortured me."
"They tortured him," repeated one to the other,

breathlessly. "Hanna knew nothing of this."

Not without difficulty and help was Marson able to

reach the tethered beasts on the off-side of the hill. Once

in the saddle he was a new man. As they rode forward

together he felt very near to safety, and yet only safe as

long as the darkness endured. Yet the confident bearing

of the Bedouins did not alter with the daylight, and with

every hour that passed he was conscious that the danger

of any pursuit diminished.

Veronica would have had pains to recognize Pierre

had they suddenly come face to face. A thick black

beard straggled over his chest, his hair was long and un-

kempt. His cheeks were hollowed and the clear bronzed

1
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akin of his face had paled to the sickly hue of those long

shut out from the sunshine. And his eyes ojico so keen

and bright shone with a curiously disturbing light, the

look of one who had faced under terrible odds botli mental

and physical torture.

Yet, wrapped in an abbai, and his head muffled by a

keffiyeh, he differed in outward appearance scarcely a

jot from his companions.

By degrees he learnt the story of all that had happened

to the Severin family since his arrest in the lane. Pierre

could scarcely contain himself upon hearing of Veron-

ic-'s constant great peril, and the events leading to her

rescue.

"Then that devil incarnate told me the naked truth,"

he ruminated. "My precious girl was at that moment

in his clutches. If I had known neither stones nor mor-

tar could have held me back from flying at his throat."

One instant he exulted in the fact of Rosen's swift

retribution, the next he would be savage at being balked

of his share—the biggest share—of vengeance.

Rest and secure shelter came to him in the Bedouin

camp. In a day or two he neither felt nor looked like

the same man. It was like a real resurrection from the

tomb.

John Culver came back in another two days with the

great news of the encampment on Jebel Moussa, and bear-

ing a little letter from Veronica, who had never doubted

of her lover's rescue. The warm throbbing heart with

"yhich she had written was revealed in every line.

Pierre read and re-read the letter a few dozen times for-

getting all the torments of his captivity. Every detail

that John Culver could relate he asked him to repeat a

score of times over.

vy&
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There was no course for him to take but that of se-

cretly making his way to .Tebel Moussa. Yet first, said

John Culver, his strenjrth must be rcr^uperated. He
must go there to be a support, not an added anxiety.

By the time Pierre, with Mi f<ir jriiide. was r^ady to

start for the hill of refupe. Voroniea had settled down

to a routine of hourly excitement, and the hardest work

of her life. The fight between Turk and Armenian had

begun in earnest.

At first the Turks under their usual impression that a

mere handful of regular troops are enough to hold hun-

dreds of Kurds or Armenians in check, attacked disdpin-

fully with but a hundred troops. These were easily re-

pulsed. They returned in greater numbers and this

time with a gun.

The first intimation of this danger was when a shell

tore screaming overhead and exploded in a comer of the

encampment. Then another and still another worked

cruel ravage.

"Come quickly! come quickly," gisped a woman

rushing up to Veronica who was helping skillfully to

tend and bandage the in.iured in the improvised ambu-

lance shelter. "The good mother has been cruelly hurt

in trying to save the little one."

Veronica's heart leaped and then seemed to stop beat-

ing, but she kept her presence of mind, quietly summon-

ing another helper to continue her task.

"My mother is hurt. I am bound to go to her," she

explained while hastily putting together bandages and

other appliances she might need.

Once outside the shelter she ran as if pursued over the

ground separating her from their own tent. A group at

the entrance divided to let her pass through.
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'Zia has not even a scratch," said a voice, reassur-

injfly. All these people enduring and resisting heroically

in common were drawn in sympathy together by the same

oords of feeling. What affected one member touched

many.

In a moment Veronica was kneeling by the stricken

form ''f her mother.

"Light! Give me more light," she called back

agitatedly to those who darkened the entrance.

"Keep a brave heart, ch6rie! I am in no pain,"

whispered Anna Severin, opening her eyes for a moment.

Her cheat and shoulder were soaked in blood. It seemed

to Veronica's horrified eyes there was blood everywhere.

"Tell Amina to come here," she said, looking round

again, and then at once with deft tender touch setting

to work to examine the nature of the wounds.

"Let me alone, dear heart! You can do nothing.

This is the end. I always knew the Turks would one day

aause my death," said Anna, slowly. "I leave my Zia

to your charge. You will be a mother to her.

"All my life," said Veronica, firmly, "but I entreat

you to let me try and ease you my precious mother."

She tried hard to control her voice, but paused, overcome

for a second. Again she asked for Amina with a sharp

new note of fear in her accent.

Nobody gave any answer at all, then an old woman

entered and came up to her.

'
' I will be your servant, Amina has been struck down

like her mistress. Ai ! The poor soul is quite done for.

She was going to fetch you and her doom met her on the

way."
"Where is the child?" asked Veronica, hoarsely.

"Safe!"
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"Tea, the good Ot 1 hv thniikprl, T was ahl.« to prr«.'r\'e
her from harm," murmurcil Mmc. .Scvfrin. "My poor
faitliful Amina! She is not siifTcriii^'.

"

Just then Pastor Kasbarian t'litiTod tlif tent.
"My dmiphtpr. we arc all in CJod's hands," lie said

with a break -i his harsh voice. lie stood ov-r liis .oasin
speechless at first, then Kettin- down noon his knees ho
begau solemnly to recite th.e appropriate prayers of his
church.

Veronica, after doin<? all that was possible at this
juncture, held her mother's hand, lookin.^' fi\edly into
her face. The shadows already growini? there were un-
mistakable. Mme. Severin was sinking' rapidly.
"Break the news gently to Nicholas," .she said with

difficulty. "He has always been the best son in the
world."

Veronica's head bent low to hide the qui<k onru.sh of
scalding tears. She kissed bor mother's hands.
"And my Vronka! No mother has been more bles.sed

in her children," murmured the failiiig voiep.

The din of firing had suddenly ceased. Only the
shouts of distant voices, and the confused hubbub of
sounds that ari.se from a multitude compressed into a
small area, came to the ear.

The camp defenders at their wits' end to check the
ravages of the gun had resorted to strategy. A clever
sharp shooter among them had stolen undetected through
the brushwood until he was .so near he could hear the
Turkish gunners talking. From his hiding place he shot
down one of them, and verj' soon with five bullets had
laid low four more.

Vainly the Turks beat the bushes to discover the enemy
marksman. In a fury at their failure the captain gave
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the order to withdraw the gun to a distance. The camp

was left in peace that day and several days to come.

Suddenly Pastor Kasbarian was called for from with-

out the tent. He got up not knowing what fresh urgent

appeal of duty was upon him. A stir of voices followed

his exit and then a new silence.

Shortly ho reentered the tent followed by two men.

The one who had bared his head was Pierre Marson.

The other, Ali, his guide and companion, was weeping

unrestrainedly for the new calamity that had befallen

his friends.

Veronica, her whole soul engrossed in her mother alone,

at one moment moistening the parched lips, and the next

tenderly wiping the death dew from the pallid brow,

neither stirred nor looked round. Pastor Kasbarian

bent over her whispering in her ear. Pierre then knelt

without a word close beside her, put his arm round her

waist and held her closely.

For an instant she turned her head with an unfathom-

able look of anguish in her eyes and leaning heavily

against the encircling arm seemed on the point of col-

lapse. Then forcibly controlling herself her whole figure

stiffened, her face sank to her mother and she kissed hei

with all her soul.

The deep set eyes of Anna Severin suddenly opened

wide, and shone with peculiar luster as they looked from

Pierre to Veronica.

"Now I can die in peace," she said in a clear voice

She took their hands and put them one in the other

"Thus united you must always be, and love and care foi

each other as long as your hearts beat."

"To eternity," said Pierre, fervently, bending ovei

her hand.
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"Do not let my Zia see me like this. She is so sensi-
tive. The memory would cling to her.

'

'

"Zia shall always be oir nr-^t care," said Pierre.
"Till Nicholas claims 1. ; she siiall '>e like my own
daughter. '

'

"Keep a brave heart," if ^rhisperfa again. "Escape
is assured. You will all win freedom and go back to our
dear France. A lit Je longer yet. It is ordained—I can
see it plainly." Her voice was still fainter. As the
light faded out of her eyes they took on tlie look of one
who sees dimly into a mystic distance, hidden from those
still on earth.

Again she smiled at them al'. and pressed Veronica's
hand. "Andreas, my husband!" she called suddenly
"He is here."

Then, stirring lightly she passed out of this life of
strife with the gentle sigh of one tired and gladly falling
upon sleep.

•

The brave Armenian fighters on that mountain top not
only successfully defied the Turkish army but kept it at
bay for weeks. After the bombardment had failed the
enemy prepared an attack in force by three thousand
regular troops. They forced a passage to the summit of
the ridge, where they pushed along until only a deep
ravine separated them from the refugee camp.
Night fell too soon for them to complete their victory.

The Turks with their usual fatalism and procrastination
ceased their advance never dreaming that the Christians
would be courageous enough to attack them before day-
break.

The lights of the Armenian camps were all ex-
tinguished while the leaders hastily constructed a dar-
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ing plan to confound the foe. This was to surround the

Turks while they slept, startle them with a rapid dis-

charge of musketry, and then fall "pon them in a fierce

man to man conflict.

Every rock, stone and by-path of Jebel Moussa was
familiar to the Armenians. They scaled the hill on all

eides without awakening the least alarm. A signal

started the firing. Nothing at all was haphazard for

they could not afford to lose a single cartridge. Every

bullet had to find its mark. In quick space of time

that ravine was filled with terror to the Turkish soldiers

as with the energy lent by desperation every man sprang

upon the foe. .

Vainly the officers rallied their tTops. The mischief

was done. Disordered and demoralized they scrambled

into safety as best they could. Before the dawn the

woods were empty but for the corpses of two hundred

Turks and a large harvest of ammunition badly needed

by the Armenians.

Wlien the Turks came back after the lapse of several

days it was with a large body of many more thousand

than before, but it was not to fight this time, only to

surround the hill and starve the insurgents into sur-

render.

"A cordon is formed. They are blockading us," was

the first notice brought into the camp by one of the

scouts. "They want to see us starved to the point at

which they will be certain of an easy walk-over," said

one of the leaders.
*

' They wish to save their own skins

whatever the result to us. "We will beat them by the

might of God's own justice."

A true prophecy, for the story of their gallant struggle

against such terrible odds with their backs to the sea
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ha^ become history-

1 be recorded to all ages as one of the
most heroic achievements of a brave, much enduring race'
To relate all the details would fill another bookA month passed by. Through husbanding their pro-
visions they had all managed to subsist. They calculated
that with care they might still carry on for another
fortnight, but after that star^-ation lurked ahead

^
It was particularly at that time they began to look

.0 the sea as a means of escape. The outlook over the
Mediterranean had from the outset suggested possibili-
ties of freedom, instilling courage into the souls of not a
few.

"There is hope in the sea but no hope in the grave "
said one to the other, though many an old person of tho
multitude had never before clapped eyes^ on the sea.
For their closer comfort they held stoutly to the ancient
Armenian proverb, "In everj^ city of the Ea.st I find a
home."

Confident in the hope of escaping by the sea they pre-
pared three copies of a -al to the captain of any
passing vessel. It was itable S.O.S. appeal ad-
dressed to any English, I rench, Italian, or Russian ad-
miral or captain, in the name of God and of human
brotherhood. It described how the people of six villa-es
some five thousand souls in all, in escaping from Turkish
barbarity had resisted week by week the attacks and
blockade of a large army. They begged to be trans-
ported to Cyprus or elsewhere, declaring that wherever
they were taken they would never be idle but work hard
for their bread. The appeal was signed by the
Protestant pastor of Zeitoun, Dikran Andreassian.
To three of the best swimmers of the camp was given

the task of watching the sea with the object of at once
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plunpfing through the breakers and doing their best to

gain the side of the first ship that went by.

But many days went by and no ship ame into sight.

Then at the pastor's advice the women made two immense

flags. They were white, and on one was painted in

great black letters, "Christians in distress! Help!"

while the other was decorated with a large red cross.

Food and ammunition dwindled fearsoraely. The

Turks clamored for their surrender. The days were all

heavy with anxiety and the nights very long.

For Veronica and Pierre they were wonderful andl

memorable days. Not days for softness and the dallying

of lovers at all, but for mutual support of strong hearts

and a boundless trust through hours of unmitigated

stress. A passionate zest marked their every action.

Busied with one sufferer and the other, as well as per-

forming the part of a true mother to little Zia, Veronica

was swept along by the energy of a divine altruism that

focussed every impulse and passion of her loyal soul.

More and more Pierre Marson jjiow to appreciate at its

highest worth the magnificent pluck that had kept her

spirit living and unafraid under trials, peril, and a great

bereavement that would have crushed to annihilation

many a weaker soul. Always he hoped that to a French

ship would come the honor and the glory of rescuing this

remnant of his sweetheart's brave, hard driven race. It

was a happiness that actually materialized for him on

the 53rd day of the siege.

The French cruiser Guichen perceiving the signals of

the S.O.S. flags and at once understanding their mean-

ing, drew near enough to the shore for the swimmers to

approach with their appeal. A wireless to the admiral

of the fleet brought other men of war to the spot. The

1 -.
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Turks were bombarded till they fled far from the moun-

tain and rescue could begin.

Under conditions of stupendous difficulties and danger

—for the sea was very rough—the people were conveyed

to the ships on rafts that had to bo specially constructed.

Prodigies of valor and resourcofulness were displayed

by the French sailors. From morning till late into tho

night the embarkations continued until the w(;nder was

performed of shipping old men, women and children

without a single accident.

At last the strand was emptied. Only the men re-

mained on the hill top fighting to hold the enemy at a

distance. Of these one may be sure that Pierre JNIarson

was not the least daring and valiant. What the women,

in safety themselves, suffered during that night, their

hearts sick with this latest suspense of waiting for the

final rescues, is not easily described. Uncertainty and

dread combined with the knowledge of her own helplt^ss-

ness to avert any new stroke of a pitiless destiny com-

pletely prostrated Veronica.

However, at last the night passed away and with the

dawn came courage and hope. The ship guns swept the

heights with their fire while on the beach below, divided

into groups of twenty, the last of the men were success-

fully embarked.

They had prepared a huge pile of wood on which every-

thing had been placed that they were unable to carry

away. The last to leave set fire to the wood. The giant

bonfire was flaming and smoking like a funeral pyre

while the French warships steamed away towards Egypt

with their living cargo—all saved by the grace of God.

A few days after landing at Alexandria Veronica and
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Pierre were married, first at the French Consulate, and

then by Pastor Kasbarian at the Armenian church.

Later they embarked for France on one of the first

steamers that carried refugees to Marseilles. Little Zia

of course went with them. Deprived at one blow of the

love of her grandmother and nurse she had soon re-

sponded unreservedly to Veronica's devoted care, giving

her unstinted affection, and growing steadily stronger

in health.

It was not until a year later that Nicholas Severin,

taken prisoner on the Palestine Front by the British,

was able to get into touch with his family, and hear the

sad news of his mother's tragic death.

That his share, and also that of Veronica and Pierre,

in the great War was not over then is understood. "With

natures such as theirs one solemn obligation but paves

the load to others. With ey^s fixed unswervingly on the

ultimate trintnph of froedo.n and liberty and justice they

never ceased to contribrtf all in their power to help on

the great work with the whole of their native pluck and

endurance.

THE END
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